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N The custons inspector might have been
mildly surprised at the neagreness of my
luggage, but he wes too professionally indif-
ferent to let it show. He cleared me through
with offhand dispatch. In the busy terminal,
for the first time, there wes a serse of returm: |
wes standing on United States soil rather than
airire sail or govermment sail. | tested myself
for some special savor, soe thrill of home-
coming, but felt nothing. Perhaps intine.

| tightened my grip on the handle of the
new carvas bag, loosely packed with such bare
necessities that they could not even by cour-
tesy be called possessions, and started to edge
myway through the jostling croad.

“Hello, Roy.”

My elbow mede its uncontrollable twitch
against the bulge of the envelope in the inside
breast pocket of my jacket. But | walked on,
without tuming my head. A man fell in beside
me, matching his stride to mine.

“My name is Constable, Roy. I'm a reporter
ontheciobe.”

“Must be amistake.”

Something floppy described a flashing arc
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in front of my face. 1 pulled back from it by
reflex and came to a stop. It wes a folded

new\spaper.

“Take a look” Constable said He wes
tightly-knit and wiry, with reddish hair tuming
grey, sharp features with the precise definition
of a diecut, and eyes like insults. “You ought
to know this man.” He smiled, and the hard
edge of his features softerned. If the eyes were a
liability in his face, the smile wes an asset that
just managed to balance the books. “It won't
biteyou, Roy.”

There wes a one-columm head, in snHll
black type: ROY HATHAWAY FREED. Be-
neath it a photograph, a white face with the
eyes of a trapped animal. Then a deep cap-
tion: Roy Hathaway, 29 .. . shot and . . .
Clyde Stockman . . . released after ... |
skimmed through the story quickly, and then
tumed to the picture again It puzzled me until
| realized that it was cropped, and the missing
portions filled thenselves in: the two burly
polidas, each with a h’UISII’g V\:ﬂSﬂGJk, the
hand behind me, at the base of my skulll,
clampingnme faceontothecanera . . . The
man in the picture wes three years younger
thanme, and deranged

I pushed the paper anay. “There’'s no news,”
| said to Constable. “It happened three years

“You're talking to an expert” Constable
said. “I was put on the story when it first broke,
and | did a lot of digging for angles on this
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end. It interested me even after it wes cold, you
get that way sonetines about astory.”

“I thought I'd be forgotten.”

He folded the paper and put it into the
pocket of his jacket. “Did you? Really?” His
tone was innocent enough, but his eyes shot
out insults.

The crond milled aroud us in an aimless
fever of purpose; disembodied monotone
woices blared names, numbers, the times of
phantom arrivals and departures. 1 ought to
have been a part of the anorymous confusion,
but 1 felt naked, spotlighted, maroconed on an
upthrust of notoriety created by my past. Ev-
eryone knewme, and there was no cover.

“When you pulled that trigger,” Constable
said, “you placed yourself in the public
domain.”

“Not after three years. Except to somebody
who's interested in prolonging an inpersonal
sensation. Nobody else cares.”

“You'd be surprised at how many people
care,” Constable said

I shook my head. “You want me to believe
that But if it were true, there would be other
reporters.”

“I wasn't talking about the newspapers,” he
said pointedly. Then he smiled his disanming
smile. “Look. I'll stop playing footsie with you.
| didn't come out here for the ciobe, but on
my own. | have a thing riding with a maga-
zire. . . . Tell me, Roy, could you use be-
tween four and five thousand dollars?”
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The point of my elbow tipped in against my
breast, felt the assurance of the bulge. 1 said
nothing.

“Rhetorical question,” Constable said. “The
facts are knonwn. Five hundred dollars. You
went down there and plugged Stockman for a
stinking five hundred dollars.”

But the money wes the least of it, a doawn
payment. The true reward wes the promise of
a haze of golden tomorrons. 1 said, “I didn't

work quite as cheaply as you think.”
He tilted his head in puzzlement, but not for
long. “Oh, sure. That wes why . . .” He wes

quick on the uptake. “By the way, have you
sheken it?’

“Yes.”

“Congratulations. It gives the story a good
upbeat element. It's anextraplus value.”

“l don't get it Why would a megazine pay
for astale rehash of athreeyear-old story?’

“Not for a rehash, but for a unique irside
series. Roy Hathaway's Own Story—telling
the facts subjectively from your own point of

7

“Listen,” he said vehemently, “don't be s0
cavalier about it. This is worth eight to ten
thousand, and well split it down the middle.
Honest nmoney, you won't have to shoot any
body for it

“All right,” | said “Stand out of myway.”

Like a magic unguent, his smile deansed his
face of all rancor. “I'm sorry, Roy. That wes
stupid. 1 apologize.”
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“Let me pass, please.”

There wes open warfare on his face between
his eyes and his smile. It wes a deadlock, but
he stepped aside. | started walking again, and
hefell in beside me.

“Have you got a story of your own

“No.”

He shook his head. “I don't understand you,
Roy.”

“Don'ttry.”

*Going to be around town for awhile?”

“Why do you ask?’

“Don't be touchy. | just want to know if |
can get hold of you in case you change your
mind.”

“I won't change my mind.”

“Where will you be staying?” Constable
said. | shook my head. “Don’t know;, or won't
tell me?”

“Be intown long?’

“Just overnight.”

*Going back home tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“Millville, isn't it? No. Millwood. North-
western Connecticut. Can | reach you there, if
| have to?”

“Youwon'thave to.”

“Don't be too hasty, Roy. Think my propo-
sition over. Four to five thousand dollars. It's
worth afew minutes of any man's thought.”

At the glassed exit doors | said, “Thanks for
the offer, armyway. Good-bye.”
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“Okay. If you decide to co-operate, phore
me at the c1obe Office. Harry Constable.” His
eyes were suddenly spiteful. “Mearmhile, be
careful.”

I  paused in the half-open door. “Careful of
what?’

“Your gereral welfare. Call ne up at the
Globe if youwant to discuss it.”

I watched him tum and mingle with the
crond, his jacket swinging with the weight of
the rolled newspaper in his pocket. Then |
went on through the door. A brilliance flashed
fromthe chrome of a parked car, and | flinched
from it For an instant, with that bleached flash
inmy eyes, | might have been back at the win-
dow of my cell, dazed by the bone-white hest,
sucking painfully at the leaden tropical
ar. . . .

I shifted my head a fraction of an inch to
awid the shaft of the reflecion and the
uwvelcome illusion vanished. This wes the
wholesome buoyance of a temperate zone
spring, with just a hint, not an overdose, of
perfure in the air. The sunwaes No eneny, the
buzzing speck hovering over a srear of spilt
ice cream on the sidewalk wes not an infesta:
tion of insects but asingle fly.

| took a deep breath. It wes springtime, and
I had only a single dbligation to discharge to
be free. For the first time a future drann in
ters of crisp bluesshadowed slopes of snow
seened arational possibility.

“Roy Hathaway?’

My elbow flicked to my side. | wheeled
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around, my hands coming up in front of ne in
a defersive reflex, my head ducking into the
shelter of the carnvas bag.

“Take it easy, Hathaway.”

He was a man of medium height, solid and
squareshouldered. His olive complexion wes
flushed, and he was breathing hard, sweating
slightly. I lonered the bag.

“Who areyou?’

“I underestimated the traffic through toan,
and damn near missed you.” He gulped in air,
held it, and blew it out with noisy relief
through his lips. “I'm Robert Fomari, an as
sistant district attormey.” He took out a hand
kerchief and dabbed at his forehead. “Want to
go insidewhere we can sit down’?’

“No.”

He said doubtfully, “It's not very comfort-
able this way. Were you going into the city? |
can take you in my car, and we can talk at the
sametine”

“Do | haveto?’

“Up to you. We can stand here if it suits you
better.”

“I mean, are you ordering me to do it? Am
I warted?’

“Hell, no,” Fomari said “Purely volun

“All right, I'll ride inwithyou.”

“Fine. My car’'s over at that end.” He waved
his hand at the parking lot, with its rons of
cars brightly hued in the clear sunlight We
started to cross tonard the fenced-in lot. “Hell
no, you're not wanted, Hathaway. You never

n



committed any crime in our jurisdiction. But
there's something you can do for us.”

To the left, with a roar of notors, a huge
plare strained its snout upward, and took
leave of the ground. It headed for the sun
winking and gleaming, its sound attenuating to
asteady drore.

I said, “There isn't anything 1 can do for

“Yes, there i1s,” Fomari said. “You can
sing.”

Fornari was a cautious, deliberate driver,
blandly impervious to being honked at. | sat
beside him in the front seat, watching the grip
of his olive-tinted hands on the wheel, and
waited for him to speak.

When he did, he surprised me.

“In the first week after the shooting | tried
toseeyou,” he said

| stared at him, not quite understanding.

“In the Republic. In Assumpta. In the what
doyoucall it- careen The prison.”

“Didyou see me?’

It must have violated the first principle of
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his driving philosophy to take his eyes from
the road, but he tumed and gave me a quick
banildered look. “Don’ty(],lknow »”

“I wouldn't remember.”

“They didn't let me see you. You were in a
restraining jacket |1 waited around in As-
sunpta for a week, and went back By that
time you were out of the jacket, and some doc-
tor'or other-----

“Doctor Moreno.”

“Yes. | got into a hassle with him when he
refused to let me talk to you, but he wes
running the show, and | didn'tgetin.”

“You spert all that taxpayers noney to try
to talk to me in the condition | wes in then?”

“1 spent the taxquayers’ noney in an attept
to talk to Clyde Stockman. He had me throan
out of the hospital. So | tried to see you, |
thought there might be some lead------ ”

“Is that what you expect to get now?”

He angled sedately into the Van Wyck
straight-anay. “How did you react to Clyde
Stockman's death?”

“It wes a natural death. That is, a
heart-attack, the arm had nothing to do with
it”

“That's right,” Fomari said. “l meant------ ”

“I wes sorry he died. | read his obit in the
Assumpta vigilante. It wes of more interest to
me thanthe others, but . . . ” | shrugged

Doctor Moreno had brought the vigilante
obit to me hinself, tossed it in my lap, ad
said, “Look, Roy, a man had died of a weak
heart whom once you shot painfully but super-
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ficially in the arm There is no connection be-
tween the vwound and the cause of his death
You understand this?’

There wes nore to it for me than just logic,
but 1 told him that | understood perfectly.

Fomari said, “You didn't feel any sernse of
gquilt”’

“When | learmed that | would probably be
set free a decent interval after his death— 1 felt
guilty about that. Some kind of delayed reac-
tion, 1 guess, or it provided a handy outlet for
the guilt | should have felt at his death, but
didn't Hell, | don't know.”

“From the sound of it, this Moreno couldn't
sell you a hundred per cent on your guiltless-
ness.”

“What are you—an analyst in your spare
time?’

His fingers, all but the thunios, lifted from
the wheel in protest “Just curious. Who sent
you down to Assunpta to assassinate Clyde
Stockman, Roy?”

“I don't rememier.”

Fomari SIgI‘Ed “You had no personal Feax
son for wanting himdead, did you, Roy?”

“I hed never even heard of him”

“Did you know—do you know now—why
anattenmptwes mede to kill Stockiman?”’

“Only vaguely. A crooked politician makes

“Not enemies. Friends. A crooked politician
like Clyde Stockman mede a lot of friends. At
aguess, Stockman didn't have an enermy in the
world. But he had ahell of alot of friends.”
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He concentrated on manewvering the car
from Van Wyck into the Interboro Parkway.
The westward city-bound traffic wes heavy;, the
sun reflected from a thousand bunyers, hood
omaments, door handles, gleaming strips of
decorative chromium

I said, “Are you inplying it wes hiS friends
who wanted himdead?’

A car in the lane to our left shot by danger-
ously close. “Damn lunatics!” He twisted his
thumbs to point ahead through the windshield
“See that blue sedan in front of us? That's
how to drive a car. I've been folloning him all
the way from Van Wyck, and | haven't once
had to go over thirty-five. That's fast enough
in this traffic, but those lunatics— —”

“I've never seen you in a courtroom, Mr.
Formari, but I'll bet you're a mester at building
susperse.”

“l haven't pleaded a case in fifteen years.
His friends, of course it wes his friends.”

“Funny kind of friends.”

“Not an enemy in the world,” Fomari said
“I would swear to it BEven you. You weren't
his enemy.”

“I'wesn'this friend”

“You were a robot, an instrument” He
flicked his eyes anay from the road monmentar-
ily to smile at me. “I would meke a bet that
you know less about Clyde Stockman than the
average citizen in this toan.”

“l know that he wes a crooked politician
and that he skipped out with a tin box and
asked for and got refuge in Assunpta |
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learmed that afterwards. When 1 went down to
Assumpta with a gun in my pocket | didn't
know any nore about himthan his name.”

“My God,” Fomari said softly, and stole an+
other quick glance anay from the road to look
at me. Then he said, more briskly, “The tin
box wes figurative. It wes a suitcase, packed
full of greenbacks. You want e to fill you in
on Stockman?’

“Not particularty.”

“For reasors of my own, I'd like to, any-
way. You know he wes a political power in
this tonn. Without ever having held any office
except briefly, back in the old days, when he
wes an alderman He wes a kingraker, he
picked the mayor, he handled the patronage,
and he wes the bagman. Five years ago the dis-
trict attomey's office had worked up a case
against Stockman that we were ready to take
into court. But we were after nore than just
Stockman—we wanted to round up all the
muckamucks, especially the ones that held
high municipal office.

“The D.A. called Stockiman doan to his
office one night, and laid the whole story on
the line for him We offered him a deal. If he
talked, we would soften the rap against him
Otherwise, we would bring him to trial, throw
the book at him, and he wes a cinch to take a
heavy fall. He wes scared. He asked for a cou
ple of days to think it over. He kept stalling us,
S0 one afternoon we drew a warrant for his ar-
rest. But his sernse of timing was very good. He
had slipped the tail we had on him—slipped or
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bribed, whichever it wes—boarded a plare,
and landed in Assumpta.

“He left behind him a staterent for the
newspapers, to be delivered once he wes owver
the border. It wes the classic testament of the
crooked politician: ‘I have done nothing
wrong. | am the victim of a dastardly frame-
up. My life is anopen book,’ etcetera.”

Fomari snorted, an angry little exqulsion of
breath. He wes silent for a moment, as if
collect or compose himself, then continued.

“His friends had persuaded him to go into
exile, and to soften the blow they kittied up a
half a million dollars. All in cash, all in the
suitcase. The key dfficials in the Republic had
already been alerted, and when he reached As-
sunpta all he had to do wes make the proper
disbursenents out of the suitcase. Our extradi-
tion reguests were politely tumed down on the
besis that Stockiman wes a political refugee
and hence entitled to sanctuary. Very funny.
We tried flexing our muscles, but the State
Department jumped all over uis—were we
trying to wreck inter-American relations?

“Clyde Stockman waes safe and snug and in
wrerable in Assunpta, and without his
testinony his friends were safe and snug and
invulnerable in New York. End of asaga.”

Bereath the smooth olive skin the muscles
of his jaw were working. | said, “Then there
wes no reason for anybody to want him
killed.”

“Ah,” Fomari said “He got homesick It
wasn't enough that he had steaks flonn doan
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to him from Gallagher’s, and ordered his shirts
by mail from Sulka. Or even that, every once
in awhile, a little kiddie from the chorus line
of his favourite nightclub wes despatched to
Assumpta on a mission of love. He wes a na-
tive product of New York, and it wes the only
place in theworid for him

“He mede up his mind to go home. He
wrote to his pals, pleading for release from
exile. He argued that since two years had gore
by, the heat must be off him, but that aryway
he would rather spend his rermaining days in a
civilized jail than in luxurious freedom in a
Spic republic. It wes a foolish notion on his
part all around, but he had had his first heart
attack by then, and in an odd way it embold-
ered him Having sunived the attack, he must
have felt he could survive anything. His friends
tried to talk him out of it, but he wes resolutely
determined. So an assassinwes hired”

He might have been referring to a stranger.
And so might 1. “But the assassination attept
wes aflop.”

“Oh, Stockman got the message. He un
packed fast when he got out of the hospital,
ad released a statemrent somrething to this
effect that since the abortive attermpt upon his
life by a halfcrazed dope fiend . . .” He
rolled his eyes at me apologetically. “. . . he
had greater confidence than ever in his
adopted country, the garden spot of Central
America, ad that all he asked wes to be al-
loned to live out his life peacefully in the
Republic. That wes his reply to the message of
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the bullet, and so no further messages had to
be sent to him by his good friends in New
York.”

I had seen Stockman only once after the
shooting. It wes on the day he came out of the
hospital. From the window of my cell |
watched him sloMy descend the broad
sweeping steps, a hulk of a man in a white
linen suit, walking with the extree tentative-
ness of the wounded, or the very sick, or the
very fearful. The white sling bandage wes
bleached in the hot sunlight, and he dwarfed
the attendants who helped him into his car. |
hadn't remembered him as being such an enor-
mous man, but the only other time | had seen
himwes in the wavering sights of a gun, and it
wes understandable that he would look smeller
then

Fomari said, “Stockman's friends knew
their man. They knew he didn't have to be
killed to be convinced, just thoroughly scared
Otherwise they would have sent down a com:
petent professional gunman. Sending you wes
by way of being a grisly sporting proposition.
As long as you got a shot off, hit or miss, it
would accomplish their purpose, and at the
sare time give him a gambler's chance of
staying alive.”

| said, “My God!"—whether from shock at
such callousness, or in compassion for Stock-
man, or rewdlsion for the drooling creature
whose success or failure wes a matter of indif-
ference, | could not be sure.

Fomari surprised me—and maybe hinself
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— by tuming out to pass acar. He mede atense
job of the maneuver, and wes visibly relieved
when the adventure wes over and he had
swung back to the right lane behind the sed
ately paced blue sedan

“You were a loose end that they apparently
hadn't given much thought to,” he said “So
they must have figured that arny connection be-
tween you and them wes conpletely covered
But they must have gotten a litle nervous,
which explains why they sent somebody down
belatedly to take care of you.”

That angle had never occurred to me. “You
think it was the same people? Not someone
whowarted to, well, avenge the shooting?”

“No question about it” Fomari said
smugly. “This one wes a real professional. You
don't know how lucky youwere.”

“Don'tl, Mr. Fomari?’

He had no amswer, for once. We drovwe
along in silence, and | remembered how the
world had blossomed into a hot flonery white-
ness with a red sputtering heart at its core, how
the stone around the prison window had begun
to disintegrate into razorsharp chips and a
powderydust. . . .

It wes just after my sessions with Doctor
Moreno had begun. | wes led back to my cell
—half-carried—tottering, aching, buming,
freezing, choking, gagged by a single
shattering unreleased scream stuck in my
throat. At the window, 1 forced my face as far
between the bars as it would go, welcoming
the pressure on my tenples as a torment that |
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ocould understand and control. It wes just be-
fore dusk, and the Avenida Bolivar wes quiiet,
alnost deserted. Below, a car care slonly
along the street from the direction of the
Plaza. It wes a big American car, and it inched
ahead hesitantly, now and then sloning to a
stop before continuing. 1 folloned it indif-
ferently, my head still clamped between the
bars.

The car pulled up directly opposite, and a
man got out He wes very blond, with eye-
brons so white as to be invisible, and his skin
wes hot with sunbum He tilted his face up
ward into the waning sun, and his eyes, a
glassy porcelain blue, focused on me casually
for a moment. Then, without changing the po-
sition of his feet, tuming only his head ard
shoulders, he reached iInto the car. His head
and shoulders swiveled to the front again, and
he put something black and elongated to his
face.

It wes only after the first burst spattered
against the stone that | realized he wes firing at
me. In acloud of fragmented stone and nortar
| started a slow dreamtlike process of withr
draning my head from between the bars and
dropping to my knees beneath the window
opening (Dr. Moreno told me, later, that
although 1 wes not nearly as slow as | imeg-
ined, My reflexes were in fact somewhat
blunted).

I crouched against the rough stone of the
wall, shaking, watching a slow drip of blood
from my cheek splat on the scuffed concrete
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cell floor. A silt of pondered stone wafted
down from the battered windowsill, and it was
quiiet as night

It wes all over in a matter of seconds. Ac-
cording to onlookers, the retreat wes orderly.
The blond gunman lonered the submechine
gun, tossed it back inside the car, then hopped
in hinself. The car started off smoothly, gath
ered speed, and disgppeared norttwmard along
the Avenida Bolivar, heading for the gpen
ocountry.

The next day, from the outside, officials of
the prison checked the wall beneath the win
dow and found a dozen gouges in the stone
less than an inch bereath the sill. The gun
men's first burst wes just a fraction low. He
corrected his aim on the second burst, but it
wes too late; by then 1 had stopped being a
target

Now, & | sat in the car noving into the
westering sun, | touched with my fingertips the
tiny scar on my cheek where | had been struck
by a chip of flying storne. 1 knew how lucky |
had been, although it had not nattered to me
very much then. 1 had saved myself by instinct,
not will or desire.

“What surprises me,” Formari said, “is that
theywere satisfied with afailure.”

“The prison people took precautions. They
nmoved me to ancther cell, an interior one off
the street, facing into the courtyard.”

He shook his head. “It's not impossible to
kill a man, even in prison, if you're resourceful
and determined enough” He shrugged
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“Maybe they reckoned that like Stockman you
would scare quiet Well, they were right,
werent they?”

My elbow pressed agairst the bulge under
my jacket. “It doesn't make any difference to
me what they thought— or what you think.”

We headed for the entrance to the Triboro
Bridge, a complex of access roads at various
levels, and high concretewalled tunrels gpen
to the sky.

Fomari said, “I'd appreciate it if you would
come dowrnHtoan with me.”

“What for?”

“Stockman's evidence died with Stockman
But if we can lead back to his friends through
you, and tie them up with the attenpt to kill
Stockman------ ”

“I don't have any idea who his friends are”

“That's not the problem,” Fomari said im-
patiently. “We know who they are. We always
have. But we can't prove anting. Now, &s |
said, if we can forge a chain of witnesses, start-
ing with you and leading up the chain of com:
mand. . . . You had to have a contact, some-
body who gave you instructions.”

I nodded. “But 1 don't remermber

He looked pained. ““Oh, come on, Roy.”

“You know what an addict is like? When |
hed a fix | wes euphoric, far out When |
craved ore | wes in agony. Either way, | was
mindless. | just don't remenoer.”

“Have you tried to? | mean, tried to retrace
it step by step, reallyworking at it?”

“Why should I? It's not important to me.”
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“It is to us, to the law. It's your duty to co-

“I don't remember.”

He sloned the car donwn alnost to a stop so
that he could direct an angry glare at ne.
Then he started up the ranp approach to the
bridge. We leveled out, and across the gleam
ing river the Manhattan skyline wes a sharp
scribble against the dying glow.

In a bemused woice, as if speaking aloud to
hirreelf, Formari said, “They knew Stockman,
better than his own nother did, so they could
coutt on his not talking But they couldn't
have known you at all, and being an addict you
were amyway entirely unpredictable, yet they

never tried . . .” He said casually, “Didn't
they ever try to get in touch with you?
Threaten you? Bribe you?”

My elbow made its involuntary movenment.
“No.”

“No? Can't imegine how they slipped up on
that ore. Still, ifyousayno . .  Hegaene
a skeptical look, 1 met it stonily. “Well, then,
do you have some other particular reason for
notwanting to helpus?’

I shook my head. “l told you. | don't

“Would you come donntonn aryway? Talk
to us?’ He wes pleading with me now. “On the
possibility that something you tell us might in-
advertently be helpful?”

He paid his quarter at the toll booth. He wes
silent, concentrating on the swooping series of
ramp cunves, until we straightened out after
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merging with the heavy traffic flow on the
Franklin D. Roosevelt Drive.

“Why not, Roy? | don't know what your
guilt feelings are about shooting Stockman.
Frankly, | don't think you ought to have any.
But armyway, why not talk to us, and think of it
as, say, afinal step inyour rehabilitation?’

But | had already determined what that
final step wes to be. Once | tumed over the
money to Emil, my obligations to myself were
discharged, paid in full. 1 oned no debt to For-
nari. Still . . .

I said, ‘Til think it over. And let you know
tomorrow.” He grimaced in disappointment.
“I've got some business to attend to in toan
thisevening.”

“I'm sure you'll decide to co-operate,” he
said in a woice that wes not at all sure “This
business you've got in toan. 1 hope you're not
going to get yourself into any trouble.”

“No. It'sjust apersonal errand”

“I'm ocounting on you, Roy.” He reached
into his pocket and handed me a card. “Phore
number’s on that. Now look—would you let me
take some precautions? Assign a man to you?”

“You mean abodyguard? It's ridiculous.”

He said quietly, “It's not ridiculous, and I'd
like to irsist on it, but I'll respect your wishes.
Sure you won't come doawntoan with me
now?’

“I'msorry.”

“Okay. Can | dropyou off someplace?’

“Midtoan? If it won't take you out of the
way. Say Forty-second and Fifth?”

25



He angled off the Drive at the Forty-second
Street exit, beneath the towering nonolith of
the UN Building. Going crasstoan | goggled
at the cronds, at the News building, at Third
Avenue denuded of the El, at the Commodore,
at the hordes pouring into Grand Central Ter-
minal, at the solidity and might and ugly shed-
oned coolness of the great buildings. As-
sunpta, the sleepy capital of the Sleepy
Republic, seerred far anay.

Fomari tumed right onto Fifth Avenue, and
pulled up at the curb in front of Stoegers, the
gun store, diagonally across from the mam
moth pile of the Library. | started to open the
door when | naticed a blue sedan pulling into
the curb in front of us, farther up the block,
close to Forty-third Street.

I said, “That looks like the car------ ]

Fomar said, “I'll be damned Don't get
out!”

He pushed open his door, jumped out, ad
ran back toward the cop directing traffic at the
intersection. Ahead, a door opened in the blue
car, and somebody slipped out of it and wes
quickly swalloned up in the crond on the av
enue. The car wes already noving off. 1 fol-
loned it to Forty-fourth Street, where it tumed
left and disappeared. Forman must have seenit
go, too. He spoke briefly to the cop, then came
back to the car and got in

He said, “It wes too good to be true, ary-
body besides me driving that circunspectfully.
He front-tailed us all the way from the airport,
then got somewhere behind us on the Drive,
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folloned us of! at Forty-second Street. . .
He shook his head in disgust, then said,“Any-
way, we scared himoff.”

I didn't tell him about the man who had got-
ten out of the car before it drove off, because |
knew he would then corsider it his inarguable
duty to assign aman to protect me.

I couldn't have that.

I waited patiently while the bellhop exe-
cuted the timeless ceremony of fiddling with
windows and blinds, poking his head into
closet and bathroom, switching lights on and
off. 1 gave him the ceremonial coin for his
meaningless services, and he returned the cere-
monial nod of acceptance and went out.

I sat down on the bed, picked up the tele-
phone, and gave the switchboard operator a
number that had once been as familiar to me
as my onn name, and agood deal nore inpor-
tant Waiting for the ring to be amswered, |
kept my elbow pressed tightly against the
bulge in my jacket, pinning it down

A woice said. “Yeah, what do you want?’

“Is Emil there?’

The woice responded pronmptly and gueru
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lously: “Emil? What Emil? 1 don't know no
Emil. Who's this calling?”

I said, “Put Emil on.”

“Who wants him?”

“l do.”

“who, ferchrisesakes.”

I didn't want to give my name, but there
wes no helpfor it “Tell himits Roy.”

“I don't knowno Roys. Roywhat?”

“Just Roy. He'll knowwhoitis.”

There wes a protracted pause in which |
heard congested breathing close to the tras
mitter, and | visualized the breather thinking,
weighing me in the balance of a mind that in-
stinctively acoounted everyone a threat until
proved othernwise.

“Emil ainthere.”

I remenbered that the phone booth wes in
the rear of the store, obscured by the paper-
back bookracks and piled cases of enpty pop
bottles waiting retum

I said, “Maybe he's outside.”

“You telllng me? I'M here, where the hell
dleyou? What am I—Dblind?’

“You expect himaround later?”

“Maybe he's having his supper. Maybe Rl
be around later. Call back, ferchrisesake,
later.” He hung up.

I took off my jacket and went into the bathr
room to wesh my face. A moment later | came
running out, dripping water. | snatched the
wrinkled jacket up from the bed and patted the
bulge in the breast pocket | took out the enve-
lope, weighed it in my hand for a second, ad
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then put it in my hip pocket 1 went back to
the bathroom to towel myself dry.

Panic gave way to self-disgust, and when |
emerged | tossed the envelope on the bed, not
even watching to see where it fell. Itwes a ges-
ture to Dr. Moreno as much as myself, a sign
that my olsession with the noney could be
controlled or limited. It would not have fooled
Moreno. It didn't fool me.

But when the nmoney first arrived, and for
almost three years afterwards, |1 wes totally in
different to it

About a week after the machine-gunning in-
cident, when | wes brought domn to Dr.
Moreno's clinic for my daily visit, he waited
until the guard left, and then began tapping his
finger on a heavwy broan legal-sized manila
envelope on his desk

“We have mail call ﬂ‘isrmming, amigo."

| didn't amswer. | fixed my gaze on a hunp
on the bridge of his nose. It wes a technique |
had dewveloped for looking straight at him
without meeting his eyes.

He said, “Very arresting mail. But | see.
You receive so many letters that it is a matter
of no interest to you.”

I said, “Let me go back to my cell.” | spoke
without shifting my eyes from their fixed focus.

“Second. But first, you would like a fix, si>~

It worked My gaze shifted violently. He
laughed.

I said, “You filthy Spic bastard.”

He said grawvely, “I thank you for your at-
tention, amigo. He picked up the manila en
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velope, held it in front of him, and let a sheaf
of hills flutter doann on the desk mucho
dinero, Roy.”

“go”

“Yours.” He pushed the envelope owver the
desk to me. My name wes printed on it, and
the prison address. The postmark wes New
York. He said, “What a country you come
from, that even failure is famously renarded.”

The bills were all in the denomination of
fivehundred. | poked them with my finger.
“How much?’

“You do not know?” | shook my head. His
lip curled. “You lie to the good doctor who
mestohelpyou, amigo”

I said, “Is it true you are an abortionist?”

He had eyes as black as prunes, degp-set hi
a heawy-featured swarthy face. They fixed on
e in a steady urmavering stare of assessment
Then they softened.

“No, you are not lying. 1 will tell you. Five
thousand dollars. Much money.”

I shrugged

“A bribe, perhaps? A generous bribe so that
you keep your mouth shut?”

| said, “Listen. You want it? It's all yours
for one solid fix.”

“You tenpt me, amigo.” He S|ghed
“Money mears nothing to you?”

“Take it and buy yourself a new curette.”

He sighed again. “We will put it in safe-
keeping for you. Perhaps even so that it will
eam interest” He put out his thick hairy hand
and fanned the bills gpart, uncovering a small

30



rectangular slip of paper. On it wes printed in
unadormed block letters:

INSTEAD OF THE TYPEWRITER.
OKAY? E.

Dr. Moreno said, “What is a typewriter to
dowithit?’

“Meachine-gun.”

“Ah.” He swept up the money into the enve-
lope. “We will keep it for you, and give you a
I’ECGIpt, en regulacidn, ad ﬂ’lBV\"EnyOU are
released you will be a person of means. Okay.
No nmore entertainments for today. Now we
will g)tOV\Drk, amigo.”

It wes nearly seventthirty, and the canyons
of the city were in degp shadow. | phoned a
second time and a different voice answered
degper and hoarser than the first, but the same
in kind. | was informed that Emil wesn't there,
that his present whereabouts were unknown,
that he might or might not be around later. |
said thet | had called earlier, and that | would
try again in an hour. Would he tell Emil, if he
saw him, that Roy had called?

The hoarse woice said, “Nah, don't bother

I called right back The hoarse woice re-
sponded with incredulity and indignation.

“You're bad, buddy, you're bad. Now you
call up once more, I'm gonna come down there
and push your face in.”

I said, “Tell this to Emil. Tell him that it's
Roy, and that | have some money for him.”

31



*“You got money? What kind of money?”

“Five thousand dollars.”

“Five grand You ribbing me?’ But there
wes already a note of compromise in the hos-
tile voice.

“Five thousand Emil will know about
it Ask him to stay around a while when he
ocomes back. I'll phone again”

“I'll tell him the mawvwn | see him, the nawvwn
he shows up. You want to leave your phone
number, he can call you back?”

“No. You might come down to the phore
number here and push my face in.”

He mede a hoarse sound that might have
been apology or abashment “I thought you
wes one of them jerky hooked characters. How
am | supposed to know? He gave a phlegmy
laugh. “Whatsamatter—you think 1 can go
through the phone wires?”

I hung up and went to the window. The sky
wes still bright, blending to sooty shadow
where it touched the roof-tops; the shadow
deegpened as it descended between the walls of
the buildings. Below, at the level of the street,
it wes already night. The street lamps and the
store-fronts were lit

I spent five minutes olserving as much of
the opposite sice of the street as the angle of
perspective would allow. So far as | could dis-
cem, the flow of pedestrians wes steady, going
in both directions. There were no loiterers, no
men leaning against buildings pretending to
read newspapers while they kept watch, no re-
pesters in the stream of passersby. BEven with
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my limited view, | wes satisfied that nobody
wes lying in wait for me. There wes a certain
matter-of-fact solidity about the city that nade
the idea of being stalked through its streets
seemmelodramatic. Or evenworse, cormy.

True, the blue sedan had folloned ws all the
way from the airport—and deverly, at that,
front-tailing us on the Parkways, working from
behind on the city streets. But took assurance
from the dispatch with which the car's occu
pants had scattered when they were discov-
ered. | couldn't disregard entirely the wamings
from Constable and Formani, but 1 didn't pro-
pose to let thempanic me.

Remembering the man who had slipped out
of the blue sedan into the crond on Fifth Av-
enue, | had taken some pains to lose him if he
tried to follow me after | left Fomari. My des-
tination wes a hotel in the West Forties, but in-
stead of heading uptown on Fifth, 1 crossed
the avenue and went back to 42nd Street |
walked westward on the long block across
from the Library, pausing now and then to
look into store windows. At one point, |
started to cross the street, but ducked back
into the crond after seemingly having commit-
ted myself to the crossing. When | care to the
big dine store | tumed in abruptly, half-ran
through the cronded aisles, and went out
through the Forty-Third Street exit | headed
East to Fifth again, then North, and zigzagged
West and North by various streets until |
reached the hotel.

I had stayed there once, when | had come
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down with my college hockey team to play at
Meadison Square Garden in a preliminary tO
the professional game. It seenred a very long
time ago.

I weighed the question of having ameal sent
up to the room but rejected it It wouldn't do
to give ald and comfort to spectral fears. |
went out and had dinner at a French restaur
rant donn the block from the hotel. After-
wards, | walked to a drugstore on the comer
and phoned again

Emil amswered As if three years had not
gore by, 1 recognized at once the soft decep-
tivewhine of his voice.

“Say, is this Roy?”

“Yes.”

“l see you got sprung, Roy. Well, that's
nice. Listen—you got something for me, right?
You wart to make a meet and give me some-
thing?’

“That's night”’

“You aint sore at me? | mean, maybe you
got trewrong idea and all. ... You want a
fix, Roy? | mean, you're my boy. | got the real
high-grade stuff------ ”

“I'mcured”

“You're cured? Well, sure you are” He
gave a low secret laugh. “You're cured. Now
tell me, what you want for this thing you got
for me?”

“Nothing.”

“Well, youwant some H for it, right?’

“I don't want anything for it.”

“I hear you. But how do | know? | mean,
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maybe you're teed off at me, sending you down
there and all. And warnt to beat up on Me? |
mean, why are you supposed to want to give
me this thing, this lot of money, just for free?
You admit people don't do things like that? |
mean, it's alittle crazy?’

“Its not crazy to me. If you don't wart
it-—---- 8

“l didn't say so, Roy, | never said so. | want
it, you understand me, but | certainly don't
want no lumps. It wes just a straight business
proposition, my only feelings for you wes
good:will. Sowhy be sore at me?”

“I'mnot sore, Emil.”

“I don't get it, why you wart to give ne that
thing.”

“Listen, Emil. . . .” The sweat wes begin

ning to trickle dom my face in the hot
confinement of the booth. “It's because of my
religion.”

“Ah, that's different Religion, its a dif-
ferent thing. Okay. We'll arrange a meet. Now
look. You know the Columbia Theatre, it's an
all-night grind joint on Forty-second?”

I wes t0 meet him inside the theatre at
ninethirty; specifically, 1 wes to sit in the
next-to-the-last row on the left side of the thea
tre, second seat out from the side wall. He
would be in the adjoining seat. After | gave
him the money;, if | wanted to | could stay and
see the picture, he didn't knowwhether | liked
movies, or what theyhad playing. . . .

“I said, “I'll be there, Emil.”

“You got that thing with you now? 1 mean,
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be careful, don't get yourself rolled. You
drinking?’

“Don’'tworry about me.”

“I certainly am not worried about you. Now
you'll bring that thing with you? an of 1t? |
mean, why not all of it?”

“I'll bring itah.”

“Great. | figured a cleancut kid like you
wouldn't hold out. Why should you? That's
what | told myself. But these loogans down
here, they never get a message straight Nine-
thirty— right?”

“Yes.”

“The religion,” Emil said, as if to corvince
himself. “That explairs it every time.”

I hung up and went outside. The springtime
flush had cooled down with the coming of
darkness, and there wes a fresh breeze riffling
off the Hudson, funneling through the long
eastwest streets. Broadway wes it to the sky
with a medley of lights, suffused with its spe-
cial auraof exciterment and promise.

It wes a tonic night, and as | strolled slomy
with the buzzing crond | felt for the first tire a
sernse of freedom and hope and renewal. It
wes alnost curtain time, and benesth the
marquees, seat-holders snmoked a last cigarette
before entering the theatre A pretty gid
passed by, holding an eager prancing poodle
on a leash. In Assumpta there were few dogs,
and even those were riboy, lethargic, usually
to be seen sleeping in exhaustion or creeping
with drooped tail from shade to shade.

West of Eighth Avenue, the luster of Broad-
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way lit only the sky. The streets, lined with
rons of grubby houses, were dark and drab.
From the river, the wind blew a beguiling
sound of boat whistles. 1 was three-fourths of
the way up the street between Tenth and Elev-
enth when | became anare of an acceleration
of footsteps behind me. 1 looked back over my
shoulder. The light of a streetlanp fell on a
cropped blond head.
Whether he had been laying back strategi-
cally until 1 reached this particular spot—at
my right the blank brick wall of an enormous
warehouse, across the strest a row of five or six
bronnstones in the process of being denmol-
ished—or because he knew | had discovered
him, he broke into a sprint. My fears were not
entirely spectral, after all. 1 turmed to face him
He care to a skittering stop, surprised, as if
he had expected me to run, and watchfully
crossed the few feet of pavenrent still between
uws. In the reflected light 1 saw close up the
glinting blond stubble of the head, the red face
that seemed to be still—or again— painfully
sunburmed, and the alnost invisible eyebrons.
He said, “All right, you sonofabitch,” and
displayed large, unevenly spaced teeth in a
rancorous smile. He reached into his pocket.
Fear engulfed ne like a tidal wave. | backed
off a step, and then cut sharply to my right and
ran | angled across the street and headed back
tonard Tenth Avenue. He came pounding
after me. Beyond the line of wrecked houses, |
changed course abruptly, and leaped up the
steps of a broad oldfashioned browstone
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stoop. 1 threw my weight agairnst the door at
the top, at the same time twisting the brass
knob. The knob wes immovable, the door wes
locked. | tumed quickly, and put my back
against the door.

He wes already at the foot of the steps.
There was something black in his hand. But it
wesn't a gun, and | realized too late that my
judgment had been wwong. If | had continued
runing, 1 might have out-distanced him, with
out fear of a bullet in the back His hand bal-
anced a blackjack, long and deadly and fish-
shaped, looped about his wrist by a leather
thong.

When he started up the steps, unhurried,
watchful, 1 began to shake with a shattering,
paralyzing fear. He paused on the third step,
tense and cautious, but smiling again

He said, “I'm going to knock your brains
out, buddy.”

With the force of a blow it camre to me that
his words were nothing less than literal. Une-
motionally, efficiently, expertly, he meant to
bludgeon me to death, splatter my brains on
the stoop. With time curiously sloned down, |
watched him gather hinself for a leap up the
steps, his body tight and tough in a tan gabar-
dire suit, the blackjack palmed lightly in his
hand.

But | didn't wait for him Some final trigger
of self-preservation unlocked My paralysis,
and | launched myself doan the steps, my
ams flailling. 1 took him by surprise The
blackjack sawung but missed, thudding against
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the stone balustrade. Without stopping, |
caught him with the point of my shoulder and
knocked him down. But it cost me nmy oan
balance. 1 plunged donmward, landing on the
paverment on my hands and krees. | scranmbled
to my feet and started running tonard the
meager lights of Tenth Avenue.

After two strides | realized that | had
twisted my foot in falling. 1 ran hobbled, linp-
ing. There was not yet any sound of footsteps
behind me, but 1 knew that once he started
again he would overtake me well short of the
comer. | wes almost hopping now, to spare my
left foot. A light in a window on a level with
the top of another broanstone stoop caught
my eye. On impulse, | tumed in and limped up
the steps. This time the door opened, and |
half-fell inside a tiny wvestibule. The door
svwung shut. Crouching beneath the glass in the
door, | felt for a pring lock. There wes none.

My breathing wes heavy, but 1 tried to disci-
plire it Cutside, there was a sound of running
footsteps. 1 listened in an agony of concentra:
tion, but when the sound ceased, | could not
tell whether it was because he had run on out
of earshot or had come to a stop.

Behind me, in the vestibule, there wes anr
other door, its glass limply curtained  Still
crouched, | shuffled over to the inner door and
tried the knob. It didnt tum Then, so
abruptly as to startle me, there wes a sustained
buzzing sound. 1 threw my weight against the
door and it opened. | scranbled inside, and
pushed the door shut. 1 sat down with my back
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agairst it and drew in heavy systermatic gulps
of air.

At the top of a flight of steep stairs, some-
onewes looking downat me.

There was a garlic-and-olive-oil odor of
cookery in the hallway, coming from the door
to my right, thickly painted in brown to cover
the uncoverable scars of generations of tough
usage. To my left, further down the narrow
hallway, leading toward the back of the house,
another brown-painted door Ileaked radio
music.

I sat with my back against the inner door,
and looked up the stairs. Each tread wes cov-
ered parsimoniously with a piece of threadbare
carpet; the risers were bare. The weak light
from a ceiling fixture cast a yellow glow up the
steps, underlighting the girl at the top. It
struck beneath her chin, painting odd shadows
on her face. Her legs were foreshortened from
where | sat, but the rest of her was elongated,
from the hips to a sleek dark head. She wes
bent slightly at*the waist, peering donwnward,
and one hand rested on the banister. A ciga-
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rette smoking between the fingers of the hand
that held the banister gave her a curiously cas-
ual air. She wes wearing a bright red smock

“Are you running from the police?”’

She might have been asking me if it wes
raining outside. And if her coolness wes put
on, there was nothing to betray the fact Her
wvoice wes a generically familiar one. It wes not
native to the tenements of the West Forties,
but the confident acquired woice of the well-
bred daughter of money who has gone through
afirstrate essternwoman's college.

| said nothing, leaning forward to probe tje
slight swelling on my left instep.

She bent a degree further at the waist and
said, very distinctly, “l asked you if you were
running fromthe police.”

| started to reply, but froze into silence. The
outer door wes opening. | put my finger to my
lips, and stared for a noment at the girl to
convey my urgency. | drew my legs under me
and raised myself to a crouch, my shoulder
braced against the door. Looking up, | saw a
face, or the smudged inpression of a face
pressed against the near-opague curtain. The
door rattled with sudden violence. 1 held my
breath. It was a solid old-fashioned door, but it
would not withstand a determined assault—
and the glass could easily be broken. 1 caught
a glimpse of the girl's face, pale and albsorbed,
her dark eyes fixed in fascination on the door.

There was a moment of suspended silence,
and | could visualize him very clearly on the
other side of the door, baffled or thoughtful,
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his breathing irregular, his sunburmt face tilt-
ed to one side. Then the silence wes broken,
and | heard the outer door open and, after an
instant, shut again. The girl started to speak,
but 1 gestured sharply and she subsided. Still
crouched, | laid my head against the door and
listened. At last | wes convinced that he wes
gone, that If he had remained in the vestibule |
would have detected it by the slightest sound,
even the sound of breathing.

The girl wes watching me. 1 gave her anod.

She relaxed visibly and said, “Are you going
tosit there all night?”

“I'll leave inafewminutes.”

“Oh, you don't have to go. Sit there if you
like”

I said, “Itwesn't the police.”

“l didn't think so. | watched it from my
window.” She made a vague sweeping gesture
behind her.

“Will he go anay?’

“I hope so. | don'tknow. | guess so.”

She had straight dark eyebrons. Now they
contracted in a froan. “If he's not the police,
and you want to call them—the police—you
can use ny telephone.”

“It isn't that serious. st a . . . well, a
misunderstanding.”

Laughter, aorupt and unexpected, floated
down tire stairs. “You've just won my medal
for the best cliche of the week And another
for distinguished under-statenrent.” She sent a
puff of cigarette snoke rolling along the
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downsloping ceiling. “Come on upstairs and
HI give you adrink”

She took it for granted that | would conply,
as all her life she must have gronn to expect
compliance with her casual invitations. 1 made
No attept to get up.

“Well, comeon,” she said impatiently.

| stifled any resentrent | might have felt at
her perenmptory tone and nodded. “All right
Thank you.”

I walked slomy up the steps, favoring my
left foot. When | joined her on the landing |
found that she wes a tall girl, but not as tall as
she had seermed from below. Her features were
finely chiseled, almost classical, her skintone
ivory against the black of her hair. Her eyes
were cool and appraising, regarding me with
the detachment of a horse-breeder sizing up a
stud prospect

She said, “One more flight,” and | folloned
her along the narrow hallway to ancther steep
rise of steps. Her legs were long and trim—ex-
persive legs.

On the third floor, she paused in front of a
partially opened door and gave me the horse-
breeder's look again. “You don't look like a
street brawder;” she said

“I wasn't braing, | wes running” | de-
cided to retum the conpliment, if that's what
it was. “You don't look like a native of this
region.”

She' said severely, as if reproving me for
snobbishness, “This is where | work and live.”
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She pushed gpen the door. “Comre in, please.”

It was a floor-through loft, running from
front to back of the house. There were corver:
tional windows at each end of the long high
ceilinged room, and a huge mullioned skylight
overhead A third of the area, facing the street,
wes fitted out as livingguarters, the remainder
wes a sculptor’'s studio. The living portion wes
carpeted, but the studio end was bare boards,
splattered with hardened plaster. One wall wes
arrayed with stone and plaster torsos, all of
them truncated just below the groin, some
without heads, or without arms, like a gallery
of the victins of some unspeakable atrocity. A
wooden table wes littered with hanmers, nal-
lets and chisels, all powdered with a fire dust
of plaster. Beneath the skylight there wes a
sturdy pedestal summounted by a tumtable, on
which a mound of clay had been squashed flat
in a nmonment of impulsive anger or frustration

The gidl waved ne to a seat on a studio
couch, and went into a tiny kitchenette closed
off by folding doors. | eased my left leg out in
front of me. The swelling on the instep did not
seem any worse, and with my weight off it
therewas No pain

The gifl brought two glasses, a bow of ice-
cubes and a bottle of whiskey, and placed
them on a low table topped with a broan
veined marble. She sat down beside me, and
fixed two drinks competently and without
flourish. Her fingers were blunttipped and
sinewy, but not ungraceful. She handed me one
of theglasses.
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She tasted her drink Her eyes, over the rim
of her dglass, were dark, candid, observant
“Who is he? The blond man.”

“I"'ve never been introduced to him Oh, my
name is Roy Hathaway.”

“Mine is Veda Lavwwence. You don't even
know hin?”

“Only slightly.”

“I wes standing at the window;, and | saw
nmost of it 1 sawyou run up the stoop and into
the vestibule. 1 knew the inner door would be
locked. 1 pressed the buzzer and released the

“I'm grateful for the impulse that made you
doit”

She shook her head. “Not an impulse. Two
months ago a man wes beaten to death on this
street, almost on this doorstep. It wes horrible.
An old man, a derelict. 1 called the police, but
by the tine they got here. . . She took a
long swallowof her drink

“But you didn't call the police this time?”’

“Letting you into the house seemed nmore
urgent. As it tums out, it wes nore discreet
too, wesn't it?”

I nodded noncommitally, and sipped at my
drink It wes the first whiskey | had tasted in
three years. My only nepenthe in all that tine
was the tranquillizers Doctor Moreno had used
at the start of my treatment to help wean me
off heroin.

Veda Lawrence said, “Well, its a hell of
a Samaritan who punps the weary traveler. |
noticed that you were limping. Are you hurt?”’
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“Not badly.”

| started to get up, to test my weight on my
foot. But 1 sank back quickly when | saw that
standing would frame me squarely in an open
wiNdow.

Veda said, “It must be quite bad.”

I shook my head. “Would you mind draw
ing the drapes?’

She wes puzzled by the request only for an
instant. She reached behind the sofa for a
drawstring, and the drapes came together.

I limped only slightly going to the window.
Standing close to the wall, | lifted an edge of
the drape. | stared down into the empty street
for a long time before | made him out. He wes
across the street, leaning against the post of a
broamstone balustrade, so still that his shape
and the shape of the post were merged. But the
farthest outfling of light from a lamppost
touched his blond head and gave him awnay. |
let the drape fall into place and came back to
the sofa.

“I'll finish my drink; if you don't mind, and
then leave.”

“Has he gone?”’

I nodded.

“Well, good. I'm glad he didn't decide to
stick around all------ 7 Se broke off, ad

looked at me thoughtfully. She put doan her
glass, went to the window, and peered out &s |
had, through the lifted edge of the drape. Re-
tuming to the couch, she tumed her discon
certingly candid gaze on nre.

“Gallantry is rare thee days” she said,
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“and I'm touched by it But considering the
circurstances. . . .

“I can'tstay here indefinitely.”

“Neither can he.” She freshered her drink;
and seenmed surprised that my own wes alnost
untouched. “Don't 1 know you from some-
place?’

“1 doubt it”

‘Tmsurel do.”

“Isn't that the line 1 should be taking?”

“No, don'tjoke.”

“I must have one of those common faces
everybody thinks he knows. 1 went to a boy’s
college, so it couldn't be that. It couldn't be
the amy, or . . . And we certainly weren't
classmates at Radcliffe, werewe?”’

“Don't try to put me off.” She bit into her
red lower lip in thought. “What made you say
Radcliffe?”

“A lucky guess.”

“You mean we're staned by it, we all look
alike? Maybe we do. But you missed. It wes
Smith.”

“Sorry. I'mout of practice.”

I looked at my wristwatch It wes twerty-
five of ten My date with Emil had been for
nine-thirty.

Veda said suddenly, “Does he want to kill
you?”

“What gives you such a nelodramatic
idea?’

“Your abject fear. The way you ran, and the
way you crouched in the halinay. . . .” She
lit a cigarette and held it smoking between her
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fingers in the distinctive careless way she had
“l don't think you're a conard. | don't think
you would run if it wes just a beating you had
toface up to.”

“Can you tell all that simply by looking at
me?’

She shrugged, and drained her glass.

“l have to get to work There are books
there-—----” She waved her snoking cigarette
to a bookcase. “Stay as long as you have to. |
usually work through half the night, aryway,
so don't feel that you're incorveniencing me.”

With a rather curt nod, she got up ad
crossed into the studio portion of the loft, her
low shoes scraping on the patches of plaster. |
went to the window and lifted an edge of the
drape. He wes still as difficult to see, but |
knewwhat to look for now.

| let the drape fall and went into the st
dio, picking my way carefully over the bunpy
floor. Veda stood with her hands on her hips,
confronting the misshapen lump of clay on the
tumtable, eyeing it norosely.

Without tuming, she said, “Don't do ary-
thing brainless.”

“No. Can | useyour telephone?’

She faced about. “The police?”

I nodded.

“I'm right all around. That man out there
means to kill you. You don't want to call the
police. But you're ashaned to be skulking, and
you don't want to inpose on me. All quite
masculine and brainless.”

“The phone?’
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“On the wall in the kitchenette.” She turmed
back to the clay on the pedestal.

| started back over the bunpy floor to the
kitchen. But before | reached it | knew that |
wouldn't meke the call. Once | identified my-
self, the police would be sure to take a deep
interest in my activities, even detain me on an
open charge while they investigated. It would
make it impossible for me to contact EmiL |
realized it wes irrational to risk my life for the
sake of a megalomaniac obsession, but 1 had
admitted that it wes not rational when |
started. Self-knowledge is not the samre thing
aswisdom

“Mr. Hathaway.”

I tinned. She was regarding me with her
horse-breeder’s look.

“Mr. Hathaway, would you feel any better if
you could pay your way?’

“I don't follow you.” My elbow made its in
ward tic.

“You obviously don't wart to call the po-
lice. Well, you don't have to. That man can't
stay there forever, it isn't human. Until he
goes, you can discharge any obligation you
might feel under by modeling for me.”

“You're not serious.”

“I have to pay five to seven dollars an hour
to a model when | can afford one, and when |
do a figure wiathout one. . . .” She notioned
bitterly to the crumpled mess of clay on the
twmtable. “I'mdamn serious.”

Her assessment of my situation had been
shrend and accurate: | didn't warnt to face the
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blond man; | didn't wart to become involved
with the police; and | didn't want to impose on
her any further. Her suggestion offered an hon
orable compromise.

“Okay. I'll doit.”

“Fine,” she said briskly. “You can take off
your clothes in the bathroom”

Standing naked on a nat in the bath
room | examined my foot. There wes an
empurpled contusion beside the swelling just
below the right instep, but it did not seem
serious or disabling. 1 drew on the swimming
shorts which, Veda Lawrence had informed
me somewhat severely, belonged to her father.
It pleased e that they were a trifle long, be-
cauee they completely covered the scars on the
back of my thigh

Veda had removed the misshapen lunp
from the tumtable, and wes busy replacing it
with fresh clay which she troded out of a
large tin. She looked e over when | came out
of the bathroom, and nodded her head in what
might have been a sign of approval. 1 stood be-
hind her, waiting, and goose pinples bunped
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out on my ams and legs. It wes drafty in the
loft.

When she had a sufficient mess of clay piled
on the tumtable, Veda put the lid on the tin
and hammered it shut with a wooden mallet
Then she went off to a comer of the studio,
and retumed dragging a heavy wooden beer
case. Sre placed it behind the tumtable, its
solid bottomeside tumed up.

“Platform” she said. | started to get up on
the box. “Not ready for you yet.”

She rummieged in a wooden chest, and dug
out what seermed to be a tangled piece of wire.
But when she placed it upright on the tumta:
ble, anchored in a solid blob of clay, | realized
that it was shaped roughly to the conforme:
tions of ahuman figure.

“Armature,” she explained. “The append
ages— ans, legs, head—are too heavy to sup-
port thermselves. But theyll hold if you build
themon awire structure.”

She scooped up blobs of clay and started
fitting them to the ammature. Quite soon, she
had a crudely recognizable figure—an early
homo sapiers to whom there still adhered
some prinmordial ooze.

| sat on the box and watched, with a serse
of detachment and a feeling of profound
unreality. Could | actually be sitting here
threequarters naked, wearing another man's
draners, while a very pretty but somehow for-
bidding gifl made nmud pies? Was the blond
man real, or something remenbered from a
childish nightmare? The goose pimples, which
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| gently chafed, added a final surrealistic touch
to the picture.

“1 think we're ready for you now,” Veda
said

I got up on the beer case and struck whet |
thought might be a suitable pose—hands
clenched at my sides, chest out, head and chin
up like afigurehead on the prow of aship.

“My God, no” Veda said “We're not
playing statues. | want you relaxed, natural.”

I let everything collapse exaggeratedly.

“Oh, please.” She came aroud the tumta
ble. “Just stand the way you do normrally.
Your casual posture. Here, thisleg . . .” She
touched my kree lightly. | recoiled with such
violence that | lost my balance and slipped off
the box. She looked at me in puzzlement and
said, “Sorry.”

I climbed back on the box.

“Is there anythingvwong?’ she asked

There was nothing wrong except that 1 hed
been in prison for three years, and had reacted
to the touch of her hand on my skin as if it had
been afirebrand

I said, “Just ticklish.”

Se reached out her hand again, but
thought better of it “Look, don't hold thet leg
so stiffly. Bend it slightly . . . fine All right
Now don't feel you have to maintain that pose.
If you wart to shift your weight, or change the
position of your feet, go right ahead.”

She retumed to the tumitable and began to
apply bits of clay to the figure, working them
in with an odd upward fillip of her thunb,
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systematically building up the contours. She
worked with great absorption, her level black
brons drann together, her face somber with
concentration. 1 wes surprised to see how sel-
dom she looked at me; and even then it wes
usually a flicking glance folloned by a quick
retum of her attention to the figure as if her
impression nust be hurriedly recorded before
it wes lost. Occasionally, to pare anay an ex-
cess of clay, she would use a wooden-handled
tool that had differently shaped wire loops at
each of its encs.

Although | shifted my feet and changed my
position from time to time, | began to feel a
definite physical strain; and it wes no longer a
mystery that professional models were well
paid. The gif seemed dblivious of me; like the
clay, | wes simply one of the materials of her
craft Whatewver its effect on me, the hand that
had touched my leg had been as impersonal as
if it had been touching wood or metal or clay.
I had no reason to expect it to be otherwise. So
far as | know or could assurre, it wes only my
own flesh that had begn so long inmolated,
not hers. In helping me, she had acted hu
manly, not personally.

Beyond her, through the curtained window,
the city night wes still, but it seemed a hostile
and threatening stillness, conspiring with the
blond man in his vigil. The street as | had seen
it through the window wes fixed in my mind
like a scere in a film the geometrical parallax
of the sidenalk, the wall of identical houses
differing from each other only in a minor detail
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of decoration, the perpendicular line that wes
both the waiting man and the omamental bal-

It wes dear enough that he had not found
me by blind luck. Obviously he had folloned
me from my hotel to the French restaurant,
and then through the busy streets. It argued
for his competence, as did his trailing me from
Fomari’s car in spite of all my efforts at decep-
tion.

I glanced at my watch. Ten pest ten Emil
would long ago have left the theatre, dissp-
pointed and at the sane tine relieved. Cupid-
ity tenmpered by suspicion. It wasn't surprising
In his world—or in any, perhaps—you hung
on to what you had, and fought to get nore. If
you deviated from that patterm you were a
suspicious character, maybe even crazy.

Curiously enough, crazy wes precisely the
word Moreno had used hinmself when |1 told
himwhat 1 intended to do with the noney. He
apologized for the use of so unprofessional a
word, butwith no great conviction.

It was aweek after Stockman's death, and |
had just come from the warden's office, where
I had been informed that 1 would be released
from prison as soon as the formalities could be
arranged

Dr. Moreno got up and shook my hand. |
wes still dazed by the suddenness of the news,
and while Moreno reseated himself, 1 stood be-
side his desk and looked around the office as if
I had never seenit before.

“Sit down, am igo” Moreno said gently. “Sit
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donwn for the last tine in this chamber, the
scere of our anguish and triumph. You will re-
tum home at once?’

I nodded.

His Iaughter boomed out. "Absolutamente,
you will retum home. It is a condition of the
pardon that you will deport yourself. But you
will not object to this?’

“No.”

“Three years.” He shrugged “A bargain at
your age. A bargain for the curing of the
habit.”

“I've never known quite how to thank you.
How do you exporess your gratitude for such an
enormous thing? A thousand thanks for saving
my life? For saving me from insanity?”

“It wes only my help. Without your suffer-
ing, without your will, itwes afailure.”

I shook my head. “But you understand what
| feel?”

“Ciertomente. YOU kncwny\/lers roman
tic. My reward is in the accomplishment. Now
------ ” He turmed brisk “The future. You will
do this ridiculous thing of the snow hill?”

What he called the ridiculous thing of the
snow hill—a ski slope—had provided a grasp
on the future once | started to meke headway
against the habit. It wes a goal beyond the es-
sentially negative one of cure, and Moreno had
encouraged it, draning me out by chiding me.

He said now, “So. The snow hill. Many
Yankees chilled to the bones, circulation con-
gealed,. the faces blue, the skins peeling off
when they are touched . . . those half-frozen
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Yankees wearing the staves of barrels on their
feet, flying down this hill, and at the bottom
the frozen legs and anms sngp off cleanly. But
they do not conmplain, for it is sport.”

My nother had died leaving me her sole
heir. The bequest corsisted of the old house,
which had been in the family for 150 years,
and the two-hundredodd acres remaining of
the several thousand that had once comprised
almost the whole area of the present town of
Milliwood. Over the years the rest had been
sold off. But the two hundred included the best
natural slopes in the county. Although Mill-
wood could not compete with localities further
north so far as snow conditions and nuoer of
skiing days wes concermed, Its nearmess to New
York gave it a strong compensating value as a
ski resort | liked winter sports and wes good
at them and the idea of running my own slope
Wes an attractive one.

“Well,” Dr. Moreno Sald, “de gustibus. FoOr
myself, 1 prefer the hot sun and the good two
hour siesta in the shade. So. You will do this
idiot thing. And with the five thousand Yankee
dollars you will maeke little chairs to tow the
freshmeat up to the chopping block?”

“A tow, yes. But not with that money. That
money goes back.”

“Parddn?"

“I can borrow from the Millwood bank, on
the stregth of the family good name. I'm
going to give the five thousand dollars back to
Emil.”

“Usten,amigo,ywarecrazy”
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| tried my best to explain to himwhy | had
to retum the money. | did it fumblingly, inar-
ticulately, because | hadn't troubled to clarify
it for myself. It had not seemed necessary to do
so. | wes acting by instinct, in response to
soime inner persuasion that had nothing to do
with reason. It wes all well enough to tell me
that 1 wes not morally responsible for the at-
tempted assassination Or that, in an odd kind
of way, my ineptitude had actually saved
Stockman's life. Or that, in three years of
prison, | had expiated my crine.

I had died. Worse, | had become a sort of
living dead, and by unspeakable anguish had
contrived to be rebom. It wes important for
the rebirth to be clean, virgin, without any um-
bilical obligation binding me to the past The
money was a part of that pest, and it must be
returmed

Moreno wes furious. He charged me with
being a pathetic, sentimental, unrealistic fool.
I listened to him, but kept shaking my head
stubbomly. It wes the only instance, since he
had won my confidence, that 1 had ever disa-
greed with him | admired him, loved him
oned him my life, but on this one point |
would not be shaken

I said, “Whether it's sensible or practical or
not doesn't even enter iNto it It's an olsession
—ifyouwant to call it that.”

«si. | wish to call it that,” Moreno said an
grily. “An dbsession. Now you understand,
Roy, | did not cure you of a physical obsession
in order to seeyou fall into amental one.”
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“I won't feel clean, or free of the past until |
give the money back. | have to do it this way.”

“Your bowels are inyour head!”

His rage sharpened itself against the finality
of my determination, and at last he ordered me
out of his office. An hour later, he called me
back

“You see, amigo, | am like a caricature of
the Latin tenmperament. Volatile. Hot. 1 would
melt your snow hill. Now | will not become
angry, | will employ pure reason.”

But he merely repeated calmly what he had
said earlier in high emotion. | had no need to
feel a desire for further expiation. The money
wes ming, | had eamed it Never mind that |
had not kept it from personal choice, and that
the bribe had nothing to do with it. The noney
wes simall enough payment for the horror that
had been wished upon me. | nmust use the
money to get my ski slope started

I said, “l didn't expect you to give your
blessing. | didn't exqoect you to under-

“But | do understand, Roy. | understand
that it is an obsession, and always an dbsession
is vwong no matter how righteously it is nmoti-
vated. As your physician, |1 order you to cure
yourself of this obsession.”

“The only thing that will cure the obsession
is the retum of the money.”

He sighed and looked at me sadly. “You
Yankees have no serse of the value of money.
You do not treat it with the proper respect
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You lowe it, but without soul, as one does a
whore.”

On the day | wes freed he walked with ne
to the gate. We pased in the deep shade cast
by the wall of the blockhouse.

“All I’Ig"lt, amigo,” he said “Remember
this. A person entered here three years ago,
who bears a merely superficial resemblance to
Roy Hathawnay. A twin brother, we shall call
him That person, that twin, wes depraved, a
dope addict, an assassin . . . Mid he perished
inside these walls many nonths ago.  Guilt
does not survive a man. It dies with him You
understand this perfectly and absolutely?”

“Yes.”

He bent tonard me, the dark, pouched eyes
probing my face. -si. | believe you. Okay. You
will get along, you will not have nightmares. |
discharge my patient.”

The guardia Wes waiting to open the gate.

Dr. Moreno Slg‘m “Abre las barreas,
Pepe. No, wait” The guardia shmgged “One
last attenpt, Roy. So nuch money. So very
much money. To retum it is to tear it up ad
fluish it down the toilet.”

“It's not good money. | have no use for it”

He Iooked at 1he guardia, V\m dld not
understand English, and said, “You see, Pepe,
he is an innocent. He has not leamed that in
the marketplace noney iIs noney, and the
good buys as much as the bad.” The guardia
yawned. Moreno shook his head. “You have no
use for it si. Therefore you will present it to a
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dope pusher who will find uses for it. This |
understand. | too could find a usefor it.”

| said, “Save your breath,” and smiled.

“Seg, PGFE, he smiles. The rich porteameri-
cano Smiles. He believes | amjoklng him The
dever doctor jokes him But he forgets that the
clever doctor hes five oomiverous children to-
feed, an aged nother to support. Therefore,
the dever doctor does not joke about a serious
thing like money.”

“I wish | could give it to you,” | said “It

“Abre los barreros, PGFE, before | lose my
termper and kill this fool.” He stepped forward,
his eyes still smouldering, and embraced ne
roughly, then gave me a push tonard the open
gate. “Adios, amigo!”

- Adios, mi medico, mi Salvador. | thank

Standing on the upturmed beer case, even
without the need to hold a rigid pose, became
something of a mild ordeal. All the muscles of
my body became heawvy, cramped, protesting
thelr constraint. Veda had abandoned the clay
body, and now worked on the head With the
help of a flat wood tool serrated at orne ed
and triangularly pointed at the other, she wes
gradually shaping the head into something rec-
ognizably human

Although her glances at me were less fre-
quent than before, they were of longer dura
tion. Instead of flicking her eyes at me, de
stared at my face with intense concentration,
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as if to commit as much of it as possible to
memory before applying what she saw to the
clay.

When | thought she wesn't looking, | flexed
my shoulders to relieve the strain, but, al-
though her dark head wes bent, she caught the
movenrent.

“Oh, I'msorry. You'd better rest.”

“I'mnot tired.”

“Of oourse you are. | know how badly you
can stiffen up. Don't be polite.”

I got down off the box and stretched,
touched my fingertips to my toes.

She said, “Let's have a drink I'll get you
something to puton.”

From a sliding-door closet in the living por-
tion of the loft she took out a nawy blue
bathrobe. “Little small, but it ought to do.”

| thanked her and draped the robe over my
shoulders. She freshened the drinks we had left
standing

“Don't let me forget you again,” she said
“Now you see why nodels are expensive? It's
hard work. | paid my way through the League
by modeling.”

I nodded, and sipped my drink

“My father didn't think that sculpture wes
for nice girls.” She peered gloomily into her
glass. “Father is Hetcher Lavwrence.”

“Oh—really?’

“Politeness is going to get you into trouble
one day. You've never heard of him Well, he's
the head of a large advertising firm and in cer-
tain circdles he's very well known. Matter of
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fact, 1 haven't found a circle yet where they
haven't at leest heard of him”

“I'mnore or lessof asquare.”

“I believe you are” She gave me her discon-
certingly frank gaze owver tre lip of her glass.
“Anyway, when | insisted on going on with my
studies at the League, he cast e into the outer
darkness. Financially, that is. So | modeled my
way through Very wearying.”

It struck me that she must have inspired
sonre fairly attractive sculpture. Even the loose
and shapeless red smock couldn't entirely hide
the outthrust of attractive breasts, and her
carriage wes lovely and subtly provocative.
And then there were those fine expersive legs.
But it wesn't a good idea to dewll on any of
this. 1 wes half-naked, and alone with a gir,
and | had been continent for three years.

| shifted gears mentally and said, “Are you
able to make aliving out of sculpture?”’

The red nouth grimeced. “What with the
price of materials, and the high cost of ship-
ping pieces to shons—they've got to be crated,
among other things— It's a losing proposition
All out-go, except for an occasional bit of
prize money, and a sale now and again. | live
here because it's the only place | can afford
that provides me studio space as well. A
friendly aunt died and left me enough noney
to skinp by on for two or three nore years.”

“You prefer skinping to acoepting help
from your father, who has now forgiven your
aberration?”’

She smiled. “You're not quite as square as
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you pretend. Oh, father has come around, of
course. But 1 like independence, and | approve
of the life | lead. Madison Avenue, and all of
itsworks and its people, bore me.”

The telephore rang. She fronned at her
watch, excused herself, and went to the phone
on the kitchenette wall. | got up and went to
the window. At first, the street seemed empty.
But then | thought 1 could make him out—still
standing against the balustrade post of the
bromnstore. 1 stared until my eyes hurt with
the strain, watching for some telltale move-
ment |1 saw nothing. When | heard the sound
of the phore being replaced, | let the edge of
the drape fall. Veda wes just coming out of the
kitchenette.

Shesaid, “He knonwsyou're here.”

| asked her to repeat the phone conversation
as exactly as she could recall it, and she did so.

A voice had said: “Take a message for your
boy friend, sister.”

Veda: “What? Who is this?’

Voice: “You got anice voice, honey.”

Veda: “Who isthis?’
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Voice: “If you match up to the woice you
could be a pretty nice number.”

Veda: “All right | haven't got the tine
O™

Voice: “Okay, honey. 1 know he's there,
see. Tell him this message for me: say to him
‘I'll get you soorer or later, punk, so you might
as well come out now” Got it? That's the

message.
Veda: “l don't know what you're talking
about. What number do youwant?’

Voice: “Come on, sexy, don't be like tire-
some. | know he's there. Dig? So give him that

Veda: “Listen. I've heard about a kind of
dirty little man who got a thrill out of making
anonymous phone calls, but | never------ ”

Voice: “Come on, hey, you bitch------

And she hung up on him

She said to e, “I think | gave it anay. He
wesn't sure of hinself at the start, but sonme-
how, fromwhat | said, or how | said it . . .
At the end he was quite confident, there were
NOo douots in his voice.”

“You just imegine it You handled the
whole thing verywell.”

“No. Passibly | talked too much. If | didn't
have the knonledge of your being here, | prob-
ably wouldn't have talked so much, 1 would
simply have hung up on him” She shook her
head in puzzlement “How did he know you
were here? How did he get this phone
number?’

Obviously, he must have been close enough
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behind me to see which house | had dashed
into. Given that, the rest wes not too difficult
to recornstruct. At some point he had crossed
the street, entered the outer vestibule of the
house, and copied down the names on the
mailboxes. There couldn't be nmore than five or
six altogether. Then, corsulting the listing in
the phore directory, he would have called all
the numbers systemstically. A number of his
calls would probably not be answered, and he
would meke the reasonable assumption that
the party wes not at home, rather than expect-
ing him to call and cagily not answering. Im-
mediately, the no-answers narrowned his field of
possibilities. For those that did amswer, he
would rely on his native shrendness to pin-
point the right party, listening with a trained
suspicious ear for some sign that would be a
giveanay.

He might not know for an absolute dead
certainty that 1 wes in Veda Lawrence's goart-
ment, but he would be sufficiently satisfied that
itwes so.

| said to Veda, “I'd better get dressed and
leave now.”

She intertwined her clay-stained fingers and
twisted them against each other. It wes the first
nenvous or usure gesture | had seen her
make.

“I can't let you do that. He'll be waiting for
you.” The twisting hands separated and be-
cae fists. “That filthy, vicious man. You can't
go now.”

“You're already too much involved as it is.
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Suppose he decides to try to take me here?’

“He wouldn't dare.” There wes sudden ex-
citement in her eyes. “Maybe | would like to
see himtry. I've got a pistol here, a target gun
. . . Waitaminute.”

She started anay impulsively. 1 put my hand
on her aim It wes a very firm arm She
stopped. | released her quickly.

| said, “Thanks, but no. No guns. | don't
want to shoot arytbody. Not even him”

“1 don't have the same scruples. | know how
touseit I’'magood shot”

I shook my head. | started to go by her, but
she stopped me by putting her hand on my
arm as | had stopped her before.

“Look,” she said, “there’'s no serse in gal-
lantry or graceful gestures. I've heard that
man'swoice. Itsthekindof voicethat . . . its
full of the promise of death.”

“You read too much into it.” | tried to dis-
engage myself gently, but she held firmly to my
arm her strong stained fingers dark against the
prisorwhiteness of my skin

She said, “Wait a minute,” and released my
am She went to the window, and peered
through the lifted edge of the drape. After a
moment she cae back “He's still there. Or
back there. He probably phoned from the cor-
ridor. At any rate, he's back again. Status quo

“I can't hole up here forever. I've got to go
out there and take my chances sooner or
later.”

“He'll go anay evenitually. 1 hope you're not
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trying to prove something to yourself. Or to
me.” She looked at me seriously, without co-
quetry. “Won'tyou please stay?’

“Okay.”

Se said, “Oh, fire . . and smiled. Her
smile wamed up her features, softening their
somewhat aloof classicisnt if her face wes
handsome in repose, it wes pretty when she
smiled. “l know you're not a cowmard. 1 sernsed
that from the first, and | don't need any dem-
onstration to prove it | don't know why he's
after you, or who you are, or what you've
done, if you've done anything, but 1 have a
right kind of intuition about you.”

“You're taking an anful lot on trust.”

She nodded gravely. “l suppose 1 am But
you can't have an IBM card on a person's
character, can you? Sometimes you have to go
on trust”

Somehow the relationship between s had
changed, a gap had been closed. | had an al-
most uncontrollable urge to put my ams
around her. | started to move tonard her, and
stopped myself, all in the same motion.

I said, “I’'m ready to go towork again.”

| didn't wait for an answer, but tumed and
walked around her to the beer case. | wes
quivering when | climbed up on it, whether
from the inpulse 1 had repressed or the physi-
cal neamess of her, | couldn't be sure. She fol-
loned more slowy, and when she stood before
the clay figure again, there wes a long moment
in which she looked down at the floor brood-
ingly. Then, as if shaking herself into anare-
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ness, she lifted her head sharply to the figure
and began towork

After about twenty minutes, Veda put down
her tools. She gestured to me curtly, and then
tumed and went back to the living quarters. |
put the robe over my shoulders and joined her.

Sre said, “I'll make sore coffee.”

Se went into the kitchenette, and | sat
doan on the studio couch. We had not ex-
changed a single word during the entire work
session It wes as if both of us had been sinul-
taneously struck by that sense of unreality or
disproportion that occurs when two people are
thronn into each other's company acciden:
tally, and exchange confidences while they are
still in point of time absolute strangers. Oddly
enough, it wes akin to the feeling you expen-
enced in combat in relation to a nan you
didn't know;, pertaps had never met before,
but with whom there existed an intinate inde-
pendence of life of death

We had our coffee in a hush that wes
heightened somehow by the knowledge that
the hour wes groning late. Outside, the
roaring whisper of the city wes subdued; and
with many of the electric signs tumed off or
dimmed, the sky would have paled in its ruddy
auroral glow.

We went back to work Again, in her ab
sorption with the figure, Veda lost track of the
interval. When she finally remembered, ad
called a halt, she was contrite. 1 stepped down,

stretching my outraged muscles.
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We walked sloMy back to the living quar-
ters, but this tine we didn't sit donwn. It wes as
though some switchpoint in our relationship
had been reached. For the first time, there wes
a tension between us, and we awoided each
other's eyes.

Veda said: “You haven't asked to look at
the figure.”

“I've wartted to, but 1 thought it might upset
you— anunfinished piece of work. . .

“Would you like to look at it now?”

| said yes, and folloned her back over the
plaster-covered floor. She stood beside me, and
I could serse her eyes on my face as | looked
at the figure. It might have been less than
finished, but it wes alive with strength and
moverment and individuality.

“I think itsfine.”

“Thanks. I'll make a confession. | played a
trickonyou after | started working.”

“What sort of trick?’

“Originally, 1 intended to do just a rough
sketch that | vwould use as a reference later on
for a statLe in storne or plaster. That's why |
used clay. We usually don't work in clay, you

“It's easy to work with, but it has serious
limitations. A clay hes to be holloned out be-
fore it can be fired—otherwise it cracks. It's
alnost inpossible to scoop out a figure,
especially of this size. Still, I've been working
toward a finished piece, rather than a sketch.”

“l don'tsee any trick inthat.”
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“Oh, there is. We'd have been finished, othr
erwise” She smiled ruefully. “Anyhow, the
trick has backfired on me. I've worked in such
detail that | can't continue without amodel.”

“I'd be glad to come back—tomorron”—
and pose until you finished”

“Would you? Oh, that'swonderful. . . .”

| didn't think about it, or weigh it, or enter-
tain it as a notion or a temptation; if | had, |
would never have dore it | corsidered that
later, when it wes an academic point. In fact, it
wes already academic, because | didn't direct
myself. If such a thing is possible, it sinply
happened. My ams reached out, and found
her, and drew her close. Her head went back,
not in surprise, but as if in guery, and | bent to
find her mouth. It wes soft, but not resporsive;
her body wes tight against mine, but unyield-
ing. | tightened my hold, and she resisted, but
just for an instant. She went soft agairnst e,
her mouth sweet and pessionate and ques-
ting . . .

I furbled with the buttons of her smock
She disengaged my fingers.

“Just a moment.” She leaned anay, and our
bodies were no longer touching. She looked up
into my face searchingly. Then she said, “I feel
asif I've knonwnyou avery long time.”

She took my hand and led me to the couch.
I wes ashamed of the way | was trermbling.

Se said, “No metter what, the clay hes to
be wrapped in danp doths or it dries ad
hardens, and can'tbe worked.”
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She got up, and walked to the studio, rising
on her toes against the cold of the uncovered
floor. | rolled over on My side to watch her.
She wrapped the figure and came back, proud
and unabashed in her nakedness. She sat down
on the edge of the couch and drew my head to
her breasts. Her hand smoothed my hair, then
suddenly stiffened, and she exclaimed aloud. |
lifted my head. She was staring with horror
and pity at the scars, running up from the in
side of the knee to the base of the buttock, a
stilltender complicated tracery of dips, hol-
lons, raised or puckered tissue—a contour
mep of outraged flesh

It took a long time, and a great effort of
will, but | told her everything.

| pinpointed the start of rt—lnﬂTeeyears
in the calabozo there wes plenty of timre to
waste on what had become a purely philosophi-
cal matter—as the moment when a replace-
ment named Heiss showed hinself on the
Korean skyline.

This wes in that curious twilight of the Ko-
rean war when the endless taffy-pull of
negotiation was going on at Panmunjom The
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lines were static, and both sides had settled
down into an odd sort of trench warfare thet
wes a thronback to the first World War. There
Were no nessive novemrents or attacks, but
daily there were artillery barrages, probings
and soundings, strafing sorties from the air, and
night patrols— endless patrols involving as few
as three men to as many as acompary.

The patrols didn't always make sense, but
ours wes not to question why. Ours wes but to
do and die, and although we died in compara
tively small numbers, it was no consolation to
the dead

On orders that came down from Battalion, |
took a squed out to try to silence a sniper that
G-2 suspected might be holed up in a bumt-
out and supposedly abandoned bunker well in
advance of the Chinese lines, which in our
company sector were about two hundred yards
distant We craned out into no man's land an
hour after dark, working around to the left
flank, moving very slowly to utilize every bit of
cover, behind scouts probing ahead carefully,
mindful of the possibility of stumbling into a
Chinese patrol.

Barring mishap, there wes only one hazard
on the route | had mapped out in the after-
noon. Coming out of a dry gully bordering a
small paddy, we had to bear out to our right,
just beneath the crest of a spine-like ridge an+
gling off tonard the ernemy lines. It wes tick-
lish, but there wes a sufficient contour to
protect us from flat-trajectory fire.

We huddled in the gully, resting, before
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tackling the ridge. We were better than half-
way across when Heiss stood up (later, we de-
cided that he had seen, or thought he had seen,
a snake), a dassically perfect target agairst
the skyline. A machine-gun cut himto bits and
flung himback among us like a puppet.

The Chinese lines camre alive—another ma-
chine gun, burp gurs, rifles. We flattened out
beneath the protective spire of the ridge, ad
everything went over our heads. We were safe
enough as long as we kept under cover. But we
couldn't linger or we would start catching
nmortars. It was impaossible to go on, now that
we were discovered, because of a break in the
ridge which would expose s to gunfire It
seenmed prudent to retum the way we hed
core.

I pessed the word along and the sguad
began to inch its way back, along the ridge. A
moment later we heard the crunp of the first
nmortar. It wes long, exploding with a bright
whoomp far above us on the opposite slope. A
second shell wes short, and then they started
coming over in eamest, bracketing us. The air
wes full of whoonping detonations and bright
flashes, and the line in front of me speeded up,
although it still moved with an agonizing de-
liberation.

The Chinese were very good with nortars,
but the shearmess of the fallaway behind us ard
the thinness of the target we presented—be-
tween the topmost portion of the ridge-spine
and the lip of the declivity—made s hard to
hit 1 waes so sure that we would nake it back,
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despite the profligate number of nortars that
were being thronn at us, that my main eno-
tion was surprise when 1 heard a grunt behind
me, and saw Corporal Dennis slunp. He hed
been at point, and wes the last man in the file
now that we had reversed | thought at first
that he had been struck by a stray nortar frag-
ment, but then a flash briefly lit up the aban
doned bunker, and a rifle bullet whizzed by
over ny head

For what it was worth, the Battalion G-2's
guess about the sniper’s position wes correct.

Dennis had been hit in the dhest, but he wes
alive. | watched the line ahead of me snake
around a twist in the ridgespire. | turmed
around, hugging the ground, and hooked my
hand into Dennis' cartridge belt Then |
craMed forward again, tugging him along
after me.

A moment later something exploded behind
me, and lifted me off the ground. At the center
of a blooming floner as red as blood and as
black as the darkest night imeginable, | began
to fall back and down, still holding to Dennis’
cartridge belt. Somewhere on the descent | lost
my helmet. My head struck a stone, and | wes
mercifully relieved of the excruciating pain of
afire that wes eating my thigh

Two members of the squad came back for
me, after the nortar barrage lifted, and they
told e later that 1 still had my hand twisted in
Corporal Dennis' belt The nortar shell had
burst behind and just below us, and Dennis
had taken the brunt of the concussion and
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fragmentation, shielding me from the worst of
both. There wes not enough left of him worth
bringing back A few tiny slivers had pene-
trated my arm, but they were not serious. The
back of my thigh wes ancther story. It con
tained one huge fragment of steel as big as a
golf ball; and a dozen sreller splinters had sa-
vaged the flesh around the central wound,
which gaped like a gigartic fishHmouth.

| regained consciousness just before reach
ing the shelter of the MLR. One medic
clapped his hand over my nouth to muffle the
sound of my screaming, and ancther one shot
me with asyringe of norphine.

I wes removed to a field hospital behind the
lines, where the large shard of metal waes cut
out of my thigh The next moming 1 wes
shipped out on a hospital plane to Japan. Four
operatiors later, another plane brought me to a
hospital in the States.

By that time | had learmed that morphine
wes the only thing that could ease the unend
ing pain. And | had also learmed that if you hit
upon the right ward boy, and had enough
money, there didn't have to be any long lapses
between the periods of no-pain.

All you thought of wes that you were mirac-
ulously freed of torment It never occurred to
you that you were accustoming your physiol-
ogy to a regular diet of norphire. It never oc-
curred to you that you were buying peace at
the price of becoming an addict.

There were five nore operations at various
hospitals in the States. Between the third and
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the fourth | received promotion orders. The
single silver bar meant nothing to me; but the
slight increase in pay and allotments wes wel-
comre to the extent that it provided me with
nore nmoney. Already, there were times when
I wes hard{pressed to pay for afix

Between the fourth and fifth operatiors |
went home to Millwood to see my nother. She
wes quite sick, and | should have stayed longer
than overmight, but 1 couldn't hold out. 1 left
early in the moming, keeping my handkerchief
over my nouth for the entire train trip, par-
tially to sop up the sweat on my face, partially
to gag the unpleasant sounds 1 wes neking
deepdown in my throat.

Follonmng the fifth operation, | wes dis-
charged as a patient. The surgeons had worked
wonders. They had rebuilt my thigh painstak-
ingly and brilliantly, and except for the livid
scars and a soreness that would disappear in
time, it wes as good as new. There wes Nno
nore pain. But it wes a long tine since 1 had
needed a drug to kill pain. 1 needed it now to
kill the need for it

I wes out of uniform but still on terminal
leave when | began buying heroin from Emil.
I wes introduced to him by the ward boy at the
haspital, who claimed that a new rigid inspec-
tion systemwes nmeking it so tough for him to
keep even his inpatient customers supplied,
that discharged patients would have to find an
outside source of supply. Emil filled the void.

I found a job in a sporting-goods shop less
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than twerty blocks distant from the sl
candy store in the Chelsea district where Emil
mede his headquarters. 1 went home to Mill-
wood on weekends to keep my nother com:
pany, and retumed to the city and my job by
an early Monday noming train | didn't
bother carrying any-luggage on these trips. |
had a change of clothing at home, ad a
second needle and bent spoon hidden anay in
my old room

My nother died in the middle of the week
I spent the last of my money on enough heroin
to tide me ower through the furneral and the
necessary details that required my presence in
Millwood for about a week When all debts
were discharged, all legal and medical fees
paid off, 1 wes helr to something like two thou
sand dollars in cash, the house and the land,
and my nother’s 1941 Buick.

| sold the Buick for severty dollars, ad
closed the house and camre back to the city.
The two thousand dollars carried e for a few
months, and then | was broke again. | went to
Emil and begged. He refused to give me so
much as a single fix on credit He told me sor-
ronmfully but firmly that supplying dope on
trust wes bad business, and furthermore it
made for enmity. He liked me too nmuch to
want us to be enemies. But if | wartted advice,
he would advise me to go back to Millwood
and sell off my property.

In desperation, | waylaid him one night, but
he had friends within calling distance. He had
thembeat me up, but Not too severely, because
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he understood the forces that drove a nice boy
to do bad things when he was heavily hooked.
He helped me up from the sidevwalk, gave me
his onwn handkerchief to put over my bleeding
nose, and brushed the city filth from my cloth
ing.

Finally, he gave me a tolerart pat on the
back and said, “Go sell that real estate up
there, and you're in paradise for life practi-
cally, you're sitting way up high on the top of
theworld.”

The craving of an addict for drugs swees
everything before it, or nearly everything
Sone little residue, some sediment of noral
precept and ethic usually remains, but even
this can be weshed awnay in the final extremity
of need. Yet | held firm The house at Mill-
wood had been in the possession of my family
for a century and a half, and it symbolized for
me, if only in a confusedway, a saner past

But other than this, there were no restraints.
I went to see the man who had been my best
friend in college—roommate and fratemity
brother and double-date companion. He had a
promising job in a brokerage house. | gave
him a hard-luck story about needing noney to
pay off the cost of my nother’'s funeral, and he
let me have everything he could spare, about
two hundred dollars. A few weeks later | re-
turmed and got ancther hundred. | had prom:
ised to repay him but of course 1 didnt |
went back a third time. He refused me. | be-
came unpleasant, we quarreled, and he had e
thrown out of his office.
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On Fifth Avenue, one day, | ran into an old
girl friend. She had been married recently, and
wes living across the river in Leonia in a litte
house purchased with the aid of a Gl loan. She
invited me to dinner to meet her husband. | ar-
rived an hour before 1 wes expected. | resur-
rected the story of needing money to discharge
furerary obligations. She wes somawhat taken
aback, but not unsympathetic. But she had no
money. She and her husband, just starting out,
were strictly budgeted | redoubled ny
pleading, and she began to get uncomfortable.

| didn't wartt to alienate her, because |
thought there wes still a chance of touching
her husband, so | controlled myself and went
out into the living-room while she renmained in
the kitchen to finish cooking dinner. | promed
the livingroom like an animal—it had been
better than twenty-four hours since my last fix
—until 1 saw her bag sitting on top of the tele-
vision set. | tiptoed across the floor—their car-
peting had not yet been delivered, and the
floors were bare—lifted the bag, and started
going through it. In my haste and exciterment |
dropped the change purse. It fell to the floor,
and burst open with a shower of coins.

She appeared as |1 was digging feverishly in
her wallet She stood in a little ardwmay be-
tween the kitchen and the living-room, wear-
ing an apron, very pretty and flushed from the
heat of the kitchen. | glared at her, and enp-
tied the wallet of its money—three dollar hills.
She watched me with wide tearful eyes. Nei-
ther of us said aword as | put the bills in my
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pocket, flung the wallet across the room, ad
went out.

|nﬂ'EcaIabozo, Iater, | frecpentlythwg‘lt
about the gi—1 couldn’t remermber her mar-
ried name, but | had knoawn her as Susan Pire
—and there were nights when | wes haunted
by the memory of her tears. not tears of anger
or fear or horror, but of pity. 1 had often con-
sidered writing her to explain, to apologize,
but I never got around to it 1 didn't know
what she might have told her husband in ex-
planation of my absence. 1 guessed she hed
told him the truth, because she wes that kind
of girl. But if she had made up a story—and if
she had, it would be to protect me, not herself
— 1 didn't want to raise any problem between
her and her husband

Three dollars wasn't enough for a fix, so the
next moming | mede up the deficit by dipping
into the till of the sporting goods store. |
dipped again two days later, and again the fol-
loming day. On this occasion the owrer of the
store caught me at it. He didn't tum me over to
the police. He wes an old admirer of mine
frommy skiing and ice-hockey days. He didn't
get mad: he sinply asked me to explain my-
self. | told himto go to hell. He told me to put
my jacket on and get out, but before | left he
gave ne a tendollar bill. | wes sufficiently
touched to give him a very surly thanks and
then | hurried downtonwn to spend my noney
with Emil.

After that, there were no nore resources left
to me. Lying on my bed in the rabbit warren
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that wes called a rooming house, altermately
shivering and sweating, raging and whining, |
plotted mears of getting noney. Break into a
house; stage a holdup in the dark of the night;
waylay Emil and hijack his whole supply. |
didn't do any of these things. 1 went down to
the candy store and begged.

“A millionaire of property,” Emil said to me
reproachfully, “and you go around weaseling
Sell off that dopey land and you can take a
bath in junk if youwant to.”

I told him I would think it over. But | knew
I wouldn't sell. It wes the final outrage, and |
could not commit it

It wes a lesser evil to commit myself to
carry out anurder.

Emil recognized that curious ethical ambiv-
alence and made use of it Leaning agairst a
stack of Sunday paper feature sections piled
near the telephone booth, he held a small
white packet clenched in his hand, but with a
comer of it visible between his fingers.

I stood with my back braced against the
phone booth, at the same time to control My
trembling and to help keep me erect

| said in a hoarse woice, “Give e ore fix,
Emil, just one fix, and I'll do anything you

“I say sell your property.”

“I'll do anything you say except that.”

He shrugged, and gperned his hand so that
the white packet lay exposed nmomentarily on
his palm Then it disappeared in his clenched
fist
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“Please, Emil, | swear, I'll do anything else

“That’s right?’

“I swear it!”

“Could be.” His fist winked open and shut
on the packet. “Listen,” he said conversation
ally, “wasn't you a big soldier-boy?’

“l got to have a fix, Emil, or I'll go off my
rocker.”

“You're off now,” Emil said calmly. “BEver
shoot anybody? | mean, like the enenmy?”

“Fix me, Emil, and I'll tell you about it. I'll
tell you soe finewar stories.”

“Some other time. | got to go now.”

- »

He put the packet in my hand. “Here. On

“It wes heavily diluted stuff, and 1 wes back
the next day, ravening.

“I give you a free fix yesterday,” Emil said

“Itwes cut. | hardly feltit.”

He slammed me across the nmouth with the
back of his hand. He was scrawny and under-
size and twenty years older than me. But |
stood there without moving, barely conscious
that 1 wes tasting blood on my lips. He let out
asighand smiled

“Come on for a walk with me, Roy, | got
something to tell you.”

| folloned him out of the store like a
whipped dog. We strolled up Twenty-third
Strect tonard the Hudson River docks, and,
while he wes lighting a cigarette, Emil asked
me if 1 would kill aman for him
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| stared at him and said, “No!” so loudly
that a couple of pessersby looked at e in
alarm

Emil said, “Okay. Get lost, punk” and
continued walking.

| stood where 1 wes for a noment, then
walked awnay in the opposite direction. |
stopped after a dazen paces. Emil wes crossing
the avenue, jaunty and unconcermed. | ran
after him

At ore of the lirer piers, empty and caverm-
ous with its tenant recently departed, sitting
casually on the stringpiece at the water’'s edge
and looking down at the brackish water, Emil
outlined the proposition for me. It wes all
neatly worked out, from the flight schedule for
the plare 1 wes to take the next evening, to a
rough scale map of the route to Clyde Stock-
man's estate. He had been ready for me. He
had a fair knonwledge of human nature, at least
of the human nature that carries a nonkey on
its back

I had precisely enough nmorphine—Emil
knew the degree of my craving, and the exact
dosage that would satisfy it—to see e
through four days, including flying time. The
renard—an inexhaustible supply of heroin—
wes minewhen | retumed. He didn't doubt that
I would do my best to eamiit.

And so | did—or thought | did. Dr. Moreno
contradicted this view. “Our subconscious is
govermed by the kind of person we are” he
said to me. “You probably know that even
under hypnosis we cannot make a person per-
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form an act that is morally repugnant to him
It is true your finger pulled the trigger, but
your suboconscious ained the gun. It would not
allowyou tokill.”

The plare put doan at Assumpta Alrport a
few minutes before midnight, and in less than
two hours time it wes all over. | walked across
the field, in the glare of the landing lights, to
the white modem air terminal. 1 went into the
lavatorio and fussed with myﬂe and hair be-
fore the mirror. When a ground crenman who
wes there hed left, 1 went into one of the
boaoths, poured a quantity of gage into my han-
dleless spoon, mixed it with a drop of water,
ad heated it over the flame of a stub of
kitchen candle | carried in my bag. 1 rolled up
my sleeve and cut myself in. 1 waited for it to
bite, and then | came out and walked along the
Avenida Bolivar, leading two miles in a
straight lire into the capital. 1 found my way
to Clyde Stockman's hacienda easily; the map
Emil had drawn for me wes accurate and sim
ple to follow.

Bverything wes in order as promised. The
stone wall about the courtyard wes ten feet
high, but covered with a tough vy which, |
had been assured, would provide a sufficient
hand-and-foot-hold for climbing. It did |
pulled myself up, straddled the top, dangled by
my hands, and dropyped to the ground.

Skirting a nornstrous night-blooming bush,
I picked my way through the lush floner beds
that enriched the bright night with an almost
overpovnering perfume. 1 wes well-spiked, and
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moved, or imegined that | did, with great sure-
ness and ease.

The masonry balcony off Stockman's bed-
room overhung a terrace, and again there wes
ivy to facilitate the clinb. The French doors
giving on the balcony were open, and through
the screen | could see Stockman's bed very
clearly at the far end of the room The noon
wes like a sihvery searchlignt Against the
white pillow the grey of Stockman's hair and
the ruddy complexion of his face were vividly
clear.

I took the gun out of my pocket, and with
the front sight tore a small hole in the
screening. | enlarged it by pushing the barrel
through and wiggling it. | braced the barrel on
the supporting mesh of the screen and aimed
at the figure on the bed. At the last moment,
just before | pulled the trigger, Stockiman
stirred slightly, and let out amoan.

The echoing detonation of the shot momen-
tarily stilled the keening chorus of the insects.
Stockman's figure jerked as the bullet hit him,
and | saw the white sheet start to stain red. |
tore the gun out of the nesh in which the
trigger guard had snarled, put it in my pocket,
and tumed anay from the room | eased my
legs over the edge of the balcony, seardhed
with my feet for purchese in the ivy, and
climbed down. On the ground, | started back
through the garden to the wall. | had gore
about ten yards when a burst of light took me
from behind and a woice shouted at me in
Spanish
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I continued to walk tonard the wall, ignor-
ing the woice. There were footsteps pounding
behind me, but 1 paid no attention to them
Then something jolted into my spine,
staggering me, and the woice said something
about “pistola.” | had no trouble translatlng
the word, or associating it with the stiff prod-
ding object in my back. Pleased with my per-
ceptiveness, | turmed around smiling.

The man with the pistol wes wearing a uni-
form (he was a sergeant of the Assumptapoli-
cia, and this wes his night for playing cards
with the mayordomo of the Stockman casa,
who happened to be his brother), and spitting
out a torrent of fierce Spanish at me. He waved
his pistol at me threateningly. When hewes sat-
isfied that 1 would not attermpt to escape, he
sidled around behind me and prodded me to-
ward the open door of the house, in which,
pr&eenﬂy, the mayordomo, who had first run
to his mester, now appeared. Smiling, | bowed
CbeplytOﬂ”Emayordomo.

The sargento kept his pIStOI trained on ne
while the mayordomo, thtural with excite-
ment, phoned for an ambulance and a rein
forcement of the poticia. It did not occur to
ﬂ‘Esargento to search ne for agun, and | did
not mention that 1 had one because 1 had for-
gotten its existence. 1 didn't escape because |
wes displeased with the scantiness of the audi-
ence. When the rest of them arrived, the doc-
tors and the police, 1 would simply flap my
wings and fly anay, leaving them all far below

86



on the ground, gaping in astonishment and ad
miration

Sometime in the nlghl; V\Bklrg out of ex-
hausted and replete sleep, she must have got-
ten up and found the target pistol. Brightly
nickled, it lay on a night-table not too distant
from the fingers of the bare arm flung back in
a graceful cune outside the cover. She slept
soundlessly, on her back, the cover draann up
to and even slightly over her cheek In the
moming light, her skin was rosy, her un
touched lashes as black as the color of her
hair.

When | got up she stirred, but didn't waken
I walked softly to the window. My hurt instep
felt stiff, and it wes marked by a yellonsblack
discoloration, but the swelling had gone down.
I lifted an edge of the drape and looked out. A
woman wes wheeling a laden shopping cart;
two kids were playing some sort of ball-game
against the stoop of a house; a few pessersby
were strolling with the relaxed gait of Saturday.
The blond man wes gone. A rubber ball
bounced agairst the stoop at which he had
kept his vigil.
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I went back to the couch and looked down
at Veda, soft and attainable in the innocence
of sleep. Remermbering the fierceness and tent
dermess, | felt curiowsly lightheaded and hol-
lov—a phenomenon that in the past | had
identified with love. But | didn't trust it It wes
too easy to confuse sex with love. And on
Veda's part— an inpulse of the moment, pity?

| turmed anay and wert into the bathroom
I washed, combed my hair, and put my dothes
on. There wes a safety razor in the cabinet, but
| passed it by; | wesn't sure of the etiquette in-
wvolved in borroning a leg razor without per-
mission—or of the hazards. When | drew on
my jacket 1 felt the weight of the ervelope in
the breast pocket

I runmmeged in a dressingtable draner and
found a pencil and a yellow scratch pad. |
wrote a short note, saying that 1 would phore
in the early afternoon. No salutation, and sinm
ply “Roy” at the end. | needed tine to stard
back and examine my feelings tonard Veda; |
didn't want to conmit myself—even lightly—
to anything 1 wouldn't feel in a day or aweek
or ayear fromnow.

I slid the yellow paper beneath the weight of
the target gun, resisting the temptation to kiss
her, or touch her hand, or by some token ac
knowledge my feelings tonard her, honever
unresohved they might be. | started for the
door, but on an inpulse crossed into the stu
dio. The clay figure stood like a munTy in
crude cerements, bathed in sunlight from the
sky above. I uwound the danp cdloths ad
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looked at the unfinished likeness of me. It hed
a disturbing quality of intersity, even violence.
I rewrapped it in the danp cloths, and after a
last glance at the sleeping gird, went out.

If the narrow dingy hallways had been de-
pressing and slightly sinister the night before,
they were nerely shabby in the daylight |
went down the stairs to the entry where | had
crouched, opened the locked inner door which
had saved me, and went out into the street On
the opposite side, a man was cleaning his car,
the water shining like crystal in the spring sun
light. The two kids were still playing their in
conprehersible game of a stoop ball. On a
roof, a boy with a long pole wes signalling his
pigeons. A woman shook a dustmop out of a
window. The nightmare, as nightmares do,
hed dissipated with the light

The Broadway area wes cronded, as usual,
dominated by flocks of noisy teenragers, with a
large sprinkling of smaller children, dressed in
their finery and clinging to the hands of their
nothers. 1 didn't bother to see if 1 was being
folloned, but 1 looked around carefully before
going into my hotel. If 1 was being watched, it
wes probably by the blond man's relief. The
blond man wes undoubtedly trying to catch up
on his sleep, tossing in his bed for the lack of a
killing to quiet his nenves.

The desk clerk had an envelope for me. It
had been left late last night. 1 asked him if he
had noticed who had delivered it

“Sorry, that would be the night man.”

| thanked him, ad told him | would be
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checking out in about an hour. | locked the
door of my room and operned the envelope.
Wiitten in pencil, it read:

Dear Roy, Okay, so 1 missed out twice on
you, so let it go. Decided you are not going to
squeal if not done so yet. Good boy. Go back
home and bygones is bygones. Be a smart cat
and don’'t poke your nose out of that home-
town. We will know it if you do. Stay away
from that D.A. creep and newspaper joe and
you’ll live a long time. Otherwise, you know
what. Well, so long and good luck. Your

Friend. You Know Who.

A scratchy female woice amswered the
phore. 1 asked for Emil. There wes no re-
sponse, but a loud metallic thud in my ear, ard
I knew she had let the receiver dangle against
thewall of the booth.

In a moment | heard a preliminary thud
ding, and then Emil'svoice saying, “Yeah?”

“This is Roy.”

“Roy. What happened to you, buddy?’ His
woice wes aggrieved. “Why didn't you show
up?’

“I couldn't meke it Somrething | didn't ex-

“Trouble?’ He spoke quickly, warily.

“No. No trouble.”

“Not drunk” There wes a finality in his
voice, as if to corvince hineelf. “No, not
drunk Notyou. A dame?’

“Something like that.”
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“But you still got that thing? You didn't lose
that thing, Roy?”

“I still have it, and | still want to give it to
you. As soon as possible.”

He laughed with relief. “Sure. Well, you
know; I wes afraidmaybe . . . well, afellow's
been in stir for three years, he finally gets near
awoman, he loses all serse of proportion, and
money don't mean anything to him You know
what | mean?”

“When can | give you the noney, Emil?”

“Right this moming. You rememmber where
| toldyou?”’

| repeated the name of the theatre, and the
rowand seat.

“Fre. That place, at, let's see, half pest
twehve. Okay?”

“Okay. I'll be there”

“But you be there, right, kiddie? No nore
standups. Okay?”’

I showered and shaved, and put on clean
linen. 1 checked out of the hotel a few minutes
past twelve. At Broadway and 42nd Street |
went down into the subway entrance ad
checked my carwveas bag in a locker. The thea
tre wes haliway up the block tonard Eighth
Avenue, its front gaudily festooned with still
photographs and boldly printed heralds shrill-
ing the sex-blood-andguts aspects of the two
pictures on the screen. | bought my ticket from
awoman with hopelessly bored eyes, and went
inside. The theatre wes alnost enpty, and the
woices on the sound track boomed hollondy
out of the bright glow of the screen The house
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wes pervaded by a sell of staleness and age
and cheap booze that even a heawy dose of
perfunmed disinfectant waes not able to neutral-
ize.

I took a seat two spaces out from the side
wall on the left of the theatre in the next-to-
thelast row. It wes twenty-five past twehve. In
five minutes, ten at the nost, the last ganglion
would be severed with the Roy Hathaway who
had been hatched out on the slope of a Korean
battlefront

On the screen a brilliant blond in a negligee
and a man with a hairdine moustache were
plotting the murder of the woman's husband in
the name of sweet anour.

“, , » you got to do it, Frank, you got to!”

‘“Yeah. But afterwards, after | kill him, then

what?”
“We put him ... the body . . . into the
trunk of the car, and we drive up .. . there’s

this lake in the mountains——

“l don’t like it, baby=------ ”

“We tie weights to him and . .. oh, honey,
you got to, there’s no other way, so that we can

live and love. . .

Afevvm\/\smfrontofme aman began to
sore loudly and raggedly, momentarily
dronning out the conspiratorial wvoices on the
screen before subsiding into a loner-keyed
complaining mumble.

I gave some thought to the letter | had got-
ten from the blond man. It wes hard to believe
that having twice failed to kill me, he was now
giving up and trusting a threat to keep e
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quiet. But what motive could he have? To put
me off my guard?

Although the note wes puzzling in this re-
spect, it helped to meke things clear In an
other. The due lay in the reference to “that
D.A. cregp and newspaper joe.” If | assured
that Stockman's “friends” had taken it more or
less for granted that | had accepted the bribe,
and therefore would keep my nmouth shut, the
blond man's presence at the airport could be
explained merely as a general precautionary
check on my arrival. But after | had been seen
speaking to Constable, and, especially, Fomari,
the picture had changed. It must have been
particularly damaging to me that | had driven
into the city with Fomari. And so the blond
maen— as the agent for Stockman's “friends™—
had been ordered to get rid of me.

It also occurred to e that, even in the un-
likely event that the note could be accepted at
face value, all bets would be off if the “friends”
got wind of the fact that | was retuming my
bribe money to Emil. It could only mean that
I wes formally releasing myself of the obliga-
tiontoremainsilent . . .  anunanswerable ar-
gument infavor of my death.

But this wes something they need not know.
Surely Emil, who wes in effect double-crassing
his enployers by accepting the money, would
not breathe awordof it. . . .

I heard the shuffle of feet in the aisle, and a
man slipped into the seat beside me. In the
light coming from the screen | glinpsed a
ruddy jondy face. It wes not Emil.
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My elbow pressed in against my breast
pocket, and | stiffened as the man leaned to-
ward me.

“Take it easy, Roy. Emil sentme.”

The hoarse woice wes familiar, and after a
moment | placed it as the woice of the man at
the candy store, the one who had volunteered
topushmy face in

“Emil couldn't come. I'm his brother.
Vinnie.”

“Where's Emil?”

“He got this toothache . .. ah, what the
hell. He dint come cause he's scared you might
beat up on him” He looked at me with conr
temptuous eyes. “1 told him what the hell’'s to
be scared of.”

I turmed anay from him to the screen. Two
shadowy figures were dragging something be-
tween themover the floor of agarage.

“Emil's the frail ore in the family. Good
business head, but no guts. I'm different.” His
woice toughened. “Okay. Let's have the thing
andget it over.”

I said, “lI haven't got anything for you. |
might have something for Emil, but not for
you.”

“l told you. I'm his brother Vinnie. Emil
sent me------ ?

I shook my head. | believed that he wes
Emil’s brother, and that Emil had sent him in
his place for the reason stated, but 1 would ac-
oept no substitutes. 1 could not have defended
on the grounds of logic my determination to
give the money to Emil, and only to Emil, but
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that wes how it would have to be. Emil’'s name
wes on the selvage of the fantasy fabric | had
woven for myself.

“Come on, buddy, let's don't horse around
I already seen this pitcher once. Slip me the
ten and let's get the hell out of this dump.”

My muscles tightened. “Ten? Ten what?’

“What you warnt me to do— holler it out so
we can get our throat cut?” Tire hoarse voice
lonered. “Ten G’'s. Ten thousand. The dough
for Emil.”

| said, “Okay, Vinnie. | had to be sure
Where's the men's room?”’

“What for? Give me the dough first and
then------ ”

“It's sewed to the inside of my pants. I'll be
back in five minutes.”

“It's over the back there, down aflight” He
put his hand on my arm as | started to get up.
“I better gowithyou.”

There wes a snort from the sleeper in front
of us, and a whining voice said, “Pipe down,
can'thear the pitcher.”

Vinnie said, “Shut up, rummy.”

I follovwed him up the aisle to the rear of the
theatre. He pointed to a dim sign over a stair-
V\ﬂyﬂ'ﬂtl’eajMen's Lounge. We started donn
the wom carpeted stairs together. On the third
step | held back He wes already one step
below me. 1 took him from behind with my
shoulder, butting him in the middle of his
back. He yelped, and went tumbling down. |
ran back up the stairs, through a side exit, into
the street.
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There WBS NO circunstance in which it
mede sense for Vinnie to have asked for ten
thousand dollars instead of five: not if Emil
had sold me out; not if Vinnie was a confeder-
ate of the blond man's; and not if Vinnie wes
doublecrossing Emil, who had sent him in
good faith. And | could hardly believe that
Emil had simply forgotten the sum of noney
thatwes involved

I recalled now;, vaguely, but troublingly, my
first phone conversation with Emil, in which,
after 1 had mentioned five thousand dollars, he
had said something about “the whole thing”
. . . and I wes suddenly struck by such a chill-
ingly devestating thought thet | faltered and
came to a dead stop on the busy street. But it
wes ridiculous to countenance, and 1 put it
anay fromme with self-anger.

What remained wes thet 1 would not have
given Vinnie the money under any circum
stances, and that his asking for die wwong
amount had not changed metters except to
eam him a fall down a flight of steps; and |
might have had to do that in any event to get
rid of him | wes annoyed, even outraged by
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Emil, but 1 couldn't help recalling that Dr.
Moreno had warmed me that my attenpt to re-
twum the money would be suspect and mis-
interpreted

My first impulse, after leaving the theatre
and mingling with the crond, wes to go
directly to the candy store in Chelsea, search
out Emil, and press the noney on him by
force, if | had to. But it would be indiscreet to
be seen with him openly, as much from nmy
point of view as from his. |1 decided to retum
to Veda’s studio, and phone him from there. |
recovered my bag from the subway locker and
headed uptonn.

She wes standing in the open door when |
came running up the steps to the landing. She
wes wearing a tweed skirt and a cashnere
sweater. | reached for her eagerly. She held me
off, but there wes regret and promise in her
smile.

“There's someone here | want you to neet,
Roy.”

She drew me inside, squeezing my hand,
and closed the door. She led e to the studio,
where a gray-haired man, who was stopping
to examine one of the headless torsos,
straightened up to meet ws.

“Thisis Roy,” Veda said

He said, “How do you do,” and held out his
hand. He wes in his sixties, lean and well-kept,
wearing slacks and a nubby gray Shetlad
Jjacket.

“This is Judge Hudson, Roy.”
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He must have felt the tightening of my
hand. He smiled thoughtfully and said to
Veda, “l wonder if you ought to mention to
Mr. Hathaway that the title is an honorific. I'm
retired to private practice.”

They exchanged a quick look and Veda said
in a rush, “Roy, 1 told the Judge about you, |

thinkhecan helpyou. . .  Sheended on a
rising inflection, a note of pleading rather than
question

If 1 had not authorised her to tell my story,
reither had | forbidden it—not in so many
words. But she could not have been insersitive
tomy feelings aboutit

“Roy?” Now the pleading in her voice was
owvert

I said nothing, and looked at her blankdy.

“Please don't stare at e that way.” Se
tumed helplessly to Hudson, who began to
show discomfort beneath the neutral gravity of
his expression. She tumed back. “I knew | wes
betraying a confidence, Roy, but------ ”

I said, “I'll be getting along now;, Veda. |
want to thank you for------ ”

“Oh, stop it!” The helplessress in her face
had vaporized in an instant, and left it deter-
mined, even angry. “Now, listen to me------ ”

Judge Hudson said, “Veda, I'd better be

“No. Let me talk to him Browse anong the
Lavwrence works.” Hudson started to protest
“Please?”’

He glanced at me apologetically, smiled,
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shrugged, and wandered off tonard the array
of headless and limbless statues.

Veda said, “please let meexplaln, Roy?” A
rermant of anger, and something else that |
could not identify, or wes hesitant to identify
as degp concem, Were atwar inher eyes.

I nodded stiffly. She let out her pent breath
in awordless exclamation that wes between re-
lief ad anxiety, and led ne to the studio
couch at the far end of the living quarters. We
sat down, and when she faced me, her features
were clear of everything but their familiar ex-
pression of candor.

“In the first place,” she said, “I didn't con-
spire. Judge Hudson dropped in unexpectedly
a little while ago. He's a friend of my father,
and he buys stuff from me from time to time.
He cane by to see whether | had any new
pieces. | didn't summon him”

In the studio, Hudson had noved all the
way to the rear, as distant from the sound of
our voices as he could get He stood with his
back to us and gazed down through the rear
window at the tiny fenced-in yards.

“I'm not a compulsive do-gooder,” Veda
said. “I had no intention of taking you up as a
cause. It wes purely impulse. When he canein
I wes unwrapping the clay figure, the one of
you. | had wanted to look at it . . .7 Se
paused. . . not critically, or to work on it,
but because itwes you.”

She stopped, and looked down at her hands,
the muscular fingers spread as if on display
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agairst the taut tweed over her thighs. Se
might have been waiting for me to say some-
thing. 1 wes silent She raised her head to a
defiantangle.

“Yes, it was sentimental. But what hap-
penednextwes mystical . . . orjustwomanly,
perhaps. He cane ovwer—the Judge—ad
stood beside e in front of the figure and said,
‘That's a nice job, or something of the sort,
but 1 hardly heard what he said. 1 was looking
at the figure, knowing that it wes mede of clay,
and that it would take just one blow of the fist
to smesh it into a lump of nothing. | looked at
it, and didn't see its line or composition, or im-
perfections, or anything like that—just its ter-
rible vulnerability. And 1 tumed to the Judge
and 1 said—Tflippantly, of course, how else but
flippantly?—1 said, ‘How do you like my clay
assassin?”

| said, “And then broke dowmn and told
him?”

“I didn't break down,” she said coldly. “I
told it to him as factually as 1 could, because
he's a friend, and he has influence, and some
wisdom . . . and | told it to him because |
prayed that he might help me to keep you
alive”

“Did you tell him everything—everything |
tpld you?”

She cocked her head comically, but her eyes
were very serious. In a strangely subdued
woice she said, “Has it occurred to you, nmy
boy, thet | am in a way of speaking courting
you?”
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*“How much did you tell him, Veda?”

Se straightened her head, sighing “How
much did | tell him? Just what | thought wes
salient to the premise that you were in nortal
danger of being killed.”

“Did you tell him about the money? About
my retuming it to Emil?”

“I don't think 1 did.” She closed her eyes a
moment, in thought. “No. I'msure. | didn't talk
about that.”

“All right” 1 put my hand out and covered
hers; lying in her lap. It wes icy. “What do you
want me todo?”

“I want you to stay alive.”

“l intend to.”

“Stay alive, Roy, at least for another few
weeks, so that | can find out whether or not |
truly love you or . . .” Her hands stirred
under mine, glacial but vital. “My father al-
ways said it would happen to ne like this . . .
when | wesn't looking. It's the first time in his
life he's ever been right about me.”

“l wanted to tell you about that, about the
way | felt.”

“I know how you feel, you dann fool.” Her
hands noved abruptly, owertumed, ad
cutched mine wery tightly. “Roy, they're not
going to leave you alone. They're going to try
again, andeventually . . . You can't be lucky
forever.”

“1 don't think I’'m that inportant to them”

She shook her head impatiently, urgently.
“Do this for me. Talk to Judge Hudson. See
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what he feels. See what he suggests. Will you
do that for me? Please, darling?’

“He doesn'teven knowme.”

“He's very nice. | asked him to help, and he
said he didn't know if he could, but he would
try if youwanted himto.”

I retumed the pressure of her hands. “All
right, Veda.”

She bent tonard me and kissed ne lightly,
then got up and ran back to the studio. | fol-
loned after her. Hudson turmed at the sound of
our footsteps.

Veda said, “He's willing. Will you talk to
hin”

He gave me aclose scrutiny, as if to confirm
my acquiescence. ‘Til do my best But I'm
afraid . . He looked at his wwist watch
“I'm afraid I'm due downtown at the athletic
club for a committee meeting. However, |
should be back no later thanfour. . .

“That'sfine,” Veda said eagerly.

He smiled at her. “Then I'm exjpecting one
of my law partrers at my apartirent at five”
He grimaced. “Dinner at seven, then the thea
tre. .. . Can it keep until tomorrow? Unless
you'd care to come to my place between four
and five. ... | hate to sandwich you in this
way------ ”

“It won't keep,” Veda said. She appealed to
mewith her eyes.

| said to Hudson, “I'm very grateful, sir. Til
be at your gpartment at four, if its no
trouble.”
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“None whatsoever. Veda, give Mr. Hatha
way my address, please. . . .”

We shook hands, and Veda kissed his
cheek She saw him out, and when the door
had closed behind him, she ran into my anrs.

Judge Hudson's address was an unfashiona:
ble ore in the wake of the great migration to
the East side which had abandoned the area
west of Fifth to a variegated intermingling of
flourishing minority groups. The building wes
a huge pile tonering over the westerm frontage
of the Park Like most of the gpartrent dwell-
ings on Central Park West, it had shut its eyes
to the shabbiness of the surrounding side
streets; and if its tenants were no longer strictly
upper-crust, they were nevertheless noneyed
and acceptable.

A doorman admitted me, and the elevator
man let me off at the elevertth floor. It wes the
penthouse floor, and the Judge had the whole
of it The door wes creamcolored, its insats
edged in gilt Judge Hudson opened the door
to my ring. We shook hands and he led me
through a corridor lined with small framed
prints to a huge livingroom At the far end of
the room, the entire wall opened out to a great
terrace, richwith greenery in pots and boxes.

He waved e to a seat in an armchair, and
after offering me a drink, which | declined, sat
in acompanion chair to mine.

“It seens to me,” he said, fronning, “thet
your problem hinges on the question of
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whether or not youire willing to take it to the
police. From what 1 understand from Veda,
you are urmilling to do so. May | askwhy?”

“I'd rather not say.”

His fronn deeperned “You can be sure of
this much: that the people who are after you
are efficient, notwithstanding the fact that they
have failed so far. You've been very lucky.'If
they don't find you here, in the city, theyll
seek you out at home. Did Veda tell you that?”

“Yes.”

“l can't urge tiis on you too strongly. If
they want you dead they Will have you dead.
Don't make any mistake about it Don't under-
estinate them for a minute. As things stand
now, youre doomed. I'm speaking to you
plainly.”

| took the note from the blond man from
my pocket. “This wes left at my hotel this
moming.”

He read the note and retumed it to me.
“What do you meke of it?”

“I'mnot sure. I'd like to believe 1 could take
it atits face value.”

He leaned forward to take the note from me
again He scanned it quickly. “I would judge
that they're offering you a deal. If you stay
anay from the D.A—and by inference, the
police—they would be inclined to let you
alone” He retumed the note to ne. “Is that
the reason for your avoidance of the police?”

“The note has nothing to dowith it | havea
special reason, apersonal reason”

He fixed me with gray eyes that alnmost
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metched the color of his hair. “Thieve’s honor,
the code of the underworld? Something on that
order?’

“No.”

“I don't mean to sound harsh. 1 suppose it's
my experience on the bench, where I've seen
justice dbstructed too frequently by that ridic-
ulous romantic concept. However, In your
case, | acoept your word that it's something
different”

But the focus of his eyes was unrelenting.

I said, “It's personal, it isn't dishonorable.
Its . . . well, an obligation. 1 hope to dis-
charge it by this evening.”

Tm no longer ajudge . . . neither in the
official nor the noral sense” He smiled. “If it
bears on this natter, | suggest you unburden
yourself.”

“lI have to dispose of some money—that's
all.”

Then, sparing details, | told him about the
machine-gun attenpt on ne in the Assumpta
prison, and the money that had come in the
mail aweek later. 1 explained my reasons for
wanting to retumthe noney.

He sat back in his chair. “Its a most
unusual attitude. 1 think 1 understand the psy-
chological prompting behind it It clears the
air somewhat. Once this money is returmed, |
take it, you will then have no objection to
going to the police? Or to the District
Attormey?”’

“No.”

“Verywell. Nowy, it seers tonme------ i
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He wes interrupted by the sound of the door
buzzer. The little fronn appeared between his
eyes. He excused hinself, and went out into
the corridor, looking at hiswatch

Beyond the terrace the sky wes a perfect
blue. 1 thought of Veda. We had nmade love
again, and talked, and shyly approached, with
out directly confronting, the degpness of our
feeling for each other.

Judge Hudson came back into the room
The blond man followed just behind him, with
adranngunin his hand

10

Doctor Moreno had said to to me, shortly
before my release, “You are now a man who
hoards his feelings, ad is afraid to sped
them It is a reaction against the emotional ex-
oessss of the years since your wounds. A long
convalescence of the ermotions. 1 do not worry
about this. In time, as your scars heal, as you
leam to trust your emotions, you will start t
disburse them more normally.”

Veda had said something like it, too: “You
don't show anything, Roy. But | know it's
there, darling”

I twitched in my dhair when the blond man
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came into the room, but thet wes all. 1 knew
that nothing showed on my face. But | could
not have prevented something from showing,
some distillation of the rank bittemess inside,
when the blond man's gun neglected to track
the Judge. They had moved into the room one
behind the other, the Judge walking toward
me, the blond man at his heels, his gun pointed
straight ahead. Then the Judge moved to one
side, sloMy, and | braced myself for the mo-
ment when the muzzle of the gun noved off
me to cover him But it didn't mowve. It held
steady on a line with my stomach. The blond
man wes smiling with malevolent calculation.

Judge Hudson picked up a telephone stand
ing on a cherryawood table backing up a sofa.
He scomed in concentration as he spun the
dial. Waiting for his ring to be answered, he
halftumed to study me, his lips pursed
thoughtfully.

He spoke crisply into the phone. “Fred. Lis-
ten to me very carefully. 1 want Emil Shreiger
taken care of. Immediately. As quickly as pos-
sible. . . . What's that?’ He listened, froam-
ing. “Yes, that's what | mean by taken care of. m
Don't tell me the details. Arrange it And see
that itsdone.”

The blond man's alnost invisible eyebrons
quirked Without shifting his eyes, speaking
from a comer of his mouth, he said, “What's
with Emil, Judge?’

“Emil has been in touch with our friend
here—for the pest two days, apparently. Nego-
tiating to accept the retum of some noney—
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an act by which our Mend hoped to purge his
corscience before spilling his guts to Mr.
Fomari.”

“Don't tum your head anway from him
Hugh,” Hudson said sharply.

The gun tightened in the blond man's hand

“I'll come around where you can see me,”
Hudson said

He took the same chair he had sat in before.
The blond man, Hugh, mowved to his left, to
cover me and at the same tire keep both of us
in his purview.

“This cat wants to give the money back?”
Hugh said. “What's he— apsycho?’

Watching Hugh, | ooserved that he held his
index finger curled around the trigger guard
rather than the trigger. It gave me a sudden in-
sight, and 1 moved in the chair to test it The
gun stiffened in his hand, but his finger didn't
move from the trigger guard. It indicated—or
I hoped it did—that his specialty wes not a
gun, but a club or blackjack, and if he had to
subdue me he might instinctively use it to
bludgeon rather than to shoot As a theory, it
had some substance in the fact that he had
missed me with the tommy-gun in Assumpta;
and even nore in his choosing to club ne to
death on the dark street when it would have
been simpler and safer to shoot a silenced gun

It might signify hope for me, or it could
mean only that | would be unpleasantly bludg-
eoned to death instead of shot down cleanly.

Hugh wes regarding me with a certain de-
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gree of pleasure. “You know;” he said, “l one
you, buddy, for making me trouble two times.”

I said, “I’'m going to nmeke you trouble a
third time. Haven't you ever heard about the
rule of three?”’

“What am |l—a dope? Superstition is for
dopes. Like ladders, and black cats? Don't
make me laugh.”

“I'm not talking about superstitions. The
rule of three is mathematical.”

“Quit your ribbing, dead man” But he
threwa questioning glance at Hudson.

“Superstition,” Hudson said reassuringly.
“Don't let himget your goat.”

“ talk,” Hugh said “They're all like
that”

| said to Hudson, “You nwust have been
quite an omament to the bench. A paragon of
high-minded justice.”

He ignored me. Oddly, even in my eyes, he
had not suffered any loss of dignity since
Hugh's entrance. He looked every inch a pillar
of the community. And so he waes. It followed,
from what Fomari had told me, that Stock-
man's “friends” would almost all be highly
placed, and prominent public figures. There
might be, among them judges by the dozen.

Hudson said, “I’'m expecting a visitor in ten
minutes. I'll go down and meet him in the
lobby. The nman on the rear elevator—his
nane is Marty—is taken care of. He'll help
you get him down, and into a pickup truck
Fromthereon, itsuptoyou.”

109



“Like Canarsie,” Hugh said. “l know a cou
ple of good places where | can dump him”

“Use your oan good judgment,” Hudson
said querulously. “This sort of thing isn't in my
line. If it wesn't for my connection with
Veda . ..”

“Leave it to my good hands,” Hugh said. “I
put the psycho out, and thern----

“Stop,” Hudson said “l don't warnt to hear
any nore about it. Just get it over with.”” He
got out of the dhair, and looked down at e,
his face draann “I'm not a person who holds
human life lightly. It's a question of sheer sur-
vival. Once you get yourself so deeply in
wvolved------"’

He broke off, tumed anay abruptly, ad
went out of the room | stared after him in dis-
belief. Presently, the outer door slammed.

“Okay, psycho,” Hugh said. “On your feet.”

| said, ‘You're as good as dead, Hugh. The
rule of three.”

“Get up, joker. We'll take awalk.”

“Whereto?”’

“Bathroom 1 got a little business to attend
to.”

Bloodstains would not be a problem in a
tiled bathroom | said, “I'll just stay here ad
wait for you.”

“Look, funny man, don't make it tough on
yourself. 1 can take you out with one swming, or
I can meke it last a long tine. Don't bug e,
don'tget me sore atyou.”

“Come onand take me.”

He edged closer, and |1 saw his hand shift on
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the gun—two fingers gripped around the
trigger guard now.

“But be careful, Stupid,” | said. “You're just
as liable to trip over your onn feet------ ”

He canme in very fast, the gun barrel swing
ing dowrward in a short chopping arc. | didn't
try to dodge, but shot my right foot straight
out and kicked him in the knee-cap. His leg
buckled. Momentum hurtled him forward, and
he fell headlong on top of me. His weight car-
ried the chair over badanards with both of us
in it | hit on my right shoulder, and felt him
land on me for an instant before his ovwn weight
slid him forward and over me. | heard a thud
and knewhe had lost the gun.

I scrambled to my feet, and ran at himwhile
he wes still on his hands and knees. As he
started to straighten up, 1 put my knee in his
face and felt his nose give. He flopped over on
his back, floundering, blood gushing from his
broken nose.

The gun had bounced a half-dozen feet
awnay, beneath a chair across the room There
wes a bad moment when | risked tuming my
back to Hugh in order to dig out the gun, but |
might have spared myself the anxiety. He had
quit cold. He wes sitting up, whinpering,
pressing a handkerchief to his bleeding face.

I stood over him “Try to get up and I'll kill
you,” | said.

I left him sitting there and went over to the
telephone on the cherrywood table. | asked
the operator for the police. When a Sergeant
Something-or-other amswered | said, “I've got

111



a tip on a murder. If you hurry you might be
abletostopit.”

“That right? Say, who is this calling,
please?’

“The name of the victim is Emil Shrieger.”
I gave him the address of the candy store, and
adoed the information that he lived in that im-
mediate neighborhood.

I hung up on the voice importuning e for
my name, for nmore information. Hugh had dis-
carded the first handkerchief, a bloody flag,
and wes reaching with sticky fingers for an
other one in the breastpocket of his jacket

I took from my pocket the envelope con-
taining the five thousand dollars and put it on
the cherryanood table. 1 opened a drawer inthe
table and found a pencil, and wrote sudge
Hudson ON the ervelope.

I put the gun in my pocket and started to-
ward the corridor. There | paused for a lest
look at Hugh. He was in a half-reclining posi-
tion, supporting himself with one hand on the
carpet, bloodying the golden threads.

11

| disposed of the gun in one metal trashcan,
and its cartridges in another three blocks
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anay. On Tenth Avenue | tumed south. When
I reached Veda's street, in the Forties, |
velked by very quickly, keeping my eyes
straight ahead. By some heightened form of as-
sociation, the street had become Veda,
structured of her aura, her essence, her living
flesh 1 had not felt this way about a girl for a
very long time, and it wes afeeling | had never
thought I would feel again

The ache and intersity of love. The invest-
ment of the ego in another person

And like any person in love, 1 wes tuming
upon my love, flogging it, punishing it, declar-
ing it guilty in the kangaroo court of my mind.

Yet there wes a sinple rationalization of her
innocence. Hugh, knowing where | had taken
refuge, tumed in a report to the Judge. Hud
son, knowing her, having bought several of her
sculptures, dropped by on the pretext of want-
ing to see what newwork she might have done.
There wes an element of coincidence in his
knowing her, but it wesn't at all outlandish
The chances were excellent, even in a city the
size of New York, that men of the stature,
wealth and tastes of Hudson and Hetcher
Lawwrence would nmowve in the sane circles, or
similar ones that frequently intersected each
other. Granted this much, it would be easy to
see how Hudson might be a patron of Veda's.

But Jcould make out an equally strong case
for betrayal, goaded by the masochism of love
. . . starting from the very same premise that
exculpated her. Her father and Judge Hudson
were friends, even colleagues. Either one, or
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both of them— after learming from Hugh thet |
had taken refuge in her gpartment—head In
duced her to persuade e to put myself in
Hudson's hands.

As for the intimecy of last night, 1 wes not
the first man, nor would | be the last, who wes
betrayedwhile the bedwes stillwarm . . .

Below Forty-second Street, | began to expe-
rience the eerie sense of retracing a route | had
first travelled in a dream It wes the route |
had folloned almost daily over many nonths
... a tropism tuming aways tonard the
candy store, tonard Emil, tonard the hypnotic
sun of a fix In three years, the neighborhood
had scarcely changed: the same cheap stores,
shabby businesses, fly-specked bars, griny
wiseeyed kids, lumpy women and defeated
men . . . ad the rons of tenements, fes
tooned with the inevitable folded elbows and
expressionless faces at the windows, human
beings who have passed in trarsit beyond pa-
tience and suffering into hopeless acoeptance.

I wes half a block anay from the candy
store—1 could already see the jutting news
stand, the neglected window cramped with an-
cient sunbleached adwertising displays, the
narrow cluttered door—when | heard a siren
It came nearer and louder, and | saww an abu-
lance weaving its way through the cross
traffic on Twenty-third Street. It came on for
two nore blocks, and then curnved west pest
the stalled traffic into Twenty-fifth Street. |
started to run, but 1 wes the only one doing so.
In this neighborhood, the alarm of the siren
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wes a familiar instrurent in the orchestra of
the city, too commonplace to excite special in-
terest

| tumed into Twenty-fifth Street and sloned
to awalk The scere of the dramawes halfway
up the block: the ambulance at the curb, three
police cars parked at odd angles, a srall ant-
hill of a crond. As | cane up to it, the crond,
pushed by the police, eddied back rebelliously,
resentful of this attenpt to resene a reason
able clearing on the sidewalk as a stage for the
central player.

| joined other late-comers on the periphery
of the circle. The supemuneraries played out
the inevitable and unchanging dialogue.

“Hey, what happened, Mack?”

“Search me. 1 just got here. Anybody know
what happened?’

Somebody plucked my sleeve. “What hap-

pened, buddy?’
A small thin man, with the nose of a hank

and a nmouth twisted in permanent disdain,
pushed his way outward from the center of the
crond; the ranks closed after him, like under-
bnshqonngmgbad«n adense1ungle
“Hey, what

The hawk-nosed man, suddenly elevated to
featured status, milked his role. He looked
wWise, bored, fit a cigarette with maddening de-
liberation.

A man with a dirty pepper-and-salt gronth
of beard said, “He mustve jumped out of the
window. See that open window up there?’
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An innocent window;, with a slightly belly-
ing blue curtain, became suddenly invested
with sinister drama.

A wvoice said, “He dead?’

Another voice: “He ocouldn't of come out
that window, or he would of landed near the
house. He's out at the edge of the curb.”

“Maybe he's like abroad jumper, hah?”

A ripple of laughter breached the etiquette
of tragedy, but inmediately stifled itself.

A nenconer, breathless, said, “Anybody
knowwhat happened?”

The hawk-nosed man looked at him with
bored contenpt, and started slomy to edge
aneay.

Somebody said, “Hey, this feller knows
what happened. What happened, buddy?’

The hawk-nosed man puffed a cloud of
snoke at the sky. “Got his throat cut.”

There were aned exclamations. Someone
tumed triunphantly on the bearded man.
“Didn't 1 tell you he didn't junmp out the win-
dow? He would have to be abroadjunper.”

A second newcorer joined the group of us
pened?”’

Nobody amswered him The hawk-nosed
man said, “Ear to ear. Professional job.”

Someone said, “Gangland killing. They're
starting up like the twenties again.”

“They used machine gus in the twent
ties”

One of the newcorers, addressing the
hawk-nosed man, said, “He croak?”’
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There wes a chorus of derisive sounds.

The newcorer, flushing, said defensively, “I
heard of people living, their throat wes cut. If
it ain't the jungular.”

“Sure, but this fellow said ear to ear. Ear to
ear, you don'twalk around living.”

“Dead,” the hawk-nosed man said, and spat.
“They don't come no deader.”

“Much blood?” somebody asked.

The newcomer said argumentatively, “How
do you know for sure he'd dead? Maybe he's
just unconscious.”

The hawk-nosed man spat again. “l wes in
War Two, buddy.”

“That don't necessarily mean nothing.”

“I seen hundreds of stiffs. This one is dead
for real.”

I said, “Anybody knowwho he is?”

“It don't necessarily mean he's dead,” the
newcomer said stubbomly.

There wes a chorus of groars for the new
comer’'s stupidity. The hawk-nosed man, who
had been on the verge of replying to my ques-
tion, wes diverted to the newcoer.

“You knowwhat D.O.A. means?’ he asked
scormifully.

“Surel do.”

“What does it mean?”’

“I knowwhat it means. What is this? A quiz
show? | knowvwhat it means, that's all.”

Somebody said, “Dead on Arrival. Right?”

The bearded man said, “Look at them
stinking cops push the crond. They hate the
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citizens, and we pay their salary. But they push
us around. Stinking cops.”

The hawk-nosed man said, “The anbulance
doctor said D.O.A. | wes standing right there
next to him + e ought to know. He's adoctor.”

The newcomer wes not corvinced. “They
aint no doctors, theyre intems. Leamers.
What the hell do they know?”

“Look at themstinking cops. They stink.”

Someore said to the hawk-nosed man, “He
pronounced himD.O.A., buddy?’

The hawk-nosed man nodded. “You'll see
him come back to the ambulance in a minute.
Hospitals don't pick up stiffs. You'll see the
ambulance take off enpty.”

“Is there much blood?”

“Pools. The jugular.”

| tapped the hawknosed man's aim He
looked at me combatatively. 1 said, “Do you
knowwho heis?’

He shrugged, and tumed to someone else.
“The D.O.A.’s get took anay by the cops for
the autopsy. They autopsy them to see what
they died from.”

There was another quick guffaw of laughter.
I moved off to a group that consisted mostly of
women, speaking softly, their voices blended
with the monotone muted voice, strangely de-
tached on the early evening air, of a police
car's radio. The center of attention wes an arn
gular greyhaired wonman in a print dress. She
kept her hand pressed to her forehead as e

spoke.
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. . . looked out the window, and there
wes this car taking off—1 mean careening
down the street------ 7

“You get the license?’

“—and he wes holding onto his throat,
bleeding like a pig, | maan it wes gushing, |

“I'll never be able to eat supper tonight.”

“e—and he tried to get up, 1 mean he give it
quite atry, and run like a step or two, and then
fell down dead. His eyes wide open, staring, it
looked like he wes staring right up at me. Til
never forget them staring eyes long as | live”

Heads shook in sympathy, tongues mede
dry clucking noises.

One of the women said, “Anybody know
whohewas?’

Another woman said, “Emil something.”

“Emil Shreiger,” the angular woman said.

“She knewhim He lived in her house.”

“For almost ten years,” the angular woman
said. “Hewes areal niceman.”

The clock on the Metropolitan Tower read
6:10.

I had wandered eastward on Twenty-third
Street, deserted in the calm of a Saturday, its
larger buildings odostructing the lonering sun,
filling the street with blue alpine shadows. The
windows of the upper floors of the Metropoli-
tan Building caught the last reflected gold of
the sun that wes nesting across the Hudson. |
cut through the paths of Madison Square Park,
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its benches filled with old men and women,
and here and there a bum who had wandered
uptonn fromthe Bowery.

I thought of the angular woman's epitaph
for Emil: He was a real nice man. Did aryore
else think so? Was there a place in heaven for
Emil, too?

It struck me that Emil's death rendered ne
ueless so far as Fomari’s purpose wes cor-
cermed. To be sure, 1 now had an even closer
contact than Emil with the “friends” of Clyde
Stockman, but it seemed of doubtful value.
Who would accept the word of an ex-drug ad
dict, a would-be murderer, a jailbird, agairnst
the person of such a pillar of the community as
Judge Hudson?

It was no secret to Fomari that Hudson wes
ore of the Stockman crond. What he had
hoped for, through my single contact, wes to
build up a progressive chain of identification
that would be strong enough—however gues-
tionable each of its links were—to bind Hud-
son and his other highly-placed colleagues.
Now Emil wes dead But there were dtill
Emil's brother, Hugh, the candy store and its
unsavory denizerns. Passibly one of these might
be able to senve as a starting point in place of
Emil.

| pretended my amval at Grand Central
was accidental, ignoring the underlying design
in the steady eastward and norttwmard path |
had been folloning. | realized tret if | had ac-
knowledged my intention to myself, 1 would
have deliberately gone off in another direction
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| strolled through the terminal CONCOUISES,
gazing at the store windows, still deluding my-
self that my course wes aimless. Butwhen | ar-
rived at die room containing the attended
phone booths, 1 dropped all pretense.

An operator sitting behind the raised
polished counter carefully noted down the in-
formation | gave her.,

“Do you have any idea how long it will
take?’

She suggested that | come back in a half
hour, but added, “That's just to give us some
leeway. If there's no delay, we can have your
party in five minutes. Would you like to wait?”

I didn't want to wait, 1 wanted to postpone
it as long as possible. But now that the nove
wes initiated, 1t would be less painful to get it
done with quickly. | told her | would wait. 1 lit
acigarette, and stood in the doorway with my
back to the operator, watching the mild activ-
ity at a huge newsstand to my left. 1 finished
the cigarette, andwent inside.

The operator said, “We have your party, Sir.
There is a charge of twelve dollars and seventy
cents for three minutes. That is payable in ad-
vance, sir.”

I paid her out of the dwindling stock left to
me of my accumulated prison pay—less than
two hundred dollars remained.

The operator said, “Thank you, sir. Will
you take booth number three, please?’

The shutting of the booth door activated a
small rubber-finned fan set in the ceiling. But
the instant | picked up the receiver | broke
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into a poisonous sweat. An operator spoke my
name and asked me to wait-a-moment-please.
Then there were nore wait-aHmoment-pleases
by other gperators, and | sat with sweat pour-
ing down my face, my hand clenched around
the bakelite as if welded to it

After the rather distant sound of the relay
operators, the voice of the home operator wes
shockingly loud and clear. “We have your
party, sir, go ahead”

There wes a nomentary silence, as broad
and deep as a chasm and then | heard the fa-
miliar woice, somawhat drained of its true wi-
tality by distance, but near-by and intimete.

“HeIIo, amigo. It isyou, Roy?”

“Yes. ItsRoy.”

“So. You are all right?’

“Yes. Tmall right.”

“Ah, that is fine. Do you know the tine here
inAssun’pta, amigo?”

“I'd forgotten. I'm sorry. Look, Doctor, |
must ask you sonmething. It's this: wes there
ten thousand dollars in that envelope that
came for me three years ago?’

“What is that you say”? Ten thousand dollars
in the envelope?’

| said, “There wes ten thousand dollars in
the envelope, not five. | found out about that.”

“You have changed your mind, and will not
retum the nmoney? Is this why you call,
amigo?”

I said slomMy and with exaggerated distinct-
ness, “There wes ten thousand dollars in the
envelope originally. You told me there wes
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five. What happened to the other five? Did you
take five thousand dollars out of the envelope,
Doctor?”

There wes a sigh, as audible as though he
had been standing in the booth beside me. He
said calmly, “si, amigo, | took the money. You
despise me now? Well, it does not nmatter. You
are cured now, and it does not matter now
howyou feel about me.”

My throat wes dry, my woice echoed
parched and strangulated in the little booth.
“Why did you take it, Doctor Moreno?”

*“You corsider me athief now?”

“Why did you take it, Doctor?”

“No. 1 did not take it as a thief takes, Roy,
but as a gift to a poor but deserving man. | do
not think of it as stealing, but as philosophical
acceptance of a heavensent gratuity. Do you
understand?’

“Better thanyou think”

“No, Roy, you do not understand” His
wvoice wes patient “For you, five thousand dol-
lars is not so much. It is half the cost of a
bribe, a pittance to be despised and retumed
But to a poor struggling doctor in the Republic
it is wealth. It is the difference between
grinding poverty and a measure of ease. Better
food for 1os nihos, the childs— children—nnedi-
cal booIG, amntdl’%forﬂ"Emujer ------ ”
His wvoice went cold. “lI am not making an
apology. | acocepted some money sent by a
gangster to an assassin | put it to the use of a
worthy man and hisworthy family----- ”
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The operator’s woice cane in. “Sir, the three
minutssareup. . . .7

“Think over whet | have said, amigo  Mo-
reno said. “And then you will not feel so
badly.”

“I'msorry, sir, your time is up. If you wish
to continue------"

“No. That's all, operator.”

“Keep yourself V\E", amigo . . and his
wvoice faded out

12

A Beethoven quartette revolved on the
tumitable, the purity of the recording marred by
the insistent needle scratch of the open-topped
player. The empty jacket stood beside an over-
filled ashitray on the blond wood of the sell
desk holding the player; like the player itself,
the desk wes mistreated but serviceable. The
Beethoven jacket wes lettered in a cheste
seript, illustrated by an artist with a delicate
line. The second album was called Tangos for
the Latin Kind of Love. IS jacket illustration
wes a velvet-eyed girl wearing a mantilla and
very little else: the swell of her bressts circum:
vented indecency only by bleeding off the
Jacket at the ultimate breech The third wes
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called richie Bijou Sings Great, ad pICtUI’Gj
Richie, a young man badly in need of a comb,
surrounded by a bewy of adoring girs in
bathing-suits.
Through the glass of the booth, past the
stacks of albuns on their stands, through a
space In the storewindow displays, | had a
narrow, slanted, but perfect view of the
entrance of the Grosvenor Hotel.

When the connection with Assumpta was
broken—and with it the connection to another
part of my pest—I had walked quickly
through the Terminal’s concourse to the street
I knew then, already, that | was going to
have to set a trgp for Veda; only the method
wes unresolved. | didn't think of it as a test but
atrap, ad if that choice of aword constituted
a prejudgement, | didn't let the distinction
bother me.

After Dr. Moreno, |1 wes through with tak-
ing people on trust

The Grosvenor wes a small, unassuming,
well-kept hotel in the Grand Central area
When | first sawvit, | thought of it as a place to
stay the night; but almost in the same thought,
ancther thing suggested itself. 1 tumed anay
from the entrance, walked to a drugstore on
the comer, and telephoned Veda.

“Hello?”

The leap of my pulse at the sound of her
woice senved as a waming to me. Don't try to
reed anything in her inflection, 1 told myself,
or inwhat she says, for that matter. If she had
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consciously betrayed ne, she wes too accom:
plished an actress to be contended with. That
wes the purpose of the trap: so that | wouldn't
be deceived by a performance.

“Hello, Veda.”

“Roy? Where are you? Fve been------ il

“Have you had dinrer yet? Look, | want
you to have dinnerwithme.”

“Of course. I've been worrying about . . .
Did it go all right with Dennis? Dennis Hud-
son? I've been expecting------"

“I’ll tell you all about itwhen | seeyou.”

After a pause, she said, “You know;, I've
missedyou.”

She spoke shyly, even nenvously. But | dis-
counted that oloservation, erasedit

| said “Do you know the Grosvenor
Hotel?”

“Are you all right? You sound upset.”

“Tm fine. Listen—canyou come now?

Wouldn't you rather come here? Where are
you now?”’

“At the hotel. Td rather you canme here. Do
youmind, Veda?”’

“No. I don'tmind. The Grosvenor?’

| told her the address. “I'll meet you in the
lobby. Will you come right anay?”

‘Til leave in about twenty minutes. I'll take
acab. Do | sound excited?”

“You sound fine”

“Well, I'm excited. In the lobby of the
Grosvenor. Good-by, darling.”

I left"the drugstore and went across the
street to the record store. Except for a teenage
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boy and girl, and the manager, a studious
young man with supercilious (or near-sighted)
eyes behind homrimmed glasses, it was enpty.
I spent less than five minutes pretending to
bronse, selected my three records at random,
andwent into the listening booth.

Dusk had fallen, with an effect as of a
child's crayon scribbled over the streets ad
buildings. But the front of the Hotel wes
brightly lit by marquee lights. 1 took my eyes
from it long enough to glance at my watch.
Ffteen minutes since 1 had spoken to her.
When | looked again, acab was dranving up in
front of the Grosvenor. For a moment no one
came out Then the door opened, and a gir
ran across the pavenrent to the hotel entrance.
Short fur ‘Jacket, red shoes, rippling blonde
hair.

Someore tapped on the glass door of the
booth. The young man with the hom-rinmed
glasses. He opened the door.

“Since there’'s no ore else In the store,” he
said, “l wes going to suggest that you could
twm up the volume.”

“No, it's fine thisway.”

“And get nore of the quality of the record
ing.” He leaned in and gave the volume knob a
tum “There. Beautiful quality, isn'tit?’

“Yes.”

“I personally prefer the Kroll myself. But
the Griller is very good too. And the quality of
the mechanical reproduction. . . .” He made
avague gesture, and shut the door.
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The nusic socared now, but the needle
scratch wes anplified, too. 1 rested my cheek
on my hand in the classical attitude of the
music listener, and watched the patch of light
beneath the Grosvenor’s marguee.

Unbidden, an imege of Doctor Moreno
care to mind—swarthy skin, pruneblack
eyes, unkermpt bar of a nmoustache. A portrait
of a thief? He had taken the money, but he had
cured me of drug addiction. On a quid pro quo
besis | wes far ahead of thegame ... butit
was painful to discover that, after all, it had
beenaganme.

He had not even troubled to defend hinself,
on the telgphone. His explanation hed
disdained defense, and even his attenpt at
self-justification wes casual. The question now
in my mind was. without the money, would he
have given of hinself equally in curing me?
Weas the moral interpretation he put on it valid
—that it was not stealing to clothe one's wife,
to feed one’s children, to buy medical books?
But a code of norals that did not apply
equally to all wes anardhy. No. The amswer
wes thet it was a world of grab, and even the
skilled, the compassionate, the brilliant, suc-
cumbed to its ruling tenet Grab. Bverybody
grabbed. Without a single blink of conscience,
Moreno had grabbed.

The needle slipped off the grooved track
onto the brighter shellac of the label. 1 lifted
the tone-arm, tumed the record over, and let
the head down again At the far end of the
store, the manager wes eyeing me covertly.

Twenty minutes, by my watch. She would
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be leaving just about now. A minute or two to
find a cab, ten more to come crosstonn ad a
dozen blocks south. ... It struck me with
soe force that twenty-four hours ago 1 would
not have been capable of either the suspicion
or the guile to do what | wes doing now. And
what about my feeling for Veda? Supposing
that she was innocernt—could that feeling ever
be fully recovered again, once it had been di-
minished by mistrust?

Threequarters of an hour after my call, |
began to grow fidgety. 1 strained toward the
entrance of the hotel, pushing time ahead In
my mind, seeing the taxi draw up, Veda junp-
ing out, and like the blonde girl in the fur
jacket, running eagerly across the sidewalk
. . . Ivwouldwait five minutes (mearwhileshe
would have returmed to the street, searching
for me to the right and left, anxiously and
hopefully, before running inside again), check
the street thoroughly, and at last cross to the
hotel. She would tum, see me, come tonard
me quicklyinrelief. . . .

A car cane into the curb in front of the
hotel, wavered, then drew up a little distance
beyond it. A man got out. He wes almost but
not quite out of range of the light from the
marquee. Its outermost glow lit up the blond
stubble of hair and a broad white patch of
adhesive tape over the bridge of his nose.

| lifted the tonearm off the record, and
stopped the tumtable. 1 inserted the record
carefully in its protective envelope, and slipped
it into the cover. The blond man was no longer
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in sight He had either gone insice the hotel, or
edged down the street into the entry of a dark
ened shop. | squared off the Beethoven neatly
with Tangos for the Latin Kind of Love a‘d
Richie Bijou Sings Great, and carmied themout.
of the booth. 1 handed them across a counter
tothe manager.

He said, ““You're taking those?”

I shook my head. “Is there a back way out
of here?’

He smiled slyly. “Tm not surprised. Did you
thinkyou hed nme fooled?”

“Please. Is there aback exit?”

“Do you want to know how | knew?’ His
eyes, behind the homrimmed lenses, preered
themselves. “Because nobody could  possibly
be interested in both Beethoven and Richie
Bijou? Well, yes, obviously. But thet's not how
| did it | pride myself on amystical sixth serse
that tells me when | have a buyer. But how did
I know you were watching SOmMething outside?
Because a few months ago there was a nan
doing the same thing, and ne asked if there

“Is there one?’

“He asked my permission to watch. The
very same booth. He suspected his wife had an
assignation at the hotel, and she did, but then
they—the wife and her lover—started across
the street tonards the store------ ”

“It's almost the sane thing,” 1 said. “Exoept
its the other way around. Her husband,
well . . .7
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“Oh, youre the 1over?” he giggled. “Not
the same woman, | trust?’

I tumed and glanced at the hotel entrance.
No one wes there. | kept my back sguarely to
the door and window. The store wes brightly
lit, and although 1 would be fairly well con-
cealed from aryone on the opposite sice of the
street, 1 couldn't knowv that he wouldn't decide
tocross.

‘There is a back way,” the manager said
“Passion’'s escapawnay, | think I'll call it from
now on.” He gave a hoot of laughter. “Well, if
it can senve the husband, it can sene the lover.
Why not? Come around the counter, lover.”

| folloned him through a curtained door
into a large back room cronded with stacks of
albums, unopened packing cases, and a great
pile of colorful diecut display pieces. At the
rear there wes a barred door. The manager
shot a bolt and tugged the door open.

“To the left,” he said, “climb the fence, ad
you'll find yourself in an alley between two
buildings. It will take you out to the side
Street”

“I"'ve very much obliged toyou.”

“I may not sell many records, but 1 do get
involved in alot of intrigue.”

He laughed himself into a coughing fit The
sound carried out in the still night as 1 groped
my way across a concrete yard. It pursued me
over the low fence, and through the littered
alley, but when | reached the street it wes no
longer audible.
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In a drugstore on Vanderbilt Avenue,
across from the entrance to Grand Central, |
looked up the number of the ciobe In the
phore directory. Before dialing, 1 remembered
the card Formari had given ne. | took it from
my wallet, crunpled it, and threw it on the
floor of the booth. 1 wes not unaware of the
obvious melodrama of the gesture, butltsuted
my mood.

An operator at the clobe gave my call to
the city room, where a woice told ne that
Harry Constable wes off duty.

“Do you knowwhere | can reach hin?”

“At home, | imegine. He lives out in
Queens. Number's in the book.”

I thumbed through the Queens directory for
Constable’'s home number. The phorne wes ant
swered by achild

She said, “My daddy is making dinner. But
its all nght He's just mixing the salad dress-
ing. Mommy mekes the dinner.” She went off,
yelling, “Daddy, daddy. . ..”

Constable’'s voice came on, saying cnsply
“Yes?”

“This is Roy Hathaway.” | sensed his stir of
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interest, although he didn't actually speak
“I've changed my mind.”

“Finel Say, that's great! Now look, we'll get
together. When canwe get together?”

“Whenever you say. I’'m at your disposal.”

“Well, why not tonight? Are you busy
tonight?”

“Tonight's fine About our arrangement

.. wesplit fifty-fifty?”

“You sure nhave changed,” Constable said.
“That arrangement is okay. Now about getting
together—would you mind coming out here?’

| told him I didn't mind.

“Now about the time. Is two hours from
now okay? We're just about to sit down to din
rer anck-----"

“That would make it around nine-thirty.
Sure”

He gave ne directions. | wes to take either
the BMT or the IRT to Queensboro Plaza
Fromthere abus. . . .

“No, that's a nuisance. I'll drive over and
pick you up. Nine-thirty, give or take a couple
of minutes?’

I told himyes, and hung up.

It wes a world of grab, and |1 wes about to
become a naturalized citizen of it At last |
would be marching to the same music as ewv-
eryore else, and 1 had no doubt that 1 would
be respected for it

It wes aworld of grab, tranple, betray, and
both Dr. Moreno and Veda Lawrence were
members in good standing. And perhaps For-
nar wes too, for all his pious cant about the
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taxpayer’'s duty. He would undoubtedly meke
a fire splash by bringing the city's coterie of
privileged crooks to justice; and like a noted
predecessor, maybe, end up in the Governor’s
mansion

In a grabbing world, the man who didn't
grab wes a lamb ripe for shearing. It wes tine
I learmed to wear the fashionable armor thet
would protect my wool from predators. My
sirs were all expiated now, and | could step
proudly into the respectable ranks of the grab-
bers. The deal with Constable wes an aLspi-
cious start

The Queenshoro Plaza station wes elevated,
and to the west the lights of the city seemed no
further distant than a feeble stone’'s throw
across the nver.

Constable was waiting for me on the loner
level of the station, pacing up and doan in
front of the tumstiles. He gave e his redeem
ing smile, but his handshake was perfunctory,
and the standing insults in his eyes were only
partially veiled

As we started down the steep flight of steps
to the street he said, “I'm glad to see you
changed your mind and decided to go on the
make. It restores my faith in human nature.”

“If it makes you so unhappy, | can tum
around and go back to the city right now.”

“Oh, Christ, my big mouth.” His smile did
its cover-up job to perfection. “It's just the way
I am it doesn't mean anything.” He gave me
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an odd squinted look, as if he had never seen
me before. “You'll getused toiit.”

The street below wes part of an intricate
network of approaches to the Queensboro
Bridge, spramed beneath the cunes ad
switchpoints of the branching tracks overhead.
Constable's car wes parked the equivalent of a
long block anay, in front of a bank It wes a
black Cadillac, a year or two, spotless ad
gleaming.

Gettingin, | said, “Quite acar.”

“Fm no different from my peers,” he said.
“Live in a hovel, but onn an autonobile like a
golden chariot”

He tumed on the notor, let in the hand
brake, and we moved anay from the curb in a
smooth glide.

“Position isn't everything in Kfe,” Constable
said. “Even the lomy know a trick or two. Life
doesn't have to be all hard knocks ”

“Grab like everybody else. That the idea?’

“That's the idea, Hathaway. I'm glad to see
you've got theidea.”

The Cadillac eased its way through the fac-
tory district of Long Island City, long empty
blocks of high windowed walls breached only
by an occasional loading platform, or a small
ranshackle wooden house, squeezed between
the looming walls of two factories, a vestigial
remant of an earlier day when this had been
farmland

Constable broke the silence. “It's no world
for suckers, Hathaway.” His face was studious
in the reflected light of the dashboard.
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“I’'mbeginning to find that out.”

“The sucker never learms. There's only one
escape for him” He made a snicking soud
with his tongue and drew his hand across his
throat. “Sometimes it's anact of mercy.”

| didn't answer. We drove in silence two
blocks further, and then a man gppeared sud
denly in the street The Cadillac's headlights
picked him out, facing us squarely, his hands
owver his head, palns tonard us. Corstable
braked, and swenved to the right &s if to pess
him Instead, he guided the car into the curb,
and pulled on the hand brake.

Before | could question him, a woice spoke
to my right, at the windowv,

“Jourmey'send, buddy.”

Bven before | looked into that slightly pink-
ish face, with the adhesive, now smudged ad
dirty, dranwn across the bridge of the nose, |
knew the voice. The face retracted, and a hand
appeared, shaking a gun at me, noving to at-
tract my attention urgently to its presence. Be-
hind Hugh, a second figure approached from
the shadows, and to the left and still behind
the car, | heard the footsteps of the man who
had stood inthe road

Constable said, “l want you to know orne
thing, Hathaway. Maybe it will raise e in
your estimation. 1 idon't drive a Cadillac. |
wouldn't drive ore if itwes given to me.”

Hugh said, “What's to hate in a Cadillac?”
He peered through the windowy, pest e, at the
man who had been in the road, and had now
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come up alongside the car. “He got a thing
against Cadillacs, Fred.”

The third figure, emerging from the shad
ons, wes Judge Hudson. He wore a topooat
with the collar turmed up around his face; the
brim of his hat came low over his eyes.

The man called FHed said to Constable,
“You're getting out here.”

“Damn right I'm getting out here,” Consta-
ble said

“Where's your car?’

“Around the comer.”

“Getinit,” Fred said, “and go home.”

“Sure”” He tumed his head to me. “When |
sawyou at the'airport, it wes a bona fide offer.
But they spotted me talking to you, and they
picked me up, and mede a fast deal. Five thou
sand— if you called, and | set you up for them
It wes just a safety play—they expected to
have you wrapped up long before this. You
know, | didn't think youd call. You surprised
mewhenyou called.”

Hudson spoke for the first time. He said,
“Give himhis money.”

Fred took an envelope out of his pocket,
and handed it to Constable. It wes not my en
velope, but | wondered if it might not be the
wmermney

“Get out,” Fred said

“I'm going,” Constable said. “I didn't do it
for the money, Roy. | did it so that 1 could
stay healthy. True, 1 have the money, but I'd
rather have earmed it the hard way, by wwriting
the story.”
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Whatever there was in his face now,
whether it wes a sneer or a grimece of pity, or
self-mockery, 1 wanted to smesh it But as |
lunged tonard him something smeshed
aggirst my jaw, and | fell back agairst the
seat. Constable pushed me upright. The side of
my face felt numb.

“Just alove tap,” Hugh said

“That's enough now,” Hudson said sharply.

I twisted to look at him, but my eyes would
not focus beyond a foot or two. The gun, glint-
ing in Hugh's hand, caught my attention. It
wes Veda's target pistol.

Why not? He needed a replacement for the
ore | had taken anay from him in Judge Hud-
son's gpartment. She was a generous giver. Her
body to one, her gunto ancther. . . .

The door at the driver's place opened. Con-
stable got out, and the man Fred replaced him
behind the wheel. Constable crossed in front of
the car, and went on down the street. His step
waes jaunty, even swaggering, but his shoulders
were hunched together as though he were very
cold. He melted into the darkness beyond the
farthest reach of the headlights.

Hudson got into the back of the car. Fred
twisted about to face him

“Oyster Bay?”

Hugh said plaintively, “Why all the way out
there? Hnish him fast and toss him in one of
these here alleys. What the hell's the differ-
ence?’

Hudson said angrily, “The girl, you dammn
fool. His body mustn't be found.”
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Fred said, “Oyster Bay. Get in the car,
Hughie.”

Hugh moved anay from the window, out of
view, and then the carsprings gave to his
weight The rear door slanmed shut The car
started anay from the curb, ad at the sane
time something hit heavily against the base of
my skull.

“Easy,” Hudson said sharply. “l don't want
any blood drannin thiscar.”

“So sorry,” Hugh said “l just want my
buddy to know for sure | got the shooter
pointed inhis neck.”

He maintained the pressure steady and hard
against my nape, and | could feel its shape, the
ring of cold reetal surrounding the hollow
circle.

The car picked up speed “The Parkway?’
Fred said

“Yes,” Hudson said. “And be sure you obey
the traffic rules. We don't want to be stopped.”

We moved along simoothly through the dark
streets. Suddenly Hugh said, “I don't dig. The
girl knows me anyhow If they find the body or
they don't find the body. She fingers me just

Hudson said patiently, “Without a body or
any evidence that he hes been killed, there is
Nno case. You can handle whatever remains.”

“I'mglad | can handle whatever remains. So
tell me—how do | handle the fingers?’

“A mouthpiece,” Fed said “A nmouthr
piece can handle the fingers. But that's the
only rap against you—not nurder. Bven if
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they meke it stick and you take a fall, it's just
a little fall, not the big one for murder. Right,
Judge?”’

Hudson said coldly,“l have no sympatty for
you, Hugh. It wesn't necessary. You didn't
haetodoit”

“Sure | didn't have to,” Hugh said “But |
wanted to. I'm sorry | didn't bust her neck in-
stead of just a couple of fingers.”

14

Hugh told about it with malicious self-
enjoyment. He could not know that although
in its parts his recital wes a torture to me, the
whole wes strangely comforting, even elating.

The Cadillac purred along at a sedate
thirty-five miles an hour on the Interboro
Parkway, eastbound for Long Island. Fomari
would have approved. Fred, the driver, occa
sionally contributed aword or a grunt, but the
Judge wes blankly silent. 1 could not tum, with
the pressure of the pistol unremitting on my
nape, but | visualized Hudson as deep in his
seat, his face hidden in his turmed-up coat col-
lar, reflecting. Pondering on what: the unappe-
tizing complications that could ernsue from a
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sinful but common little career in municipal
graft?

Hugh might have told aspects of his story
earlier, but certainly not with the flourishes
and elaborations he must have added now for
my benefit

Hudson had retumed to his apartment
about a quarter of an hour after | left, to find
Hugh in the bathroom, and Hugh's blood, not
mine, spattering the tiles. By then, Hugh had
managed to stanch most of the bleeding by ap-
plying cold compresses, but his nose was badly
swollen and seered to be broken.

A doctor summoned by Hudson confinmed
this diagnosis, reset the bone and taped the
nose.

They had lost me again, and their best hope
for finding me wes through Veda. Hugh, wear-
ing a clean shirt of Hudson's, hurmed back to
Veda'’s street He watched the entrance to her
house for about an hour, but became worried,
and decided to try to get into Veda's gpart-
ment.

He pressed the button for one of the
ground-floor apartments, and gained entry to
the house when the responding buzzer opened
the inner door. | wondered silently why he
hadn't thought of that sinple stratagem last
night. His explanation (to Fred, who asked the
same question aloud) wes that, at first, he
wesn't actually sure | had run into that partic-
ular house. Later, after his phone call, when
he wes convinced that 1 wes in Veda's apart-
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ment, he wes afraid | would call the police if
he tried to force an entry.

But this evening caution wes outweighed
by nenvousness. He sped up the stairs before
the tenant he had roused could appear. On the
top landing he paused until the tenant had in-
vestigated and returmed nuttering to his apart-
ment, then rang Veda's bell. He wes prepared
to say that he wes from the phone company if
she queried him through the door, but it wesn't
necessary.

An instant after he rang, the door opened.
Veda, freshly dressed, was about to leave to
meet me. She had thought to bring my carnves
bag, which | hed left there when | went to ny
meeting with Hudson. Hugh recognized it, and
realized that he had interoepted her on her way
to meet me. All that remained wes to find out
the meetingplace. It wes a job right doan his
alley.

He bulled her back into the apartment, shut
the door, and hit her on the jaw with his fist,
knocking her down. While she wes still dazed
from the blow, he removed the scarf from
around her neck, and tied it over her nouth as
a gag. By the time he had rummaged arourd
and found something with which to tie her
hands, she had recovered, and put up a strug
gle.

He described this phase to Fred with some
relish “We had quite a rassle, and | dint al-
ways keep my mind on the job. | like them
sturdier built myself, but for one of them thin
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dames 1 got to admit she wes loaded. But busi-
ness before pleasure. So | give her another shot
to thechin, andshegoesout cold. . .

He lifted her into a straightbacked wood
chair, untied her hands, and retied the left one
to the back of the chair, leaving the right free.
Then he dragged over a wooden chest, ad
placed it in front of the chair. He sat down on
it and waited for her to come to. When her
eyelids began to flutter he took out a
blackjack, and that wes the first thing she saw
when she could focus again

He said, “You wes on your way out to meet
Roy. Where?”

Sre realized her right hand wes free, ad
lifted it to strike at his face. He caught her by
the wrist, and forced her hand flat onto the top
of the dhest, palm down. He spread her fingers
by exerting pressure on the back of her hand

“I'm in a hurry, babe. Where is he? You
want to tell me, shake your head and I'll take

She shook her head vigorously from side to
side. He flicked the blackjack sharply down
ward and broke her litle finger. Whatever
sound she made wes nmuffled by the gag. She
doubled over in the chair. He put his hand on
her forehead and pushed her upright

“You feel nore like talking now?”

Once again, she shook her head He
snapped his blackjack downagain.

“She wes still game, 1 got to admit” Hugh
said into the silence of the moving car. “But |
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do the third finger and she can't take no nore.
She tells me. 1 tied her up good to the chair,
and | getoutof there. . .

I said, “I’'mgoing to kill you.”

Hugh burst into raucous laughter. Fred
laughed nore noderately, and said, “Maybe
you can come back and haunt him all right,
but you sure don't have no time left for killing

I braced myself against the back of the seat,
and slid forward, anay from the circle of metal
on my neck | twisted on the axis of one kinee,
and managed to tum partially around, but all
I could see was a brightness descending with
great speed. A microscopic instant after 1 iden
tified it as the target pistol, it crushed me down
into the center of an explosive blackness.

Soft remote dreamwvoices, rising from some
source | could not determine, and floating in
an etheric substance that might have been my
mind, discussed my fate casually.

“. . . not the power-boat We don't want
the noise. Rowv out to the channel------ g

“Who knowswhere that is?’

“I'll come along and guide you. It's about a
thousand feet offshore. We won't need lights.
We sinmply row out in a straight line from the
boathouse------ ”

“. . . don't aways stay down, Judge. After
awhile the ropes get rotten and he comes up a
floater. Now you get sore metal chains, and
tie the weights on with them and you're in
business.”
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“I believe we have something of the sort In
the tool shed.”

“The rope rots, see. Judge, and the weight
snaps the rope and he comes up and floats into
the front yard of your summer house.”

“There won't be too much weight. There's
enough nmarine life—blowish, crabs, other
fish-----"

“Hey, stop, youre meking me sick to my

They were not voices in a dreem | had
drifted back into consciousness. | became
sloMy anare of my position: slunped to the
right, my head supported in part by the back
of the seat, in part by the window post. The
pistol wes pressed to my skull again. | lay very
still, and muted my breathing, muffling it in
the hollow of my shoulder.

I identified Hudson's voice: “Off at the next
exit, then------ ”

“I knowtheway, Judge.”

“This is the delicate part of the trip. There's
Nno way to bypass going through toown. Make
sure he's not conscious, Hugh.”

“I cantake himall theway out, Judge.”

“No. It's too risky. If anything goes wwong,
we have a sick nman in the car, that can be ex-
plained. But not acorpse.”

| felt the heat of Hugh's body, leaning over
me, and something stung my cheek sharply. |
lay lax, and he slapped me a second time.
Then 1 felt my hair in his grasp. He lifted my
head and released it | let it sag dowrward, a
dead weight.
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“He'sout”

“Good. But keep acareful watch on him At
thefirstsignof . . . But just put him back to
sleep. Don't------ ”

“I dig you, Judge.”

There wes a slight list as the car veered off
to the right, and the steady droning sound of
the Parkway traffic faded The car sloned,
stopped, thenwent on, tuming again

Hudson said, “It's a mile and a half to the
toan center. Speed limit is twenty-five here,
Fred”

Hugh let out a short barking laugh. “1 wes
thinking of that broad Trying to get loose
from that chairr She must wish she wes
Houdini.”

Fred said, “If she got loose, there's a lot of
cops looking to pick you up.”

Hugh laughed again. “They sure ain't gonna
be looking for me out here.”

After a moment of silence, Fred said, “Two
inone day. 1 never did two in one day before.”

Hugh said, “I only count Emil a half. All
you score is a half for Emil.”

“Why ahalf? Howyou figure that?’

“I don'tknow. | just figure it like that.”

Hudson said, “All right, now. The toan
center starts right up there, where the lights
are bright. It's just two short blocks. Take it at
fifteen miles anhour.”

“Hey, the gay white way,” Hugh said. “Hey,
ahot Saturday night in-——--- "’

Fred jammed on the brakes. “Police cars.
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Two of them Parked right up there by that
store, What's the big crond for?”

“Go on,” Hudson said. “You're holding up
trafficbehind us.”

The car edged forward slondy.

“It's all right,” Hudson said. The terseness
had gone from his woice. “They're having some
kind of gala store gpening. The police are just
keeping things moving. Just go through
slomy.”

I opened my eyes to the narrownest of dlits
that would permit me to see. Ahead, a noisy
crond milled goodnaturedly in front of a
brightly lit store decorated with red-andwhite
banners. Here and there a child held a balloon.
Two policermen were working at keeping the
crond from forming into impassable clots, and
a third wes directing traffic As we ao
proached, he held up his hand and signaled to
a group of pedestrians to cross. We were sec-
ond in line, behind a convertible driven by a
man in a checked cap. In the Cadillac, there
wes the bated silence of breath being held.

The policeman halted the pedestrian flow
and beckoned the traffic on. The car in front
started slony to move. | ternsed my muscles,
and as the convertible canme abreast of the po-
liceman, rolled to my left and at the sae tine
shot out my leg and stanmped down hard on
Fred's foot lightly poised on the accelerator.
The Cadillac legped ahead, and plowed into
the rear of the convertible.

Whether it was because they had been intent
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on the signal of the policeman’s hand, or sim
ply because it did not occur to them thet | wes
conscious—or even because the  collision
might have shaken them up slightly— reither
Hudson nor Hugh realized at first that | was to
blame. When Fred started to flail at me with
his fists, Hudson intervened

He canme forward on his seat, and whis-
pered, “Stop it, you dann fool!”

On the sidewalk, the squeals that had risen
at the first clanging inpact of the coollision
dlipped into a loner registe—a hunming
babel of exciteent. The traffic cop bore down
on us, ad the driver of the convertible wes
getting out.

Hugh, in a fierce whisper, said, “You
clumsy bastard!”

The traffic cop wes at Fred's window, and
behind him 1 could see the pale angry face of
the driver of the convertible. | sat upright The
pistol was no longer at my neck.

The traffic cop suddenly withdrew from the
window and turmed on the driver of the conr
vertible, who had begun to shout. “Nobody’s
hurted. Shut up the yelling and pull your car
the hell up the street and wait there and we'll
get this goddanmmn thing settled.”

The driver shouted, “You're no doctor, tell-
ingmewho'shurt!”

Hudson said quickly, “I'll handle the officer.
I knowhim He's all right.”

The two policemen on the sidewalk care
over, and began to push the shouting driver
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back to his car. The traffic cop tumed his at-
tention to Fred

“What the hell were you trying------ ”

Hudson, leaning forward, smiled and said,
“Hello, Tom.”

The traffic cop shifted his gaze to Hudson.
“Well, Judge. Hello, Judge. . . The fierce
ness in his voice wes displaced first by surprise,
then respect.

Hugh cronded forward, as if to witness the
colloquy, and under the cover of his shoulders
hooked his fingers into the back of my collar.

“I'm terribly sorry, Tom,” Hudson said
“I've put on a new driver, and he's not used to
the car.” He laughed. “His last job wes driving
a Ford, and he hasn't learmed the difference
betwween six cylinders and twelve yet.”

The policeman’s responding laughter held a
note of servility. “lI can sympathize, Judge,
being | tool a six myself. . . .” He tumed
scoMing on the pressing crond. “Move on
back. Whatsamatter—you never seen two cars
make akiss? Move onback!”

The two cops who had taken the convertible
driver anay returmed and started forcing the
crond back onto the sidewalk

“It wes all our fault” Hudson said. “I'll
make good the damage. As long as no one wes
hurt . .-

“Sure. That's the main thing.”

| said, “Officer, these men are going to Kkill

Hugh yanked back on my collar, choking
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me, forcing my head down on the backrest of
theseat

“Stop it!” Hudson said. “Let him go. | told
you not to manhandle him” In a confidential
undertone he said to the cop, “Can we pull out
of this crond, Tom? We'll get this collision set-
tled, and I'll elain. . . The cop wes look-
ing at him blankly. He lowered his voice to a
bare whisper. “My sister’'s boy. Alcoholic. I'm
taking him . . . Can't we pull out of this,
Tom?”

“SQure. We'll pull out of the crond.” He
withdrew his head nmomentarily, and called to
one of the other cops. “We're clearing out to
the end of the street, Barry, and get this thing
settled. | can handle it, you handle the traffic”

| said, “Officer, the man behind me is hold-
ingagunonme.”

“No,” Hudson said, laughing, “it's a knife.”

The cop fromned at me and said to Fred,
“Move it along, behind the convertible. Til
showyouwhere”

The Cadillac started to move, very slowly.
The cop walked alongside, facing the car, his
hands resting on it, his head bert inside the
window. | wrenched anay from Hugh's re-
straining hand, reached across Fred, and hit
the policemanin the face.
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There WeS a split second when everyorne
seemed to have been struck notionless ad
speechless, as when a stopped film freezes its
actors in the middle of a gesture. It occurred to
me later that if Hudson had been able to capi-
talize on this instant, he might still have talked
his way clear, on the strength of the esteem in
which Tom held him, and the promise of a fu-
ture palmgreasing as there must have been a
past

But he was congealed like everyore elsg,
and when the film started up again, releasing
the actors from thrall, it wes too late. Hugh
and the fourth cop took control of the situe:
tion. The fourth cop had been sitting in the po-
lice car, nonitoring the radio signals, ad
when he arrived on the scene he knew only
what he saw, and reacted to it by in
stinct. . . .

Tom's head snapped back, more in astonishr
ment and outrage than from the force of my
blow. 1 wes lying spraned on top of Fred. He
heaved his anrs and flung me anay from him,
so that | wes a noving target when Hugh
began to slash at ne in a furious crisscross
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pattern with the barrel of the target pistol. He
missed my head, landing painfully but not
damagingly on my armrs and shoulders.

I weaved anay from the whipping gun,
dimly anare of an uproar, whether inside the
car or out | couldn't tell, and then something
gave way at my back, and | felt myself falling.
| grabbed for the seat to save myself, but |
couldn't reverse or slow the nomentum 1 went
out of the car in a backward heap, twisting at
the last instant to take the brunt of the fall on
my hip,

The blue legs that straddled me belonged to
the fourth cop, who had pulled open the car
door supporting My weight when he saw the
pistol in Hugh's hand. |1 rolled anay from his
feet and came up sitting just as Hugh clubbed
him in the mouth with the butt of the pistol.
The cop staggered back, bleeding, andclawed
beneath his coat at his holster. Hugh reversed
the pistol and fired

The cop sat down, with a long-drawn sigh,
like a man giving in to a sudden and over-
whelming fatigue. The crond's voice burst from
its throat—hoarse male shouts and incredibly
shrill soprano screans in a close harmony of
terror.

Hugh pushed the rear door open, and stood
crouched, half in and half out of the car, like a
diver contenplating a junp into unknown
water. His face was bleached of its pinkness,
his mouth stretched across his teeth in a tight
snarl of desperation. Then he came out of the
car, already running, his head lowered, the pis-
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tol close to his side and pointed ahead of him
I threw myself at him, and tried to vwap my
ams around his legs. The force of his forward
impetus wrenched him free, but | had throan
him off stride, and now he wes no longer run
ning but plunging, his feet out of control ad
going too fast for him The curb stopped him,
tripped him, and he went down in a hard
spranding fall. The crond on the sidewalk re-
ooiled like asingle organism

I scrambled tonard him  without
straightening up, on my hands and kinees, and
butted himwith my head as he wes starting to
get up. He went flat under me, the wind
knocked out of him, and | heard the pistol
clatter out of his hand and bounce awnay into
the crond.

I put both hands against the back of his
stubbled head and ground his face into the
paverment. Too soon, they pulled me off him

At police headquarters, there was a disposi-
tion to consider Hugh and me as criminals and
Judge Hudson as somehow nonexistent
Fred's statLs as chauffeur wes explained help-
fully by Tom, and he wes regarded as an in-
nocent bystander until it occurred to a hard
faced detective sergeant to go through his
pockets. He found a switchblade. Where the
steel joined the haft, there were minute traces
of what might have been dried blood.

The headguarters building was a handsome
old colonial a block off the center of town, art-
fully lit by ground spotlights set in a cropped
lawn. Hugh had been taken off to the hospital
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under guard, in the same ambulance with the
policerman he had shat, whaose wound had been
pronounced serious but not critical by the in-
temwho had examined himon the sidewalk

We were brought into the detective squad
room to await the arrival of the captain, who
was off duty and had been sumoned from his
home. Hudson, befitting his rank as a distin-
guiished citizen of the community, wes seated
in the only soft chair in the room Since our ar-
rival, no one had spoken to him, nor even
looked at him, and he sat erect, with his eyes
shut, fronning slightly, his fingers drumming
softly but insistently on the chair-arm

| sat on astraight wooden chair at the oppo-
site end of the room Tom stood behind me
with a drawn gun and such an air of expect-
ancy that he could only be hoping 1 would
meke a suspicious move. Until the switchrknife
was found, Fred had been standing at the win
dow with an expression of rumpled but honest
bawnilderment on his face. After that, he wes
odered to sit down where he could be
watched.

The captain arrived with hard-breathing
bustle. He wes a stocky powerhouse of a man
with gray hair and a heavy-featured handsome
face. He strode into the room, and without a
glance at the rest of us, went directly to Hud-
son and put out his hand. After an instart of
surprise, Hudson shook it

“Now, Judge” the captain said heartily,
“lets go into nmy office and get this thing
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Hudson gazed up at him and nomentarily
there was a gleam of hope in his eye. Then he
shook his head.

“Not without a lavwer, Matt. Can | meke a
phore call?”

Nothing changed in the captain’s face, not
even his smile, but when he replied the edge of
his woice had sharpered, and his tone had
taken on the extraweight of authority.

He said, “Certainly, Judge. Phone's owver
there” To the hardfaced detective he said,
“Keep an eye on him, Kelly, he's got one call
coming tohim”

His eyes sized up Fred briskly, seemed to
find what they saw familiar, and then sawung
over to me. “Who are you? You want to call
your lavwer, too?”

Behind me, Tom snickered. | said, “I want
to call Robert Fomari, Captain, a district at-
tormey inNew York City.”

The captain's broad mouth quirked appre-
ciatively. “That's a newwrinkle, amyway. Sup-
pose you core have a little talk with me,
first”

“1 thought 1 might be entitled to a phorne
call, Captain, like the Judge.”

“You're entitled to it, all right, but you
don't meke it until 1 sayyou canmake it.”

He turmed to the sound of a telephone being
replaced in its cradle. Hudson, accompanied
by Kelly, wes retuming to his chair.

“Get your nmouthpiece all right, Judge? He's
coming directly down here?”

Hudson, his face a rigid gray mask, nodded.
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“Fine,” the Captain said. “That's fine. We'll
have aur little talk when he gets here.”

I said, “I'm not asking to wait until Mr.
Fomari gets here before talking, Captain. I'll
talk now, but------ ”

“I'm betting you will,” the Captain said, and
Tom snickered again The Captain bent over
and peered at me fronningly. He straightened
up and said, “Kelly, here's another candidate
for the telephone. Bring him in to me when he
completes his call.”

He went out of the squad room Kelly mo-
tioned to me. 1 got up, and Tom folloned be-
hind mewith his dranwn gun

“Put that danmn thing anay,” Kelly said i
tably, “before you plug somebody.”

The telephore sat on a bare cak desk. Kelly
nmotioned me into a chair, and perched hinself
on the desk Reaching for the phone, 1 remem:
bered that 1 had throan anay Fomari’'s num
ber. Kelly interpreted my hesitancy correctly.

“Tell the switchboard who you want,” he
said

After a series of clicks and two interpola:
tions by a long distance operator, a tired voice
identified itself as of the District Attormey's
office. 1 asked for Fomari, and was told that
hewes off duty.

“Could you give nme his home phore
number?”’

“It all depends. Who is this, please?’

“You don't know me, but Mr. Fomari------ ”

“Your nane, please.”

“Roy Hathaway.”
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The voice quickened. “l do know you. Hold
onand I'll let you have his number.”

Kelly, who had been folloning the conversa:
tion closely, nodded to ne when | looked at
him enquiringly after hanging up. | gawve the
new number to the switchboard. This time a
woman's voice arnswered Mr. Formari was not
at home. Who wes calling, please? | told her.

“Oh, yes. You can get him at this num
ber. .. ”

Kelly said, “This is getting to be quite a pro-
duction, mister. But | suppose you're entitled
toacompleted call.”

The switchboard took the new number
phlegmatically. The phore rang, wes an
swered, and | recognized Fomari’s voice.

He said, “Roy! Where are you?” Without
waiting for a reply, he spoke anay from the
transmitter:  “Its him” Then to me: “She
called me, you know;, ad this is what | wes
hoping for— that youwould call here. . .

“Where? Where are you?”’

“Miss Lawwrence’s gpartment. Isn't that------ ”

“I didn't recognize the number. Howv is she,
Mr. Fomari?’

Kelly said roughly, “What the hell kind of
chitchat is this?” and snatched the phone anay
from me. He said into it, “ldentify yourself,
mister.”

I had arrived in my story to the point of my
meeting in Long Island City with Constable
when the Captain’s phone rang. He picked up
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the phone with his left hand, and with his right
added Constable’'s nanme to a pencilled list he
had been keeping. He grunted into the phone
andhung up.

He said to me, “It's quite a yam if it's true.
Bven if it isn't, | admit you kept me enter-
tained. Well, we'll see. Formari ishere.”

He got up and started tonard the door, so
that when the knock came he wes already
tuming the knob. Forman introduced hinmself
to the Captain and while they were shaking
hands, smiled at me assuringly. 1 saw Veda be-
hind him, in the open doonway. She wes very
pale. Her right hand wes suspended in a sling,
and three of the fingers were stiffly splinted

I got up andwent to her.
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KILLER .ORVICTIM?

Hathaway was down. Even stealing could not support
his heroin habit, and finally, in a desperate attempt to
satisfy his craving, he had agreed to hit a guy— in return
for the promise of an endless supply of the drug. But
the drug had weakened his muscular control and the
shot had missed its intended victim.

Now he had to go back and confront the men who had
sent him on the killer's errand— before they got him.
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