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Drops Trickled from the
Squid’s Mouth

as he recognized Cade. “So you came back, eh?
Tocko, he’s smart. He said you’d be back.”
The Squid reached out a big clammy hand.
“You shouldn’t have done it, Cade. You
shouldn’t have killed Joe. Tocko tol’ me if I
found you I could have all the fun I wanted.”
The big man’s eyes gleamed wetly. “Go on, hit
me with the gun. Then I can hit you back.”

Cade fought the desire to be sick as the Squid’s
clammy fingers caressed his face, insistent,
demanding.

“Go on, hit me” the Squid whispered
again . . .
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1 The Mud Lump

The six men, so much clay on the tide-swept mud lump,
were dead. They had been dead some days, Cade
imagined, dead of thirst and starvation.

Cade raised his eyes to a low-lying fringe of green,
misty in the brightening dawn; the mainland, less than
eighteen miles away. But so far as the men on the barren
mud lump were concerned, it might have been eighteen
hundred miles! Few boats ever came here. Now and then a
fisherman taking a short cut to Grande Terre or Barataria
Bay, or an occasional guided party of sports down from
New Orleans after tarpon or ducks.

A small man, compactly built, barefooted, wearing only
a pair of old dungarees, Cade lighted the pressure stove in
the galley and put a pot of coffee to boil. Then, sucking at
his first cigarette of the day, he returned to the open
cockpit of the cruiser and resumed his study of the bodies.
Morning was warm. Day was going to be hot. It was so
still on the motionless water that the hollow silence subtly
disturbed him. As closely as Cade could ascertain without
breaking out the dinghy and rowing ashore, two of the
dead had been Chinese. The other four could have been
nationals of any country.

Cade spat on the glasslike surface of the water. Some of
the boys, it would seem, were still in business. He wished
he’d picked another anchorage last night, when it had
been far too dark to make out the bodies. He wished he’d
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stood further out in the Gulf. If he had known, he
wouldn’t have come within forty miles of the south mud
lump.

When the coffee had boiled, he forced himself to drain
a cup of it black, smoking a second cigarette, sitting in one
of the fancy fishing chairs bolted to the deck plates. He
tried to concentrate on admiring the trim lines of his new
thirty-eight-foot cruiser. He tried to think of how nice it
was to sit in the sun, to feel the sea air on his face, how
nice to be able to come and go as he pleased. Yalu,
Pyongyang, Panmunjom were fast becoming just names,
names of far places out of a bitter dream.

But his mind kept returning to windward. After two
years of millet and rice and fish heads and dysentery, his
stomach was queasy enough without this, It was surprising
that the men caught in the tangle of grass and dead trees
and driftwood had stayed on the flat as long as they had.
The next flood tide would sweep them out to sea and there
would be nothing on the green surface of the Gulf but mud
and dead trees and silence.

Cade poured a second cup of coffee but before he could
raise it to his lips he lost the first cup he’d drunk.

When the retching ceased, he swore softly under his
breath. Always one bad oyster in a barrel. So a govern-
ment cutter had gotten too close and some of the boys had
almost been caught with a hot cargo. They’d been well
paid to take that chance.

Depressed, he tinkered with the misfiring engine which
had caused him to anchor the night before. The trouble
proved to be minor. When the engine was running to suit
him, he cut in its twin to make sure he wouldn’t drift onto
the flat, then up-anchored and felt his way back through
the shallows. Out in the blue water again, he pushed the
throttle wide open, holding for South Pass. Cade fingered
his pencil-line mustache. He should have stayed in blue
water.

He should have done a lot of things.

The day fulfilled its promise of heat, and he began to
cheer up a bit. The hot sun felt good on his back. He liked
the taste of the salt spray on his face. It felt nat-
ural—right. It was as if the past twelve years had never
been.
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Still, Cade was fair. He had to admit that five of the
twelve years away from Bay Parish had been fun. He
pushed his white captain’s cap back on his crisp black hair,
as he admired the wake the ship was leaving. He'd
traveled fast. He’d flown a lot of wing. He’d drunk a lot of
rum. He’d planted some very delightful oats in very
beautiful, if unfertile, soil.

The hot deck plates burned his bare feet. Cade wished
he hadn’t thought of Janice. On the other hand, there’d be
no real reason for her to wait. She was young. She was
lovely. She had her own way to make. Who did he think
he was? Washed-up Sabrejet pilots were a dime a dozen.

The day continued clear and hot. By noon he was back
in the ship lanes, then he lost four hours when his port
engine, stiff and new, cut out again. The Gulf had turned a
deep purple by the time he entered South Pass. It was
dusk when he cleared Pilottown and almost dark when he
cut his engines and nosed into the hyacinth-choked slip
beside the rotting wooden pier in front of the old frame
house in which he had been born.

Neither the house nor Bay Parish had changed, at least
on the surface. The old house back of the levee was
merely more neglected and weathered than it had been.
There’d been some improvements on the levees and the
jetties. A few more canals had been dug. There was a new
name over the poolroom. The shrimp cannery had
changed hands. Sal had bought a big red neon sign that
spelled out—FOOD AND DRINKS. But, on the whole,
Bay Parish was as he had left it.

An aged Negro fishing in the canal laid down his cane
pole and came over to where Cade was making fast his
lines. The old man was troubled. “Excusin’ I say it, cap-
tain, but that’s Cade Cain’s landin’.”

“Yeah. Sure,” Cade grinned. “I know. And I hit it right
on the head—all the way from Tokyo.”

The old man peered through the gathering dusk. “Why,
glory be. Hit’s you!” He touched the brim of his hat and,
his wrinkled face wreathed in a toothless smile, he hob-
bled up the grass-grown road to town, eager to be the first
to spread the news that Colonel Cade Cain was back from
the war.

Cade finished making fast. From here on in, he had it
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made. He'd spent all his red-line and severance pay for the
Sea Bird. He had just a five-dollar bill in his pocket. But
there was food for the taking. The marshes and bayous
and reefs were loaded with wild rice, ducks, shrimp,
oysters. There was no better fishing anywhere. One party
of sports a week would pay for his gas. All he had to do

- now was live.

The boat fast, Cade realized he was hungry. He lighted
the pressure lantern in the galley and opened a can of
beans and got out a loaf of bread. The first spoonful of
cold beans gagged him. He didn’t want beans and baker’s
bread. He wanted a drink of orange wine. He wanted
some fresh fried roe and a tomato-and-onion omelette,
With hot garlic bread, the way Nicolene Salvatore fixed it,
And maybe a mess of frog legs to follow. Cade’s mouth
watered at the thought. He could worry about money in
the morning. He wasn’t going anywhere. He’d been.

He put on a clean shirt and sneakers and pants and
walked up the grass-carpeted road. He could smell orange-
blossoms and fish, oakum and fresh paint and the sweet-
sour fragrance of the tide flats. Cade filled his lungs with
air and held it. Jesus Christ, it was good to be home, he
thought reverently.

He passed a group of giggling teen-aged girls. All of
them looked after him, but none of them knew him.
They’d been babies when he had left. Old man Dobraviche
was standing in front of the poolroom, The retired river
pilot insisted on shaking hands. “Welcome home, boy,” he
said warmly,

Cade smiled.

The news that he was back had spread, A dozen other
men stopped him to say they were glad he was home. Miss
Spence, the postmistress, kissed him.

Cade’s glow continued to grow. It was nice to be liked,
to be wanted. If Janice hadn’t been such a greedy little
bitch, she could have made his homecoming complete.
Final divorce papers were a hell of a first-night bed
partner when a man had been in a POW camp for two
years. Still, Janice wouldn’t have liked Bay Parish.

Salvatore’s smelled familiar, of good food and orange
wine and beer. Only the neon sign was new. The barroom
was, as always, blue with smoke and crowded with fisher-
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and oyster-men and truck farmers and grove owners.

A chorus of shy “Hi Cade,” and “Welcome home”
greeted him. Cade, suddenly shy in turn, returned the
greetings and sat in one of the booths against the wall. His
throat felt strained. His lips ached from grinning. Being
home was going to take some getting used to.

Sal was especially glad to see him. His teeth white
against his swart face, the big Portuguese brought a quart
of orange wine from the bar and set it and a glass in front
of Cade. “It’s nice to have you back. Tonight the eats and
drinks are on the house. It’s been some time.”

“Twelve years.”

“So Mamma and I were figuring. These last two, pretty
bad, hey?”

“They weren’t too good.”

Salvatore was sympathetic. “Yeah. We figured that.
And we were tickled, believe me, when we saw your name
on the list of released prisoners. Now you’re through with
this flying business?”

“So the Air Force says.”

Sal squeezed Cade’s arm. “Good—good! Now let Mam-
ma make you some dinner. Say, fresh fried roe. A nice
tomato-and-onion omelette. With garlic bread. And then a
big plate of crisp fried saddles in batter.”

Some of the strained feeling left Cade’s throat. “You
must be reading my mind.”

Salvatore’s booming laughter filled the bar. “I remem-
ber, hey? Once a good customer by Sal’s, Sal always
remembers.” :

He strode off to the kitchen to give the order to mam-
ma. Cade sipped at the orange wine. It was as good as
he’d remembered it. He drank the wine and refilled the
glass. As he set the bottle back on the scarred table, some-
thing cut off most of the light in the booth and he looked
up to see Joe Laval and the Squid standing in front of the
table. Neither man had changed. They were just the same,
only twelve years older. The gaunt Cajun sheriff still
looked like a weasel. His deputy had been well named.
The Squid was still mostly doughy white face and massive
arms. .

“Just come in from outside, huh?” Laval asked.

Cade sipped at the wine he’d poured. “That’s right.”
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“By which pass?”
“South Pass.”
“Come straight from where?”

“From Corpus.”

“On compass all the way?”

The question irritated Cade. He considered telling
Laval it was none of his business, but he didn’t want any
trouble on his first night home. It could be Laval had a
good reason for asking. “I got a little off course,” Cade
admitted. “A spot of engine trouble.”

“Near where?”

Cade took a cigarette from the package in his shirt
pocket and palmed it into his mouth. He’d never liked Joe
Laval. Twelve years of absence hadn’t made him any fon-
der. He wondered if Joe was still bird-dogging for Tocko
Kalavitch. It would be like Tocko to maroon six men
rather than risk taking a fall. Cade ran a finger across his
[ hairline mustache. “Why all the questions?”

“I've a reason,” Laval said. “Where did you break
down?”
Cade watched the other man’s face as he answered,
“Not far from the big south mud lump. In fact, I almost
grounded on it in the dark.”
; Laval waited for him to continue. When he didn’t, the
e thin-faced man exhaled slowly, almost as if he’d been
holding his breath. “Oh,” he said, “T see.” He straightened
the collar of his crumpled white linen suit. “Let’s take a
little walk, huh, Cade?”

“Why?” Cade asked, flatly.

“Tocko wants to welcome you home.”

Cade thought of the suave Slavonian as he’d seen him
last. If there was anyone in Bay Parish he liked less than
Joe Laval, it was Tocko Kalavitch. There was nothing
Tocko hadn’t dome, or wouldn’t do, for money. His
shrimp trawlers and his oyster fleet always showed a
profit,

Cade shook his head. “The back of my hand to Tocko.”

Laval smiled without mirth. “A big-shot colonel, huh?
A hero. Or maybe not such a hero. While the other men
you went over with were still dog-fighting all over Mig

Alley, you were sitting it out on the ground, shot down
over the Yalu.”
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{ Cade choked back a hot retort. He didn’t want any
trouble with Laval. He wished the other man would go
away.

Laval stepped away from the table. “Okay. Bring him
outside, Squid. And hurry up about it.”

Cade tried to avoid the Squid’s hand. It lifted him out
of the booth like a drag-line and hurled him across the
barroom and into the juke box so hard that the instrument
stopped playing.

Salvatore came out of the kitchen. “Here. What the
hell?” he asked.

“You keep out of this, Sal,” Laval said.

The silence that followed reminded Cade of the silence
over big south mud lump. None of the dark-complexioned
men at the bar or in the booths, most of them of Mon-
tenegrin and Serbian and Dalmatian and Slavonian ances-
try, attempted to interfere. In Bay Parish, a man fought
his own battles and scrupulously minded his own business.

Moving fast for so large a man, the Squid followed up
his advantage, smashing hard rights and lefts against
Cade’s face and body. “You come outside?”

Cade tried to fight back but pounding on the Squid was
like beating on a brick wall. His breath rasped in his
throat. Blood filled his mouth and choked him. Cade spat
it out and backed away, feeling for a weapon. “You
bastards,” he panted. “If I had a gun I'd kill you both.”

Laval continued to smile without mirth, “Why all the
fuss? All we want is to talk to you.”

Cade’s groping hand encountered a chair. He smashed
the chair on the floor, snatched up one of the legs and
brought it down on the Squid’s head.

The Squid’s scream was thin and haunting—like a
woman screaming in ecstasy. One of his big hands moved
forward, almost gently. Then all the lights in Sal’s went
out and Cade felt himself falling through space.
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2 Dark Mermaid

From where he lay, his battered face pressed to the soft
mud of the levee, Cade could hear familiar night noises;
the thud of colliding driftwood logs, the troubled squeak
of floating hyacinth bulbs rubbing together, the sigh of un-
seen grasses being fondled by the wind. Farther out, where
the current surged toward the forking of the passes, the
ceaseless din of the river.

Cade raised himself on one elbow. He’d wanted to
come home. He had. He felt his face with muddy fingers.
His nose was swollen. A flap of flesh hung down under
one eye. His other eye was swollen almost shut. The Squid
had done a good job on him.

He lay thinking back to the beating in Sal’s. He remem-
bered hitting the Squid with a chair leg. He remembered
hearing the Squid scream. Then all the lights had gone out
and when he’d come to again, he’d been standing in the
ankle-deep mud of the levee with the Squid supporting
him and Laval’s thin face only inches from his. He could
still hear Laval’s tense voice.

“Cast off, Cade,” Laval had warned him. “Get out of
the Delta. Go on up the river to New Orleans or back to
Corpus. But be gone by tomorrow noon. If you aren’t,
Tocko says to let Squid go all the way.”

The thought made Cade sick. He lost the wine he’d
drunk, then returned his torn cheek to the mud.
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There ought to be a law. There was.

But why? What had he done to Joe Laval? What had he
done to Tocko? Why should they be afraid of him?

The freshening wind was off the Gulf. There was the
usual bustle on deck as a ship dropped anchor at Quaran-
tine. Cade listened to the creaking of winches, the shouted
orders which were carried to him by the wind. Farther out
in the river, holding for South Pass, the running lights of a
steamer were visible, a steamer bound outside for Marti-
nique, Honduras, Rio, Buenos Aires. It could be bound
anywhere.

Cade fought down a desire to be on her. He liked being
where he was. Bay Parish had been home to eight genera-
tions of Cains, ever since a curious Kentucky flatboatman
had wondered where the Mississippi went after it coiled
past New Orleans. He had fallen in love with and bedded
an olive-skinned Baratarian wench reputed to be kin to
Jean LaFitte.

Cade, with an effort, turned on his back and fumbled his
cigarettes from a shirt pocket. One thing was certain.
Nobody was going to run him off the river—not after all
the trouble he’d gone to getting home.

He put a cigarette into his mouth and lighted it. The
beating didn’t make sense. He hadn’t done anything to
Tocko or Laval. He hadn’t even seen either man for
twelve years. So six aliens had been marooned on south
mud lump. It wasn’t the first time. It wouldn’t be the last.

Cade sat up in the mud. Most of his nausea was gone.
The pain had lessened. He got to his feet and lurched
down the levee toward the old frame house where he had
been born. Weeds had taken the fence. The gate was hang-
ing by one hinge. He tried the front door and found it
locked. In the mood he was in, the old house depressed
him. He’d open it up and air it out in the morning. He
might even sell it. A single man had no need for a house.

He climbed the levee again. With the exception of the
smear of yellow light spilling out of Sal’s, the business sec-
tion of the town was dark. The juke box had been
repaired. It was playing Jambalaya. Cade stood sucking
his sodden cigarette, debating going back and asking Sal-
vatore if he knew what was eating Joe Laval and Tocko.
But even if the Portuguese knew, Cade doubted that he
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would tell. Minding one’s own business was a fetish in Bay
Parish. 3

He’d see Tocko himself in the morning, Cade decided.
He’d go directly to the brass. His fingers were bruised
from beating on the Squid. His cigarette slipped from
them into the mud. He ground it out with one heel and
started out on the pier and stopped, every tensed muscle in
his body aching as a darker blob of black moved out of
the night to bar his way.

It wasn’t easy for the Squid to talk. His voice sounded
thin and unsuited to his bulk.

“You goin’ to’ leave like Joe tol’ you?”’ he asked.

Cade tried to see the big deputy’s face. “What’s it all
about, Squid? Why has Tocko got his knife in me?”

The Squid’s smile was sly. “I ast you first. You goin’ t’
stay or shove off?”

Cade considered his answer. He was in no condition to
take another beating. “I've until tomorrow to decide that.”

The Squid’s head, like his voice, was too small for his
body. He bobbled it as he agreed. “Joe said until tomorrow
noon.” He sucked in his breath as he raised a big hand
and ran it lightly over Cade’s body. When he spoke, his
thin voice was plaintive. “Don’t go. Please.”

Cade backed a step, embarrassed. The touch of the
Squid’s hand made his flesh creep. The Squid liked to
know and give pain. Due to some flaw in his biochemistry,
to the Squid pain was a woman. Cade sidestepped the big
man and walked out on the rotting pier.

Light from the pressure lantern he’d forgotten to turn
off flooded the cockpit. Cade jumped down into the boat,
then turned and looked back down the pier. The Squid
had blended with the night and the silence. In the thin
moonlight mingling with the first of the fog rolling in off
the river, the frame houses behind the levee and the
unlighted business section of Bay Parish looked distorted
and unreal, imbued with all the qualities of a nightmare.

Old man Dobraviche had shaken his hand. A dozen
men had welcomed him home. Miss Spence, the postmis-
tress, had kissed him. Sal had said the drinks and eats
were on the house. The attack on him didn’t make sense.

Inside the cabin aft, Cade studied his face in the mirror
he used for shaving. It was bad but it would heal. He'd
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been hurt worse. He cleaned the wounds as best he could
and painted them with merthiolate. Then reshaping his
nose with his fingers, he bound it and the torn flap of flesh
under his eyes with waterproof adhesive tape.

The mud had soaked through his clean shirt and pants.
He stripped them and his sneakers off and lowered himself
overside by the rope hanging over the transom.

The cold water felt good on his bruised body but the
hyacinth bulbs clogging the slip were so many slimy little
snakes with hands. Still clinging to the rope, Cade washed
the mud from his body and pulled himself back into the
cockpit and dried with a coarse towel.

There was a bottle half full of rum in the galley. He
drank from it and put it back. Dumping the contents of
one of his duffle bags on a bunk, he picked a .38-calibered
Colt automatic from the mound of crumpled clothes and
personal possessions and laid it aside before putting on
clean dungarees and a skivy.

The uniform he had bought in Tokyo was in the bag.
The silver maple leaves on the shoulders of the tumic
looked strange and out of place in the cabin of a fishing
cruiser. Cade made a mental note to get a mothproof bag
in which to hang the uniform. It could be he had made a
wrong guess on how to spend the rest of his life. It could
be that in a few months he would be banging on doors

~ back at Nellis, trying to get some flight surgeon to re-

certify him for duty. What the hell. He was only thirty-
two. Once his nerves stopped jumping and he’d put on a
few pounds, he could still fly a lot of jet. Maybe it had
been a mistake—this business of coming home. Maybe
he’d been airborne so long, he was out of place in any
other element.

Cade turned down the pressure lantern and stuffed the
pistol in the waistband of his dungarees. If Joe Laval and
Tocko were as anxious to get him off the river as they
seemed to be, perhaps the noon deadline was just a feint.
A few slashes with a sharp knife and he wouldn’t have any
cruiser. He might as well be back in a POW camp, dream-
ing about the boat he was going to buy if he ever got out
of where he was.

A wry smile twisted his lips. Sure. He had it made.
From here on in, all he had to do was live. 1
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He made certain the lines to the creosoted pilings were
fast, and walked back down the pier and sat with his back
against an upturned flat-bottomed skiff that had been
pulled up on the levee.

The wind died but the night remained cool. Cade
wished he’d brought the bottle of rum with him. He wished
he’d brought the loaf of bread and the can of beans. He
wished he knew where Janice had gone after she’d
divorced him. The least she could have done was to have
waited to say goodbye.

“Good luck, soldier. It was nice knowing you.”

He wanted a drink. He wanted a smoke. He wanted a
woman. He wanted to know why Laval was throwing off
on him. The lean-faced Cajun had said:

“A big-shot colonel, huh? A hero. Or maybe not such a
hero. While the other men Yyou went over with were still
dog-fighting all over Mig Alley, you were sitting it out on
the ground, shot down over the Yalu.”

The shaven hairs on the back of Cade’s neck tingled.
That louse Laval.

On the far side of the river, in one of the oyster camps
rising on poles out of the mounds of shells that had ac-
cumulated through the years, a hound pointed his muzzle
at the waning moon and howled. His eyes troubled, Cade
got to his feet and stretched, then swiveled his head stiffly
as a faint splash in the slip attracted his attention.

A swimmer, attempting to be quiet, was pushing
through the bulbs, stopping now and then to tread water,
gasping for air, before moving on. Cade drew the pistol
from his waistband and stood watching the phos-
phorescent ripple.

Now the swimmer was gone from sight. Cade could
hear panting on the far side of the levee, a hoarse, almost
animal gasping clearly audible in the still air,

A small head and a pair of slim shoulders showed over
the levee, silhouetted vaguely against the dying moon.
Cade started to call out and changed his mind. He wanted
to know, he had to know, what the swimmer intended to
do.

The small figure on the levee stood a moment listening
to the music escaping with the yellow light from Sal’s
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door, then looked at the dimly lighted cruiser surging at
her ropes.

Now the figure was moving again, slowly, out on the
pier, stooping low as if to keep from being seen by anyone
aboard the boat. Now he was looking in through the ports,
trying to ascertain if there was anyone in either the fore or
aft cabin. Satisfied that no one was aboard, the newcomer
jumped down into the cockpit and entered the after cabin.
The door closed behind him.

Cade was grimly amused. The pistol ready in his hand,
he walked out on the pier, glancing over his shoulder from
time to time to make certain he wasn’t being trapped be-
tween two fires.

At the transom of the cruiser he paused, then eased him-
self into the cockpit. Even for Joe Laval’s-limited imagina-
tion, the trap was crude. Whoever Laval and Tocko had
sent to gun or knife him, instead of being quiet and wait-
ing, was making himself at home, opening lockers, moving
swiftly from one side of the cabin to the other.

Cade eased forward the last few feet and yanked the
door of the cabin open. “All right,” he said, quietly. “Let’s
have it. What the goddamn—"

His voice stuck like a pair of jammed landing wheels.
The swimmer wasn’t a man. It was a girl. Standing in the
center of the cabin, her wet hair plastered to her well-
shaped head and only two wisps of wet lace to keep her
from being as naked as the day she’d been born. A big-
eyed black-haired girl in her late teens or early twenties
who was toweling vigorously with one hand while she
spooned beans into her mouth with the other.

As he spoke she held the towel in front of her and began
to cry without sound.
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3 The Fugitive

Cade leaned against the jamb of the door, studying the
girl. She was exotic rather than pretty. Her cheekbones
were high and pronounced, with the cheeks under them
slightly hollowed. Her bare shoulders and legs were the
color and texture of rich cream. Her eyes and her hair were
black with red highlights glinting in her hair. She looked
like classic Castilian, with perhaps a dash of the Celtic
blood with which so many South American races were
spiced.

“And who are you?” Cade asked.

The girl tried to speak -and couldn’t. She was too
frightened.

Cade tried again, “Where did you come from?”

As the girl pointed toward the river, the towel slipped.
She blushed and quickly retrieved it.

“Yes, I know that,” Cade said. “I saw you. You live
here in Bay Parish?”

She shook her wet head. “No.”

The word had a faintly foreign sound to it.

“You’re off a boat then?”

The girl bobbed her head.

“A ship? A steamer? The one that just dropped anchor
an hour or so ago?”

“Yes,” the girl said distinctly.

Cade realized that standing in the open doorway of the
lighted cabin as he was, he was a perfect target for anyone
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on the levee. He stepped inside and closed the door behind
him.

The girl clutched the towel closer to her. The well-cared
for fingers of one hand caught at her throat in apprehen-
sion. Cade leaned against the door. “Why swim off? And
having swum off, why pick my boat?”

The girl’s hand left her throat, as she gestured in the
general direction of the music still coming from Sal’s
place.

- “You thought I would be in the cantina?”

¢‘Yes‘”

Cade realized her teeth were chattering and that the
portions of creamy flesh he could see were covered with
cold pimples. He looked for something warm and all he
could see was his uniform tunic. He picked it from the
bunk and handed it to the girl. “Put this on.”

She touched one of the silver maple leaves and some of
her fright seemed to leave her. “Officer? You are officer?”
she asked earnestly. Her intonation was definitely foreign.

“Ex,” Cade said curtly.

The girl turned her back and the towel dropped to her
bare feet, as she struggled into the coat. When she turned
again, it was all Cade could do to keep from sweeping her
into his arms. He’d never seen anything cuter. She’d done
something to her wet hair. His top pockets had never been
better filled. The skirt of the coat came halfway down the
girl’s thighs. She looked like an animated pin-up picture
by Varga.

She tried to smile. “Gracias!”

“Colombian?” Cade asked her.

“Venezuelan,” she corrected.

To keep from making a fool of himself and possibly
getting his face slapped, Cade took the bottle of rum from
the locker and handed it to the girl. “Here. Take a drink
of this. Then maybe you can stop shivering long enough to
make sense.”

The girl drank without pleasure and returned the bottle.
“Gracias.”

Cade sat on the littered bunk, holding the bottle in his
hand. “All right. Let’s have it. You swam ashore and
picked my boat to warm up in and grab some food and
maybe a few clothes, because you thought I was in the
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cantina. Now you go on from there. Why didn’t you
come ashore in one of the ship’s boats or in the pilot ten-
der?”

The girl spoke distinctly, choosing her words with care,
“Because they do not know I am on the ship. Because I
am—" she stopped, puzzled. “How you say when you not
pay the passage?”

“A stowaway?”

“SZ'JJ

“You stowed away, where? In what port?”

“The port of La Guaira. I am from Caracas.”

Cade was incredulous. “And none of the crew spotted
you between there and here?”

The girl shook her head. “No.” She had the charm of
making everything she said sound dramatic. “For six days
I am in a lifeboat, over-covered with canvas, I bribe a
steward for food.” She looked at the open can of beans.
“Is not nice to be *ungry. I am ’ungry now.”

“I'll string along with that,” Cade said. He took himself
a drink of rum. “Okay. Were up to Caracas, Why did you
stow away?”’

The girl moved his clean clothes aside and sat on the
bunk opposite him. “Because I do not have the money or
the passport and I want to come to the States. I kave to
come to the United States. And when I get here, I know
they will not let me in. So when the boat stopped out in
the river, I slide down a rope in the dark and swim to the
shore.” She added earnestly, “It was a long way an’ I was
ver’ afraid.”

Cade brought himself another drink, He wished the girl
would button the top button of his tunic or stop leaning
forward when she talked. Wet and muddy and frightened
as she was, she was one of the most attractive girls he had
ever seen. That included Janice. Just looking at her ex-
cited him. He put the cork back in the rum bottle. “What’s
your name?”

“Mimi,” she said, gravely, “Mimi Trujillo Esterpar
Moran.”

It was snug in the cabin with the door closed. The rum
lay warm in Cade’s empty stomach. He was pleased by
his own sagacity. “That Moran sounds like it might be
Irish.”
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Mimi smiled. “It is.”

Cade got up and opened the cabin door. The fog was
heavy now and blotted out the levee. The juke box in Sal’s
was still playing Jambalaya. As far as he could tell, there
was no one watching on the pier. It could be he’d gotten
his wind up over nothing. Warning him off the river and
making sure he left were two entirely different things. Not
even Joe Laval or Tocko could explain cut mooring lines
or a dead man. Especially when the dead man was a local
boy and former Army officer.

Behind him, Mimi’s voice sounded worried. “Someone
saw me swim ashore? Someone is looking for me?”’

“No,” Cade said.

He closed the door and leaned against it, staring at the
girl on his bunk. She didn’t look like any waterfront tramp
he’d ever met. She looked like a mice kid from a good
family, More, she had guts to do what she’d done. So he
hadn’t been with a woman in two years. He was damned if
he’d force himself on her just because she had fallen into
his lap. If anything should eventuate it would have to start
with her, after he’d heard the rest of her story.

“I am so ’ungry,” Mimi said.

Cade pumped up the pressure stove in the galley and
lighted all three burners. He examined the meager ship’s
stores he’d purchased before putting out of Corpus Christi
and decided on cream of mushroom soup, canned corned-
beef hash and coffee. He put the cans on the small work
table and found Mimi fingering the silver leaf on her
shoulder.

“Colonel,” she smiled at him.

“Ex,” Cade reminded her.

She touched his wings. “And flyer.”

Cade picked a clean shirt and a pair of new white duck
pants from the litter of clothes on the bunk and laid them
on her lap. “Put these on,” he said gruffly. He opened the
door of the forecabin and lighted a small lantern. “In
here.”

Mimi stood up dutifully.

Cade looked at a smear of levee mud on one small
cheek. “You’d better wash that mud off. I'll get you a
bucket of water while you peel.”

Mimi was worried, “Peel?”
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“While you take off your clothes,” Cade explained. He
picked up a bucket attached to a length of quarter-inch
nylon line.

Mimi was relieved. “Oh,” she smiled, “for wash,”

Out in the open cockpit, Cade lowered the bucket over-
side. The dog on the far bank of the river was still
howling. As he hauled up the filled bucket, there was a
clanging of ship’s bells in the channel and the steamer he’d
seen drop anchor earlier, the ship Mimi must have come
from, began to move up river through the fog.

The door of the forecabin was closed, He rapped on it
and Mimi opened the door a crack and reached out with a
bare arm and shoulder for the bucket, smiling, “Gracias.
Thank you ver’ much.”

Cade was relieved when she’d closed the door. He made
coffee, then added water to the canned soup and put it and
the hash to warm. The rum in the bottle was gone. He
sucked the last few drops and pushed the empty bottle out
the open port over the sink.

The things that could happen to a man.

He set the small table, debated a moment and broke out
a bottle of port and two glasses.. A small glass of wine
never hurt anyone—unless the Squid worked him over af-
terwards. Even under the thin layer of rum, Cade could
taste the orange wine he’d drunk in Sal’s.

Damn the Squid. Cade felt the butt of the gun in his
waistband. The Squid wanted to have a good time. The
Squid didn’t want him to leave. He'd do what he could to
please the Squid. The next time they tangled, he’d be pre-
pared. He'd kiss him all over his pointed head with the
barrel of the .38.

The watched soup finally came to a boil. Cade turned
off the burner and rapped on the forecabin door. “Okay.
Come and get it.”

Mimi opened the door, still smiling, She looked even
more fetching than before. She’d braided her wet hair and
coiled it around her head. The top two buttons of her bor-
rowed shirt were open and she had discarded the wisp of
wet lace. The white pants were tight to the point of burst-
ing around her rounded hips. “Okay, I know,” she said,
“but what is this, come and get it?”

Cade forced himself to look away from her. “Just what
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it sounds like. Sit down. Soup’s on the table.”

He looked back, as she touched the adhesive tape on
his cheek and nose with feather light fingertips. “Someone
has hurt you. You have been in the fight.”

Cade wished she hadn’t touched him. “Yeah. Some-
thing like that.” He sat across from her. “Okay. You said
you were hungry. Eat.”

The table was narrow. The benches were close together,
so that their knees brushed as they ate. The cabin was
small and intimate. What might happen tomorrow was a
hundred years away. Cade poured two glasses of wine. It
was nice sitting across the table from a pretty girl again.

He raised his glass to the girl across the table. “To
strangers that met in the night.”

She touched his glass with hers. “Saludos!”

He drank his wine. She sipped at hers and spooned her
soup away from her, eating rapidly but daintily. She

wasn’t a tramp. Hungry as she was, her table manners

were perfection.

Finished with her soup, she smiled. “You are being ver’
kind and ver’ gallant.”

Cade tried to eat and couldn’t. It wasn’t food he
wanted. He wanted love and companionship and someone
warm and soft in his arms. He’d lived with men so long,
bitter and angry men, in an alien land. “What could I do?”
he asked. “Throw you off the boat? Put you back on the
levee in nothing but a pair of sheer scanties and a bra?”’

Mimi met his eyes. “You know what I mean.”

A long moment of silence followed, relieved only by the
creak of the mooring ropes and the faint swish of the
water in the bilge. A new feeling, a feeling of strain, filled
the cabin. Cade refilled the girl’s glass. She liked him. He
was affecting her just as she was affecting him. Under her
calm exterior, she was as excited by the night and their
mutual closeness as he was. He could tell by the beat of
the pulse in her throat, the way she looked at him from
time to time.

“All right. Let’s go on with the story,” he said. “You
had no money and no passport.”

“NO.’,

“But you wanted to come to the States. You had to
come to the States?”
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“Si.,’

G(Why?”

Mimi ran the tip of a pink tongue across her full lips.

“Why?” Cade repeated. “Let’s have it. Being as pretty
as you are, you could have been, well, let’s say you could
have had a bad six days between here and La Guaira, if
one or more of the crew had happened to discover you
and failed to report you to the captain. Or you might have
been drowned swimming ashore. Or I might have been a
heel. T still might be, for all you know.”

Although the hips of the white pants fit snugly, the legs
were loose. Mimi thrust out her right leg and pulled up the
leg of the borrowed pants to disclose a small but efficient
looking knife strapped high on the inside of her cream-
colored thigh.

“So you have a knife,” Cade said. “Why have you taken
the chances you have?”

“To find Captain Moran.”

The name meant nothing to Cade. “What’s this Moran
to you?”

Mimi’s Latin accent was more pronounced this time,
“My ’'usband. We were married in Caracas almost a year
ago.” Her voice barely audible, she continued, “When my
family find out, they were ver’, how you say, irritado!”
She found the word she wanted. “Angry. We are ver’ ol’
family. They did not like I should marry foreigner.” Her
lower lip thrust out in a sullen pout. “I am not so pleased
myself.”

“Why?,’

“He was supposed to send for me, but he did not. That
is why I stow away, to come-to him.”

Realizing the leg of her pants was still pulled high on
her thigh, Mimi blushed and rolled down the leg.

Cade returned his eyes to her face. Of-course. She had
told him her name—Mimi Trujillo Esterpar Moran, and
he had kidded her about the Moran sounding Irish. For
some reason the thought of any other man having had
Mimi made him furious. He asked, “How long were you
together?”

Mimi said, “One week. Just the week he was in
Caracas.”

“He hasn’t been back since? That is, to Caracas?”

26

.




Mimi continued to pout. “No.”

“He was Army?”

Mimi’s smile was small. “A flyer. Just like you. He was
on what you call mission.” She accented the on in mission.

It was an effort for Cade to talk. “Where in the States is
he stationed?”

The black-haired girl shook her head. “That I do not
know. I ’ave not heard from him since he left Caracas. But
I ’ave written many letters, here. To the adress he gave
me—Captain James Moran, Bay Parish, Louisiana, in
care of one Tocko Kalavitch. That is why I stowed away in
the boat that I did.” She seemed to be trying to convince
herself. “And in the morning I will find him.”

“Yeah. Sure. Maybe.” Cade said.

If there were a Moran in Bay Parish, the man was new
since his time. He didn’t know any Morans on the river.
There were Morgans and Monroes and Moores and
Mooneys. There was even a Serbian family that had
changed its name to Morton, but he didn’t know any
Morans. Cade felt deflated, let down. He poured more
wine in his glass, wishing it were rum, wishing he had a
case of rum. It would seem that the wrong people always
got together.

The things that could happen to a man.

First, Janice.

Then the Squid.

Now this.

“More wine?” he asked Mimi.

“No, thank you,” she said, primly.

He looked at her. And now the thought he had been
keeping buried within him struggled to the surface. After
all, why shouldn’t he just dump her in the river? Probably
her whole outlandish story was a lie. Probably she was
just a plant, an emissary of Tocko and Company, intend-
ing some trick to do him damage once her disarming
presence had lowered his guard. Cade lighted a cigarette.
Well, he’d play along with her a while. He didn’t want to
believe the worst of her. But he’d keep his guard high.

It was, all things considered, Cade decided, one hell of
a homecoming.
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4 The Glass Wall

Morning dawned warm and familiar. Cade lay long mo-
ments after he’d been awakened, listening to the din of the
river on one side and to the twittering of the birds on the
other—thrushes, mocking birds and crested cardinals in
the leafy trees rising out of the rich Delta mud back of the
levee.

There had been no birds in Pyongyang, There’d been a
complete lack of a lot of things in Pyongyang. As Cade
lighted his first cigarette of the day, he looked at the
closed door of the forecabin.

Mimi was cute. She was sweet. He liked her. But he
wished the hell she had stayed in Caracas. He had enough
problems of his own without having to worry about
someone’s abandoned bride. From where he lay, it looked
like a hit-and-run to him.

Some smart punk forced down on a training mission
had seen a way to spend a delightful week-end. It could be
that, but Cade was fair. He could be doing Moran an in-
justice. If the guy were a jet pilot, and he probably was, he
could be anywhere by now, all wrapped up in “Security.”
According to what he’d heard on the coast, the big brass
was shipping the boys out of Nellis about as soon as they
were able to read a cockpit panel and do a power dive on
a ground target without losing their heads and pulling out
so fast they caught a bad case of stick reversal and skip-
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hopped a Sabrejet over two miles of sand and sage to wind
up “an unavoidable training fatality.”

It didn’t seem right that any man in his right mind, not
under orders, would willingly walk out on a girl like Mimi.

Cade wished he’d bought a larger boat, a boat with two
heads. No matter how big a boat a man bought, he always
needed a bigger one. The head was in the prow. To reach
it he would have to pass through the forecabin.

Cade swung his bare feet to the floor and cracked the
forecabin door. Exhausted by her experience and the long
swim, Mimi was still sleeping soundly. Her borrowed
pants and shirt lay folded neatly on the starboard bunk.
The sheet with which she’d covered herself had been too
warm and she’d pushed it down until only her feet were
covered. The small knife strapped to the creamy flesh of
her thigh looked out of place, like some obscene foreign
growth that had attached itself to her natural beauty.

“No man in his right mind,” Cade said to himself.

He closed the door as noiselessly as he had opened it
and, padding out into the open cockpit, he used the fog-
dappled Mississippi for his purpose. The fog was lifting
rapidly. Early as it was, smoke was emerging from the
chimneys of the houses. A half-dozen white and colored
fishermen were sitting on the banks of the canals and on
the levee angling for their breakfasts.

Cade tried to remember how long it had been since be
had eaten hard-fried bream and hot corn bread for
breakfast. He looked at the useless, heavy, deep-sea rods
and reels racked in their cases beside the wheel. He should
have brought a cane pole, a few feet of cheap fish line and
a handful of .00 hooks.

He got his sneakers and pants from the cabin aft, took
the automatic pistol from under his pillow and thrust it in-
to the right hip pocket of his dungarees. If Joe Laval and
Tocko thought they were going to run him off the river,
Ehey were out of their minds. This was home. He liked it

ere.

As he walked down the pier, a sleek thirty-two-foot
guide boat put out from a basin, new since he’d been
away, not far from the pilot boat landing. Cade could see
five or six more boats in the basin, all apparently guide
boats, all equipped with ship-to-shore telephone antennae. :
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He wondered if Tocko had added a fleet of charter boats
to his various interests. If so, it could explain
Laval’s actions. He and Tocko would resent a new boat
on the river, would begrudge someone else the right to
make a dime. Still, that didn’t seem reasonable, If Tocko
Kalavitch had fifty guide boats, they’d be only a drop in
the bucket compared to the earnings of his shrimp
trawlers and oyster fleet.

Anyway Cade looked at it, his welcome-home beating
didn’t make sense. He reviewed what had happened for
the twentieth time. Laval had said that Tocko wanted to
see him. He’d said he didn’t want to see Tocko, and Laval
had turned the Squid loose. Cade looked at his watch.
Five minutes of seven. Tocko should be in his office by
nine. Cade meant to be there shortly after the other man
arrived.

He walked down the path to the old Cain house. It
wasn’t as weathered-looking by daylight as it had been at
dusk-dark. There were good lines to the old house. It had
been built with slave labor when lumber had been cheap.
There were more square feet in the open gallery under the
screened second-floor balcony than there were in the
average modern three-bedroom house. Someone had cut
the grass and pruned the grove that his great grandfather’s
father had set out. For being as old as they were, the trees
were in fair condition. Cade lifted the sagging gate aside
and stopped as he saw the freshly painted sign nailed to
one of the fluted columns, It read—

FOR SALE
Tocko Kalaviich Enterprises

Cade leaned against the fence doing a slow burn. He
hadn’t commissioned Kalavitch to sell the house. He
hadn’t commissioned anyone to sell it. The original house
had been in the Cain family over one hundred years. The
coach house, reputed to be built of the heart oak of the
flat boat belonging to the original Cain, must be even
older.

The stinker, Cade thought, when I was reported miss-
ing, Tocko figured I'd never come back.

He smoked two cigarettes, just sitting on the fence,
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looking at the old house, remembering the good times he’d
had in it as a boy. All it needed was a clapboard replaced
here and there and a couple of coats of paint and unless
the river washed it away, as it nearly had on several occa-
‘sions, countless more generations of Cains could live in it.
The thought saddened Cade. If there would be more
Cains. He was the last of his line. It could be he couldn’t
have children. At least he and Janice hadn’t had any, al-
though God knew, during the first year of their marriage,
they had tried.

Cade felt baifled, frustrated. He’d never felt quite the
same before. It was almost like trying to climb a glass
wall. Thinking of Janice made him think. of Mimi—and
Mimi belonged to another man. She was Sefiora Trujillo
Estebar James Moran. Cade hoped for a moment Moran
had had a flame-out, then quickly retracted the wish. God
forbid. It was bad enough just flying one of the sucker-
mouthed gadget-cluttered bastards. Mimi was nothing to
him. Her attraction was purely physical. He'd help her
locate Moran if he could. Then he’d shake her hand and
tell her goodbye. Cade felt the bulge in his hip pocket. But
first he’d talk to Tocko. It should be an interesting con-
versation,

He climbed the levee and walked back out on the pier.
Mimi was awake and up. He could see her in the cabin aft
doing something in front of the stove. He jumped down in-
to the cockpit. “Hi.” 2

He was trying with all his might not to be suspicious of
her. He didn’t want to be suspicious.

Mimi cast him a hasty glance. “Good morning.”

As she glanced away from the stove, the coffee she was
making boiled over and the piece of forked bread she was
holding over the big burner caught on fire. Mimi swore
softly in Spanish, snatched the coffee-pot from the stove
and extinguished the burning bread. Both were hot and
she promptly put her fingers in her mouth.

Cade watched her, amused. Anyway a man looked at
her, she was cute. She’d rolled up the legs of his pants to
pedal-pusher length. Every time she stooped or furned he
caught a tantalizing glimpse of rounded cream-colored
flesh that made Marilyn Monroe’s chief attractions look

like she’d bought them second-hand at a war surplus sale.
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“Don’t you laugh,” Mimi said hotly. She laid the piece
of burned bread on a plate. “Because you were so ver
kind, I thought I would get the breakfast.” She returned
her attention to something she was stirring in a pan.

“Fine,” Cade said.

He sat back of the small table, watching her, wishing
she were Janice. The toast was charred. She’d used at least
a half-pound of coffee to the pot. With some rare alchemic
ability, she’d managed to mix and cook the powdered
scrambled eggs to the same gooey consistency and shade
of bilious green that countless army mess sergeants had
spent years in achieving.

The black-haired girl brushed a wisp of damp curl from
her perspiring forehead. “Well, as you say, come an’ get
it.” She studied the meal she’d concocted. “I am afraid I
am not so good the cook, no?”

“It’s fine, just fine,” Cade said. To spare her feelings he
ate a forkful of the eggs and washed it down with a sip of
bitter coffee. Surprisingly, when Mimi smiled, the eggs and
the coffee tasted good.

Mimi explained, “Is just I am not ever do it before. In
Venezuela it is different. In Venezuela no lady cooks.”

Cade bit into a piece of charred toast. “Your family has
money, hey?”

Mimi shrugged her shoulders. “In Venezuela ever’one
has servants.”

Except the Indians and mestizos, Cade thought. He
asked, “What are you going to do if you can’t locate
Moran? Write your family for dough and go home?” He
translated. “Dough, money, bolivars.”

A worried look replaced Mimi’s puzzled frown. “They
would not send it if I did. They regused to give me money
to come here.” She shook her head emphatically. “No.
Now I can nevair go home. My father, he is ver’ proud. I
am, how your say, make my bed.”

And a very pretty bed, Cade thought. Aloud he said,
“Then I hope you locate Moran. You’re too pretty to be
turned loose on your own,”

Mimi was pleased. She put the fingers of one hand to
the back of her head and thrust out her chest in an entirely
feminine gesture. “You think I am pretty?”




Cade resisted an impulse to suck in his breath. “You
get by.”

When they’d finished breakfast, he dried and put away
while she washed the few dishes they’d used. It was a
homey, domestic moment. Cade enjoyed it. He enjoyed it
very much but it deepened his resentment toward Janice.
Everything could have been so wonderful.

The moment the galley had been made shipshape, Mimi
wanted to go ashore. Cade explained, “But Tocko
Kalavitch, the man in whose care you addressed your let-
ters to your husband, doesn’t arrive at his office until
nine.” He added, “Besides, try as hard as I can, I can’t
remember any Morans on this immediate stretch of the
river.”

Mimi eyed him suspiciously, “You are ’aving the fun,”

“No, I mean it.” |

“You know this town?” ‘

“Every inch of it. And every reef and marsh and inlet
and island for a radius of fifty miles. It so happens that I
was born here and lived here until I was eighteen.”

“I don’t believe you,” Mimi said. “I mean that you
don’t know any Morans. You just don’t want me to find |
Jeem.” |

Her lower lip thrust out in a pout, she sat in one of the
fishing chairs, her small hands in her lap, looking up at

Cain from time to time through quarter-inch-long black
lashes.

“He has to be here.”

“Okay. Maybe he’s mayor,” Cade said. “After all, Ive
been away twelve years.”

At five minutes of nine, he examined the clip in his gun,
returned the clip to the gun and fired a shot into the river
to make certain the gun was working.

“Why you do that?” Mimi asked. “Why you carry a
gun?77

“Just an old American custom. Especially down here in
the Delta.”

He walked with her up the road to town, wishing she
was wearing a dress. She wobbled delightfully when she
walked and the tight white pants emphasized the wobble.

“What did you do with your dress?”
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Mimi told him, “I took it off, in the river. It was tight
and not good for swim.” :

A dozen men and women he hadn’t seen the night
before stopped him to welcome him home. Whatever
Laval and Tocko had to beef about, it was peculiar to
them. Everyone else he’d met seemed genuinely pleased to
see him.

Morning was hot and humid. He could smell the rich
Delta mud and the green growing things sprouting in it.
There was no other place in the world like it. He’d come
home. He meant to stay.

As they walked up Main Street, Mimi laid a small hand
on his arm.

“You have been away a long time?”

“Twelve years, I told you.”

“Without once coming home?”

“That’s right. You see, I stayed in the Army after the
last big one, based at MacDill and Nellis and Langley jet
fields. For the last two years, I’'ve been sitting it out in a
prisoner-of-war camp on the north side of the Yalu.”

Mimi’s fingers bit into his arm. “I'm sorry, so sorry.”

It was nothing. Other folks had said they were sorry but
the feel of her small fingers on his arm, the tone of the
girl’s voice, gave Cade a lift. If her man had been where
he’d been, she would have been waiting for him, with the
shades drawn and the cat put out, in her prettiest negligee,
with a smile hovering between the tears on her cheeks.
That was the kind of a girl she was.

Cade lighted a cigarette as he studied the outside of
Tocko’s new office. The one-story building was masonry
and moderne, with a big picture window. The legend
—Tocko Kalavitch Enterprises—was printed on it in gold
leaf. He wasn’t surprised to find the building air-
conditioned. The receptionist was young and smartly
dressed. The outer office was expensively furnished.

Bay Parish hadn’t changed, but Tocko had. The swag-
gering river gunman and narcotic-and-alien runner of
twelve years ago was gone. Tocko was big time now, a
Delta man of distinction. His black hair had silvered at the
temples. He was wearing a silk shantung suit that had cost
him two hundred dollars. A heavy diamond glittered on
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one of his fingers, As his smartly dressed young secretary
ushered Cade and Mimi into his office, he stood up behind
a glass-topped desk and extended a soft white hand.

“Welcome, Cade,” he smiled. “I heard you came back
last night on a new cruiser—that long. And I wanted to
come down and tell you how happy I was to have you
home but, unfortunately, I had to fly up to New Orleans
on a little business.”

Cade ignored the proffered hand. Kalavitch returned it
to his side, unembarrassed, still smiling, at Mimi now.
“And who is the charming young person? The new Mis.
Cain?”

Cade shook his head. “No. This is Mrs. James Moran.
She is- attempting to locate her husband, Captain James
Moran, and it seems he gave his address as Bay Parish, in
care of you.”

“QOh, yes. Of course,” Kalavitch nodded. “Jim Moran.”
He continued to smile at Mimi, his soft brown eyes pick-
ing at the third button on her borrowed white shirt. “He
worked for me, for some months.”

Her voice small, Mimi asked, “He is here now?”

Kalavitch shook his head. “To tell you the truth, I don’t
know where Jim is. You see, after he got out of the Army
he worked for me as my personal pilot.” Kalavitch
laughed. “But I guess Bay Parish was too small and dull
for him, so he moved on.” Kalavitch was concerned. “He
didn’t give you his new address?”

Mimi shook her head. “No.”

Kalavitch tried to be helpful. “Maybe Miss Spence, our
postmistress, can give it to you. My secretary has been
turning all the letters that come for Moran over to Miss
Spence.”

Mimi smiled. “And the post office is where?”

Cade wanted her out of the office before he had his talk
with Tocko. “Back down the same street we walked up. In
the middle of the block, between a poolroom and a
hardware store. I'll meet you over there.”

“As you say,” Mimi smiled. She transferred her smile to
the man behind the desk. “An’ thank you ver’ much,
seror.”

Kalavitch watched her out of the office. “Nice.” He
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looked back at Cade. “And now she’s gone, what’s eating
on you?” He looked at his hand. “Is my hand dirty or
what?”

Cade reached over the desk, caught Kalavitch by the
coat lapels and smashed a hard right to the big man’s
mouth. “That’s for last night. What’s the big idea of Joe
Laval turning the Squid loose on me?”

Kalavitch used his breast-pocket handkerchief to stop-
per the smear of blood trickling from one corner of his lip.
“You’re crazy. I don’t know what you're talking about.”

“You didn’t send Laval and the Squid over to Sal’s to
ask me to come and see you?”

L‘No.’3

“You didn’t have Laval warn me to be out of Bay
Parish by noon or the Squid would really work me over?”

Kalavitch refolded his handkerchief. “No.”

“I don’t believe you,” Cade said. “Another thing, how
come you’ve got a ‘for sale’ sign on my house?””

“Your house?” Kalavitch smirked.

“You heard what I said.”

Kalavitch shook his head. “But it isn’t your house. It’s
mine. I thought, naturally, she had written you.”

“Who had written me what?”

“Your wife, that is your ex-wife, the very blonde and
very beautiful former Mrs. Cain.”

Cade felt a hard lump form in the pit of his stomach.
“Janice was here?”

Kalavitch rested the tips of his manicured fingers on top
of his desk. “But of course. How else could I have bought
the property? I trust it was perfectly legal? She had your
power of attorney and claimed that you had given her the
house and the acreage on Barataria Bay in lieu of a cash
settlement in your impending divorce.”

“I was in a POW camp when she divorced me.”

“But she did have your power of attorney?”

“Yes. Yes, she did.”

“Then it would seem that the sale was legal.”

“You bought the acreage, t00?”

Kalavitch shrugged. “But of course. She insisted. Why
would I want any acreage in a godforsaken place like
Barataria Bay?” He returned his handkerchief to his
pocket. “Now I think you’d better go. Because you have
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been through a lot, I will forgive you this one punch.” He
came out from behind his desk and opened the office
door. “But I wouldn’t try it again. Get out.”

Cade hesitated, then turned and walked through the
outer office to the street. Mimi was standing under the un-
painted wooden marquee of the post office. Even at that
distance, Cade could tell that she was crying.

Cade had a feeling he, in turn, was being watched, and
not by Tocko. The still heat was suddenly oppressive and
somehow sinister. Cade wished he had asked Tocko if
Janice was still on the river.

Anyway she had been here and sold him out. Judy
O’Grady had been a lady compared to the colonel’s wife.
Tocko had an eye for beauty. It could be the old house
hadn’t been all that Janice had sold. He didn’t like the way
Tocko had said, “the very blonde and very beautiful for-
mer Mrs. Cain.”

Cade realized he was breathing through his mouth to
spare his swollen nose. The gun in his hip pocket rasped
the flesh under it. So he’d seen Tocko. He didn’t know any
more than he had when he’d come to on the levee, except
that Janice had been in Bay Parish, perhaps was still on
the river.

Cade leaned a hand against the building to steady him-
self. He felt light-headed. He felt as he had while sitting on
the sagging fence looking at the old house, baffled,
frustrated, as if he were trying to climb an opaque glass
wall—with God knew what on the far side.
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5 Pursuit of Evil

The sidewalk began to fill with early morning shoppers. A
basket on one arm, her ample bulk corseted and encased
in black bombazine, Mamma Salvatore paused on her way
to market. The men in Bay Parish minded their own
business. It was a fetish with them. The women weren’t
any different from women anywhere.

Mamma’s big eyes studied Cade’s nose and injured eye.
“That Joe Laval. For shame what he did to your face.”
The fat woman was indignant. “In our place yet. He is no

good, that Joe. You should take a gaff hook to him.”

“I may do that,” Cade said.

Mamma laid a plump hand on his arm. “For why they
after you, Cade?”

“I don’t know.”

Mamma patted the arm on which her plump hand was
resting. “Tonight you come back. Tonight I cook for you.
And eef that son-of-a-beech of a Joe he tries for make any
more trouble, eef Sal don’t throw heem out, I weel.”

Cade lighted a cigarette. “He’s sheriff.”

Mamma laughed into one of the flesh folds encircling
her wrists like bracelets. “Ha.”

Her dark eyes concerned, she started to say more, then
changing her mind, repeated, “Tonight you come back,”
and walked on.

Cade watched her down the street. Mamma, too, wob-
bled, but her wobble was different from Mimi’s. It was
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more a side slip than a wobble. There was nothing exciting
about Mamma’s walk, except, perhaps, to Sal. Mamma
Salvatore was built square in the stern and low to the
water line, like an ocean-going tug. Cade had no doubt she
could throw Joe Laval out of Sal’s. If she wanted to exert
herself, she could probably throw out the Squid, too. Nor
was the law sacred to Mamma. There had been too many
dark-of-the-moons in her life. She had helped Sal unload
too many pirogues of rum and whiskey and tobacco that
bore no excise stamps.

He laughed, and turned back to his own problem.

The cigarette smoke in his mouth tasted foul. His throat
was constricted. So now he knew. He didn’t own the old
house any more. No future generations of Cains would
ever live in it. Janice had been in Bay Parish and cleaned
him. The hell of it was her sale of the various properties
was entirely legal. Janice had been his wife at the time.
She’d had his power of attorney.

The back of Cade’s ears felt hot, as he wondered what
Tocko had gotten for lagniappe and knew, even as he
wondered. Tocko was a good businessman. He drove hard
bargains. To Janice her sex was a lever, a club, a ladder.
If Tocko had wanted her for lagniappe—and Tocko
wanted every pretty girl he met—more than money had
passed between them. That would explain the Slavonian’s
amused contempt and the concerned look in Mamma Sal-
vatore’s eyes. It even explained why Joe Laval had or-
dered him out of town by noon.

Tocko knew he would find out and Tocko didn’t want
any trouble with him.

His feeling of bitter frustration continued as Cade
walked down the street in the shade of the wooden mar-
quees overhanging the walk. What of Mimi? She was still
waiting patiently with the resigned and often deceptive
placidity of many Latin-American women. The oyster-
men, shrimpers and merchants calling for their mail all
glanced at the girl admiringly as they entered the post of-
fice, then swiveled their heads on their necks and either
gaped open-mouthed or sucked in their breath as their eyes
patted her trim, white-duck-covered stern.

Cade had to be honest. He was no longer suspicious of
Mimi, not at all. Mimi was like that. He hoped she had
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located her husband. He didn’t want her aboard the Sea
Bird any longer than was necessary. First there was the
noon deadline. Then there was the girl herself. His own
stored-up hunger was a gnawing fire and every movement
the girl made added fresh fuel to the flame. He couldn’t
blame the men of Bay Parish for looking at her. If only
he’d married a girl like Mimi instead of one like Janice.

He walked on to where Mimi was waiting. “You got
Moran’s address?”

Mimi nodded, bright-eyed. “He is living in a hotel in
New Orleans.” She consulted a piece of paper in her hand.
“The postmistress was so kind as to write down the ad-
dress. Royal Crescent Hotel, on Royal Street.”

Cade glanced at the piece of paper. He wasn’t familiar
with the hotel but from the address on Royal, it was in the
old French quarter, not far from the Court of the Two
Sisters.

Mimi parted her lips with the tip of a pink tongue.
“How far ees New Orleans?”

Cade thought he knew what was coming. “About one-
hundred miles by water. A little more than sixty by air.”
| The tip of Mimi’s pink tongue continued to explore her
| lips. “Oh.”
| The gesture excited and irritated Cade. He said crossly,
“Look. Get it out of your mind.”

“Get what out?”

“That Pm going to take you to New Orleans.”

“Did 1 ask you?”

“See, I can’t. I haven’t the gas, for one thing. For
another, I doubt very much if your husband would appre-
ciate your showing up with some other man, especially in
that outfit.”

Mimi’s eyes slitted. “He would be jealous?”

‘(Yes.!’

“After he hasn’t even written for a year, hasn’t
answered my letters?”

“Then why are you so anxious to find him?”

“He ees my husband.”

Cade’s irritation increased. “I'm sorry, Mimi, but
you're going to have to get to New Orleans some other
way.”

To end the pointless conversation, he entered the post
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office to see if any mail had been forwarded from Corpus
Christi. More men welcomed him home. Miss Spence
peered out through her wicket, then opened the door that
led into her living quarters just behind the post office.
“Would you come back here a moment, Cade?” she
asked. “I want to talk to you.”

Cade thought he knew what Miss Spence wanted to tell
him. To the ageless maiden lady there were no shades of
gray. Men and women were good or they were bad. Miss
Spence intended to tell him what everybody else in Bay
Parish knew.

The small living room, with its crossed Confederate bat=
tle flags on one wall, brought a nostalgic memory of child-
hood. The room smelled faintly of lavender. The old
what-not, filled with the treasured accumulation of years,
still stood in one corner.

Miss Spence closed her wicket and joined him. “Hmm.
You look a little different than you did last evening.”

Cade grinned at her. “Just a minor difference of opin-
ion.”

“A quarrel? With whom?” ;

“Joe Laval and the Squid.” |

Miss Spence sat on the black leather sofa and arranged
her skirts so her ankles were modestly covered. “Over
what?”

“They didn’t bother to say.” Cade realized he was still
carrying the cigarette he’d lighted and snuffed it guiltily
between his fingers. Miss Spence didn’t approve of
cigarette smoking. “But Joe did suggest that certain par-
ties in Bay Parish would be pleased if I slipped my ropes
and went back to where I came from.”

“Meaning Tocko Kalavitch?”

“I presume as much.”

Miss Spence looked at him over her glasses. “Don’t.”

“Don’t what?”

“Don’t go. It’s time someone stood up to Tocko.” The
aging postmistress leaned forward: “But that isn’t why I
wanted to see you, Cade. I’'m not worried about you. You
can take care of yourself. I'm much more worried about
the pretty little girl who spent last night on your boat.”

Cade felt like a guilty school boy. “How did you—?”

Miss Spence said dryly, “You aren’t in Los Angeles or |
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Tokyo or even Corpus, Cade. You're back in Bay Parish.”
She looked over her glasses again. “What do you know
about her, Cade?”

Cade evaded the question. “Not much.”

“She came ashore illegally?”

“What makes you ask that?”

“I have eyes.”

Cade looked at the floor and said nothing,

Miss Spence continued, “Not that I'm interested in that
angle. I'd much prefer not to know. But she looks like a
sweet child to me, a good girl. And if you have any
influence with her, I think you’d better advise her to go

back to wherever she came from without looking up
James Moran.”

“Vvhy?,>

“He’s no good.”

“In what way?”’

“In any way. It’s common knowledge around town that
Moran used his army training to fly aliens in for Tocko.
At so much a head, of course. And despite the fact that
the girl thinks she’s his wife, having some knowledge of
the way Mr. Moran operated while he was here in Bay
Parish, 1 would say the legality of their marriage is open
to question.”

“She says they were married in Caracas.”

“Young women,” Miss Spence said, thin-lipped, “espe~
cially young women in love, have a tendency to believe
what they want to believe. But I happen to know at least
four Mrs. James Morans wrote him regularly, including
the young lady from Caracas.”

“Oh,” Cade said. There seemed to be nothing else to
say.

Miss Spence laid her hand on his knee. “I know you,
Cade. Outside of normal wildness, you were a good boy.
You've turned into a fine man. The bitterness and blood-
shed and killing to which you’'ve been subjected haven’t
made you mean the way they have so many men. But if
you’re falsely gallant enough to help that girl locate James
Moran, you won’t be doing her any favor and it will only
mean more heartache for you.” .

“How do you figure that?”
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“You know your wife came to Bay Parish? That is,
your former wife.”

“Yes. I learned that this morning.”

“And you know Tocko Kalavitch’s reputation with
women?”

6‘1768.3,

Miss Spence was embarrassed. “Then I doubt if I need
say more. Your former wife and Tocko were very close.
In fact, she was his house guest for some weeks.”

The air in the small room was suddenly hot and very
humid. It was difficult for Cade to breathe.

Miss Spence continued, primly. “Of course, I have no

proof, but there was talk, a lot of talk. In this instance, I
believe, with good foundation.” Miss Spence delicately
refrained from befouling his name. “Because this young
woman of whom we are speaking not only bestowed her
favors on Tocko, she was, according to what the help tell
me, equally generous with James Moran. Tocko and
Moran quarreled over her publicly. She was the cause of
the breach in their business relations. More, when Mr.
Moran left Bay Parish, your former wife left with him and
the only forwarding address I have for her is the same
hotel in New Orleans at which Mr. Moran is now stop-
pm -”
Cade felt a hundred years old. It wasn’t either right or
fair that one sex machine could do the things to a man
that Janice had done to him. He got heavily to his feet.
“Well, thanks. Thanks a lot.”

The postmistress regarded him with troubled eyes as
he opened the door. “I thought you ought to know. Now
P’m not so certain I did right in telling you.”

Cade repeated, “Thanks. Thanks a lot, Miss Spence.”

Mimi was still waiting in front of the post office. Her
lower lip was thrust out in a pout. The cream-colored
rounds of her breasts pushed the thin fabric of his shirt in-
to visible peaks. Even looking at the girl excited him. He
regretted he’d attempted to be a gentleman, regretted he
hadn’t taken her the night before, by force, if necessary.
For all her pretended modesty, Mimi had probably ex-
pected him to do just that. Women loved stinkers. Both
fiction and life were filled with concrete examples. The
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bigger-a louse a man was, the more most women liked
him.

Still, a man was what he was.

Cade started to cross the walk and stopped as a hand
touched his shoulder from behind. His muddled eyes
hopeful, his thin voice filled with sensuous anticipation,
his too small head bobbing like a nodding Buddha as he
talked, the Squid was smiling down at him.

“You ain’t gonna leave like Joe tol’ you, are you, Cade?
You’re still gonna be on your boat by noon.” The Squid’s
fingers caressed Cade’s shoulder. “Don’t go. Please don’t

0"’
Cade started as violently as if a snake had touched him.
He shook off the Squid and, with skin goose-pimpled and
flesh crawling, continued on his way.
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6 Death on the Deck

The heat increased as the morning sun rose higher in the
sky. Small isolated toadstools of steamy vapor hovered
over the muddy pools that had formed in the low spots in
the street during the night. As Cade reached the curb,
Mimi laid her hand on his arm and stood looking up at
him.

“How you say dificil in English?” she asked.

“You mean difficult?”

“Si.”” Her big eyes searched his face, “It is difficil for
me to beg, but—"

“But what?”

Small fingers bit into Cade’s forearm. “If you would be .

so kind as to take me to New Orleans, I will be ver’
grateful. Besides, you will be well paid.”

“By whom?” Cade asked, coldly.
~ “By Jeem. My ’usban’ will pay you.”

Cade wished Mimi would take her hand off his arm.
“Why ask me?”

“Because I am stranger here. Because you are only man
I know. Because you have already been so kind.”

The memory of his talk with Miss Spence still rankling,
Cade was short with her. “You mean such a sucker.”

Mimi shook her head. “Thees word I do not know.”

Cade’s irritation increased. “Let it go. It doesn’t mat-
ter.” He considered telling Mimi about the other Mrs.
Morans and didn’t have the heart to do so. Mimi was a
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good kid. It wasn’t her fault that a heel like Moran had
played fast with her. It could be Miss Spence was wrong.
Besides, in the spot he was in, a hysterical woman was all
he needed to complete the distorted nightmare through
which he had been moving since his return to Bay Parish.

Mimi’s fingers bit deeper into his forearm. “Please.”

Conscious that the passersby on the sidewalk were
watching them, Cade palmed a cigarette into his mouth
with his free hand. “How do you know, after he hasn’t
even written to you for a year, that Moran wants to see
you?”

Mimi was trathful. “I don’t.”

“How do you know he’d even pay for the gas it would
take me to run you up to New Orleans?”

Unshed tears formed in the corners of Mimi’s eyes. “I
don’t know that, either.”

Cade lit the cigarette in his mouth. “Look, kid. I'm
afraid you’ve made a mistake. The best thing you can do
is look up an immigration man, tell him you entered the
country illegally and ask him to contact your consul. Then
the worst thing that can happen to you is to be sent back
to Caracas.”

Mimi’s under lip thrust out in a pout. “No.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t want to go back to Caracas. I want to go to
New Orleans. Besides, I told you last night. My family
would not receive me.”

The heat and the scenes with Tocko and Miss Spence
had made Cade’s head ache. He was sorry for Mimi. They
had a bond in common. She was in love with a heel. He
was married, or had been married, to a tramp. But run-
ning Mimi up river to New Orleans was out of the ques-
tion. He had the showdown with Laval to face. Then there
was the matter of gas. Cade fingered the lone five-dollar
bill in his pocket. He might raise New Orleans with what
gas still remained in the tanks but he’d never get back
down river again.

“I've done all I can. You'll just have to shift for your-
self from here on.”

“There is a road to New Orleans?”

“Of a sort, but I wouldn’t advise you to hike it.”

“You mean walk?”
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“Why not?”

“It leads through some pretty rough country. Besides,
you're too pretty a girl to start out through the swamps
alone, especially in that outfit.”

“\Vhy?”

“You know why.”

Mimi lowered her eyes and a few tears zigzagged down
her cheeks. She brushed at them angrily. “Then why don’t
you take me to New Orleans?”

Her breasts rose and fell with her emotion until the firm
young flesh straining against the fabric threatened to pop
the none too securely fastened buttons of her borrowed
shirt. “I've told you,” Cade said. “Besides, believe it or
not, 'm only human and male. I doubt if youwd be any
safer with me than you would be on the road.” He shook
his head. “No. The best thing you can do is to contact Im-
migration and have them contact your consul.”

Cade turned abruptly and walked up the street. He'd
never felt so like a heel. Still, he had his own problems.
He’d had nothing to do with Mimi stowing away in
Caracas. She’d known the chances she was taking when
she’d crawled under the tarp of the lifeboat on the
freighter that had anchored at Pilottown the night before.
He’d given her good advice. The best thing she could do
was to contact the Venezuelan consul.

As an afterthought, he turned back and gave her the bill
in his pocket.

Mimi eyed the bill suspiciously. “For why?”

“Because I think you’re a nice kid. Because I'm Sorry
for you.”

Mimi put the bill between her breasts. “Thank you.”

This time she turned away and stood looking out over
the river. Cade shrugged and walked up the street to the
courthouse. The building was ancient, built of stuccoed
white stone; its high-ceilinged corridors and rooms giving
an illusion of coolness.

The girl back of the parish recorder’s rail was new to
Cade, undoubtedly one of the children who’d grown up in

the twelve years he’d been away. He told her what he

wanted to know and the girl located the information in the
files lining one wall. Tocko had given him the truth. The
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sale of the house and the acreage on Barataria Bay had
been duly recorded in a transfer of deed from Mrs. Cade
Cain to Tocko Kalavitch. Cade asked the girl behind the
desk for a piece of paper and on it wrote the dates of
record, to check them against the date on the final divorce
papers that had been waiting for him in Tokyo. If Janice
had sold the properties before the decree became final,
both sales were perfectly legal. There was nothing he could
do to recover his property. If, however, she had made the
sale after the decree had become final, he at least had a
talking point in court. He knew nothing of the law but it
seemed reasonable to assume that a divorce would in-
validate a power of attorney.

Cade folded the paper on which he had written the
dates and put it in his shirt pocket. He didn’t care about
the acreage on Barataria Bay. It was too isolated to be of
any value. The land had stood untouched and unused
since his great grandfather had purchased it for some pur-
pose lost in time. The house was another matter. The
house had a sentimental as well as a cash value, Hed
been born in the old house. He’d meant to raise his chil-
dren in it. :

The gun sagging in his hip pocket had rubbed the flesh
of his thin buttock raw. Perspiration made the abrasion
smart. He stood a moment on the courthouse steps won-
dering what to do. Well, all he could do was to go back to
the Sea Bird and wait. It was only ten o’clock. His noon
deadline was still two hours away.

He walked back toward the levee down one of the
chinaberry-tree shaded streets that led through the colored
section of Bay Parish. It wasn’t any different from Main
Street. The smiling faces were merely darker, the greetings
more enthusiastic and punctuated now and then with
praise to the Lord for his safe arrival home.

Cade knew fierce resentment. This was his town. He
liked Bay Parish. Bay Parish liked him. If it hadn’t been
for Janice, Tocko and Laval, it could have been a won-
derful homecoming. He turned to answer a question one
of the admiring folks asked him—and saw Mimi. Pouting
again, she was trailing along behind him, the black Delta
mud squishing between the exquisitely formed toes of her
bare feet. Even her dirty bare feet were pretty.
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Cade waited for her to catch up. “Now what? Why are
you following me?”

Mimi’s small chin jutted, then began to quiver. “Be-
cause I don’t know what else to do. I won