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One

In a shabby, dimly lit bar on the waterfroftSh. Johns River,
Jacksonville, two men sat at a table and talkddvintones. Apart
from these two and the fat, elderly harman, thenzs deserted.

The man sitting to the left was Ed Haddon:kimg of art
thieves: a brilliant operator who appeared to &meammaculate life
of a wealthy retired business man, paying his taxesing to his
various apartments in Fort Lauderdale, the Souffrafice, Paris and
London. He was the master mind who planned, organand directed a
group of expert thieves who profitably did his bigl

Haddon could be mistaken for a senator or eveecretary of
state. He was tall, heavily built, with thick irgmey hair, a
florid, handsome face and the benign smile of &ip@in. Behind
this faigade was a razor-sharp brain and a ruthtessiing mind.

The man on the right was Lu Bradey: considénethe world's
underworld as the best art thief in the businesswids slightly
built, around thirty five years of age, with a ttazrewcut, sharp
features and grey restless eyes.

Apart from his expertise with any kind of Igodie was also a
master of disguise. His facial skin was like rublaefew pads inside
his mouth and his lean face turned to fat. He nimaslewn wigs. When
he wore a moustache or a beard, each hair wastouplace, one at
the time. His



thin body, by wearing padded clothes which he

constructed himself, transformed him into a man sehmain interest in
life was heavy eating. Because of this remarkedént for disguise,
he had no police record, although the police ofwtbed were
searching for him.

These two men who had worked together forralyar of years, had
been holding a post nwrtem on their last job: tealgg of the
Catherine the Great's icon from the Washington mnustBoth of them
had agreed the planning had been brilliant andxeeution of the
steal not to be faulted. It was just one of thibgegs that the
planning, the organization and the thought hadnd Eff.

Taking his time, Haddon lit a cigar, and Bradecognizing the
signs, waited expectantly.

'l lost money on that steal, Lu," Haddon selieén he was
satisfied the cigar was drawing well. 'Okay, se §o much water
under the bridge. You lose one: you win one.

Now, it,s time we made a profit. . . righBPadey nodded.

'You got something, Ed?' mp if | hadn't. Torse

'l wouldn't be sitting in this du ave to get

will be big, but it needs working on. | wiiltogether a good
team.' He pointed his cigar at Bradey.

'You head my list. | need to know if you'# hvailable during
the next three weeks.' Bradey gave a sly smile.

L I'll always available when you want me, Ed

'Yeah.' Haddon nodded. 'l guess that's rigfttu know when |
set up a deal, you make big money. Now, pay attentWhen | was
planning the icon steal, and because | had to wattkthat fag Claude
Kendrick, | stayed for three days at the Spanisph Batel, Paradise
city. It cost me plenty. Now this hotel is vepesial. itis
easily the most expensive and deluxe hotel in thedywand that's
saying a lot. it doesn't have rooms, only suites.

see Try this one for size
EL

r It gives a service that is out of this woied only peop with
more money than sense stay there, and let me {(Lypuhere are
still a lot of stupid jerks who do ha, more monkgn sense, so this
hotel never, repeat nev has empty suites.' Brafteg his eyebrows.
"You stayed there?' ‘Correct. | move in ibk stream. That
way, | pick ideas. Okay, so it costs, but it offays off. So this
ho has given me an idea.' Haddon puffed at hig cilgdlicked ash
on. the floor. 'The hotel is privately owned effchman, jean Dulac,



who knows his business. He handsome, loads ofrchad his rich
clients adore hi His staff is hand-picked: somé&em from France whe
the best food, the best hotel service and the let& know-bow
comes from. | couldn't get a suite at the hoteyetl at one of a
number of chalets in the grounds of t hotel: twdrbems, living and

so on: very deluxe.

suites are booked up all the year aroundad able wander
around the hotel. | had access to the loungéseé trestaurants,
the svAmming-pool.' He regard Bradey. 'Very, vieish and stuffed
with very, very ri men and women.' Bradey was higtg attentively.

'l don't need to tell you," Haddon went oreaé paus that when
men become rich, their wives want to compe witreotith men's
wives. That's human nature. Ap from clothes, nuo&ts and so on,
class jewellery corn high on the competitive ligtMrs. Snook
wears diamond necklace, Mrs. Pook nags her huslratiics gets one.
Then Mrs. Snook adds ear-rings and bracelets ddtdo Pook who then
demands ear-rings and bra lets. These spoiltdstaiiho have never
earned a doll demand and get gems worth thousddidser at hotel is
the time to see these women in the m restauraastgred with
diamonds, emeralds, rubies, had dinner there, aagld never seen
such a display gems in one big room. | reckonha particular ni



these stupid, worthless women were wearing, betwestot of them,
jewellery worth six or even seven million dollaBradey sighed.

'Very nice,' he said, 'So?" 'it occurred toim¥ées,’ Haddon
puffed at his cigar.

would be a profitable idea to knock over tipaudsh Bay Hotel.'
'Six million?' Bradey asked, staring at Haddon.

'‘Could be more, but let us say six. | 'Instirey.' Bradey
scratched his head while he thought. 'l can'itstethe moment,

Ed. Knock over the hotel? What does that meantl®a'Of course
you can't see it," Haddon said and smiled.

'Smart as you are, Lu, you haven't my brahnt;s why you and |
work together so well. You organize the stealo the planning . .

. right?' Bradey nodded.

,S0 the take could be six," he said, eyeingdda.

'What's in it for me?', | pay all the expensé&air 'Two,’
Haddon said.

enough?' ' Bradey said, 'and when we getoibie 'Very nice,
who'll handle it?" Such was his faith in Haddoranping, it didn't
cross his mind to say if and not when.

‘There'll be an uproar, of course,’ Haddod.sahe Paradise
City cops are efficibnt. The squeal will come fast

They work well with the State Police and theaivii e Police.
it'll be too risky to try to get the stuff out a@t city. | plan to
dump the lot in Kendrick's laP. I'll have to tatkhim, but he's our
best bet.' Bradey grimaced.

'| hate that fat fag.' 'Never mind. He's sirand that's all we
have to worry about.' 'Okay.' Bradey shrugged. dVgtthis to be: a
hold-up?

t a hotel. How's it going to be | don't digit, Ed: no done?'
Haddon signalled to the fat harman to bring twoerdninks. He waited
until the harman brought the drinks and had remaliecempty glasses.

'When | stayed at the hotel, Lu," he saickratie two men had
saluted and sipped their drink, 'l got talking tiagold trout who
was plastered with diamonds. You'll always findheoold woman whose
husband has been happy to die to be rid of héngin hotel
lounges. She was flattered | paid her attenti®he told me she came
to the hotel for a month every year. Every time stoved her fat body
I could hear the rustle of dollar bills. | spenttgour with her,
hearing about her husband, a big-shot in oil, wé died five years
back, about her children and her goddamn grandemldShe forced
family photographs on me. You know the menaceictte eye of a
lonely old woman and you're in for a session. dkay, I'm good at
that. After a while, I admired her diamonds. Ajwess, she had on
around a hundred thousand worth. She told me atha@lwvays insisted
her husband gave her for their wedding anniversaai@resent in
diamonds. | asked her if she wasn't afraid timathése days of



snatch and grab, she would be robbed. She tolshmevould never wear
the rocks outside the hotel. She said the secseityice given by

the hotel was so good she never even thought ngbiebbed. We kept
talking so | can tell you something about this siégservice. Every
guest on arrival is given a security box with aastbler lock. Only

the guest knows the number of the scrambler.

When the guests go to bed, they put all tedwmables into the
boxes and two security guards take the boxes tbdted safe. Get
the idea?' Bradey nodded.

'‘Scrambler locks?' He smiled. 'No problensragbler locks to me
are chick feed.' 'l guessed you would say thatwBen all these rich
jerks go to bed, the hotel safe is stuffed witleyuboxes.

That's as far as | have gone. Until the itop, | didn't



think of knocking over the hotel. Now, I'm surenitl pay off@,
Bradey thought, then asked, 'What's the hotel $k&?1 That's for
you to find out. | don't even know where it isdbed.' 'Okay.
Shouldn't be difficult. Tell me about the securitgot any info
about that?' 'There are two house dicks prowliogiad in shifts.

Both look competent. Around nine p.m. twowséyg guards, armed,
come on duty and stay around until two a.m, Theyyaung and tough.
Life in the hotel quietens down around three a.mnsliay guests do
come back after a night out up to four a.m. | thimé best time to
bust the safe would be around three a.m. | cdhi{tda more. You'll
have to find out the details for yourself.' 'Youandor me to stay at
the hotel?' 'No other way. | took the chance af geing available
and got one of my people to book, through a trageint, one of the
hotel's chalets. That way the booking can't beetld Bradey nodded
approvingly.

'I've also paid a hefty deposit, so theralhio problem.

You move in next Monday under the name of €lus Vance,' ‘Nice
rich name." 'I'll fix it for you to have a Rollemember this is a
very rich background you'll be moving into. | tkigiou should be an
old, very wealthy cripple in a wheel-chair with alm attendant.
Don't get friendly with the other guests. Tell thetel people you
want to keep to yourself.

This is going to cost me around fifteen thaushucks, Lu. The
chalet's rent without food, runs at eight hundrethy Don't drink.
Eat simply or the bill will reach the sky. Takeuyawn drink mitli
you. Have snacks in the chalet for lunch, but lyave to eat in the
restaurant at night to see the loot, Are you wig?hBradey nodded.

'Your job is to locate the safe and opemitsmooth operator
who mill drive the Rolls and staff. His job wilelio locate the safe
an mix d help the boxes when the time comes. §Ha'ge-the Now,
pill] it to pieces 'You say one @f the house disken duty at
'Yes.' Two armed security guards are also arouftli@y won't worry
you, Lu." Haddon smile were the first problem, Rhes house dick, |
kn to solve. This | have done. They won't botbe {if You say so,
Ed. Then let's take a look at t attendant. |theidea of me
being in a whe That way I'll be the last the cojdésuspect un late.

I'll need a chauffeur to handle the boxes, buthiig b ' ny
attendant. A pretty, sexy, nurse f e"'g " morehad a guy. A
pretty, sexy nurse in unifo wander around the hateht up everyone
and general photo we need.' 'You are referridgto girl friend?’
Haddon ' Yup. She's so sexy, | get a hard on #iakin her. She's
made to measure for this job," Haddon shrugged.

'| leave the details to you. [I'll take cafe¢h® cha You take
care of the nurse.' 'She comes under expensesMd®p for this
job will be twenty grand a.

includes everything. ' 'Okay. Now, about$eeurity guads and



the dick,' Haddon finished his drink.

‘Do you watch television?' 'l guess, Not oftdio me, by and
large, tele stinks." 'Ever watch the guy who caggwrild animals?’
'Yeah. I've often 'bought tficy must lead a gockniife: tough, but

away fromita]). so. .. P, 'Seen atiger pusleep by a drugged
dart?'



Bradey looked searchingly at Haddon.

Yu a good P. rested. | made inquiries thro@yt me inte ed
down and picked up his friend of mine.' Haddon ndle®d over at the
briefcase and laid it on the table. He loo sheekg¢d harman who was
busy reading a sporting around the deserted bem,tthok from the
briefcase what looked like a small air pistol. Sbost me, Lu, but
it works. it's loaded with six tiny darts loadediwthe same
knock-out mixture that the jungle gu@s use to knmaka . All you
have to do is to aim tiger. The gun is automattigger and he's of
the guards , squeeze the the gun at one asleapléast six hours.

BradeY ga.Ded.

'l don't believe it." Haddon smiled.

Lu. You should know by now | get thing '‘Colme organized.’

"You mean you fire this gun and the guy hiegto

sleep?’ That's it. Are you good with a duf?' 'Not me. |
don't like guns. I've never carried a gun and

never will.'

[l fix it for you to have a man who's a deshot. He'll take
care of the guards, drive the Rolls and help wéhdiing the boxes.
No problem." anyone? No "You really mean this duog't hurt

after-effects?'
‘The guy goes to sleep, wakes up some sixsHater
and is fine.'

'Well, what do you know?' Bradey looked adnaty at up with
ideas, Ed." Haddon. "You certainly come your erghoized. suppose
we 'l guess. Now, you get on Saturday for lunch?

meet at the Seaview Hotel, Miami. | nal rlirbe sting there.

We can then have a ti on day through. ' ou'ltkhe at the Spanish
Bay Hotel M afternoon. Okay?' 'Sure.' 'Right." Had put the gun in
his lap, concealing it by the table. He signatethe harman. 'To
set your mind at rest, Lu, I'll give you a demoastm.' The fat
harman came over and Haddon gave him a ten-dallarelling him to
keep the change. He watched the harman walk loattietbar, raised
the gun, took aim and squeezed the trigger. TWagsea faint plopping
sound. The harman started, clapped his hand toatie of his neck
and turned to stare at Haddon who was closingrieéchase, then the
harman's knees buckled and he spread out on e flo



'‘Get the idea?' Haddon asked. 'Nice quickleoin?' Goggle-eyed,
Bradey stared at the unconscious harman.

'‘Get the dart out of his neck, Lu," Haddond.sand let's go.’
Getting unsteadily to his feet, Bradey crossedhéounconscious
harman, located a tiny metal dart embedded in #éhman's fat neck and
withdrew it.

"You're sure he'll be all right?' he asketh@gave Haddon the
dart.

‘I'm sure. Come on, let's get out of her@teetomeone comes
in." The harman began to snore as the two menduauott of the bar
and into the hot, steamy sunshine.

Ever since the age of fourteen, Maggie Schadtt been a menace
to men. Now, at the age of twenty-three, she warerdeadly to men
than a neutron bomb. She was beautiful in evesgipte way: blonde,
her body so perfectly built all the glossy photgdrers, all the porn
movie merchants fought for her services. She hiatbed the ladder of
whoredom, rung by rung, until she was now in thsifpmn to pick and
choose. She had met Lu Bradey, and for the firs# tn her life, she
had fallen in love. There were times when Bradendered what



made

this happen, knowing Maggie could have the pickrof man. He had
explained to her that he was in the antique furaitwisiness and was
constantly travelling, but if she liked to movedritis West-side
apartment N.Y.C. and to continue her fashion mautgknd to sleep
with rich jerks who paid off, it was okay with hinL.ove was such a
wonderful thing to Maggie, she agreed.

Maggie had been a help with the icon attemptedl.

Bradey decided he must now put his cards eniahle and bring
her into his thieving fold. This could be tricky.

Maggie was always happy to climb into any méaed, but Bradey
was a little doubtful if she would go along withewing, During the
flight from Jacksonville to New York, he ponderée pproblem. He
couldn't think of any girl who would play a sexyrse as well as
Maggie. He decided, because she was so madlyéwmdh him, with
the right approach, he could talk her into co-opega Arriving at
the airport, he went to a boutique and bought atgiaddly panda. He
knew Maggie, apart from mink and diamonds, wasycedmout pandas.

He had already alerted her that he would beiam

Her squeals of excitement and pleasure oeeteflephone line had
nearly split his eardrum.

As he opened his apartment door, Maggie, stakled, threw
herself on him. For some seconds, he was neadggled. Then
Maggie caught sight of the panda toy.

'Oh, look!" she cried. job, baby! Is it fme?, 'What do you
think this place is . .. a nudist club?' he askghning.

She hugged the panda.

job, darling! You're so wonderful! To thiok this! | adore
it! It's beautiful!’ Bradey set down his suitcase.

'‘Not as beautiful as you, honey. Let's hamaesaction, huh?'
and he went into the bedroom.

Half an hour later, Maggie was again cuddtimg panda. Bradey,
feeling spent, lay on his back, thinking there wasvoman he had ever
slept with who co drain him as Maggie did.

'‘Baby, how about a drink?' he asked.

'Of course.’ She slid off the bed, still buggpanda, and he
watched her long beautiful back, her tig roundetidaks, her long,
slim legs as she darted oui the room, and he sigitedContent, It
wasn't until they had returned from dining at esole and expensive
restaurant and were seated si by side that Braglgarbhis sales talk.

'How would you'like to stay a week in Paradi3ehe asked
casually.

Maggie's china blue eyes opened wide.

"You mean that place Ivbere all the gorgeallistwir live?'



That's it." Maggie gave a squeal of delight amdwhherself Bradey

who firmly Pushed her away, 'Stop it, Maggie! Douvivant to come with
me?' "Try and stop me! Paradise city! The thihgsheart Gorgeous
hotels, palms, beaches, restaurants . .."' 'Gddhkiggie. I'm

going there to do a job. If yo want to come, \ichéive to help me.’

'Of course I'll help You, honey. | would 0 anytgift You! You know
that. | love you like crazyi@ 'Maggie. Now listehm not a dealer

in antiques.' Maggie giggled.

'I never thought you were, sweetheart, | wasedi bed with an
antique dealer. After be bad buffed an( Puffedyénser stopped
talking about what be sold an( who to. His pad staffed @the
antiques.' Bradey Patted her band,

'‘Smart girl." He paused, then went on, 'l aonades

sional thief." He waited for her reaction.e3ftinked, then
nodded.

"You mean You steal from the rich and givéht® poor?

Like Robin Hood? | saw a re-run of Errol Fhyas Ikobin Hood.
He was groovy.'



Bradey sighed.

.n. I steal from the rich and put the 'Nevénarly proceeds in
my Rocket. ded.

Maggie considered this, then nod head exaadya thought Robin
Hood needed his something, honey: there have iNedv, I'll tell you
d fink has been screwing me been times when sarhelid or so from
n'he went to sleep, I'd take a thousan and wheth&amakes me a
thief too, doesn't it?" his wallet er the hurdleywnd with relief .
He was ov Bradey sighe out what he wanted her twaldeo instruct
Maggie ah

do.

He took her over Haddon's plan to rob the &balBay Hotel.
Magagie listened, and from her intent expressidiedshat she was
absorbing what he told Bradey was sat her. idhfor us, baby,' he
"There's at least two mill y, we'll get marriechhcluded. 'When |
get the mane Mavyie sighed.

'you-said that the last time, but you dide't gny

money and we aren't mom'ed. All | got wasmtb watch.' she
kissed him gently Switzerland and a diamond , Saiénd and | adore
'‘Don't think I'm moaning. | loved my watch.' , Thab didn't jell,’
Bradey said. 'This one will." 'so what do | havelb?' 'I'm going
to.the hotel as an old man in a wheel-chair.

You're going to be my nurse and companioou will look a
knock-out in a nurse's uniform.' Maggie's faceifit

ted to be a nurse!

job, yes! I'd love that! I've always wang!dl

Honest, honeyl | love helping rich old merredlly

mean it!"" There Bradey contained his impatewdh an effort.

were times when he found Maggie a trial.

"Your job is to find out where the safe isdted. You will have
to chat up the staff and sex the hotel dicks.' Nieagtapped her
hands.

That'll be no problem.' Looking at her, Bradleought it would
certainly not be a problem. Maggie could sex Gedgashington out of
his grave.

'‘Well, baby, is it on?, 'Try and stop me!" Magcried and threw
herself into his arms.

Having spent twenty years in various U.S.@rss Art Bannion,
now fifty years of age, had accepted the adagectirake doesn't pay.



Because of his association with many top crats who had also
been behind bars during his various incarceratamsbecoming
friendly with them, he had seen the opportunity ofew career which
would help others and be profitable to himself.

With the aid of his wife, he was now estal@idlas possibly the
only casting agency for the underworld. After b# argued, in
Hollywood they had casting agents to supply movigyuots with stars and
bit-part players, so why not a casting agency ppButhe right man
or woman for a carefully planned crime? For thst iae years he had
built up his agency, drawing first on the namethose who had been
in prison with him and had been released, therectitig names of
those who were in recoin ended as the up-and-cogangger criminal
generation. All his business was done by telephdteesat in a small
office off Broadway N.Y.C. from 09.00 to 18.00, skmgg, reading crime
fiction and waiting for a call. His wife, Beth,tsa a smaller
office, knitting sweaters which Art did 't want,tthad pressed on
him.

n When a call came, Beth would flick througk big card index
with expert fingers and take the cards into Artfgce and he would
satisfy the client with the name and address ofritha or woman who
fitted the client's requirements.



Art took ten percent of whatever the man or woimarsupplied

was paid. This was a satisfactory arrangemertdtr the client and
Art, and during the years, Art made a considerabteunt of money,
always in cash, and free from the grasping clanth®i1RS. His
activities were hidden behind a plaque on the doatrread: The
World-wide Bible Reading Society. He was bothanedher by visitors
nor the police.

This morning, Art Bannion, lean, balding, amith features a
buzzard might envy, lolled in his desk chair, l@stfon the desk,
contemplating his past life. From time to time whee was bored
readin crime fiction and when the telephone renasikent, he would
think of his mistakes and his life in various prispand even of his
mother and father.

His parents had been small-time farmers whi@weappy to slave on
the land and earn, to Art's thinking, pea-nutss Itother, Mike, ten
years younger than Art hadn't had Art's driving diob. Art had left
home when he was seventeen, thirsting for moneyranbright lights.
After a year of semi-starvation in New York, he wagth two other
men, trying to bust a bank safe, He cough wentisop for two years.
From then on, he never stopped trying for thelfask, and did so
badly, he was continually being picked up and thrawthe slammer@
When his parents died, his brother, Mike, joinedetular army and
worked his way up to Musketry Sergeant which Amsidered to be one
of the lowest forms of animal life. However, hessand of his
brother who never interfered, never criticized,apa visited him when
he was in prison and never attempted to change &y of life.

There was a strong bond between the two men, ahldaflra sneaking
admiration for his brother which he kept to himself

When Art finally accepted the fact that crichdn't pay, he
looked around, found and wedded Beth, a smalletay-going woman of
forty whose father was serving life for murder aviibse mother ran a
sleazy brothel in New Orleans. Beth was happyetp Art run
crime-casting agency and to have a well-furniskeééortable
four-room apartment.

Sitting at his desk, thinking about his pdst,turi his
thoughts to his brother, and his face saddenetadrhad a real tough
break: a break that Art wouldn't won his worst egetWhen Mike had
reached the rank as a ni, sergeant, he had markig¢dhad onlysmheet
wmike's No

e

Mary, once, but he had approved.

attractive girl who mad Mike more than happ#i broke the news
of his we dding when visiting Art, prison, some gears ago.wweith a
beaming smile, he b’ told Art that be and Marylemping on a big



ram' Art forced himself to look Pleased, but heutit anyo wanting
children should have his head examined. Mi badh Ivemsferred to
California, and the brothers h; lost touch for sgrears. Art bad
vaguely wondered he Mike was getting on, but he nealetter writer,
and | was fully occupied building up his agency.

Now, two weeks ago, he had had a telephordérobMike asking
if they could meet.

There was a note i Mike's voice that alertetti#at something
was won@ He had told Mike to come to his apartmautMike ha said he
wanted to talk to Art alone.

That's no problem," Art had said. 'Beth garsee friend.
Something up?'

"That's what | want to talk to You about,' ®ikad saic

'See you then at your place at seven tonight,'he ha, hung up.

Thinking back on the meting, Art grimaced. &Whi had opened the
front door of his apart the ring on the bell, heswanfronment in
answer t4

ted by a man ht scarcely recognized as hihero The last time
he ha( seen Mike he had envied his physique andablath( Army
gives to its regulars, Mike was a shadow of his s#df: thin, his
face drawn feel.

exuding from him that Art could almost '

, his eyes sunk n and despair

The two men had sat down in the quiet of Art's



hal sletched
living-room ,n(l Art had Met it, short curt therad@t those six
years the brO sentences. Ve, a baby girl arrieetongol’

A year after his rftarria job to be 'with theby, named

Mary had y had to ,i,v,en ap her Chrissy, tmdled her with
loving care. They living and make do on Mike'suegl their standards
of Army pay. 'ran sorry. Mongol baby?

‘Jesus!" Art bad exclaimedWhat the hell'sthaichild’, Mike
had told him. 'A'A mentally retarde er learn tatevand ,darling,
affectionate kid who will IOV burden, only talk th difficulty- Never
mind. it was our and we were both crazy about He® . .- ?,d
the Mike stared Into space for a long moment apaieshat sat with
bin' deepened.

Mary was killed by a hit-and-run three weeg§s.aArt sat
forward, staring at ftis brother.

. vct killed?' he jerked out'You mean youreviYes.' ikel Why
didn't you tell me?' 'For God's sake, M Mike shregg

,I'm telling you now@ the something. | cciBait why now? |
could have do | have been with You- For (;his sake Mike said 'No
one could have done anything for rft," have no thie, had to sort
it out for myself. Now. | wife and Chrissy on rhgnds. I've put
her in a home near ,ad, my barracks so | can se®\leeke , | got rid
of my e in barracks. This home is good for litieuse. | now liv
,ChTissy, but it costs. I've managed so far.' Féou want mane -y .

Mike? | can give you some much do you want?déliwhat | can. aid
'‘Not the kind of money | need, Art,' Mike s ‘whatat yneali?' krt
asked. 'l could lei(l you @I mn it! | call givey the money.

couple of grand. Da need at least fifty traods" Mike said.

Art gaped at him.

'You crazy? What the hell do you want alllo?,

'It's to take care of Chrissy. I've talkedwvioo runs the home.
He's a good guy. He tells has a malformation ofileart. It's the
usua mongols. She won't live for more than fifjaee her the best
attention, and | know she w best attention athbisie, it's going to
cost ri dollars, and that will take care of her tloe short life,""

'‘But Mike! You're earning! I'll chip in. Yo toda all this money at
once. You can pa month by month," Mike nodded.

That's what | thought, but I'll be dead irsor months@, Art
stiffened. Looking at his brother, seel face dr@lsunken eyes, he
felt a chill crawl 'Dead? Don't talk crap! Youygeod for What are
you talking about?' Mike stared at the whisky is gliass moment, then
looked straight at his brother.

'I have a terminal cancer,' he said quietly.

Art closed his eyes. He felt the blood dea.



There was a long silence, then Mike said, years, | have had
odd pains. They come a didn't tell Mary. | thougkvas nothing.

People have pains, and it is nothing, but ten | lost Man
and these pains got worried about Chrissy, skéthto the for me to
see a specialist at Northport, Long | why I'm hereaw him a couple
of days ago me | had around six months to livehdtly hospital in a
couple of months, and | won' out." 'Godl I'm sdi-Ayt said, 'This
qguack could



forget it. Let's talk business, Art.' Mike 'Ha&'ts
Now, -you told me what your looked straight at Imisther.

nv men to Pull a crime. There is no way ketds: findi us and
dollars, but I've got to do just thatcan raiseyftfio nths to live.

at 1 do as | have only a few 'no

| don't care wh ay ri@ grand? For Chrissy, yau get me a job
that'll p - you do?' I'll even go to murder. Wileanhed his sweating
Art took out his handkerchief and rnoPP face. wkeM | see your
reasoning, but fifty 'l don't kno ce. You're anaeur. You grand
for a job is pretty scar work have no police recokdlY People
wouldn't want to

with you. A job that Pays that big is keptle family SO to

speaking note in his voice.

'Skip that, Art," Mike said, a grot 11

'I'm relying on you. Whatever the job id,dd it, and I' do
it well. | have a month's sick leave. I'll stagré until the
Mirador Hotel.' He got to you find something, I'tneaything-that pays
fifty his feet. 'Anything-repeat an Okay?' granthink about it,
Art. I'm relying on you.

Art nodded. | can't promise anything.' dtl what | can, but
Mike stared at him. 'he said. 'In your bad dagsayed 'I'm
relying on you, on to stay with me . So long fathayou. Now, |
expect y now,"' and he left. t, but his regularsidave Art had
done his bes nothing to do with an amateur, argdtforning, he sat at
his desk, at his wits' end to find a job that wopdy his brother
fifty thousand dollars. He wondered if he showdtl stock, but he
knew Beth wouldn't stand for that. He on with hed she had been had
discussed the sitliati t 'Dotty brats should be traced a
unsympathetic. 'One thing you don't do, Art, yathty she had said.
y to Mike. Is that don't sell stock and give owgine

ianderstood?"

A week had passed since his brother's visit.had heard
nothing from him, but the memory of those sunkesesegnd the look of
despair haunted him.

Interrupting his dismal thoughts, Beth put head around his
office door.

'Ed Haddon on the line, Art," she said.

Art stiffened to attention. Haddon was hisstyrofitable
client. He had supplied Haddon with many top-cthgsves, and Haddon
paid generously.



Picking up the receiver, he said, 'Hi, Mr. ddanl Good to hear
from you. Something | can do?' 'l wouldn't be pélening just to bear
your voice,' Haddon snapped. 'l want a man: g@marance, a dead
shot, able to handle -a Rolls Royce and act thiegba chauffeur.’

Art drew in a long deep breath. This looked cust@mde for Mike.

'‘No problem, Mr. Haddon. [I've got just tham

What's the job?' 'A big one. It'll pay arowixty thousand.'
Art closed his eyes. This was too good to be true.

'‘No problem, Mr. Haddon.' 'Who's your maivi brother. He's a
top-class shot and needs the money. You can relym.' ‘what's his
police record look like?' 'He hasn't one, Mr. Hawld Right now he is
a Musketry instructor in the Army. He looks gotalks well and is a
certain shot." So anxious was Art to get his brotixed, he went on,

"I will guarantee him, Mr.

Haddon.' The moment he had said this, he ttegré.

How did he know that Mike would deliver to Himh's satisfaction?
Haddon was ruthless. So far, Art had given himenban satisfaction,
but he knew for sure, one slip and Haddon would wéh him no
longer. Haddon's account with Art was the guthisfagency. If
Haddon dropped him, so would all his other clietrtsp him. He broke
out into a cold sweat, but he had shot off his hpanhd there was no
retreat.



Haddon said, 'That's fine with me. If you guaegnyour

brother, that's good enough for me. Okay, tell tommeport to
Cornelius Vance at the Seaview Hotel, Miami atd@fock Sunday
twenty-third.' 'How about the gun?’ 'Vance will gikim that, and
Bannion, there is no violence. No one gets killad, this man has to
be a dead shot.' 'When's the pay-off, Mr. Hadd®Rén the job's
done. It'll take around a couple of months. T#ia big one,
Bannion. You screw it up, and you'll be out of ibess,’ and Haddon
hung up.

Beth stormed into the office.

'l was listening," she said, her face cheed r'You gone out
of your mind? That pin-head of a soldier? We hdazens of dead
shots on the cards. Why pick on him a goddamneumatArt glared at
her.

'He's my brother. He needs help. Go awayielBeth, grumbling,
had gone, Art dialled the Mirador Hotel number asied to speak to
Mr. Mike Bannion. He expected his brother wouéddut on this mild
sunny morning, but Mike came on the line immediatel

Art thought: The poor bastard has been siitings dreary hotel
room, waiting for me to call. Well, I've good nefes him.

When Art had told him the news, Mike said watkatch in his
voice, 'l knew | could rely on you, Art, more thdmanks. | won't let
you down, I'll get going right away, but | need ragn That's okay,
Mike. I'll send you three thousand in cash to yiootel. Don't skimp
on the chauffeur's uniform. It has to be convigciMy client is
important.' There was a long pause, then Mike ddmlpne gets
killed?' 'That's what the man said.' 'Okay, Artd dimanks again. You
can rely on me," ai Mike hung up, Art sat backigmdhair wondering
if be shou consider himself a Saint or a sucker.



Two

Anita Certes entered the second bathroomeppémthouse suite of
the Spanish Bay Hotel, bracing herself for whatlgiew she would
find.

The penthouse suite, the most luxurious ansk xpensive suite
in the hotel had been taken by Wilbur Warrentoa,dbn of Silas
Warrenton, a Texas oil billionaire. just marriedaria Gomey, a
South American, whose father owned a number oésitvines, Wilbur had
decided that Paradise City would be the place ¢ondpheir honeymoon,
and Maria, difficult to please, had agreed.

At the age of twenty-nine, Wilbur had notyas, joined the
Texas Oil Corporation over which his father r(,dneHe had had a
Harvard education, taking a Niaster's degree im@eucs, had spent a
year in the Army as Major (Tanks), had travelled world in one of
his father's yachts, had met Maria, fallen in lanel married. When
the honeymoon ended, he was to become one ofrthaece-presidents of
his father's vast oil kingdom.

His father, Silas Warrenton, a tough oil-miaax no love for
anyone except his son. Silas's wife had died aykavs after
Wilbur's birth, and Silas, who had been deeplyire| had transferred
this love to his son. When Wilbur told his fatlleat he wanted to
marry and had introduced Maria, Silas had staredghtfully at her.

Her



dark complexion, her slim, sensual body, her big,seyes and

her hard mouth gave him doubts, but he knew offatéer with his
billions, so be mentally shrugged. If this piecaswvhat his son

wanted to marry, he would raise no objection. A he told

himself, she was worth screwing and divorce wayg.e&® he gave her a
crooked smile, patted her shoulder and said, 't\geandchildren, my
dear. Don't disappoint me." Maria thought he vix@snhost horrible,
vulgar old man alive. Even when Wilbur had hinbedtoo would like,
children, she had stared bleakly at him.

'‘Later. Let's be happy and free while weyameng.

Children always bring trouble." Anita Certeasmone of the many
bedroom maids employed by the Spanish Bay Hotéthdage of
twenty-three, she was squatty built, dark-comple&d hair like a
raven's wing and a Cuban. She had been workitigedtotel for the
past twelve months. Her jol) was to clean the twatims, change the
bed linen daily, dust and clean.

Anita had 'done' Wilbur's bathroom. That wasproblem. He even
folded his bath towels, and there was no mesdylau's bathroom
made Anita boil with suppressed fury.

What a goddamn slut this rich, spoilt womarswanita thought as
she surveyed the mess she was now faced withdo e

Sodden towels lay on the floor. (Did she tHiestowels into the
bath with her? Anita wondered.) Face powder aradasi black
splattered the mirrors. A trodden lipstick smeatesifloor tiles.

The toilet hadn't been flushed.

The rich! Anita thought as she gathered @psibdden towels.

Even if she was worth millions as this bitch wd® s/ould never dream
of leaving a bathroom in this disgusting state.

As she worked, her mind shifted to her husb&ediro. They had
been married for two years. They had come, ond®®drging, to
Florida in the hope of bettering their economicdiaon which had
been hard in Havana. Anita had been lucky to lym¢e¢he cleaning job
at the Spanish Bay Hotel, but Pedro could find @dgasional work,
street cleaning, which paid little, To her, Pedi@swhe most handsome
man alive. She loved him fiercely and Possessively
adoricnognsttbainst scloimm,dark man, acceptingpadstempers, his
plaints, giving him everything she earned. Thegdiin a one-room
walk-up in Seacomb which was on the outskirts oaBige City and
where the workers lived. She was so in love wehrB it didn't occur
to her that he was a wastrel. After a few days @&ibrush and cart,
street cleaning, he had given up. His one thowugistto return to his
father's small sugar cane farm although a yeah&g®ne thought was
to leave it. Anita, litsotebniengpattoiebnits cdampts, had kissed
him, telling him

Something good for him would turn up. cultt,



Ing sugar cane was no way to live. She watddk harder and she
would provide. Pedro had smiled, Okay, so theyld/aait.

While she worked, clearing up the mess inbéiiaroom, she
wondered what Pedro was doing. He told her he avbalwalking the
streets, trying to find a job, but she wondered.th& end of each
week, he bad spent all the money she had earntdn,@here wasn't
money enough to buy more rice, and he had complaiAaita, adoring
him, promised to work harder.

While she worked, making Maria Warrenton'shbadm immaculate,
Pedro Certes was sitting in a shabby bar in Seacdffith him was
Roberto Fuentes. Both men were drinking beer.

Fuentes a Cuban, had lived in Seacomb fop#isethree years. A
short, over-fat man with glittering hard eyes, laé lsarved out a
small living on the waterfront, cleaning and hetpto service the
many yachts of the rich.

He liked Pedro and listened to Pedro's cohstam



plaints. This evening, he had decided that Ped®npe for a

job that could make Fuentes some three thousamatslolFuentes
believed that risks were not for him. If a manldguick up some
three thousand dollars and find someone to takegkethe idea was
worth considering.

Speaking in a low voice, he said, 'Pedro. Kawld you like to
pick up a thousand dollars?' Pedro twiddled hisgt# warming beer,
then looked at Fuentes. that 'Why talk this waythousand dollars?
With money | could take my wife and myself backy father's farm.
What are you saying?' Fuentes smiled. His smilelika the
flickering tongue of a snake.

‘It can be arranged. it depends on you. dusgland dollars!

Nice, huh?' Pedro nodded.

'More than nice. Keep talking.' "You know wdaeny room is on
Coral Street? The big block of walk-ups?' 'l knbWThere are
seventy tenants in this block. Each of them patysiollars a week
rent. That makes a take of forty-two hundred dslleRight?’ 'So
what?' Pedro asked.

'You and | could grab that dough. To yoll,be as easy as
screwing your wife.' Pedro's eyes narrowed. A samd easy dollars!

'Keep talking,' he said. 'You've got me iagted.' 'Living in
this block is Abe Levi. He works for the peopleavdwn the block.
He's their rent collector as well as the janitBrery Friday he goes
from flat to flat and collects the rent money: jettvo hundred
dollars, He goes back to his flat, writes the antewp, then the
following morning takes the money to the rentalasff

He's been doing this for years. I've watdhieal Now Levi is a
creep without spine. if you waved a gun in hisfate would faint.
He is fat and old. All we have to do is to walkwhile he's counting
the dough, wave a gun in his face and we haveogtyt-fwo hundred
dollars. |tell you, Pedro, it's as easy and se&xgd that.' Pedro's
eyes sparkled.

'l like it," he said, 'So tomorrow?"' 'Yes.etes gave his
snake's smile. 'But you have to handle Levi. wilked in, he would
recognize me, but You, waving the gun, he woulkimiw. | stay
outside, you do the business . .. right?' Pednggs lost their
sparkle. He thought, then shook his head.

'So you don't take a risk, but | do . . htij 'There is no
risk.' Fuentes leaned forward and patted Pedngis &ou walk in,
wave the gun, Levi faints, you collect the moneyd ave're both
happy.' 'For this, | want two thousand,' Pedro §aialy.

Fuentes grimaced.

'‘Because we are friends, | am offering youdh&nce to make
money. | can get anyone to do this job. It'sasye

No. Two thousand is out." 'Fifteen hundregiar find someone
else.' Fuentes hesitated, then gave his snakdis smi



'‘Agreed.’ He leaned forward, 'Let's talk abbUWhen Anita
climbed the five flights of stairs and entered bee-room home, she
found Pedro lying on the bed, a cigarette dandtiog his lips and a
contented smile on his face.

Anita was off-duty until 20. 00 when she reed to the hotel to
once again clean the penthouse suite, The timewasr 7.00, and she
was feeling tired and depressed, but seeing Pedmaxed, she
brightened.

"You have found a job! she exclaimed. 'l saa it on your
face!' ' Saturday we return to Havana,' Pedro sélthave the
money for the flight, and enough for us to helpfadyer.’ Anita
stared at him.

'‘But that is not possible!’



it is." He put his hand under the

pillow and produced the .38 revolver Fuentes hadrghim. ‘with
this, anything is possible." Anita sat down abygteling faint,
For sometime she suspected that Pedro would treendio do now,
something desperate.

, Darling, please! You mustn't!" Pedro pustiexigun under the
pillow.

'I have had enough.' His thin face turnedotisi 'l v must have
money to return home. Fuentes and | ha e discubgedThere is no
risk. Saturday, | go. If You want to stay, théays 1'm going home
with fifteen hundred dollars. That is final.' "Thas always a
risk," Anita said, her voice trembling.

'Not this time. Saturday we leave. Now getsomething to eat.’
Anita had made friends with the third chef at tipaish Bay Hotel.
She allowed him, from time to time, to put his hapdher skirt for a
gentle feel, and, in return, he gave her leftovieits: of good steak,
bits of chicken and sometimes even a slice of teuit As she sat,
staring at Pedro, she nursed the plastic sackbiehad given her,
and Pedro was looking hungrily at the sack.

He hadn't eaten all day.

'You really mean you are going to steal, mijidg?

she asked.

"You heard! Get me something to eatl' Shestpwly to her feet
and walked unsteadily into the tiny kitchen.

Detective 1st Grade Tom Lepski liked Fridayless there was
some emergency, and in Paradise City, this was mareould sign off
and return home for the week-end.

Okay, there was Carroll his wife, to nag hordb the lawn, but
he was away from household chores and cut thetdetsaoom and even
household chores were minor to sitting around waitor crime.

He looked at'his watch. Another ten minuges] he would be off.
Carroll had told him there would be a chicken aadh pie for dinner.
Lepski liked his food, and chicken and ham pie wae of his special
favourites.

Max Jacoby, 2nd Grade detective, was thumepuri@ stolen car
report. He and Lepski worked well together.

'‘Chicken and ham pie!" Lepski exclaimed. 'Madig that piel’
Jacoby paused in his typing.

There are times when | envy you, Tom,'he.s&id be married to
a great girl like Carroll! When I sign off, I'llebgoing to Fung-U
for a take-home dinner . .. ugh! Lepski looketlg.

'It's time you got married, Max. That junlotbis not for me.
Carroll would flip her lid to think of me eatingahkind of swill.’

'l guess.' Jacoby sighed and resumed his typing.

The telephone on Lepski's desk came alive sridd¢ched up the

receiver and bellowed. 'Detective Lepski! Whatyda want?' 'Lepski!



Do you have to be so common and shout like tha{®ski groaned,
recognizing his wife's voice.

job, it's you, honey,." he said, lowering Vusce.

'Yes, it's me,'Carroll said. 'Really, Tomuyshould try to be
more refined when answering the telephone.' 'Oka&pski loosened his
tie. 'I'll be home in twenty minutes. How's thie fmoking?' 'That's
why I'm calling. | had Mavis here. She was tgJlme about her
husband. Really, Tom, the way that man behavésst kat listening,
speechless.’ Lepski shifted restlessly in his chair

'‘Okay, feed me the details when | get homew'sl the pie
looking?' There was a pause, then Carroll saidittlA trouble.

When Mavis was telling me about Joe, | soffoodot the



pie was

in the oven. The things that man does to her! ¥amit believe it!

| was absolutely speechless!" Lepski began to dngrfingers on his
desk.

"You forgot the goddamn pie was in the ovdd@h't swear,
Lepski. It's vulgar.' Lepski picked up a pencitlamapped it in two.
Jacoby stopped typing and sat back to listen.

'What's happened to the pie?' Lepski bawled.

'l wish you wouldn't shout. I'm calling tdltgou to stop off
at Fung-U's take-home shop and bring us somethiegtt’ Carroll
said. 'Otherwise, we'll have nothing," and sheghum

Lepski slammed down the receiver and glarethedbby who quickly
resumed his typing. Snorting, Lepski stormed duhe detectives'
room.

As he reached the charge room, about to digsergeant Joe
Beigler appeared.

Beigler, a big, fleshy, freckle-faced man, washarge of
headquarters while Chief of Police Fred Terrell whsent.

'| have a job for you, Tom," he said.

Lepski glared at him.

'I'm signing off!" "You'll love this one, Toml.could give it to
Max, but I've decided you were the boy.' 'GiveiiMax. I've got to
buy dinner! Carroll's burned my goddamn chicked laam pie!" 'If |
gave it to Max, you'd never forgive me,' Beigleidsarinning.

'So what's the goddamn job?' Lepski demangieting interested.

‘A complaint has just come in about the GgiClub,’ Beigler
said. 'A Mrs. Abrahams took her husband therenlight. She says
the girls there weren't wearing their G-stringepgki's eyes popped
wide open.

'You mean they were going around starkersfit's what Mrs.
Abrahams says. Can't have that, Tom.

IL

You'd better talk to Harry. If the mayor geishear of this,
he'll slam the club shut." 'Wouldn't want that &ppen,’ Lepski said.

‘Just warn him, huh?' 'You bet. No G-string®Rat's one old
bag's poison, is another man's meat,' Lepski ba&dkyes
glistening. 'Do me a favour, Joe. Call Carrdikell her I won't be
home.

Tell her I'm on a smash and grab.' 'Leave ihe,' Beigler said,
knowing Carroll. 'I'll make out You're being a befDon't overdo
it, Joe. Carroll is tricky. just say I've beetl@d out on a smash
and grab. Right?' 'Leave it to me, Tom Harry Atkire owner of the
G-string Club, Was a good friend of the police s Hiub, situated on
a side street off Seacomb's main street was wetmpiaed.



When the rich felt in the mood to slum, thpgst most of the
night at the club, eating excellent sea food, skhsegorgeous girls
who were topless and with G-strings.

His was a thriving business.

From time to time, when Lepski was in theriist he would drop
in and shoot the breeze with Harry, have a coupteee drinks,
admire the girls then go about his business. Whis something he
didn't mention to Carroll, knowing she wouldn't apge.

Around 19.45, he arrived at the club, walkedvd the stairs into
the big room where three blacks were polishing@edning, ready for
the night's entertainment.

Harry Atkin, a short, fat man with fiery redih was behind the
bar, reading the e vening paper. He looked uphésxdmile was wide
when he saw Lepski.

'Hi, Tom! Haven't seen You in weeks. How ey hanging?'
Lepski climbed onto a stool, shook Harry's hand ughed his hat to
the back of his head.

'Fine," he said 'And you?' 'Couldn't be betiEnere's going to
be a big crowd h(re tonight. Had a big crowd raght,' He reached
fora



ottle of Cutty Sark, knowing this was Lepski's favite pple,
and poured a big drink, added ice and pushed #ss gicross the
counter.

'Harry,' Lepski said, after a long pull at thénk, 'There's
been a complaint.' Harry nodded.

'| was waiting for it, Tom. just one of thagengs. That old
bag, Mrs. Abrahams, huh?' 'That's the one. Whaifgy on, Harry?
She complains the chicks weren't wearing theirrgs.' Lepski
leered. 'I'd like to have been there, but youtamthat sort of
thing. It'll get you a bad name.' 'She's lyinit téll you what
happened. We had a couple of rich drunks, sitiiren adjacent table
where this old bag was, plus her creep of a husbane_u was serving
fish soup, and she was bending over with her awrsieei air." Lepski
who had seen Lu-Lu and thought she had the sebagistm of all the
girls in the club, nodded.

'So one of the drunks snipped Lu-Lu's G-stend the goddamn
thing fell into the old bag's soup!" Harry burst taughing. 'It was
the damnedest thing, with the old bag having hicgteher husband
getting a hard on for the first time in years, &adLu clutching her
pussy.

The two drunks had a real ball. In fact, geee in the joint
loved it, except the old bag." Also laughing, Ldapskpped his eyes.

' love it! I'd give my right arm to have bethere.' 'Yeah. |
got Lu-Lu out of sight, tried to pour oil on theddbag, but she
grabbed her husband and left, shouting she wag goicomplain to the
mayor.' '‘Okay, Harry, relax. I'll putin a repoon't worry your
brains. When I tell the boys back at headquartees/ll split their
sides. No other girl lost her G-string?' 'I'll leayou know, Tom, my
girls are respectable, Harry said, looking seriotife last thing
they are going to lose is their G-strings.' Lepgakghed.

'For God's sake, Harry, what else have thégde?' He finished
his drink, looked at his watch, saw it was now a2@.00, and
remembered he had to buy dinner. 'Do me a fawamy. Carroll has
burned the pie we were going to have. How aboatajryour pizzas?'
'Wouldn't think of it. For you, Tom, I'll fix' aelal meal.

How about chicken in mushroom and white wiaece?

All your good lady will have to do is to paitim the oven for
twenty minutes.' Lepski's eyes glistened.

'Sounds great.' 'Okay. Help yourself to aeotirink. I'll fix
it with Charlie." As Harry hurried off, Lepski rdaed for the bottle
of Cutty Sark. There were times when police waaldpff, he thought.
A cool hand took him by the wrist.

‘Let me do that for you, Mr. Lepski.' Looking, Lepski was
confronted'by a pair of small breasts with shetfikpnipples and found
a girl wearing only a G-string and black, high-legeshoes, smiling at
him.



'I'm Marian,' the girl said, fluttering longelashes.

'You heard about Lu-Lu? Wasn't that terrible£phski opened and
shut his mouth, but no words came.

His eyes feasted on this gorgeous little baglyt by his side.

Smiling, Marian poured the drink, added icd alaced the glass
in his hand.

'Mr. Lepski,' she said, sitting on a highadtoy his side. 'l
think, and so do all the girls, you are the mostdsame cop in the
City. You know?' I-epski beamed. Police work! theught. Who
wouldn't be a cop?



Across the narrow street, opposite the G-Stringo@as a
highrise of one or two-room apartments, strictlytfte workers .

Abe Levi hated Fridays. This rent-collectoirgg was slowly
killing him, There was always some whining excuseéto pay, and he
always had to turn tough which was against hisreatifhe Syndicate
who owned the highrise bad told him there was tadoeredit. If the
jerks couldn't find the rent, out they went. Irth@ibe to deliver
the message. He wanted to be on good terms véttettants, but
threatening them made this impossible.

'‘Look," he would say, 'don't blame me. Payarre out. That's
what the boss says. It's nothing to do with mguie®zing the rent
from go many tenants took time, and when he hatkdishe last
apartment, collected the rent with a struggle,aswvell after 20.00,
He was anxious to return to his ground-floor twosroapartment and
have supper.

Abe Levi was a thick-set Jew with a mop ofygnair and a bushy
beard. Life hadn't been easy for him. When yotegdhad helped his
father sell fruit from a barrow.

Later, he had married a girl who had slaved ahothing factory.
When his parents died, he had given up the famdw. A friend had
got him this rent-collecting job. It was a lot tegtthan tramping
the streets, pushing a heavy barrow. His wifediad two years ago.
There were no children. Abe spent his lonely regitching
television, and once a week, he went to the Jeglighwhere he was
always welcomed.

As he got into the elevator, he thought sadlyis wife, Hannah.
She always had a hot meal waiting for him. Theghth he would eat a
bit of soused fish, but there would be a good Thasen which he was
following.

Carrying the heavy rent bag, now stuffed wvills and coins, he
left the elevator and walked down the long darkspgs to his front
door. Two of the passage lights were out. Theswbuld have to fix,
he thought wearily before he ate. It was his rasjmlity to keep
the highrise in order.

Reaching his apartment door, he fumbled wighkhy, unlocked the
door and entered his living-room. His hand grofmedhe light
switch, pressed it, but he remained in darkness gidaned to
himself. A goddamn fuse had blown! That meanipadown to the
basement.

Abe was a careful man. He was always prepfareah emergency.
He kept a powerful flashlight on a small table justide his
living-room. As he groped for it, he received alent shove between
his shoulder blades that sent him staggering mtalarkness. His
thighs hit the arm of his TV chair and he toppled avent sprawling,
but even failing so heavily, he held onto the tzaq.

Pedro Certes, breathing fast, his heart pogndiad been



waiting. He had unscrewed a lamp in the passage pit of tin foil
around the end of the bulb and rescrewed the l&umsmg Abe's
apartment and the passage lights.

He was feeling very confident. Fuentes had thee Jew was
without spine, and would faint at the sight of aagudPedro had
brought with him not only the gun Fuentes had gikien, but also a
flashlight.

'Stay still'" he barked, snapping on the flagtt, letting the
beam take in the gun in his hand while it lit upeAbho was struggling
to sit up. "Throw the bag to me!" Abe had been cefiecting for a
long time. He had never experienced a hold-umop\had warned him,
'‘Abe, there's always a first time. Your people iyau to carry a
gun. Here's your permit, and here s the gun.olWsyou how to handle
it." And the cop was a good teacher. Never balighie would need the
gun, Abe told himself that if a hold-up did haperd the thief got
away with the rent money, he would not only losgjbb, but also his
home. His boss had spelt it out: 'Deliver or yewut." So Abe took
the gun talk seriously, He had never fired the dpun,he knew what to
do: safety catch off, both hands on the gun anéezpithe trigger.



‘The bag!" Hurry!, Pedro snarled out of the dassne

g up, clutching the bag and By now, Abe w#msstaring at the
bright light, seeing nothing of the man shoutingiat.

ushed the bag in the direction of 'Take &,5hid, and p the
voice. The bag, heavy, travelled only a coupléeet across the
coarse, worn carpet.

Pedro stared at the bag, feeling a surgewhgh run through
him. Tomorrow, Anita and he would be on a plare@ng home. How
happy his father would be to see him again! Hisdmhoved like
quicksilver. It had been arranged that as sodreagot the money, he
would dart up to the first floor where Fuentes hashe-room
apartment. The Jew, scared witless, would imalgenkad rushed out of
the building, and when the cops were called, theyld/be scouring the
streets for a man carrying a brown bag. Then amdtfought dropped
into pedro's mind. Suppose he didn't go to Fuéafestment, but ran
into the street? Suppose he kept all the He woale to money?
Forty-two hundred dollars!

silence the Jew. A knock on the head! Theg ! Then he
would walk out, go home, and there was nothing Eeseoould do about
it.

As he moved towards the bag, quivering witbitexnent, he took
his eyes off Abe, sending the beam of his flashldirectly on the
bag. Abe's hand crept inside his jacket. Hisdmsglosed over the
butt of the gun. He drew the gun as Pedro snatapete bag.

Abe's thumb drew back the safety catch, liftezlgun and
squeezed the trigger. The flash and the bangeinlidinkness made both
men rear back. Pedro felt a seering hot somettriogs his cheek,
then he felt his cheek turn wet. He jerked upguis, and in panic,
squeezed the trigger . ‘'the light of his flashiigentred on Abe who
was struggling to his feet. Pedro felt the guk jarhis hand, heard
the bang, then with terror, saw a splodge of blapgdear in the middle
of Abe's forehead, saw Abe jerk and fall back.

Pedro, stunned by the noise of the two slstd®d motionless,
scarcely breatbidg, knowing he had killed the Jew.

Into his mind, came the terrifying thoughtttha had killed a
man! You pull a gun trigger and a man diesl Icktqgmanic seized him.

He thought only of himself. If he was caughtwuld spend the rest
of his days behind bars: a caged animal! Therddvoe no Anita, no
welcoming father, no hot sun on the sugar cane.farm

He heard voices. Doors slammed open. A woscasamed.

Fuentes! He must get to him! Snatching @pltag in his left
hand, holding the gun in his right hand, awarelodt dripping down
his face, he moved out of Abe's apartment, trytngantrol his panic.

Fuentes, waiting at his half open door hehaedtwvo shots and he
cringed. He beard'doors opening. He saw a nuofitée first-floor
tenants come crowding out onto the upper corridor.



The goddamn fool had screwed up the job! Brayord, he hadn't
killed the Jew! He joined the group of people wiere staring down
the staircase well, talking loud, a woman walilitge saw Pedro, blood
on his face, staring up at him, and he stepped.back

Pedro looked up at the frightened faces,rggadtown at him, and
he knew this was no way of escape. Still holdhmglrown leather
bag, he ran to the entrance of the street.

Lepski was accepting the big carton which KHatrt on the bar.

There's the chicken, Tom, plus noodles. Hail@/ely meal.’
Lepski beamed.

'‘Man! Will this stand Carroll on her earl Tia a



million." As
Marian slid off the stool, he patted her rump.

Then he heard pistol shots.

Instantly, Lepski became all-cop. He washiéfstool and
darting to the exit. He had his gun in his hanti@seached the
street.

Already the sound of the shots bad causedrarmdion. Cars with
screaming tyres, were pulling up. People wererggmtopping and
staring at the entrance of the highrise.

At this moment, Pedro came out onto the stréée sight of
blood streaming down his face and the gun in higlhaade the crowd
scatter. Women began to scream, some men divbe sidewalk.

Lepski looked across the street and saw Peslie began to run.
Lepski, moving fast, dodging around the stopped,aaent after him.

Pedro heard the hammering sound of pursuiety fe

His eyes, wide with terror, he glanced aroand saw Lepski,
weaving through the scattering crowd, after him.

He knew instinctively that this man, chasimg hwas a cop: he
saw the gun in the man's hand. Half out of hisdwuith terror, he
swivelled around and fired at Lepski.

A black woman, rushing to a doorway for shetibek Pedro's
bullet through her brain.

Lepski bawled: 'Stop or you're dead!' Pedrersed and began to
dart across the street.

Holding his gun in both hands, his feet sprapairt, Lepski
squeezed off a shot.

Pedro felt the slam of the bullet which pitdlem forward. He
dropped the worn brown leather bag and the guntEadrad lent him
slid out of his hand. He folded down, pain radgingpugh him.

A patrol car screamed to a halt. Two copsgdiLepski.

They approached Pedro cautiously, then orleeo€ops said, 'The
sonofabitch is still alive." Fuentes had rushedkliadis apartment,
slammed the door shut and rushed to the windovanibg out, he was in
time to see Lepski shoot Pedro. He saw the breatiér bag,
containing forty-two hundred dollars, drop by Pésifallen body, then
he saw his gun lying a yard away.

The gun!

Fuentes didn't give a damn about Pedro. Hielmped he was
dead, but the gun He must have been out of his toihdve lent his
gun to Pedro! As soon as the cops had checkeglitidt would be
traced to him. At one time, he had acted as mgitthman on a luxury
yacht, and the owner had insisted he had a gunhaadixed it with
the police.

Fascinated by the gun, Fuentes had wanteddp k.

When the owner of the yacht had sailed forBahamas, Fuentes
had told him he had accidentally dropped the gwerlmasard. The owner



had shrugged, told him to report the loss to tHe@a@nd had sailed.
This Fuentes hadn't done. The gun permit raarfiother eight
months, by then, with the money Pedro was suppimsstdal, Fuentes
would be back in Havana, and to hell with the cops!

Butnow. ..

It would take the cops only a few hours toakheut the gun, then
they would come after him.

Sweating, he watched the scene below. Madrelpzars arrived.
An ambulance, its siren wailing, also arrived.

Panic-stricken, Fuentes turned from the windéle had to get
away before the whole highrise was searched!

Rushing to his closet, he threw his few clsthito a battered
suitcase. Where to go? He thought of Manuel Boihies best friend.

Fuentes often met Manuel Torres on the watetfr

Both of them had lived in the same villageamidavana, gone to
the same school, and when young, had worked togethtéhe same sugar
cane farm. Fuentes was sure he could rely on Mdoukelp, Opening
his door, he peered into the corridor. His neighibobacks were
turned to him; all were staring down the well of Staircase.



Moving silently, carrying the suitcase, he reactierlend of

the corridor to the fire door exit. He slid bable tbolt, opened the
door, then glanced back. No one looked in hisctima, their
concentration was rooted to the lobby below.

He closed the door after him, then ran dovenstfaircase. Moving
with long, quick strides, using the narrow bacleyd, he headed for
the waterfront.

Two hours after the murder of Abe Levi, Sergddess, a short,
bulky man, in charge of the Homicide Squad, can® @hief of Police
Terrell's office.

'Looks like a straight grab raid, Chief, laéds 'Two dea&

Panic shooting, | guess. So far, we haven't iledtthe killer. He
had no papers on him. We've asked around, buhadsooffering
information. He's a Cuban.

We're still checking him out, but Cubans stioggether.’ Terrell,

a large man with sandy hair flecked with white, inesvy-featured face
ending in a jutting, square jaw, looked what he:veasefficient,
tough police chief.

"This Cuban?' 'He could survive. Tom got imnthe lungs. Right
now, he's in the intensive care ward. Larry ismgtby his
bedside.' '‘Any lead on the gun?' 'Checking it &fe should have
something any time now.' The Press?' Hess grimaced

‘We don't often get two killings in a day, €hi They are having
a ball.' 'That's to be expected. You've takerkilher's finger
prints?' 'They're on their way to Washington n&ergeant Beigler
came in.

'‘Got a report on the gun, Chief. It belormatCuban,

AIL

Roberto Fuentes. He has a permit. He linghe same highrise
where Levi was killed. He's not the killer. Theopo on his permit
doesn't match. Max and a couple of patrolmen areir way now to
pick him up.' 'This man, Fuentes, could have s@dhn to the
killer," Terrell said, 'or he could be tied to tigiab."' 'That's my
thinking, Chief.' The telephone bell rang. Beiga@swered it.

'Hold it,', he said, then turning to Terrélé went on, 'Fuentes
has skipped. He's taken all his clothes. No ortke highrise knows
athing. .. of course."'l want him," Terrelicsa'Get it
organized, Joe," Beigier, who loved action, nodded.

You'll have him, Chief." It was after 02.00:@n Anita Certcs
approached Manuel Torres' fishing vessel. Thenivatd, apart from a
few night watchmen, was deserted. The watchmercgthat her as she
walked along, keeping in the shadows. They thosbhtwas just
another of the many whores who frequented the Wategr She paused
when she located the fishing vessel. There waghtaidn in the



forward cabin. She felt certain, in that cabire glould find
Fuentes.

It wasn't until Anita had returned home, aftkraning the
penthouse suite, that she had turned on her ttanaisd had heard of
the shooting.

Before she had left for work in the morningdRo had told her
when she returned in the evening, to pack, 'WeddavHavana at ten
o'clock tomorrow. Be ready.' She had put her aarnand him and
hugged him.

'‘Dear husband, | wish with all my heart thissw't going to
happen, but you can rely on me for always.' Sherétanined for her
afternoon break, but Pedro wasn't there. Shedwtdd her body, but
not her mind.



he kept thinking of the gun Pedro had shown Isdre thought of

his friend, Fuentes, who had given him the gundr®@ad said there
would be no risk. She was so in love with him, &ireed herself to
believe there would be no risk, but she remainadié

Back home yet again at 22.30, hoping with deste hope to find
Pedro waiting for her, the empty little room made heart sink.

Pedro had told her to pack, so wearily, she patkedsuitcases to
contain their few belongings. As she packed, Bbaght that tomorrow
at this time, they would be back on the small sugawe farm, and she
would once again be slaving in the heat, but widhtltht matter so
long as she had Pedro, her loved one, by her side?

While waiting for Pedro to return, she switdlen the news. She
listened to the account of the murders of Abe Lavent collector
and Carry Smith, a black woman, the attempt td searent money
which Abe Levi had collected, and her body turredtone.

The announcer went on, 'Detective Tom Lepsdeing the thief
escaping, shouted a warning, then fired. The thigbung Cuban, so
far has not been identified.

Seriously wounded, he is now in hospital, urgig#ice guard.'

Anita put her hands to her mouth, stifling a scream

Pedro!

"The police want to question a Cuban namecdeRol-uentes who is
missing. The murder gun has been traced to hichjtas thought he
has either sold or lent the gun to the killer.' Bim@ouncer went on.
'‘Anyone knowing this man's whereabouts shouldpmite
headquarters.' Anita switched the transistor off.

Some women have steel in them: some don'ttaAad this steel
which was built in her by hard, grinding work ireteugar cane fields
and her work at the hotel. Once she had absohgeshock of knowing
her beloved was critically wounded, and in the Isapicthe police, she
considered the problem. Soon the police would éintiwho Pedro was
and where he lived. They would come to this roowh guestion her.
The Press would hound her.

She would lose her job at the hotel. She racisat once!

Fuentes! He would know the police would bakiag for him and he
would go into hiding.

Anita had lived in Seacomb many months. Shs part of the Cuban
community. She knew Pedro's friends. She knewmtésenas always
talking about his rich friend, Manuel Torres whallefishing vessel
moored to the West Quai.

She had heard much about Manuel Torres. dtsaal he was a man
of great influence. He was more than that.

The Cuban community regarded him as the gbdfaif all the
Cubans living in the city. When someone had alprabhe went to
Manuel who helped him. He was known as 'The Mahroth'. When he
said he could solve a problem, it was solved. Nlyy he charged a



few cents for his time, but that was accepted b&ehis advice was
always good. When he wasn't fishing, he ran Aatathe quay,
selling tourist.junk successfully.

While Fuentes and Pedro @ad drunk cheap Winigg, sitting with
them, had listened to Fuentes boasting.

'Manuel is my friend," he had declared to Bedif ever | got
into trouble, I would go to him and he would help.nManuel Torres,
known as The Man of Truth! Anita thought. | withd Fuentes with
him.

For more than an hour, she sat motionlessnineat busy.

Pedro must be rescued! Pedro must never adorgg term in
prison! This was an unbearable, impossible thdu§the well knew the
value of friendship. Neither Fuentes nor Manuelldaaise a finger
to help Pedro unless there was a big incentive.

At the end of that desperate hour of thinkstgg finally arrived
at a solution. She hesitated, wondering if suplaa could succeed,
then she persuaded herself



there was no other way to rescue Pedro so
her plan must succeed.

She would go to Manuel and Fuentes and teihtbf this plan.
She felt hopeful that once they grasped what enosmaoney they would
gain, they would help to rescue her husband.

Now, she stood looking at Manuel's fishingsets She saw a
shadow move behind the curtain of the lighted fodaaabin.

She looked around, found a pebble and thregatnst the lighted
window.

She waited, then the cabin door opened andithdowy figure of a
giant of a man came on deck.

It's me . .. Anita Certes,' she calledlgoft

r
Three

Mike Bannion paid off the taxi that had brotighm from the Miami
airport to the Seaview Hotel. He paused to loatkhathotel entrance,
and at the balconies ornamented by old-fashionedig¥tt iron. He
decided this was a residential hotel for the rdtigth not too much
money. Mentally shrugging, he walked up the fespstand.into the
lobby, decorated with dwarf palm trees in tarnisbegper pots, and
across to the modest reception desk.

A neatly dressed, elderly man gave him a sofileelcome.

'Mr. Vance is expecting me,' Mike said.

'Mr. Lucas?, 'That's me.' Mike's brother bald him to book in
as Ted Lucas, and a reservation had been madéeron lthat name.

‘A moment, please.' The elderly man useddlephone, muttered,
listened, then hung up.

'‘Mr. Vance will see you, Mr. Lucas. Firkidr. Room two.

Your room is on the fourth floor. Number twelvié.you will leave
your bag, I'll have it taken to your room. | Mit@ok the elevator to
the first floor. These days, he spared himselfyeuanecessary
effort. He found climbing stairs now gave him aghpain in his
side. Today was a bad day. it was probably dukedlight and
humping his bag. He was confident that tomorroswvouldn't



know he
had this deadly thing gnawing away inside him.

The pain came and went. There were days Whédned to assure
himself he wasn't going to die in a few months, druteaving the
airport, when the sharp teeth of pain bit into hiva,accepted the
fact that he was kidding himself.

He knocked on the door of Room 2, and a qoesuVoice shouted
for him to come in.

Opening the door, he entered a small sittowsr, shabby, but
comfortable, a room in which the very old couldaselwhile waiting to
die.

Lu Bradey sat in a wheel-chair. Looking ahhMike saw a small,
thin man who was apparently nudging eighty yeaisgef Bradey's
disguise was yet another of his masterpieces, fibeksof white hair,
the big white moustache, the pinched nostrils dityewrinkled skin
had Maggie completely fooled. Bradey had toldtberome to the
Seaview Hotel where there was a reservation foirhttre name of
Stella Jacques, and she was to ask for Mr. Vance.

When Maggie had arrived the previous afternae had come to
Room 2, she had stared at this old man in the wttest, then
flustered, she had exclaimed, | '‘Oh, excuse ngleks I've come to
the wrong room , and began to back out.

'‘Come on in, honey, and take your pants Bfgtey said in his
normal voice.

Maggie was so shocked she didn't think this ataall funny. It
took Bradey quite a time to soothe her down and/icae her this old
cripple, patting her, was really the love of hé&.li

Finally, he got her down to business. He toddiher the
following morning the man who was to play suchmpartant part in the
hotel robbery would be arriving.

‘| want you to stay in the bedroom, Maggieddiey said. '‘Keep
the door half open and listen. | want you to .msilkes you can work
with this man, as | am going to make sure. Haddbs me be is okay,
but he's an amateur. He has no record, and udisgtmateurs. . If
he lets us down, loses his nerve, we are bothaintmeuble.

Listen to his voice, and to what he says, tt@ne in and take a
long look at him. If you are nervous of him, rusuy fingers through
your hair. If you feel sure you can work with hithen say so.’
Maggie, looking Pop-eyed, nodded.

This is a big deal, isn't it, Lu? I'm aWbrried. | wouldn't
want to go to jail, but if you say it's going to bkay, then it's
okay with me." "'YOU won't 90 to jail, baby, nor L' Maggie began
stroking Bradey's hand.

"You know something, honey? I've never bexavged by a man of
eighty. Shall we try?' Bradey laughed.

'‘No. It's taken me three hours to fix thisgliise. I'm not



having you chewing me to bits. Go, cool off." $tiaug in the doorway,
Mike regarded this old man in the wheelchair. Hes\as fooled as
Maggie bad been and he thought: 'God! Is thisegetold creep the
man | have to work with?' While Mike was staringaBey was also
staring with cold, searching eyes, then be begaelé&x. This was
quite a man, he thought. Not only tough, but heeddiscipline.
Haddon had said he was an army sergeant.

This wasn't a man who would lose his nerves Simken eyes
bothered Bradey, but the firm mouth and the stjamgline balanced
out the eyes.

'I'm Mike Bannion,' the man said. 'Mr. Vafic€ome in and sit
down," Bradey said.

He waited until Bannion had closed the doat aad sat in a chair
near where Bradey's Wheel-chair was positioned.

'So you're Mike Bannion," Bradey said in Hit man's voice.

"Tell me about yourself," Mike looked directly ataBev. There was
something phony about this old man. This, @beiristinctively.

'I'm here to do a job,' be said. "You dordhtto know



about

me as | don't want to know about you. What's tt@jBradey liked
this. This big soldier obviously meant businesstdid himself,- but
he decided to probe further.

'I've been told you are a good shot. How gaatiot are you.

'Suppose we stop this crap?' Mike said. Whabbever it is in
the other room to come on out. Let's get downuiress.' Maggie
came from the bedroom, paused to regard Mike, ¢hesped her hands.

'What a gorgeous hunk of man!' she exclaimed.

Bradey laughed, seeing Mike was staring atditag

'Let's all have a drink," he said, and getfiogn his
wheelchair, he walked to the bottles lined up anttble.

This is Maggie. She's working with us. Whgbu have, Mike?'
Stunned by the sudden activity of an old crippld dre sight of
Maggie, looking her sexiest, Mike just gaped.

Then pulling himself together, he got to l@stf

'Scotch?' Bradey asked.

‘What the hell is all this?' Mike demanded.

'Have a Scotch, Mike,' Bradey said, pourirmgashot.

'‘Maggie, you had better lay off. | know Sdotains your
concentration. Give Mike his drink while | makenai' Maggie took the
glass and crossed to Mike.

'Here you are, big man,' she said.

He took the glass, thinking he had never seeh a sexy-looking
woman. His mind was in a slight daze, then seBiagley was waving
him to a chair, he sat down.

'‘Okay, Mike, sorry to have conned you, butahted to be sure you
were the right man for the job,' Bradey said asdtean his
wheel-chair. 'I'm satisfied.' He looked at Maggidow about you?'
Maggie sighed.

'Oh yes. He's all gorgeous muscle!' Bradaghad.

'You'll have to get used to Maggie. It took tme to get used
to her myself." By now, Mike had recovered from sheck of seeing
this aged man behave like a thirty-year-old andlléggie's impact.

'Mr. Vance,' he said in his curt military gej 'l asked what
this job is." Maggie moaned softly.

'Isn't that a wonderful voice?' she saidtéuhg her
eyelashes.

'Maggie, will you shut up?' Bradey snappeéntturning to Mike,
he went on, 'Here's what we are going to do. ttimg as a cripple,
Maggie is my nurse, you are my chauffeur." He pausen asked,
"You've got the uniform?’ 'I've got it." 'Fine. ndis the dope.' For
the next twenty minutes, Bradey explained the tetdithe steal.

"Your job is to put the guards out of actibthey show up. You
will use a dart gun,' Bradey concluded and sigdaiteMaggie who went
into the bedroom and returned with the gun. 'Theust be no



mistake,' Bradey went on as Mike examined the gdltimsn't lethal.

No one dies. The trick is to get the dar itite necks of the
guards. That's your job, then you help me to whtba boxes from the
safe and for this you get paid fifty thousand dsllaVike nodded.

'Right. You asked me if | was a good shat,5hid.

That's a fair enough question when it invelfiéty thousand
dollars.' He looked around the room. 'That pictumeghe wall." He
pointed to a copy of an impressionist in faded edo It hung some
twenty feet from where he was sitting. "The boytlmmleft: his right
eye ... get it?' Both Bradey and Maggie turnestéoe at the
painting. For the first time, they were aware thatas on the
wall.

Mike lifted the gun. His movement was swifideconfident. There
was a plopping sound as he squeezed the trigger.

"Take a look," he said.

Bradey left his wheel-chair, crossed the r@omd peered at the
painting. In the right eye of the boy was the dyed)dart.

The time was 11.40. The waiters of the SpaBisy Hotel were
circulating around the big swimming-pool with trayfsvarious
cocktails responding to the flicking | fingers bktrich who lay in
the sun chairs. The waiters were followed by wlined boys
carrying trays of delicious canapgs.

Wilbur Warrenton had had his morning's swiBy. his side, his
wife, Maria, in a bikini, was reading a novel.

Swimming in the morning was not for her. Heake-up and hair
style were so elaborate, she swam only in the eganhen she could
spend an hour or more restoring the ravages ofrwafere a late
dinner.

Wilbur had finished his second dry martinie ttas feeling
relaxed. So far, his honeymoon had been a sucddsshotel was
everything it claimed to be. The service was ingabte and the
cuisine was as good as any of the three-star Ratigurants. The
one small cloud on the otherwise sunny horizon Miasa's increasing
complaints. Utterly spoilt, she was the kind ofrman who always found
some fault whatever luxury was provided.

Her present complaint was there were too noédghpeople residing
at the hotel, Wilbur pointed out that the Spanisly B/as the most
expensive an est ate in the war d. Only the o cafitidd to stay
there.

'We're lucky my father is paying for us, Marlee said,
otherwise we wouldn't be here.' Maria had sniffed.

'It's like living in a graveyard.' 'We can alyg move. Would you
like that? We could go to the Rivage where theeeyaung people.’
"The Rivage? Are you crazy? It's a slum!" Wilkglancing at his
watch, stood up.

‘I'm just going to call Dad." Maria frowned.



'‘Oh, God! Not again? Do you have to teleghbim every day?'
'He likes a chat," Wilbur said. 'l won't be lortdge strode away
while Maria shrugged and returned to her novel.

Wilbur also liked a brief talk with his fatheand he knew the
old man looked forward to telling his son the dailysiness
happenings. Wilbur knew his father was lonely, aw@ longing for him
to return to Dallas and to provide him with granitiiden. Uneasily,
Wilbur had told Maria that his father had bougliteduxe house for
them, fully furnished, with staff, two cars, swimmgipool and a small
park. In fact, everything money could buy.

'Who wants to live in a hole like Dallas?' $tzel demanded
crossly. 'After our honeymoon, | want to go toi®and Venice.'

'I'l be working in Dallas, Maria," Wilbur said, pantly. "You'll

like it. I've seen the house. It's really wond&rfiwe'll go to

Paris later." She had given him her stubborn stadehad said
nothing. Taking the elevator to his penthouseesWilbur entered
the living-room and put a call through to Dallds.a few minutes, he
was talking to his father.

'Hi, son!" Silas Warrenton's bass voice boomest the line.
'How's it going?' 'Fine, Dad, and you?' 'Plentpa$iness. Dow Jones
is up for a change. I've just sold a parcel oflstgot me a nice
profit. I'm



lunching with a couple of Arabs: big shots in thesck
of the woods, but peanuts to me. They are tryongromote a deal.
If I get it on my terms, could be worth real money.

'‘Good for you, Dad.' 'Well, this old codgeeks the pot
boiling." A pause, then, 'How's your wife?' Silatdem called Maria
by her name.

'Fine, Dad.’ 'Got her pregnant yet?' Wilbucéa a laugh.

'Give us time, Dad. Maria wants to see abihe world before
embarking on a family." He heard his father givgrunt of
disapproval.

'‘Don't leave it too long, son. I'm not gegteny younger. When
are you coming home?' job, about a couple of wedke. got all
kinds of interesting things lined up for you.

| want you to take some of the work-load off back, son.

Did you tell your wife about the house? Ik@olook at it.

It's pretty fancy.' 'Sure, Dad, | told her.ilir struggled to
put enthusiasm into his voice. 'She's pleasedlthe grunt.

'So she should be. It cost three milliongause, then, 'Well,
enjoy yourself, son. I've got a board in a momant you'll be on
that board with me pretty soon. So long, son, talce , and Silas
hung up.

Anita Certes had been finishing Maria's bathmavhen Wilbur had
walked in and began talking to his father.

Hurriedly, she had pushed the door to andresti. The one-sided
telephone conversation didn't give her any inforomaéxcept that the
easy warmth of Wilbur's voice told her that whae slad heard from the
staff gossip that Silas Warrenton, enormously r&tg his son were
fond of each other. One of the Cuban waiters vemeised the
penthouse had told her from what he had overh#aechld man longed
for grandchildren. 'That rich bitch won't playhédard them arguing
in the bedroom. She's too selfish to have childrEime son will take
over the oil kingdom. He'll be worth billions whére old man
croaks,' the waiter had told her, Anita had hadleep. She had
spent hours in the stuffy forward cabin of Manuetres' fishing
vessel, talking.

First, she had begged Fuentes to help Pddechad shrugged.

'What can | do? The cops are looking for rhe'had said, his
voice shrill. 'If I could raise some money, I'th ack to Havana,
but I'm stuck." "You will be safe here," Manueldsail don't desert
my friends." 'Isn't my husband your friend?' Arde&manded.

'His friend," Manuel said, nodding at Fuent@&sot mine.’

Fuentes waved his hands in despair.

'l can't do a thing! Don't you understand®e Tops have got
him! He's wounded. What can | do?' Leaning fodyaer eyes burning,
Anita told him.

The two men listened while she talked, thesddsuly, Fuentes



interrupted, 'This is crazy talk!' be explodedotiffe out of your
head! Go away! Don't come here again! You're!hiMdnuel laid a
restraining hand on Fuentes' arm.

'l can see possibilities,' he said. 'Letxmsngine this idea.
Calm yourself." 'It's crazy talk!" 'Nothing invohg five million
dollars is crazy talk to me. Calm yourself." Anitatched the two
men. She had expected opposition. Fuentes wpslshut she could
tell that Manuel was nibbling at the bait she wasgling. She
regarded him: big, powerful, with a bushy blackrdea completely
bald head and small, cruel eyes. If she could oahvince him, she
felt confident he would handle her plan well.



Manuel looked at her.

'‘Let me understand this," he said. "Your iddar us to take
over the penthouse suite at the hotel and hold &dgon and his wife
to ransom?' 'That is my plan,’ Anita said quieth}arrenton is worth
billions. His father loves him. A five-million rsom would mean
nothing to him." @'And how do we take over the pease?' Manuel
asked.

'l tell you she's crazy!" Fuentes shouted igngil know the
hotel. There, they have security guards! Take twepenthouse . .

. crazy talk!" Manuel patted Fuentes'arm.

'My friend, | ask you to keep quiet. Let igdn. Five million
dollars! Think what that would mean.' Looking ati#a, he again
asked, 'And how do we take over the penthousefdiitih me," Anita
said. 'l work at the hotel. There's nothing | 't&now about the
security, how to reach the penthouse, how to atlm@djuards and the
house detective.' She turned to Fuentes. 'Theampsoking for
you. Are you going to stay in this cabin for masth

Can't you realize once in the penthouse youask for anything:
food, drink, cigarettes . . . anything, and beeagmu hold the
Warrentons, the hotel will give you what you ask fdhen when the
ransom is handed over, we all, taking the Warrentmhostages, leave
for home with five million dollars.' Fuentes gapacher, then looked
uneasily at Manuel.

'Yes. Maybe,' he said slowly. 'You are syoe can get us into
the penthouse?' Anita began to relax. Anotheniah nibbling at her
bait.

'I can,' she said. 'l have duplicates ofiigs to the staff
door and the penthouse.' "You have?' Manuel saigpbsh 'How did you
get them?' Sometime in the past, Pedro had toldAlerays have
duplicates of hotel keys. You never know when goght need them.’
And he had told her how to make a wax impressiahl@nbad arranged to
get the keys cut.

"That is my biisidess,' she said. 'l havarth&uentes looked
at Manuel.

'What do you think?" 'l like it. We will needthird man. We
don't know how long we will be penned up in thatqa. We have to
sleep. One on, one off is dangerous. We will reeddrd man.' | |
will be the third man,'Anita said.

Manuel shook his head.

'‘No. It is better for you to keep out of thiswill be the
third man,'Anita said firmly. 'Before long, thep=owill find out the
name of my husband. They will Come after me, awdlllose my job.
When that happens, there will be no way for yotetrh the penthouse.
This has to be done quickly." Manuel thought altlist then nodded.

'She makes sense,’ he said to Fuentes. &#tink carefully
about this plan of yours, Mrs. Certes. Tomorraghty come here and



I will tell you if we will do this." 'Not later thatomorrow night.’
"Tomorrow night. It will be either yes or no," Ma#l said. She had
them hooked, she thought, then looking directlylahuel, she said,
'Now listen. 1 will get you into the penthouse ame condition.' Both
men looked suspiciously at her.

'‘And what is the condition?' Manuel asked.

'l don't want any of the ransom money. Whatewou get is for
you two to divide, but the ransom demand must ohelthe release and
safe conduct of Pedro to come with us when we tia&édostages to
Havana. If you don't agree to this condition, ll wot get you into
the penthouse.' Fuentes again exploded.

'l told you she was crazyl' he screamed atudan



'Pedro is wounded! He could be dying! The codbneiver
release him! He has killed twice! This is madktdShut up!
Manuel barked, losing pat' nee. 'Now Mrs.

ie Certes, this is a very difficult conditidmyt not
impossible. Once we get into the penthouse andharentrol, then
we will be able to dictate terms. | promise yawill do my best to
have your husband with us when we leave. | ammaohaty word. | am
known as a man of truth. | give you my promisd,ibwill be
difficult." 'Manuel Torres," Anita said, her eyearth and cold. 'l am
not a stupid woman. My only thought is to havekoB@edro. When the
time comes, the light of MY life and if | am nottisfied that they
will release Pedro, then i will kill that rich SéuAmerican bitch and
will kill Warrenton too unless they do agree tcegde Pedro. This is
what you will tell them, and if they don't belieyeu, then | will
also tell them and they will believe me!" Manuejaeded her,
startled. Here, he thought, was a woman of gteaigth, and he felt
a surge of admiration run through him. He was detefy convinced she
meant what she was saying.

He stood for a long moment, looking at heegdthe nodded. The
steel in Anita's voice convinced him.

'Yes, it could work, Come tomorrow night. dve i-nany contacts.
| will make inquiries. First, we must find out@lt yciur husband's
condition. That will be no problem.

Tomorrow night, when you have finished worle will discuss what
we have to do.' Wearily, but triumphant, Anita goher feet, and
Manuel, rising to his great height, held out hiadha

'You are a good wife and a fine woman,' hd.saiVe will work
well together." When she had gone, Fuentes butsiShe's crazy!
Manuel regarded him, then shook his head.

'‘She is in love, When women are truly in loey are stronger
than men. Now, we sleep.' Claude Previn was tlgeddty reception
clerk at the Spanish Bay Hotel. His work entaileglcoming arrivals,
signing them in, arranging for them to be condudtetheir suites or
chalets and preparing accounts. Aged thirty-fia#, lean and
darkly handsome, Previn had worked for some ydatsedaseorge V
Hotel, Paris, as a minor reception clerk. Advibgdis father who
ran a two-star restaurant on the Left Bank, hedpgudied for the
position of first reception clerk. Accepted, Prebiad been working
in this best of all hotels -for the past two jeamdz, the owner of
the hotel, was pleased with him. Previn's futympesred to be
assured.

On this hot sunny morning, Previn was at geeption (lesk,
surveying the vast lounge where a number of )deehyple sat, talking
and having their late morning cocktails. He ligterno the nasal
chatter of these rich old people and he thoughgifagly of the George
V Hotel where the action was. Here, there weretinotd people who



were demanding, but content to eat, drink and gosBhe old rich,
Previn thought, were utterly du]], but without thettms great hotel
wouldn't exist.

A vision in white appeared before him. Fenament, he blinked,
not believing that he was looking at the most gouge sexy woman he
had ever seen.

Maggie Schultz, attired in a nurse's unifoner, honey-coloured
hair, except for stray curls, concealed by a nsiisead-dress, her
big, sexy eyes glittering, was to Previn, evenraadt better than any
Playboy fold-in.

Maggie, with her sexual awareness, regardechimdsome man,
knowing she bad made a big impact.

'Mr. Cornelius Vance has a reservation,'ssid in bey demure
voice.

For a long moment, Previn could only starkeat then, Putting
himself together, he bowed, thinking if there was svoman in the
world be wanted to bed with, it was this womanndtag, SMi]iDg at
him.



'Mr. Vance. Of course. Chalet three,' he saglybice
husky.

'Well, he's right outside," Maggie said. w®r dear can't
come in. He told me to sign him in. I'm his nyrSeella Jacques.’
She released her sexiest smile. 'What do | de¥ifRralmost
hypnotized by the smile, flicked his fingers. Tisell boys appeared
as if by magic.

'If you would please sign in for Mr. Vanceiddl Jacques,' he
said. These two will conduct you to the chalaggie signed the
register, then gave Previn another sexy smile aloMied the bell
boys to where the Rolls waited.

Previn drew in a deep breath. What a wontamthought. As he
was watching her cross the lobby, marvelling atsteng of her neat
buttocks, a voice, speaking in French, said, 'Véhghe, Claude?'
Previn started guiltily and turned.

'‘Good morning, Mr. Dulac," he said, and resipdly bowed his
head.

jean Dulac, owner of this deluxe hotel, wagtensunny side of
fifty years of age, tall, distinguished-looking tvithat polished
charm that is unique with the French, but behingl ¢harm lurked a
ruthless efficiency that had brought about the oheraf the Spanish
Bay Hotel.

He tolerated no slackness, nor lazy servi¢e.had created his
hotel as the best in the world, and he was detemurinat the hotel
would remain the best. He left the running of hiogel to highly paid
experts, but he supervised, correcting and sugggsti

Each morning, at 09.30, he left his office argited every
department of the hotel, smiling, apparently kindiyt constantly
checking for possible faults. He began with thentiry, having a nice
word with the women who adored him, then he wenhéowine cellars,
talking with the wine master who had come from Emrthen he visited
the three restaurants, discussed the day's
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menus with the nwitre d's, then to the kitctetalk to the
chief chef, a quick look around, smiling at the ggchefs, but always
checking.

The morning's ritual took time. Finally, hanee into the lounge
and spoke, with his Maurice Chevalier accent, éorith oldies who
were charmed.

Moving to the reception desk, he asked agéihp was she?' 'Mr.
Cornelius Vance has just arrived, sir,' Previn said

That was his nurse.' 'Ah, yes. Mr. Vanceripple.' Dulac
smiled. 'He knows how to choose a nurse, appareRtevin inclined
his head.



'So it seems, sir.' Dulac nodded, then watkaidonto the terrace
to pause, say a word, then move on to his othkralients around the
swimming-pool, Installed in a deluxe chalet, notheut a slight
commotion of getting the crippled Mr. Vance outleé Rolls, and into
his wheel-chair, Bradey, Maggie and Mike lookeduaisband grinned at
each other.

The bell boys had gone. The offer to unpaak been dismissed by
Maggie. There were two bottles of champagne irbigekets, flowers
and a big basket of assorted fruits on the sidebimawelcome them.

‘Very fancy,' Bradey said. 'This is somethiig: luxury at
someone else's expense. Mike, bust open one s thmitles. We may
as well take advantage of this joint while we chfaggie had dashed
around, exploring the chalet finding three bedroaim®&e bathrooms
and a tiny kitchenette.

As Mike was wrestling with the champagne cstie came back into
the living-room.

'It's quite, quite groovy!" she exclaimedon@ and look!" 'This
is the best hotel in the world,' Bradey said. 'd bave a drink.’

While they sipped the champagne, Bradey Sdial)



gie, we mustn't waste time. | want you to circella¥ou know

what your job is. We must find out where the saflecated.' 'I've
already made a contact,' Maggie said. 'The remejoterk is
gorgeous. If I can get him alone for ten minutess a dead duck.'
"Then fix it, baby, to get him alone." Anita walkegd the gang-plank
of Manuel's fishing vessel. She saw Manuel, oetlingainst the light
of the forward cabin. He had been waiting for lagd he raised his
hand in greeting.

in the stuffy cabin, with Fuentes nervousllybiling at his nails,
Anita sank wearily onto the bench, resting her lsamdthe greasy
table on which Manuel took his meals.

'l have been organizing this affair,” Manustls sitting
opposite her. 'First, | have news of your husbafd.is still
unconscious, but he will live. He has every attent

You don't have to worry about him." Anita a@bed her hands and
closed her eyes. Watching her, Manuel saw hercdeati love for this
stupid, worthless man, and he marvelled at it.

"The cops are trying to find out who he isdriel went on, 'but
they have come up against a wall of silence. khald our people
not to talk to the cops. Even when Pedro recovensciousness, he
won't talk. So the situation is encouraging. VWe/mave time to get
your plan moving. This is a good thing, becaughing should be
rushed." Anita looked searchingly at him.

'Will my husband live?' 'Yes. One of the htapnterns is a
good friend of mine. He says Pedro is badly ilit be will live.'
Tears trickled down Anita's face which she impatiebrushed away.

'‘Andso. ..

'We must wait a little while until Pedro is Menough to travel.

It would be a stupid act to be too hasty. If wevenhim from the
intensive care ward too soon, he might not survMenuel said
quietly. 'You see? Ithink not only of the monbwyt of your
husband,' Anita nodded.

‘Very well," Manuel continued. 'l have beewirgg this affair
much thought. We must put on pressure. This pressust be so
strong, the cops will be forced to hand over Petoessure?' Anita
looked puzzled. 'What pressure? | don't undedstaiarrenton's
father will pay the ransom. Five million dollarsiMmean nothing to
him " but to get Pedro released is a much biggablpm,’ Manuel said.
'l have thought about it. The cops will resistgseat pressure
must be brought to bear.' "What pressure? Idiiflt understand.’
"The Spanish Bay Hotel is the best and the finetllin the world.

To the tourists, it is a status symbol. Even wtiny don't stay at
the hotel, | understand from my informants, they asked if they have
dined at the hotel.

They suffer a loss of face if they havelthaatanailtketdhetyo
haven't: such is the snobbery of the rich.



one of the workers, a good friend of mine, wharks at the City
Hall. He tells me the city's revenue would be helaalved if the
Spanish Bay Hotel didn't exist. The owner of tbéeh Dulac, is a
personal friend of the mayor. Now when Dulac lsatrere is a
powerful bomb hidden somewhere in the hotel, arldasnhe can persuade
the mayor and the police to release Pedro, the withbxplode, he
will do his utmost to get Pedro released. He Keitold that this
bomb could and will create such damage, his hoilebe out of action
for months.' 'But suppose the mayor and the palarét react to your
bluff?" Anita said.



Manuel smiled evilly.

‘I never bluff. This will be for real, and yavill have to find
a safe place to conceal the bomb." Anita's eyesampeide.

"You have a bomb?' Manuel nodded.

"I will have two bombs in a few days. | hawany grateful
friends. | have talked to a man who, but for meuld be serving a
thirty-year jail sentence. He is an explosive eékpehave
explained what | want. At this moment, he is canging the bombs:
one is a very minor affair. It will cause littlachage: break a few
windows, nothing important, but the second bomlb evéate havoc.
Once we are in the penthouse, all | have to do é¢ss one of two
buttons and the little bomb will go off by radiodme. This will tell
Dulac, | am not bluffing. If | press the secondtbn, the hotel will
cease to function for many months." Anita flushethwxcitement.

"This is a wonderful plan! You are truly amaf truth!

Where do | hide these bombs?' 'That is a gpedtion. The
little bomb should be hidden in the entrance hiathe hotel. It is
not powerful enough to injure anyone, but it w#l boisy, and glass
will break.' 'The big bomb?' 'This is somethingavla given a lot of
thought about. | have asked myself where is tlaetlod the hotel
that keeps a hotel running? The kitchens! If wedten to wipe out
the kitchens, Dulac will realize his beautiful Hotéll come to a
standstill, so you will conceal the big bomb somervery, very safe,
in the kitchens." Anita drew in a deep breath.

That will not be easy. There is a day staifl a night staff,
always on duty. The kitchens never close." 'If yant your husband
you must solve this problem.

There is time. Think about it. | can thinknm other way to
get Pedro's release. ltis the only way.'

-M

Anita sat motionless, thinking, then she natddd8he got to her
feet.

"I will find such a hiding place,’ she saifou are a clever
man." She put her hand on Manuel's shoulder.

Thank you." When she had gone, Fuentes exetii'WWho cares
about this jerk, Pedro? Five million dollars! fell with this bomb
idea. It's crazy! 'If it is possible, Pedro leawvdth us," Manuel
said coldly, 'l have given her my word. That rsafi’ 'Now, wait,’
Fuentes said. 'Think about this. Who wants teelawthing to do
with bombs? Don't you see . ..

Manuel interrupted him.

"Then go, my friend. Go out onto the harband get picked up by
the cops. You either work with me, do what | sayau are at liberty
to go.' Fuentes sat still for a long moment. Hdized he had no



alternative but to accept Manuel's conditions.

Then | work with you,' he said finally.

Manuel leaned forward and slapped Fuentessoshoulder.

'‘Well said. We drink to it." His cold littkeyes stared fixedly
at Fuentes, 'And remember, my friend, when | dvittk a man who tells
me he will work with me, it is a binding contrads that
understood?' The two men stared at each other Rhentes forced a
smile.

It is understood,' he said.

With the aid of six detectives borrowed frdme Miami police
force, the eight detectives of Paradise City wemalning Seacomb,
searching for Fuentes. They also carried a phapdgof Pedro, taken
as he lay unconscious in the hospital bed. Nokoeg/ him. No one
had



ever seen him: nor had they seen Fuentes, nor kimaw

Manuel Torres' word had gone out.

The Cuban workers followed Manuel's instruasio

One day, he told them, they too could be mttouble.

The wall of silence was frustrating to the,lived detectives
visiting each walk-up, knocking on doors, showitng{ographs and
asking: 'Have you seen these men?' Lepski, witkediee 2nd Grade Max
Jacoby, was working the waterfront. The hot leaBuentes'
whereabouts was that his gun permit had been vducnédy Lu
Salinsbury, a rich yacht owner who had asked foeranit so Fuentes
could guard Salinsbury's big, opulent yacht. S&limy had left for
the Bahamas, but records showed Fuentes hadrédtinrihe gun.
Lepski decided some of the night watchmen, guarthiegther yachts,
might know where Fuentes could be found.

As the two detectives walked along the watertir Lepski chewed
on a dry cheeseburger and was grumbling.

The time was 22.30, and he kept thinking ef¢hicken dinner he
had left on Harry Atkins' bar the previous evenwwgen the shooting
began.

'‘Chicken in white wine sauce and mushroonesinioaned as he
chewed. 'Imagine!" 'Harry will keep it in the feee for you," Jacoby
said comfortingly. 'If there's enough for threeiie me to dinner.’
Lepski snorted.

"You think too much about food, Max." 'It'stiaobad occupation.
How about those two?' The two detectives slowent faee. Two men
sat on a bench, drinking beer from cans. They haite revolvers on
their hips and were obviously hired guards, guaydivo big yachts
moored side by side.

Lepski introduced himself, flashing his shield

One of them, elderly and bulky, squinted atphotograph of
Fuentes, then handed it to his younger companion.

'Sure, that's Fuentes,' the younger one daidised to work for
Mr. Salinsbury. That's right, isn't it, Jack?eah. A Cuban.' The
bulky man looked up at Lepski.

'Is he in trouble?' 'He could give us inforioaf Lepski said.

'Any idea where we can find him?' 'He doesn't wamdund here any
more. Haven't seen him in weeks.' The younger saah "You talk to
Manuel Torres. He and Fuentes are buddies. Towes a fishing
vessel at the far end of the harbour. Berth thieanyone knows

where Fuentes is, he will." '"Manuel Torres?' Lepskied. 'Who's he?'
‘Just another goddamn Cuban. I've no time for @sidaut Torres seems
important. He owns his vessel and runs a junkistahe market.'
'Important?’ Lepski probed.

"To Cubans. He has lots of friends who \h&tvessel.' The
younger man shrugged. 'For a Cuban, | guessrptriant.’ Lepski
thanked the two guards, then moved along the wategrivith Jacoby at



his side.

'‘We'll take a look at Torres," Lepski said.

It was a long trudge, past the moored luxwaghys to the basin
where the fishing vessels were moored. Both mae wweating in the
humid night air, and Lepski was in an ugly mood.

A squat, dark Cuban woman walked by themngjthem a quick,
suspicious glance, then looking away.

Neither of the two detectives were to know slas the wife of
Pedro Certes. They dismissed her as yet anothbe afaterfront
whores.

They found Manuel's vessel moored in the thedh, between two
clam fishing boats. The gang-plank had been rubuhthere was a
light on in the forward cabin.

In his cop voice, Lepski bawled, 'Hi, TorreBblice!" Manuel and
Fuentes were just touching glasses of

@il



whisky to cement their contract when Lepski's varaale both men
slop their drinks.

Fuentes turned a greenish yellow and his exs dim with fear.

Police!

Manuel patted his arm.

‘I will handle it." Moving swiftly, he pushexside the table and
lifted a trap door. 'Down there, and keep silent.

it will be okay. Leave it to me." As Fuentewered himself into
a dark hole that stank of stale fish, Manuel canteoa deck.

"You Torres?' Lepski barked.

That is my name " Manuel said quietly. 'Wisat?' 'We want to
talk to you.' Manuel ran out the gang-plank, thesvimg swiftly, he
arrived on the quay and faced Lepski who flashedshield.

'Where is Roberto Fuentes?' he demanded.

"You mean my friend, Roberto Fuentes?' Maaskéd and smiled.

"You heard! We want him as accessory for raurd

Know where he is?' 'Accessory for murder?' arfiaked a startled
expression, 'Alll That explains everything. | gased something was
wrong. , 'Explains what?' '‘My friend came to m&t lsight. He seemed
agitated.

He told me he had to leave for Havana immetliatHe asked me to
lend him money. | look after my friends so | Iéantn a hundred
dollars. When my friends are in trouble, | dosk guestions. You,
Mr. Cop, when your friends are in trouble, woutd the same way.'
Manuel was now enjoying himself as he watched Lip§ikistrated
expression. 'So my good friend, Roberto Fuentedk & boat and is
now with his family in Havana.' "‘What boat?' Lepskarled.

That | wouldn't know. He has friends on Wegterfront. Many of
them fish. Some go to Havana on business.

We Cubans help each other.' Manuel shrugtigeht? | wouldn't
know about that." Lepski moved forward and tappeshdél on his chest.

'l think Fuentes is on your scrap heap. nkhiou are lying.'

'Mr. Cop, | am known on the waterfront as a matrath. You can
search my poor home with pleasure," Manuel s&derites, | assure
you, is now with his parents in Havana. You wofi,course, have a
search warrant? | believe that is the necessany.fhepski loosened
his tie.

'‘Now listen, smart ass, you could get caugtit an accessory to
murder-after-rap. That could put you away fonefien. I'm asking
you: is Fuentes on your vessel?' Manuel shookédas h

'He is, by now, in Havana. | am a man offtrufsk any Cuban.
Never mind the search-warrant. Come aboard.

Search: satisfy yourself. 1 am a man of trutapski hesitated.

If he went on board and didn't find Fuentes, #fisk bastard could
complain to the mayor: an infringement of rightepski decided he
wasn't going to get involved in a mess like thide decided he would



report to his chief first.

Watching him, Manuel saw his bluff had worked.

'I need my sleep, Mr. Cop," he said. 'l amaedworking man.
You too need your sleep. | say goodnight." Hepdback, gave
Lepski a respectful wave of his hand, walked upgdeg-plank, waved
again, pulled in the gang-plank, then walked tolidfeted cabin.

'He could be telling the truth," Jacoby said.

'Like I'm Greta Garbo," Lepski snarled.



Four

Maria Warrenton was in the mood to show gf& Wilbur's
surprise, she told him they would dine in the Emprieestaurant which
was strictly for the clients staying at the hosstiay from music,
rich tourists, and with a terrace on its own.

'‘But that will be full of old people,’ Wilbwaid as he struggled
with his tie. 'Wouldn't you like something moreygahere we can
dance?' 'We will dine there," Maria said firmlywant to show those
stupid-looking old women | have finer and more ligaljewels than
they have.' 'As you like," Wilbur said. 'I'll gisle diamonds then.’
Going to the concealed safe that Dulac had instalie opened it and
took out the red leather case. Then putting tse ca the
dressing-table, he finally fixed his tie. He puatlds white tuxedo,
then sat down to watch Maria adorn herself withjéveellery her
father had given her.

He admitted, watching her, she was a very tifehwoman, and the
glitter of diamonds became her dark skin.

When Maggie wheeled Bradey into the EmprestdReant, their
appearance caused a minor sensation. The oldegeept already
seated at their tables. Waiters were moving aroutidtrays of
apé6ritifs. The short, fat itre d'was darting freable to table,
smiling, suggesting this and that delicacy to tethptjaded palates
of the



old. Seeing Maggie pushing the wheel-chair, lekéd his
fingers and his assistant took the bundle of mé&mums him, and he
advanced, smiling at Bradey.

'Mr. Vance,' he said, 'A pleasure. Yourealls requested, is
in the far corner.' He flicked his fingers and atersapproached.
'Please, Madame, allow us . . ."'l prefer to ngatidviaggie said,
giving him her sexy smile. 'Just show me the wafatched by all the
diners, she wheeled Bradey to a distant, secluaidd.t

There were muted whispers: 'Who's he?"Prettgen’ 'Must have
just arrived.' Finally, settled at the table, thaitne d' handed
Bradey and Maggie a menu each.

'If | may suggest . .. he began.

'‘Go away!" Bradey growled in his old man'sceoi 'l know what |
like! I'm not an idiot!" The maitre d's smile gigd a little, but
Maggie gave him a knowing wink to tell him her pati was difficult.

He bowed and went away.

'Lu, pet, you don't have to be rude to the m@an, Maggie
whispered.

'‘Quiet, baby!" Bradey said. 'I'm in chara¢tEhen he began to
examine the menu. The prices against each disle macdeyes widen.
'What a racket!" he muttered.

'‘Daylight robbery!" He began to search for¢heapest dish, and
finally decided on Sole de L'Impgratrice which c$86. 'We'll have
the sole,’ he told Maggie who was drooling overEpeurean dishes.

Maggie's face fell.

'| don't dig fish, honey. I'd adore this Gten Maryland.' 'Look
at the price!' "You told me we were going to makaiion,’ Maggie
said. 'lI'm starving!" 'If we're unlucky, I'll have pay for your
food out of my own pocket. We'll have the soldrilucky?' Maggie
immediately looked worried. "You said . . ." '@ulliBradey shapped.
'‘Act like a nurse! You talk when | speak to yavdggie sighed and
began to butter a roll of bread. It wasn't urté sole arrived and
was presented with a flourish that Maggie, peeaintpe contents of
the silver dish, brightened. The sole, done ieavly cream and wine
sauce was decorated with sliced truffles, dicedtiband fried
oysters.

Bradey had sternly refused the maitre d's esiggn that they
should begin with a prawn salad, and when the wiaiéer offered a
white wine, the price of which made Bradey cringe demanded water.

'If you go on stuffing yourself with breadyd8ley said when the
wine waiter had gone, 'you'll get fat." 'I'm hungiMlaggie whined,
'but this looks okay,'and she began to attackdhe s

As Bradey ate, he surveyed the people atttier tables.



'Ed was right," he muttered. 'The jewels¢halsl cows are
wearing are worth a pile of dough. Look at that twbut on your
right. That bracelet is worth at least a hundreisand.’ 'l didn't
think | liked fish," Maggie said, intent on her f@a’but this is
gorgeous.' There was a sudden commotion at tharestito the
restaurant. The nwitre d' hurried forward. Twdif satellites
followed.

Wilbur and Maria made their entrance.

Maria looked magnificent. Tall, her expressimughty and
condescending, she wore an exclusive Balmain oreatter glittering
diamonds put all the other diamonds in the restdutashame.

'‘God almighty!" Bradey muttered. 'Look asthMWhat a woman!
Look at that diamond collat! That's worth at letst million! Those
bracelets! Three million! Her ear



rings! She must be wearing six

million dollars worth of diamonds!" Maggie was busgpping up the fish
sauce with a piece of bread. She looked up, rega¥thria as she
walked to a table, then she stuffed the breadhetanouth.

'l bet she's a bitch," she mumbled, her mwth'but I'd give
my eyes to have a dress like that,'and she redohediother roll.

Bradey wasn't listening. He was doing meatdhmetic. Broken
up, those diamonds would fetch at least five millidde had to find
out who this woman was.

At this moment, the assistant nwitre d' apphedal.

I I trust you enjoyed your sole, sir," he said

‘Very nice.' 'Perhaps some cheese or des$aet&ert," Maggie
said firmly.

‘Certainly, Madame.' Fingers were flicked &mat, three tier
trolleys, ladened with the most exotic and delisitapking trifles,
tarts, cakes and compotes arrived.

Bradey was still eyeing Maria's diamonds,th@ughts were far
away. He only came back to earth when the assistitre d' asked,
'‘And what would you care for, sir?' Bradey stiffdrand stared at
Maggie's plate that was heaped with a selectiates$ert that made
him blink.

Maggie had said softly to the serving waitegmething of
everything.' She prayed Bradey was too occupidteém, and something
of everything was served.

‘Just coffee,’ Bradey said. Tell me, whothose two who have
just come in?' The assistant maitre d' beamed.

‘Mr. and Mrs. Wilbur Warrenton, sir." 'l tinght | recognized
them,' Bradey lied. 'Are they staying?' The aasisinaitre d' beamed
again.

‘They are on their honeymoon. Yes, indeegly thill be with us
for the next ten days.' 'Fine-looking couple,’ Enadaid.

A waiter brought the coffee, and the assistaatre d', with a
bow, went to another table.

'Do you have to make such a hog of yoursBif&ey demanded,
glaring at Maggie. That'll cost me at least gftedollars!" "Worth
it,’” Maggie said, rolling her eyes. She offereah lai portion of rum
trifle on her fork. 'Have a bit, honey.

It's out of this world!" Eat, and shut up!a8ey snapped.

As he stirred his coffee, he dug into his efmyaedic memory of
names. He had long ago made it his business tw km® names of the
super-rich who owned works of art, and it didnketédsim more than a
few moments to place Wilbur Warrenton. This hamasonan was the son
of Silas Warrenton, the Texas oil king, worth loifis. No wonder this
haughty-looking bitch was wearing a fortune in diens.

Bradey rubbed his chin, his mind very actiVfehe could get his
hands on those diamonds, it might even be betéer titying to open



the hotel's safe. Although Haddon's plan hadhatime, seemed
acceptable, Bradey was now not so sure. It degkodevhere the safe
was. It could be inaccessible.

Again, he studied those flashing diamondsssctbe room, and he
felt a lusting urge to have them. He must talklemidon, but first,
he must find out in which suite the Warrentons wetaging. Then to
find out if she used the hotel's safe. So manygamt women wouldn't
be bothered to put their jewels each night in &lsafe, believing
they were just as s@ in their suites or bedrookiaybe Maria
Warrenton was one of those.

He was still thinking, when Maggie laid dowertiork with a sigh
of content.

Bradey scowled at her.

'Maybe you'd like some more, Maggie?'he sardastically.

'Some more of the trifle?' Maggie's eyes openeewid

"It really is gorgeous. Perhaps, just "Yonwoéhaving it!"

Bradey snapped. 'We're going back to the chaleiggie giggled.

'Yes, my master,' she said, and getting tddwedr she
manoeuvred Bradey's wheel-chair away from the table

The assistant nwitre d' came up swiftly.

‘May | help?' 'You may not!' Bradey snapp&8dood night to you!
Watched by most diners, Maggie wheeled the chait th@ Warrentons'
table where Maria was regarding a silver bow! afi@a set in crushed
ice, as if it was something a cat had broughthiant sighing, Maggie
moved the chair into the lobby, down the gentl@isig ramp to their
chalet.

‘Caviar!' she moaned. 'l've never ever tagtedhen save -up
your money,' Bradey said, 'and have yourself d'bdlbney, you seem
in a bad mood." 'I'm thinking! Be quiet!" Backthre chalet with the
curtains drawn, Bradey left the wheel-chair, pourendself a stiff
Scotch and sat down in a comfortable arm-chair.

'‘Maggie! Business! Get out of that unifouaf on a simple
dress and begin collecting information. Locate &ik want to talk
to him.' Ten minutes later, Maggie, now in a cl@iggxg blue dress
that set off her figure to perfection left the atal

Twenty minutes crawled by while Bradey waigd thought, then
Mike came in, still wearing his chauffeur's uniform

Bradey regarded him. This was a man, he thipugt of Bradey's
world: a tough, disciplined soldier and Bradey wagrised to realize
he envied him.

'‘Come on in, Mike. Make yourself a drink." ttaved to the
bottles on the table.

SO

'No, thanks." Mike closed the door and toakair opposite where



Bradey was sitting. 'Maggie said you wanted rif@Ww are you settling
in?' 'Okay. The facilities for the staff are goodl the far end of
the park there is a staff restaurant. The fogbmd. I've just had
dinner there. | took my place next to one of theusity guards who
had come off duty. He spotted I'd been in the ariis name is Dave
Putnam, an ex-sergeant like me. He's the talk&gpe. The other
security guard was leaving when | arrived. Heldepthan Putnam who
has no time for him. They don't get along | togethPutnam was glad
to have me for company.

'Fine," Bradey said. 'Keep him talking, Mikewant to know
about a couple | saw in the restaurant: Mr. and.Mr

Warrenton. She was wearing diamonds thatfetidh a big price.
See if you can find out if she hands over the diaalsao the guards
for safe-keeping when she goes to bed. Don'titudfike. We have a
few days. just keep this guy talking, then edgtheéWarrentons.
Say your boss knows them. | want you to take g look at the two
house dicks. From what | hear, they are tough iesdkViike nodded.
The pain in his side was nagging him.

'‘Okay. Putnam said he would be around lateight.

I'll have another word with him."' He got tslfieet, controlling
a grimace of pain. 'I'll get me some fresh air.

See YOU" and he walked to the door.

Bradey watched him leave. He felt a suddezase.

Was there something wrong with this big, tolmbking soldier?
he wondered. Those sunken eyes, the tight, yelogskin, and he had
spotted sweat beads on Mike's forehead.

Maybe it was a slight fever. He knew Mike Hmn in Vietnam.
Some minor thing that would pass.

Bradey rubbed the back of his head, frownthgn his mind
shifted t(t the Warrenton diamonds.



Closing the cabin door, Manuel Torres pushed asidé¢able and
lifted the trap door. He reached down and helpeshkes out of the
fish-smelling hole.

Fuentes was shaking with fright.

'What happened?' 'l bluffed them," Manuel saiat not for long.
Can you swim?, Fuentes' eyes opened wide.

'Swim? Yes.' 'Maybe you'll have to. That c®@pugh. | know
of him Wait," and Manuel turned off the light. It the cabin like
a shadow. Hiding behind the mast, he was abledik dlown on the
quay.

Detective Jacoby was sitting on a bollard, limpa cigarette.

He was looking directly at the fishing vessel, &ahuel nodded to
himself. Unseen, he returned to the cabin.

"You swim, my friend," he said. 'They'll hawvsearchwarrant
within an hour, and they'll crawl all over my bo&wim where?'
Fuentes asked, his voice husky.

'‘No distance. The third boat on the port siflee owner is a
good friend of mine. You tell him | sent you.

Then when you see my cabin light go out, yetum. No problem.’
After Lepski's telephone call, it took Beigler mdh@n an hour to
obtain a search-warrant -and to send two detectives to Manuel's
fishing vessel. As Manuel had anticipated, thet baes thoroughly
searched. If Fuentes had been on board, he wawlel lieen discovered.

Manuel gave Lepski a sly smile when the searadted.

'I hope now, Mr. Cop, you are satisfied that a man of
truth,'he said. 'My good friend, Fuentes, is hapfii his family in
Havana.' Lepski glared at him and stamped dowmgangplank.

Manuel stood on deck and watched the fouratiets walk to their
cars. When they had driven away, he returnedsedidin and turned
off the light.

Half an hour later, he helped Fuentes climiaadb.

"They won't bother us again,’ Manuel saidet '@y and sleep.’
just after midnight, the feverish activities in tkichens of the
Spanish Bay Hotel came gradually to a halt.

The chef and the second chef had gone horhe.lat meals had
been served. Only the third chef remained. Heldvba on duty until
05.30, ready to prepare a meal for the few, retigrfiom nightclubs
or the casino, who demanded eggs and ham, scramdpsdand sausages,
grilled steaks and coffee.

At 01.30, the dishwashers and the cleanergbad home, leaving
the kitchens immaculate. The third chef and twdevs remained to
pander to the pampered.

The third chef was Dominic Dezel. He wastthyrears of age.
Dark, not without good looks, his short staturediim. More than
anything else, he wished he'd been born like roghler, a chef now
working at a two-star restaurant in Paris. Higleotook after the



father who was a giant of a man, whereas Domirok &dter the mother
who was almost a dwarf.

Dominic had been the sauce chef at one oR#lais hotels in
France. Dulac, on vacation, and looking for tgléatl been impressed
by the sauce that was served with his riz de vedwsaampi. He had
talked to Dominic, and had persuaded him to conteédpanish Bay
Hotel as third chef.

The pay and the living conditions had beenrgagive, and Dominic
was happy to reign over the kitchen from midnigh®5.30. It wasn't
often, at these hours, his



services were required. He spent the time
in the chef's office, reading cook books and plagro open his own
restaurant when he had accumulated enough capital.

From time to time, there was a telephonearadl he would hurry
into the kitchens to prepare a meal.

The night was quiet. The two waiters wereinigin the
still-room, away from the chef's office. Dominfds feet on the
chef's desk, was thinking about France, thinkingisffamily and
planning to return when he had saved enough money.

The time was 02.30. Anita Certes came ingokitches like a
ghost. Bare-footed, silent, she closed the dben paused.

When she had finished her evening duties,grneg the penthouse
suite, she had concealed herself in the womert'saes in the
basement of the hotel. Down the corridor from tkist room were the
kitchens. She had locked herself in a toilet atichg on the lid of
the toilet, she had waited and waited. At 02.2%, came silently
from the rest room and listened. The hotel wansil She thought of
the night detective who patrolled the hotel. Haldde anywhere.

This man, josh Prescott, frightened her. Apaticeman, he took
his job, protecting the hotel, seriously. She kileat from what the
staff had told her. He had stopped a lot of piffgrand the staff
hated him. He wasn't the usual hotel dick whaasatind, smoking and
waiting for action. josh Prescott was constantiytlee prowl, looking
for action. During the night, he walked the coors] moved around
the deserted restaurants, looked into the kitchedseven inspected
the terraces and swimming-pools. He was hereg thied everywhere: a
big, bulky man with sandy hair and the bleak eVfes @edicated cop.

Anita stood listening, 'looking around the Hirit expanse of
kitchens, at the stoves, the ovens, the glittecoygper pots and pans
hanging on the walls, the sinks, the big dish-wagmhachines. Where
would it be safe to

I F

hide a bomb? For some minutes, standingnsste the kitchens,
her back against the entrance door, she lookeddered, then looked
again.

No place she could see offered a safe hidiagep Her heart
pounding, she moved across the expanse of floietstore room where
jars of stock lined the shelves, and bins, cheasdshe butter
refrigerator stood against the wall. Here, pogsitbuld be a hiding
place. She lifted the lid of a bin marked FLOUFhere must be half a
hundred weight of flour in the bin, she thoughts ghe was staring
down at the smooth white surface of the flour, lséard someone
crossing the kitchens and coming to the store roblorriedly closing
the lid of the bin, she looked wildly around foplace to hide, but



there was nowhere. Was it Prescott? Her mind.fteRRedro. If
Prescott found her here, she would be sacked!

She might even land in jail! Then there woloddno way to get
Pedro released!

Bracing herself, she moved out of the stomrand found Dominic
gaping at her.

'‘Anital What are you doing here?' he asked.

She forced a smile and moved towards him.

'I am looking for you,' she said.

For sometime, Dominic had lusted for this styubuilt, big-eyed
Cuban girl. Every so often, she had allowed himubhis hand up her
skirt in return for left-over food which she haddtdim was for her
out-of work husband. Her round, firm buttocks ésdihim. He had
spent many hours, thinking of the moment when helavtake her. Now,
here she was at 02.30, telling him she was loofon@im. So great
was his lust for her, he didn't even wonder whatwhs doing in the
hotel at this hour. All he could think of was shas looking for him,
and that could mean only one thing.

He caught hold of her, pulling her against.hiHis hands slid
down her back. Lifting her skirt, his fingers gvgd her tight
buttocks.

Anita closed her eyes. His fingers, grippieg flesh,



made her
feel sick. She thought: '‘Pedro, my darling, teifor you. Forgive
me! This, what is happening, is for you.

'‘Come to the office," Dominic said, his vogteangled.

‘It will be all right. We will make wonderflbve.' Putting his
arm around her, he led her across the kitchensaatieg chef's
office. As she went with him, Anita was confidehie had found a safe
hiding place for the bomb. Now, she had to hattdkeman, giving him
a little, but only a little.

They entered the office and Dominic closeddber.

'Lie over the desk. We must hurry," he said.

Anita broke away from him.

'‘No! Not that way!" Dominic, sweating, hisanehammering,
stared at her.

'Lie over the desk! | know you want me! ttie only quick way.

Lie over the desk!" 'No! We must find a bed, ' A&rstid, waving him
away.

As Dominic began to expostulate, the telepraméhe desk began
to ring.

The sound of the bell was like a blow in Doitigface.

His lust vanished. He realized what he waegloBy this stupid
act, he might ruin his career! He stared at Amtay seeing her as a
dark, not very attractive Cuban, and Cubans werem#sng to him. He
must have been out of his mind to have lusted #ftergirl who was
backing away, her eyes frightened.

He snatched up the telephone receiver.

'‘Scrambled eggs, sausages and coffee forawmoan's voice
snapped. The slur in his voice told Dominic he wask. 'Suite
seven,' and the receiver was slammed down.

Dominic waved to a door at the far end ofdffece.

'‘Go that way! Quick! and he hurried out lné Dffice.

Shaking and thankful she wouldn't have to submthis man's
lust, Anita opened the door and found herself oorecrete path that
led to the staff restaurant. She knew her wayoatut, taking her
behind the row of chalets, to the main road to Sewic

Holding her shoes in her hand, she ran sytentb the darkness.

Two days passed.

During those days, the police continued thaint for Fuentes,
and finally decided he was indeed in Havana.

Pedro Certes, in intensive care ward, remaimsdnscious. A
bored detective sat at his bedside.

Anita had been in touch with Manuel Torresie 8rent about her
usual duties at the hotel. Manuel had warneddkeép away from his
fishing vessel. They had met, the previous everahg small bar on
the waterfront.

She had told him the bomb could be hiddeménfiour bin, and



after thinking, Manuel had nodded approvingly.

The two bombs hadn't arrived, but Manuel haarth from his
friend, and the bombs would be arriving the follogyday. Manuel had
assured her Pedro was surviving.

During these two days, both Maggie and Mikeé heen partially
successful in obtaining the information Bradey regedHe decided he
must talk to Ed Haddon who was staying at the Bilie Hotel, the
second best hotel in the City.

A meeting was arranged. Haddon had reservall@at a quiet,
expensive sea-food restaurant near the yacht club.

Bradey had left his chalet at 21.00, strippetis old man's
disguise. He wore a business suit and a hathigshour, the
Spanish Bay Hotel was busy. Bradey bad no featsatiyone would
notice him leaving the chalet. He walked briskbywh the path that
led to a taxi rank.

He found Haddon sitting at a secluded tahlghlimg black olives
with a double martini in front of him.



The two men greeted each other, and Haddon gateBra drink.
The nwitre d' arrived with the menus.

'Have the chowder" Haddon said. 'lt's gobdey ordered the
clam chowder, then when the maitre d' had gone aWagdon asked,
'How's it taking shape?' ' Bradey sipped his Scottthe rocks, then
reached for a black olive.

'Maggie is making progress. She has the tegeplerk feeding
out of her hand. The problem is to find the hetdk. I've told her
not to rush it. The reception clerk will eventyatll her, but we
have to move cautiously. The opposition is touljtike has been
circulating. He is now on friendly terms with ookthe security
guards. The second guard is tricky. The two haliges are
professionals. Mike has contacted them. He teighey have to be
handled with great care. The night dick is alwiagdking for
trouble." The waiter served the clam chowder. Boém began to eat.
Haddon said , From what you're saying, Lu, it ddesgem to me you're
making much progress. I'm financing this deal efy\goddamn day you
stay at the hotel is costing me money.' Bradeytedia piece of clam
into his mouth.

"You don't have to tell me. Ed. When | sémit is costing,
my heart bleeds for you.' He grinned. 'But rememnlvbat you put in,
you take out.' Haddon scowled at him.

'‘What's that supposed to mean?' Bradey slaal/eibre food into
his mouth, chewed and nodded approval.

"This swill is pretty good, Ed." Cut this g@ahdn crap!" Haddon
snarled. 'Have you something or haven't you?ttddfse | have.'
Bradey shovelled more food into his mouth. 'Ddesrtame Silas
Warrenton strike a bell?" Haddon's eyes half closed

'Who doesn't know of Silas Warrenton? Whatymu yammering
about?' Bradey went on eating. He kept Haddoningaibr some minutes
before he laid down his fork.

‘Warrenton's son, plus his newly wedded vafe, spending their
honeymoon at the hotel's penthouse. She is ptaktgth diamonds.’
Haddon dropped his fork onto his plate.

"The Warrentons are at the Spanish Bay?' Brgdened.

That's what I'm telling you, Ed. She witlr deamonds.' Haddon
pushed his plate aside. He was no longer intetésteating.

"Those diamonds, Lul in the open market ardlwat least eight
million," he said. 'A collar, bracelets and eaigs. Right?' Bradey
nodded.

That's what she was wearing when she caroghetrestaurant.’
'I've had my eye on those diamonds ever sincerdriéat rich old
fool Gomez, her father, had bought them as a weddliesent. He was
taken to the cleaners. | hear he paid ten millibhey are matched
stones: something unique, but not worth ten." Hadgd@d Bradey. 'So
she was there with the diamonds. Go on.' 'The &d&ons are staying



at the hotel for another ten days.' Bradey pausedt, then went on,
'Now, look, Ed, | know the original idea was to btie hotel's safe
and we would pick up around five million. It loakgood to me, but so
far, | haven't been able to locate the safe. Iktie opposition is
fierce: security guards and house dicks. I'm b@gopto wonder if we
would be safer off going after the Warrentons' diads and forget the
safe.' Haddon began to toy with the chowder again.

'Keep talking, Lu," he said. 'l hear you.h&H you steered Mike
Bannion to me, you picked a smart guy,' Bradey.s&ig's not only a
dead shot, but he has that thing ex-army men hideeshook his head.
'l envy him. Take one look at him and you thinistis a guy



you can

trust.' He paused to eat again. 'But he worrieskde | keep
wondering why a guy like him should turn crookdtidoesn't make
sense to me.' Haddon made an impatient movement.

'Why bring him up? His brother who is moreaked than you are,
and that's saying a lot, guarantees this guy, lsaitstgood enough
for me. Why make complications?

Are you telling me you're not satisfied withikdél Bannion's
performance?' No. He's almost too good to be tinenot saying
that. He just puzzles me, and another thing, Itdiee the way he
looks. He looks like a sick man.' Haddon shrugged.

'His brother told me Mike badly needs mon&p, okay, if he
delivers, why should you care?' Bradey finisheddhewder.

'l guess you have a point.' 'How the hellwé&lget into this?

I'm not interested in Bannion. I'm interestedhia tdiamonds."' 'I've
been working on this. | put Mike in the photo dast night he came
up with the info | wanted. What | wanted to knowsaf this Warrenton
woman put her diamonds in safe custody every nighft is, if she
uses the box the hotel supplies for every cliemd, this box is

locked in the hotel safe. The security guard Mike she doesn't.

She is one of those arrogant bitches who thinkabse she lives in

the hotel, her jewels are safe, and she can't treetsal to hand them
over, get a receipt from the guard after a lat&tnogit. The

security guard told Mike that there was quite axsoghen this guard
warned her she was taking a risk. He pointedimitibtel would take
no responsibility if her jewels were stolen. Sble him to go to

hell. Then Dulac called on her, again pointing et risk. She told
him it was his business to make the penthouse sedthis he has
done. You want service at the Spanish Bay Hotml,get it.' Bradey
paused, then went on, 'So a concealed safe hasristalled. Both
Dulac and the Warrenton woman imagine her diamanelsafe.' Bradey
grinned. 'Safes? They're jokes to me. | canhgete diamonds, Ed,

if you are interested." Haddon signalled to thetrea’ who hurried

to the table.

'Pecan pie,' Haddon said. 'Okay with you®, Hpple pie,’
Bradey said and sat back to pick his teeth.

He watched Haddon staring down at the tatathcl

He knew Haddon's mind was busy so he kept.quie

When the pies were served, Haddon said, Toliglgm will be to
dispose of the diamonds, but | think it can beragesl. The one man
who can handle a deal like this is Claude Kendridktalk to him
tomorrow.' Bradey attacked his apple pie. He waaged that Haddon
hadn't even queried his ability to get the diamonds

Haddon ate his pie slowly, his eyebrows domwa frown of
concentration. Bradey, knowing the signs, relaxed enjoyed his pie.

The pies finished, coffee was served withdmallglasses of



brandy.

Haddon said abruptly, "You wondered if we vebloé safer going
after the Warrenton's diamonds than busting thellsaffe.’ Bradey
looked sharply at him.

'Makes sense, doesn't it?' 'Most things ygilsa, make sense,’
Haddon said quietly. "Your trouble is you donihkhbig.' 'Eight
million seems big to me," Bradey said with a slylem

Thirteen million, possibly fifteen million ks bigger, doesn't
it?' Bradey sipped his brandy.

"You mean we grab the diamonds as well asriguste hotel safe?’
'I'm not saying we will do it, but let's take a ¢phard look at it.

Find out where the safe is located. Then when



you have found that

out, we'll talk again. In the meantime, I'll tatkKendrick about

the Warrenton's diamonds. Let's get a hustle an,3uppose we meet
here tomorrow night at the same time? I'll hawes®r you: you have
news for me. Right?' Bradey hesitated, then nodded

'l talk to Maggie," he said, shook hands &aving Haddon to
settle the bill, he hurried out into the humid righ

During the past hour, Maggie had been talkinflike Bannion.
They were seated in the comfortable lounge of taet, both having
had dinner in the staff restaurant.

Maggie had taken a liking to Mike. He remidder of her father
who had been an army sergeant before being dishalbigudischarged for
large-scale pilfering. Now dead, killed in a bratlaggie often
thought of him.

When he wasn't drunk, he had been devotedkigghd, and she to
him. She had had no time for her mother, and Wiegriather was
killed, her one thought was to leave home. Atdbe of thirteen, she
had seduced the headmaster of her school. Hedregltg jail, and she
had been put'into care'. Escaping, she was tgkday a rich old roll6
who was partial to young girls. She learned drtwh him: her sexual
technique became impressive.

Six years as a call girl hadn't spoilt norglbened her. She
was, Bradey had often thought, the blue-print ehare with a golden
heart.

She had a warm, sympathetic streak in hemtiest could sense.
She was used to men confiding their troubles to dredt she always
listened, patted them, smiled at them and let thehurden.

it wasn't long before Mike told her about d&ighter, Chrissy.
They had been sitting together, waiting for Bratteyeturn from his
meeting with Haddon, and Maggie had told Mike aljwartfather.

"You remind me of him," she said. 'Not inkepbut by the way
you talk. Soldiers talk alike." 'l guess,' Mikedsa"You know,

Maggie, | have never done a crooked thing in meyiftil now." Maggie
laughed.

'I've wondered about that. 1'm not crazy dltbis business, but
I'm crazy about Lu. | would do anything for hirdvhat made you join
with us, Mike?' So he told her about Chrissy. éméhg, Maggie became
S0 moved, tears came to her eyes.

'How awful!" she exclaimed when Mike had exma that the money
Bradey was going to pay him would go to take cdr€haissy until she
died. 'You mean the poor little thing will diefifteen years time?'
Mike nodded.

'Why, that's terrible!" Maggie wiped a tearagw 'Mike, you are
a marvelous father! 'l love her," Mike said quietIMy one thought
is to provide for her. That's the only reason whiydoing this job.'

He looked at Maggie. "Will it work?" 'It'll workiVlaggie said. 'Lu



is marvelous! You don't think | want to go to faiEhe grimaced.
'What a thought!

But Lu told me it will work and | won't go {ail, so that means
it will work, Mike. Don't worry about that.' 'Lisn't really an old
man, is he? When he leaves his wheel-chair, hisments are those of
a young man.' 'He's younger than you are, Mike.isHegreat artist.

Don't worry." At this moment, they heard Bra@ater the chalet
and walk quickly to the bedroom, he and Maggie athar

As he passed the living-room door, he caliddggie! | want
you!" Maggie scrambled to her feet and ran intodta@room, shutting
the door. Bradey was sitting at the dressing-tapekly putting on
his disguise. He had no intention of letting Mdee what he really
looked like.

He was uneasy about Mike. If something weming and Mike got
into the hands of the police, he just might give



them a description of
Bradey as he really was, and that must never happen

'Hi, darling," Maggie exclaimed, coming to him

He waved her away, intent on turning himseté ian old man.

'‘Babyl Work! This reception clerk, Claude ®re

How's it going with him?' There was a snapigvoice that,
startled Maggie.

'Is something wrong, honey?' ' Don't yamninadey said, fixing
his moustache.

'How are you and Previn progressing?’ 'Helsatde's likely to
burst into flames,' Maggie said.

. He's off duty now?' 'Yes.' 'Can you contant?' Maggie
blinked.

"You mean now?' 'Of course | mean now! Dbe't pea-brain!
'Oh, Lu, you do sound cross!" Maggie said. 'l tlmow if | can
contact him. | do have his telephone number.' llees he live?'
'He didn't tell me.' Bradey gave an exasperatdul sig

‘Call him!" He finished fixing his moustaclad began working
age into the skin on his face. 'Now pay attention.

You are going to him, wherever he is, and ngpogbing to screw
him stupid. Understand? When you have softenedup, you are going
to find out where the hotel safe is located.' Matggeyes opened
wide.

'How do | do that, bon?' 'Tell him your patieneccentric.

He's expecting some valuable jewellery which hapla give his
daughter.

He wants to know about the security systertmefhotel, and where
the safe is. He will want to inspect the safe.

Tell him you are scared of your patient and gon't want to lose
your job. Tell him your patient is very difficult.

Are you with me?' Maggie thought for a longmemt. Bradey could
almost hear her brain working.

'‘But, Lu, pet, can't | tell him all this tontow when he's on
duty, instead of having to go to bed with him?''N@When we bust the
safe, the cops will ask questions.

don't want you to be involved. Previn willdgehis mouth shut
rather than admit he has been having it off with.yMaggie
considered this, then she smiled.

'l always thought you were smart, Lu.' Bragejnted to the
telephone.

‘Call him." The following evening, Ed Haddoassitting at the
corner table of the sea-food restaurant, nibbliaglbolives, a
double martini before him when Bradey came in.

The nwitre d' arrived as Bradey sat down.

'Have the Chicken Maryland," Haddon saids good.' Bradey
said the Chicken Maryland was fine with him.



Haddon ordered a Scotch on the rocks for Bradech arrived
while the two men sat silently waiting.

After Bradey had sipped his drink, he saiduYasked for action,
Ed. You've got it.''No more than | expected.' taw grinned. 'As
partners, we're the best."' As the waiter was fgsaiound, providing
bread rolls, butter and canap6s, the two men rethpgo silence. It
wasn't until the chicken was served and the waiergone, Haddon
said, "You found out where the safe is?' Bradeyotfua portion of
chicken breast, dipped it into a bowl of chilli satand conveyed it
to his mouth.

He chewed, nodded, said, 'This is great!" lidadthd never known
anyone as devoted to food as Bradey. In spitesdeBnness, Bradey
adored good



cooking. Haddon contained his impatience. Aftes f
minutes while Bradey ate as if he hadn't eatemafeeek, Haddon
repeated his question.

The safe?' 'Gimme a minute,’ Bradey saidirmutnto the
chicken thigh. "You know something, Ed?' He wasagmg with his
mouth full. '"When | was a kid, | starved. I'm kadding. if | got
a bit of mouldy bread once a day, | was lucky. mfym died of
starvation. Food is the most beautiful thing falliHaddon lost
patience.

'‘Lu! The goddamn safe!' The rasp in his vaitztled Bradey who
reluctantly laid down his fork.

'Maggie got the dope. You'll never guess wlike hotel safe is
located. You would have thought it was somewheterd the reception
desk where most safes are or even in the baserRagitt?' Haddon
snarled , IWhere is it?' 'On the penthouse fldéow do you like
that?' Haddon absorbed this information, then gdhn

' love it. Tell me."' 'Maggie got the recapticlerk to bed.

She spun him a yarn about her eccentric patierstigdi# really knows
her business, and Previn was drained dry. Soisée fie should
conduct me with Maggie to take a look at the safe.

There's a special elevator up to the penthbosethat leads
right into the safe room. The Warrentons wouldu#n know the safe
room is up there. What happens is this: everytniggfore the guests
retire, they call the security guards and put thaluables into
boxes: each box is numbered and the guests geéipte The boxes
are taken by this elevator to the safe. This serlegins at 23.00
to 02.00. After that time, the service packs up.

Previn-the reception clerk-panting to get Maggto his bed
again, gave me a look-see. This is strictly agdiogel regulations,
but Maggie sexed him with promises of yet anothghth The safe
looks tough, but that's my business. What thepeailem is, once we
bust the safe, is how to get all those boxes doam the penthouse
floor and out of the hotel. This needs thoughadtion nodded.

"'l give it thought too.' He ate while heobbded, then he went
on, 'I've seen Kendrick. He can handle the Waoredtamonds. He
offers five million. That means he will get si¥air enough. But he
is uneasy about the boxes. They will have to ned and the lot
valued.

This will take time. The heat will be fierc&he first suspect
will be Kendrick. | can see his angle. MaybeHdive to find
another fence for the boxes.' Bradey grimaced.

'Maybe it would be better to forget the boaesd go for the
Warrenton diamonds." 'If the safe had been anywélseebut on the
penthouse floor, Lu, | would agree with you, busftis like a gift
from the gods. All this needs is more thought.e THarrentons'
diamonds, plus the contents of the boxes, will giseeach something



like eight million." Bradey considered this. Eighillion! What
couldn't he do with a sum like that!

"Tell me about the safe room and this eleyattaddon went on,
watching the greed lighting up in Bradey's eyes.

"The elevator is located on the top floornthees up, one
floor, to the penthouse floor. The elevator doothee top flood is
concealed by a door marked Service. Previn untbihkis door and
Maggie pushed my chair into the cage. There il linstead of a
button, on the elevator.

Previn had a key. Putting the key in the laok turning the
key, caused the elevator to rise up one floor aadnoved into the
safe room. This room has no windows nor doors) batv there was a
trap door in the ceiling which was probably a wagscape, onto the
roof, in case of fire." Haddon finished his chicken

'‘Okay, Lu, think about it. Did you get a loakone of the
security boxes?' 'Sure. Previn showed me one.|ddhkes for the
birds.’



'If there were twenty boxes in that safe, how lamyld it
take you to open all of them?' 'Half an hour,' Byadeplied promptly.

'So, suppose, after you have grabbed the Wars' diamonds, you
get into the safe room, open the safe, open thedy@mpty their
contents into a sack, close the boxes, put ther draat relock the
safe. Suppose you did that?' Bradey turned tlggestion over in his
mind.

'It'll need thought and organizing, Ed, bls &n idea.

Give me a day or so to think about it, willyg 'I'll have to
talk to Kendrick again,' Haddon said. 'Yes, thghbhafter tomorrow.
We'll get this finalized. Right?' 'The night aftemorrow here,’
Bradey said, then, 'How about some of that apgd pad the other
night?

It was good.’

Five

As the sun, like a crimson rim of fire, slido the sea and dusk
settled over the waterfront, Manuel Torres wall@alards his fishing
vessel. He carried a canvas sack over his shouldierbald head
resembled an orange in the light of the fading suns

He paused now and then to exchange greetiitgother Cubans who
were aimlessly waiting for the time when they codtlirn to their
shacks, hoping their wives would provide some sbreal.

There was a cold, gloomy expression on Masifi@te as he walked
the gang-plank onto his vessel. Carefully, he tlndin the canvas
sack, then pulled in the gang-plank.

As he had approached his vessel, his eyesditartright and
left. There were no signs of watching detectives,even a cop.

He whistled to alert Fuentes that he was bidaq picking up the
sack, he walked the deck to the forward cabin wiiah in darkness.
He had warned Fuentes not to put on the lightshatebeen away some
six hours, and he felt sorry for Fuentes, sittimghie growing
darkness, alone, but at least he had left him food.

He entered the cabin, closed the door, theretlion the light.

Fuentes, lying on the bunk, sat up.

"You have taken your time!' he snarled. 'I@a ymagine | like
it, lying here, waiting and waiting?'



‘My friend," Manuel said

quietly, 'you have no need to wait and wait. Yoei ot a prisoner.
You have only to get up and walk away. No onegpkthe cops, will
stop you.' Deflated, Fuentes lay back on the hatiress.

'I'm worked up. It is no fun being coopediniphis hot cabin
for hours. Forget it, Manuel. | know you are dpyour best for me,
and I'm grateful." Manuel began to unpack the casaak.

"Tonight, we will eat well," he said. 'Pasthicken, cheese.'
Fuentes was studying Manuel's face, lit by the loead lamp. Manuel's
dark, brooding expression alarmed him.

'Is there something wrong?' he asked. Hefjdhe bunk and
approached the table on which Manuel was layingaquack of
spaghetti, cans of tomato and chilli sauces ajuanp cic en.

'We eat first," Manuel said. 'l am hungrythdugh he hadn't
emptied the sack, he pulled the strings, closiegstick and placed it
carefully in a locker.

"You have something else there?' Fuentes asked

‘The bombs," Manuel said. 'But first we édé'moved into the
small galley. After putting a saucepan of watetlmgas ring, then
turning on the electric grill, he opened the caHg. put the chicken
on the rotor spit. His movements were methodiualexpression
remained gloomy.

Fuentes stood in the doorway of the galleyyaesly watching
Manuel. He hadn't seen this man so thoughtfukoagloomy before,
and his nervousness increased.

'Is there trouble?' he asked after, some ragut

'We eat. Then we talk," Manuel said, puttimg spaghetti into
the now boiling water.

Fuentes returned to the cabin and set knindgarks.

He then sat on the bunk and waited.

Forty minutes later, the two men sat at tiietaeach with half
a grilled chicken and a bowl of spaghetti, smottenechilli and
tomato sauces.

Manuel wolfed down the food. His face wal sét in a gloomy
mask. Fuentes, uneasy, ate slowly. He kept Igp&trManuel, then
away.

Finally, he exploded, 'Manuel, my friend! Wihas happened?
Tell me for the love of God!" 'He is going to diglanuel said,
finishing the last of the chicken.

Fuentes stiffened.

"You mean Pedro?' 'Who else? | have talkedytdriend at the
hospital.

There is now no hope. Itis a matter of tinkedro could
survive for a week, even two weeks, but he is a dean already.’
Fuentes, who thought only of himself, relaxed.

'So we don't need the bombs?' He had a hoffeeing connected



with bombs. 'So we have less problems?' Manusddia him. His
little eyes were like black olives.

'‘My friend, you are not thinking. You seenhtave forgotten what
we are planning to do: you, Anita and me.' Fuestased at him.

"You are wrong! | know well what we plan to!dWe get into the
penthouse of the hotel, hold these two rich petiplansom and leave
for Havana with five million dollars. Why do yoay| am not
thinking?' 'How do we get into the penthouse?' Eegeflung up his
hands in a gesture of impatience.

"This has been arranged. Anita has a dupligass-key.

She will get us into the penthouse. Why are gaying | am not
thinking?' 'Now, you are not only not thinking, ritiend, but you are
not remembering," Manuel said, cutting himselfecpiof cheese. "You
have forgotten Anita promised to get us into thetpeuse on one
condition.' He leaned forward, staring at Fuent®gdro is to be
released and travel with us to Havana.' Fuentekisafingers through
his long, greasy hair.

'‘But you tell me he is dying.'



‘Now, my friend, you are
beginning to see the problem.

Yes, Pedro will be dead in a week or so. @towves this man.

She is ready to do anything to get him back with' iManuel cut
himself another piece of cheese.

'Women need understanding. | understand thdoney means
nothing to her. Her life is bound up with Pedidave given my word
to her that if she gets us into the penthousefrtzar will be released
and will go with us to Havana. | have done eveanglpossible to make
Pedro's release certain. | have two bombs thatweiate such
pressure, Pedro NAII be released.’ He shut his ayeg$-uentes could
see he was in torment.

There was a long silence while Fuentes watdhaaduel with growing
impatience, but this big man scared him, so he gigtt.

'l gave my word to Anita," Manuel went on rstg down at his big
hands, resting on the table. 'l promised her Ild/get her husband
released if she would get us into the penthous®t Was the
bargain." 'l know,' Fuentes said, 'but Pedro isglyi Yes. That is
without doubt. So there is no bargain betweenaaitd myself.'
Fuentes clutched his head in his hands.

'‘Are you telling me we are going to lose fiaélion dollars
because this stupid woman who is so besotted wighuseless creep,
won't get us into the penthouse if she knows tlstaod is dying?'
Fuentes shouted.

That is what | am telling you. A man likewwouldn't
understand. | am known as a man of truth.' Mapaaked, staring into
space, then he went on. 'Five million dollarsiawelved. It is
said every man has his price." Manuel wiped theatw# his face.
'Five million dollars!

| have suffered hours to come to a decisiéine million
dollars! With that kind of money many doors thaté stayed locked to
me will open.’ 'You are forgetting my share,' Fesrgaid sharply.

Maneul's black, olive-like eyes were expreskss as he nodded.

'Yes. You get a million. So four million dais!" "What is your
decision?' Fuentes asked, the muscles in hisdattfgitching.

‘I will have to lie to her. To lie to her igzks me in my own
eyes. To have to lie to one of my people is arohshame.’ Manuel
clenched his fists. 'You think only of money. Thaan understand.
You are a poor man. This lie that | will be fordedell her will
make a hole in my heart." With an effort, Fuentestkcontrol of
himself. He wanted to scream at Manuel to stom@dike a goddamn
ham. Who cared about Anita? What was she, anywap@thing, like
her creep of a husband! But he restrained hinaselfremained silent.
No one screamed at Manuel without his fist smaghito their faces.

The bombs?' he asked, after a long silef\sé] they be
necessary now?' 'Of course. We will have to attlwilie. She is



not stupid. | will have to lie to her with the gtest care.' He got
to his feet. 'Go to bed, my friend. In half aruhd meet Anita.

We mustn't waste any more time. If Pedro dies toowoor the day
after, Anita might learn of his death, then theik e no five
millions. She must get us into the penthouse bynight after next.’
'We will need guns,’ Fuentes said.

‘All that is arranged. Everything is arrangadept for Anita's
part in the operation.' Half an hour later, Manleé his fishing
vessel and walked along the waterfront, carryirgddinvas sack that
contained the two bombs. He reached Anita's wplkpartment, climbed
the stairs and knocked on her door.

Anita jerked the door open. In the harsh bgad light, Manuel
thought she looked ill. There were dark patcheteuher eyes and she
seemed to have shrunk.

'‘Good news," Manuel said as he moved intdittieliving-room.

Anita's eyes it up as she closed the door.

'Pedro?,



T Yes, Pedro.' Manuel placed the canvas sacken th

table. His thick lips moved into a false smilehdve just come
from the hospital. My friend there tells me Peldeas recovered
consciousness, and his fever has abated. In artetbelays, it will
be safe to move him." Anita stared at him.

'I can't believe it!" she whispered. 'He wasll. In two
days? No, it can't be possible!" 'Antibiotics wonkacles,” Manuel
said, trying to avoid Anita's searching stare. Mgnd at the
hospital tells me the cops are already trying testjon your husband.
He is a fine lad, Anita! You should be proud ohh He refuses to
tell them anything. Even now, they don't know wigois. He's
protecting you." Anita's face crumpled. She turaedy and ran into
the tiny bedroom. Listening to her sobs, Manueset! his eyes.
Would four million dollars ever erase this mometen he could no
longer call himself a man of truth?

He waited, sweat on his face, then as thedgobiher sobs
ceased, he moved silently to the door and peetedhe bedroom.

Anita was on her knees, her head bowed ingoralyanking God for
this miracle, and Manuel, grimacing, turned away.

Ten minutes later, Anita came from the bedrplmoking a
different woman. She had bathed her eyes, coméelddir, and her
hard expression told Manuel she was now the woreamelkded to get them
into the penthouse.

'‘God has answered my prayers,' she said,ingtbbld of Manuel's
right hand in both of hers. 'l have never ceasqutay. God has
listened to me! Now, we must get Pedro home!wim days, you say he
can travel?' 'Yes, but there are a number of thingsrange in these
two days,' Manuel said. 'First the bombs.' He wenhe table and
opened the sack, producing a black box the sizeshape of a
cigarette packet. 'This is the little bomb. Yousihconceal it in
the hotel lobby.' He took another black box from slack. This box
was four times the size of the first box and wrapjecellophane. He
laid the box carefully on the table. 'This is thg bomb that will
destroy the kitchens. | hope we don't have totusEhen he took a
small box from the sack. 'This is the detonatéou see these two
buttons. | press the top button and the small bexmgbodes. | press
the second button and the big bomb explodes. | haite this with me.
You will have the two bombs." Anita moved forwanld stared at the
two boxes on the table. Manuel watched her. Hed determined
expression gave him confidence.

"I will hide these bombs , she said. "You &g on me.

'‘Good," Manuel said. "Tomorrow night, Fuentes lawdl come here at
midnight. Then we three will go to the hotel. Yare still sure you
can get us into the penthouse?' 'l am sure,’ Aaiih

"Then tomorrow night, here, at midnight." Mahonoved to the
door.



She put her hand on his arm.

‘| trust you. You are a good man. | donistrFuentes, but you
. .." She stared directly at him. 'Our peopleysau are a man of
truth. 1 do this only for Pedro." Manuel moved oub the corridor.

'All will be well," he said, hating himselfubnow only thinking
what four million dollars would mean to his futur&.omorrow
night,'and he walked down the corridor and downstiaé's while Anita
watched him.

She closed and locked the door, then she agross the room,
opened a drawer and took from it a stabbing k& Pedro kept,
explaining to her that there were times when a heahto protect
himself.

She pulled the knife from its sheaf. She gidwf josh
Prescott, the hotel's night detective. He wasrtkaace.

He was the only one to prevent her hidingdbebs.



She regarded the glittering blade. For Pedroyshdd do
anything: even take a life.

She changed into a black sweat shirt and lilatisers.

She fastened the knife to her belt and puhedsweat shirt down
to conceal the knife. Then she put the two bomlesplastic sack.

The time now was 01. 15.

Leaving her room, she began the long walk&Spanish Bay
Hotel.

Every man has a weakness, and Josh Presmottight detective
at the Spanish Bay Hotel, was no exception. Heavaan of fixed
routine. He was also a man who was over fond oherm Even he
admitted that he was over-sexed.

Mike Bannion, knowing this man was dangertasl studied his
routine. At 01.00, Prescott patrolled the corrgdof the hotel. At
01.40, he walked around the hotel lobby and thetengstaurants. At
02.00, he visited the kitchens, At 02.45 he patbthe hotel grounds
and the swimming-pool. He was so punctual, Mikeldset a watch by
this routine. This was Prescott's weakness. Beaninad passed this
information on to Bradey.

So at 02.45, Maggie slid into the swimming-poow deserted, and
in the bright overhead lights, she swam with thecgrof a mermaid,
and Prescott paused to stare.

He had caught sight of her from time to time &ad considered
her some doll, but standing on the edge of the smig-pool, watching
her cavort, practically naked in a mini-bikini, lzs, Bradey knew he
would, reacted strongly to her sexy charms.

Maggie, well versed, waved to him and swarthésteps. She made
a pretence of not being able to climb the stepd,Rrescott hurried
forward, taking her hand.

Bradey, watching from the shadows, gave aaf@pproval. He
moved silently and swiftly to the side entrancehaf hotel, knowing
Prescott would be fully occupied for at least lzedfhour.

Even at this hour, there were people in tidyo most of them
half drunk, saying noisy good-byes before they wgnto their various
suites.

Wearing a tuxedo, a carnation in his buttolelamd a blond chin
beard, Bradey walked without hesitation acrosdahby to the
elevators. No one paid him any attention. He pas of the
background scene.

At this hour the elevators were on automakie. entered one of
the cages, pressed the top-floor button.

Four minutes later, he had unlocked the daarked Service and
entered the elevator that would take him to the sadm.

it took him several minutes to adjust his iempént to start the
elevator. He was quite relaxed, knowing the twauséy guards, by
now, had collected the jewels and valuables fromséhin the various



suites, and had stowed them away in the securigand had locked
the boxes in the safe.

Turning on the light, he examined the threxk$oof the safe. No
problem there, he told himself. He would have stkenand bend a piece
of steel. These locks were for the birds. He miase interested in
the fire-escape hatch in the ceiling.

Pulling the bolt and easing the trap-dooralty he climbed the
ladder and came out into the moonlit night.

With cat-like silence, he edged forward anukiked directly down
on the penthouse terrace.

There, below, in dim lighting, were lounginigairs, several
glass-topped tables and a splendid view of thetbaad ocean.

Lights came from the penthouse. As he sta@dching, a shadow
appeared, then Maria Warrenton wandered onto thecee She was
naked, except for her diamonds.

Bradey regarded her, crouching now, his eydgan



the glitter
of the diamonds that lit up like fire in the moafit.

Then Wilbur Warrenton came out onto the texrade carried a
Nikon camera with a flash attachment.

While Maria posed against the penthouse gslithe moonlight
directly on her, Wilbur photographed her.

Watching, Bradey thought he would like to #ezpnnts. How
these rich loved to show off! This woman had adybody, and her
sun-tanned skin set off the glittering diamondg,ibwspite of the
diamonds, Bradey decided, she wasn't in Maggia'sscl

These will be fine," Wilbur said. 'Now, &to to bed.' Bradey
watched Maria as she moved away from the railimgsveent to Wilbur,
putting her arms around him.

'‘We'll sleep late,’ she said. 'Tired?' "Wé#,been quite a
day. These diamonds are marvelous on you, anérgaven more
marvelous.' Together, they went into the penth@umskout of Bradey's
sight.

He remained motionless until the lights wemt o

Then, in the moonlight, he swung himself dlefrom the roof
onto the terrace.

The big glass doors of the penthouse were o and he smiled
to himself. This was going to be a very easy jble moved like a
shadow into the big living-room.

Tossed carelessly on one of the settees werdiamonds. Bradey
came to a halt, scarcely believing what he sawairt light came
from the master bedroom, and he heard Maria releasean.

'Yes, now, darling,' she exclaimed. 'Quickly. nowl' Bradey
was tempted to snatch up this fortune in stonesidsaembering Haddon
also wanted the contents of the boxes in the bafejrned away.

Tomorrow night! he thought. What a killing!

He swung himself up onto the roof of the pense and down into
the safe room. Then getting into the elevatoidéscended to the top
floor. He relocked the Service door, then satisflee took the
elevator down to the first floor.

The time now was 02.50. Leaning over thecse rail, he
looked down into the hotel lobby. There were stifew people
talking, but they were moving to the elevators.

Sure, Maggie was still keeping the hotel dickupied, Bradey
sauntered down the stairs. He looked like justlaradeparting
guest.

Five minutes later, he was back in his chaletenty minutes
later, Maggie joined him in their bedroom.

'Phew!" she exclaimed. 'He's quite a lowaf® had it off in the
shrubbery.' Bradey, sitting on the bed, looked auhglly at her.

'What a girl! How about tomorrow night?' Sitepped off her
bikini.



‘We have a date.' She moved to the bathroblewas just a
little too keen. Mind if | sleep, bon? I'm trulpked out.' Bradey
grinned.

'If ever a girl deserves her sleep you dosdid. 'We do the
job tomorrow night.' 'Honest?' 'Go take a showBsmorrow night." As
he undressed, he thought of those diamonds, lyinhg® settee. Would
that careless bitch throw them on the settee tamonight? Was it
going to be that easy?

He had a sudden cold feeling that he mighehaissed the
opportunity of a lifetime.

Anita, in her black sweat shirt and black sexs, moved
invisibly through the grounds of the Spanish BaydioShe was
heading for the staff entrance which meant she evbale to circle the
swimming-pool.

She paused, seeing josh Prescott standing thmeleéghts of the
pool, and her heart skipped a beat. Then she



saw him helping Maggie

out of the pool. She watched Maggie, sex oozirtgpbter. She
watched them talk, then she watched Maggie cattthdfdrescott's arm
and lead him away towards the flowering shrubs.

No longer frightened of being caught by Prés@mita ran
swiftly to the staff entrance. With her duplicatess-key, she let
herself into the dark corridor and walked siletitiythe kitchens.

Opening the door, she peered in. She heardl#tter of
crockery and cutlery and she guessed the two \gaitere in the
still-room, preparing the breakfast trays, but véheas Dominic, the
third chef?

she slid into the dimly lit kitchen and lookacross to the
lighted chef's office. She could see Dominic atdlesk, reading.

Moving fast, she reached the store room.irgfthe lid of the
flour bin, she used the scoop to make a deep hdleiflour. She
inserted the big bomb, pushing it gently down dreht breathing
heavily, her heart racing, she buried the bombrefofly, she
smoothed over the surface of the flour, wiped fzards hastily on a
towel by the bin, then moved swiftly out of therstooom.

As she began the long walk across the kitghtbestelephone bell
began to ring in the chef's office. She broke mw®lent run,
reached the door as one of the waiters came dheddtill room. He
didn't look her way, but hurried into the chef'§a.

She heard Dominic call, 'Grilled ham and efggsuite six . .
."and she was running down the corridor, out tghotine staff
entrance door and into the humid night.

How long would Prescott be before be returioeithe hotel?

She ran around the hotel and up the entraeps.s

She paused to look around. The lobby wasrtéekeThe night
porter was out of sight. She moved into the lobbyked wildly
around for a hiding place for the little bomb.

Across the lobby, she saw, on the wall, nearentrance to the
restaurant, a large painted wooden carving of aid&exwoman.

jean Dulac had discovered this carving in gside village some
miles from Taxco, Mexico. With his wide knowledgkantiques, he had
recognized this carving to be of the Cortes peaiod had bought it.

It now had pride of place in the lobby.

Anita ran over to it. Here, she found a ccevbetween the
woman's breasts. The little bomb fitted into thevice as if it were
made for it.

A man's slurring voice said, 'A pretty thitgby, but you are
prettier." Anita's heart ga@e a bound, then ra¢éet. hand went to
the hilt of her knife, concealed under her sweat.sh

She turned.

A fat, white-haired man was sitting in a démynging chair,
watching her. His face was flushed and he looksti-bsleep.



‘Where did you spring from?' he asked.

Controlling her panic, Anita said, 'I'm justeoof the cleaners.’
'Pretty. | guess I'll go to bed.' He levered hilinget of the chair
and came unsteadily towards her. She could se@abe&ery drunk.

She slid around him and ran to the hotel'saece.

'Hey! Don't run away,' the man exclaimedovHabout a little
kiss?' But she was now down the steps and intaitite, running as
she had never run before. As she reached theneetgates and began
to run down the boulevard, she heard a voice stogrezed.

'‘Anital' She paused, looking back.

A battered Lincoln pulled out of the shadowsd atopped by her.

Manuel grinned at her.

'I've been waiting,' he said. 'Okay?' 'Y8ke shuddered. 'l
said | would do it. Itis done!'



'‘Get in," Manuel said, opening the
passenger's door.

"You are a splendid woman!" She ran arounaténeand scrambled
in beside him.

'Pedro? Have you heard more news?' she asked.

Manuel patted her knee.

'I have just come from the hospital," he liéall goes
wonderfully well. There is talk of moving your thend to the prison
hospital the day after tomorrow. He refuses totbelm anything. He
thinks only of you, and is protecting you. He iree young man as
you are a fine young woman.' 'He is really so moetter?' ‘It is as |
say. Now tell me about the bombs." As he drovebhek to her home,
Manuel listened to what she had done with the tamlis, her voice
unsteady, tears of relief running down her face. listened, nodding
approval, and yet there was in him this sick fegtimat he was
betraying her.

But he kept thinking: five million dollars! Nt couldn't he do
with a sum like that! He also thought of Fuent&s. give such a
hollow, worthless man a million would be absurdb, flve million was
always better than four million. When the time eamme would get rid
of Fuentes: a quick blow and then the sea. It el simple.

As he pulled up outside Anita's apartment klbe patted her
arm.

‘We do this tomorrow night. We will come hared finalize our
plans at midnight. Okay?' She caught hold of hischin both of hers.

'Yes. Tomorrow night." She paused, then wentMy friend, |
trust you. You are known as a man of truth.

Money means nothing to me. All | want is Redny husband. |
trust you.' Sour bile rose in Manuel's mouth. Kellowed, grimacing
as he again patted her arm.

'Rely on me,' be said, unable to look direatiyer.

"You will have your husband. Tomorrow nigihien, at midnight.’
'May God bless and keep you,', she said, anddittis hand, she
pressed her lips against his hard, scaly skin.

'Go to bed , he said, snatching his hand aweymorrow night.’
He watched her walk up the steps to the entranberdiome. She was
again crying.

With a shiver, he wiped the back of his hamighing away the
touch of her lips. For a long moment, he sat sgatiirough the dusty
windshield of his car, hating himself, then witle ithought of owning
five million dollars, he lifted his heavy shouldeénsa despairing
shrug, shifted into gear and drove away.

The following morning, in the air-conditionédingroom of the
hotel chalet, Lu Bradey sat in the wheel-chairigidisguise of an
old man, shaping a small strip of steel with treecia file.

Across the room, Mike Bannion watched him.



Maggie had gone for a swim in the pool. Saé told Bradey, the
previous night, about Mike's daughter, Chrissy, becdause he had come
to like this big ex-Army sergeant, Bradey had bsleocked.

A long silence had dwelt over the room exdepthe faint
rasping sound of the file. From time to time, Bradhad taken a swift
glance at Mike, then away Breaking the silence,eMi&id, "You know
your job.

What is that for?' Bradey put down the filel dlexed his
fingers.

"This bit of steel,-Mike, will open the safdé nodded.

'l guess | do know my job." He paused to liglsigarette.

"Tonight, we do the job. It should be eaMaggie told me about
your little daughter. I'm sorry. You will get timoney, Mike. With
luck, this job will be no problem.

Does it worry you?'



Mike shook his head.

'‘No. If you say it'll be no problem, why shauworry?

Like Maggie, | have lots of confidence in yolhen a stabbing
pain, like a red-hot knife, jerked him upright.

He fought to control his agonized expressiut,Bradey, looking
at him, felt a qualm.

"You're ill, aren't you, Mike?' he said. 'lkpeve are working
together. 1like you. We have a big job to dbthkre is a
cock-up, we'll all land in the slammer. Each ohas a job to do.
Maggie has to to e care of the hotel dick. Youenavput anyone
unexpected out of action, | have to open the sadiegat the Warrenton
diamonds.

We are a team. Level with me, Mike. Youlkearen't you?"

Mike stared down at his big hands for a long momiein he looked at
Bradey.

'I'll be dead in six months," he said. "Thathy | am doing
this job. | have a terminal cancer.' Bradey feléat turn his hands
clammy.

Terminal cancer!

He had a horror of death. Here was thisdiggiplined man
telling him his big disciplined body would be irbax in six months'
time, and yet, there was almost a serene expressiike's eyes.

'l don't give a damn about myself," Mike saichave had a good
life. It's just one of those things, but | caretwabout my
daughter. Don't worry. | need the money. | weet'tyou down.'
Bradey leaned forward, staring at Mike.

Tonight, Mike. Suppose you get one of thoagms when | need
you most? Look, for God's sake, level with meydf don't really
think you can handle this job, we'll call it offVe can get out of
here. | don't want to land in jail. | don't waviaggie to land in
jail. For God's sake, Mike, level with me!" Mikeoked directly at
him.

'l won't let you down , he said, slowly andtatictly. ‘I will
do this job you hired me for. | have pain-killipdls. | hate
pills, but tonight, 1 will use them. | give you myord, I'll do what
you want me to do." Bradey, staring at this big mvéio was staring
back at him, felt a surge of confidence.

'‘Okay, Mike,'he said. 'l don't have to tellyhow sorry | am.

I damn well am! Okay, coming from you, | know yibdo the job." " At
this moment, Maggie came in, wrapped in her towgltoat.

'I'm starving!" she exclaimed. 'When do wi&eMaggie, baby,’
Bradey said, 'you can make a complete hog of ytfurgée'll be out of
here tonight, and |1 won't have to foot the bill.eWbe off.' Maggie
squealed with excitement.

"You mean | can eat what | like?' 'That's whaean," Bradey
said. "You can work through the whole goddamn mexow, get us a



drink." While Maggie made gin martinis which Mikefused, Bradey went
through the plan of operation.

'As soon as Maggie has got this house di¢kershrubbery, we
move in," he said to Mike. 'lI've all the equipmestneed. This you
can leave to me. First, we empty the security bptteen we go down
to the penthouse terrace. If the Warrentons aastéep, you will
dart them. We collect the diamonds, then we walk d@here's nothing
tricky about this. We go into operation as sooMaggie handles the
dick: around 02.45. At that time, there are fewpgde around: most of
them half drunk. We return here, wait for Magdgéke the Rolls and
away we go. I'm seeing the boss after dinnerll s&'up a
meeting-place. I'll have all that fixed by the éirwe begin the
operation.' Maggie sipped her drink.

'Oh, bon, I'll be sad to leave this lovelygaa I've so enjoyed
it." "There are other places,’ Bradey said. H&éddamt his watch.

'l guess we can eat.' Maggie clapped her hands.



'‘Let's go! I'm starving!" "When ever aren't yoBfadey said.
'How about you, Mike?' Wrestling with another stiagipain, Mike
forced a grin.

'l guess I'll stay here. Have a ball!" "Yoaan you are not
going to eat?' Maggie cried, her eyes popping wide.

'Maggie!' Bradey snapped. 'Wheel me to tstargant! Not
everyone is such a hog as you!" Startled, Maggik twld of the
wheel-chair and manoeuvred it out of the chalet.

'Imagine! With all this gorgeous free fooddae's not
interested!" she said, as she rushed the wheeal+tohieards the
terrace restaurant.

'Slow down!" Bradey snapped. 'Do you think'y® competing in
the Grand Prix?' Maggie reluctantly slowed down.

'I'm hungry, bon,' she whined.

'‘Don't repeat yourself!' Bradey said. He dedihe wouldn't tell
Maggie that Mike was a dying man. He knew Magg#s \wopelessly
sentimental. If she knew Mike would be dead iew fmonths time, she
could collapse in snivelling tears and be uttedglass for the
operation ahead.

As Maggie manoeuvred the wheel-chair onta¢nece restaurant,
as the nwitre d' came swiftly to her side, Bradsgxed.

You either win or lose, he thought as Magggeed the
wheel-chair to their corner table.

Eight million dollars!

This was the big take!

He had surveyed the penthouse. He knew hd open the safe and
the boxes containing these too rich people's védgalHe was sure he
would get the Warrenton diamonds. The deal loajeatl. He had
confidence in Mike, in spite of his illness. Hesknfor certain
Maggie would keep the hotel dick occupied.

Eight million dollars!

It was as good as being in his Swiss bank!

The thought made him hungry. Taking the migoon the maitre d',
he glanced at the Table d'h6te: a five-course lunch

'We'll take the lot," he said, | and a botle/our best wine.'
Maggie gave a squeal of excitement that startledtt people already
eating.

As the sun began to rise, Manuel Torres way lith his boat.

In the forward cabin, Fuentes lay sweating on thekblistening to
Manuel's activities.

Fuentes was frightened to come out on deckgesstifled in the
little cabin, wondering if there was a cop patradlithe harbour, and
cursing Manuel for ignoring him.

It wasn't until after midday that Manuel cadwvn into the cabin.

'What the hell have you been doing?' Fuentaded.

'I've been lying here in this goddamn heat'.'Yes, my



friend," Manuel said. 'l am sorry for you, but soww, you will be
home. Have patience.' He went into the galley.

Wiping the sweat off his face, Fuentes wernth&odoor of the
galley.

'What is happening?' he demanded. 'How moiegdr do | have to
stay in the cabin?' Manuel put a pot of water eandtove. He threw
in salt.

'My boat is ready to sail," he said. 'We lg® job tonight. We
meet Anita at her place at midnight. We finalize bperation.' As
the water began to boil, he fed in sticks of sp&ghén a few
days, we leave for Havana with five million dollansmy boat. We
take Warrenton as hostage. No one will'dare stdp u



Fuentes sucked
in his breath. He felt suddenly elated.

How smart he had been to have gone to thisfordmelp!

Of course the boat! He had imagined they weieg to hijack a
plane! How much safer in a boat! With this ricnmas hostage, there
would be no problem. A perfect plan!

'You are a great man, Manuel! he exclaiméds a splendid
idea!" Manuel began to cut up onions and tomatoes.

'‘Go away,' he said. 'l have much to thinkudbad think better
alone.' Fuentes, knowing he was incapable of thopkivithdrew to the
cabin. In a few days, Manuel had said, they wdagen their way to
Havana with five million dollars.

Manuel was a man of truth. When he said sbimgf that something
would happen. All the Cubans in this small colbiay said so. They
all said repeatedly@ 'Manuel Torres is a man dhtriwhat he
promises happens.' Fuentes sat back on the busmkahds gripped
between his knees. In a few days he would be waorttillion dollars!
The very thought of such a vast sum made his Ivesh

A million dollars!

What would he do with such a sum? Perhapsalfaym? He shook
his head. No, to work a sugar cane farm was tod. hBuentes had
left his home town because the daily cutting ofssuzanes had been
more than he could bear. Perhaps a boat? He getlalcrew together
and fish. He imagined himself, like Manuel, ownmbig fishing
vessel, but he wouldn't work as Manuel did who diewen have a crew
to help him.

He sat, thinking.

A million dollars!

No, he was thinking like a peasant, he totddalf.

Sugar canes! Fishing! Ridiculous! He wolihd a girl.

With a million dollars, girls would be easyfind. He would buy
a cafe-bar. The girl would run it and he wouldive important
patron, walking around, talking, meeting friend&es, this would be
his future life!

Manuel came into the cabin and set down &bigl of spaghetti.

'We eat,’ he said.

It wasn't until the meal was over and Manuaswelaxed that he
began to talk.

'l want you to know, my friend , he said, stgrdirectly at
Fuentes, 'that this operation is not without ishpems.' Fuentes,
who imagined that there could be no problems witdmiel in control,
stiffened.

'Problems? What problems?' he asked nervously

Manuel lit a cigarette and placed his big Isaod the table. He
looked beyond Fuentes at the dirty wall of the oas if Fuentes
wasn't there, and he was talking aloud to himself.



‘We will get into the penthouse because An#ta a duplicate
pass-key.' He said. 'That is the first step. TWercapture these
two rich people, tie up the woman and make the tak@phone his father
in Texas. His father will collect the five milliashollars. This will
take a little time. It has to be in cash: theshilb larger than a
hundred dollars. This means, my friend, a lotitdé b He will be
warned not to go to the police. With all his monegm sure there
will be no problem. | will explain to him that weill be leaving by
boat and with his son, as hostage. When we amittavana or some
place, his son will be released. You take youreshawill then
sail for some place with the rest of the moneyl tlhik seems to me
acceptable. No police. No problems.' He pausedshiited his gaze
down to Fuentes. 'Do you agree?' Fuentes shifteddily.

'Yes, but you said just now there were prolsléfe ran his hand
over his sweating face. 'Now you are telling mer¢hare no problems,
| don't understand,’ 'My friend, you easily forgdtanuel said
quietly. 'Our big problem is the wife of Pedro.’



Fuentes stared at
him.

'Yes, but what is a woman? If she makesadiiffies, | will slit
her throat." Manuel shook his head.

"Then the cops will come into this. You aa thinking. There
must be no killing. So far, with my plan, the capsn't come into it.
The father will give us the money, and we go. dgps. If we Kill
Anita, what do we do with her body? We leave wiiis rich man,
warning his wife to say nothing or else we Kkill hirNo one will know
what is happening. We get on the boat and saiy gl if we Kkill
Anita, we are in the shit. Do you understand?nfe sluggish mind
tried to absorb what Manuel was saying, but he k@pking of the
million dollars he would soon be owning. He fordeohself to think,
then a cunning smile lit up his fat face.

'Is it such a problem?' he asked. "We wilgat on the boat,
and when at sea, | will slit her throat. She Wweélfor the sharks.’
Leaning forward, Manuel tapped his thick fingertba table as if
spelling out each word.

"This is no- ordinary woman. How do we get tve the boat
without her husband who is dying and could be dsadow?' Fuentes
gave up. This was something his sluggish minddidutope with.

'So what do we do?' he asked. 'You tell manlt kill her. You
tell me she won't leave the penthouse withoutghipid husband of
hers. What do we do?' Manuel nodded.

‘This is the problem. Unless I solve it, theiill be no money
for either of us.' He clenched his fists and slamhtihem down on the
table. 'l have to solve this problem!" Fuentesosak. This was
beyond him. He waited.

Manuel again appeared to be talking to himsgdiring at the
wall above Fuentes' head. 'l must lie to herafid lie and lie. |
must have this money! My whole future will charvgéh this money! |
must lie to her! | must make her believe thatwhehave her
husband. | must talk softly to her until | get loeto my boat. Yes,
you are right, my friend, if, and only if, she bewes difficult, after
she knows she is not getting her husband, thefi leave her to
you." He put his hands on his bald head and groaihdylpeople trust
me. She trusts me. By doing this thing | am mm&r a man of truth.
For years now, | have lived as a man of truthstdning, suddenly
into Fuentes' small, cunning mind came a frightgriought.

if this man of truth could forsake the trutidebetray one of his
people, how safe was the million dollars this matrah had promised
to give him?

Suppose when they were on the boat with fiukom dollars, and
Manuel had told him to slit Anita's throat?

Would it stop there? Would this man of trdgtide five millions
were better than four? Would he suddenly club &nd throw him after



Anita to be eaten by the sharks?

He felt a shudder of fear run through him.

Manuel wasn't looking at him. He was nowisgdown at his big
hands.

"This is the only solution. | must lie to hére muttered, 'and
may God forgive me.’



Six

in a sour mood, Detective 1st Grade Tom Lepakat his desk in
the detectives' room of the Paradise City Policalnearters. He was
thumbing through the previous night's crime shepbrts, and
muttering to himself.

His sour mood was caused by an argument h&duhelith his wife,
Carroll: an argument he invariably lost and thisred him.

Lepski liked his bed. He had always a rusetbto police
headquarters on time, but this didn't worry him.

He had the rush timed to a second.

There was nothing he liked better than hisikiiest: three eggs,
grilled ham, toast, jam and coffee. At 07.15

Carroll rolled out of bed, went to the kitcheamd prepared this
meal while Lepski shaved, showered and threw owrlbibes.

This morning, he had put on his shirt and stasggling into his
trousers when his nose twitched. He couldn't sthelusual
appetizing smell of grilling ham nor could he h#a sizzling of
frying eggs. Puzzled, he zipped his trousers, started towards the
kitchen to find Carroll standing in the bedroom deay, holding a
juicy-looking ham steak at the end of the fork.

| Hi, honey,' Lepski said, pausing. 'How's bmgakfast?' 'No
clean shirt. .. no breakfast,' Carroll said én hossy voice.



'Shirt?' Lepski gaped. 'What's a shirt to do wiih
breakfast?' "You have not put on the clean slutlout for you last
night.' Lepski made a noise that would have sthdlevild cat.

'‘Nothing's the matter with this goddamn shirgt's have
breakfast.' 'That shirt is filthy!" Carroll saitHave you no pride?'
'Pride? What the hell has pride to do with my kfast?' 'Le'pski!
You have worn that shirt for three days," Carraltls slowly and
distinctly. It is a disgrace! | took the troultteput out a clean
one. Put it on!"'One more day won't hurt. Lib#se breakfast!" 'l
will not have you, as a first Grade detective, iogKike a bum! No
clean shirt. .. no breakfast!" Lepski hesitat&dne was running
out. He wanted his breakfast, and seeing Card#termined stare,
he moaned and tore off the offending shirt, scagebuttons. As he
was putting on the clean shirt, Carroll gave a nben retired to the
kitchen.

He was ten minutes late arriving at policedugearters. Max
Jacoby was about to ride him, but seeing Lepstiiis expression
decided to keep his mouth shut.

'‘Cubans!’ Lepski suddenly exploded. 'Looth&t mess last
night!" He waved the crime reports in jacoby's cien. 'Every
goddamn night, these jerks start trouble! Refugédasrida is
getting as bad as Chicago!" 'Well, it keeps us eyga,' Jacoby said.

The telephone on Lepski's desk came alive.

He snatched up the receiver and bawled, 'LiB5Bkis is Larry.
The fink who shot those two in the rent grab is anto the surface.
The quack says we can talk to him for three minuf2s you want me to
talk to him or you?' The!' Lepski shouted. 'lI'l bver there in ten
minutes.' He slammed down the receiver. 'Coméviax.

This rent killer is coming to the surface.t'tgo!" On the way
to the hospital with Lepski driving, Jacoby saithat's a pretty
snappy shirt you're wearing, Tom.' Lepski lookespstiously at him,
wondering if he was being conned.

"You think so?' 'Sure do. | don't know howynanage to wear so
many clean shirts." Lepski looked smug.

'It's a matter of pride. After all, I'm thaptcop around here.

A top cop has to look well dressed. Talking alghitts, Max, that
rag you're wearing is a disgrace." 'l guess.'Jasahed, 'but then |
haven't a great girl like Carroll to look after frieepski scowled.

'what's she to do with it? Okay, she fixesldundry, but
anyone with pride should change his shirt every day

You'd better watch it." "Yeah.' Jacoby sigh#dl.watch it.’

Dr. Gerald Skinner, the head of the Paradise Eitgpital, received
them in his office. He was tall, thin, balding dnasy.

'l understand you two officers want to intewithis Cuban,' he
said. 'l must make it plain that he is dying.

There are favourable signs that he is recogezonsciousness,



but whether or not he will be coherent remainsdséen.' 'He's
really going to croak?' Lepski asked, aware thdtdmk shot down the
young Cuban.

Skinner shrugged.

'l would have thought so, but he is young. abeld just pull him
through. The signs are not favourable. In intemsare, he might
survive, and he's getting the best attention.' kiepsorted.

'He's killed two people. Who cares?' Skirlneked coldly at
him.

'We care,' he said. 'We have a reputatioa fogr



saving lives,

no matter what kind of life. I'll ask you to kegpur interview with
this man short.' 'Okay, Doc." Skinner pressed bpush and a nurse
came in.

"Take these two officers to room six,' he safBood day to
you," and nodding, he picked up a bulky file.

Following the nurse, Lepski and Jacoby enténedoom, set aside
for Pedro Certes. By his bed, Larry Stevens, tgnatle detective,
sat in utter boredom. His round, freckled facelfitvhen he saw
Lepski.

"The creep's making noises,' he said, getitirigs feet.

'‘Okay for me to have breakfast?' 'Go aheadylLd eave him to
me." Lepski sat in the vacant chair by the bedsit&eoby pulled up
another chair and sat down, hopefully taking oatrtatebook and
pencil.

Lepski regarded the man, lying in bed, angrimaced. If ever
there were signs of death, they were on the thinitesface of this
Cuban.

They waited.

Five minutes crawled by, then Lepski begalose patience. He
took hold of Pedro's hot, thin wrist and gave sharp shake.

Pedro moaned, then opened his eyes.

'How are you feeling, son?' Lepski asked. ddistle voice
startled Jacoby who had never heard Lepski in dirle.

Pedro groaned and closed his eyes.

Listen, son, who are you?' Lepski asked, siawld distinctly.
'What's your name?' Pedro's eyes slowly opened.

'Go to hell," he mumbled, and closed his eyes.

'Son, | have to tell you something. You akegy sick boy, and
the doc tells me you're not going to make it, littee while, you
will be an unidentified corpse if you don't tell meur name,' Lepski
said. 'Do you want that to happen?' Pedro opeiseelyles and stared
at Lepski.

'‘An unidentified corpse,’ Lepski repeatedaa sote in his voice
that made Jacoby stare. 'Now, we don't like tglldhout this, but a
lot of bums die in this city. We had an old rumwlyo died the other
day. He had no papers. No one knew who he wastriéd to find his
next of kin, but no one came forward. When the gédts landed with
an unidentified corpse, know what happens?

Funerals cost money. This old rummy was weagp a rubber sheet
and was taken out to sea and fed to the sharks.woalldn't want that
to happen to you, would you, son?' Listening, Jggaped. He nearly
spoilt Lepski's lies by protesting, but Lepski géme his cop scowl
and he controlled himself.

'No one wants to finish up as a shark’s dindethey?' Lepski
went on. 'If we know who you are, we can contaxtryfamily or your



wife if you're married, and you'll be buried dedgntYou don't want
to be chucked into the sea, do you?' Pedro shiyaretla shadow of
horror crossed his face. Knowing Cubans were niyt @ligious but
also superstitious, Lepski waited.

After a pause, Lepski went on, 'So, son, lkslfo give you a
decent funeral.' He leaned forward. 'What's yame?' Pedro's
breathing became uneven.

'sharks?' he mumbled.

'Yes, son, you know there are hungry sharkivgeout in the bay
for a meal;' Pedro shuddered.

'My name is Pedro Certes," he finally whispere

Still using his soft, kindly voice, Lepski a&sk "Where do you
live, Pedro?' "Twenty-seven, Fish Road, Seaconsblydmuttered after
a long hesitation.

'Have you a wife, Pedro? We'll go along aaild to her to give
you a decent funeral.' 'Anita.'



'What does she do, Pedro? Where does
she work?' 'She works. Pedro gave gasping sitfisea his eyes and
his face went slack.

'‘Get the nurse!" Lepski said sharply. 'Lolks he's going to
croak.' As Jacoby jumped to his feet, the nurseedam

‘Time's up,’ she said briskly.

'He's in a state,’ Lepski said.

The nurse came to the bed, took Pedro's pihlse,shrugged.

'He'll last a little longer,’ she said, indiféntly. 'Off you
two go. I've things to do to him." Out in the s, Jacoby said,
"That shark con was pretty rough, wasn't it?' dtked, didn't it?

Now for Fish Road.' Ten minutes later, the two diétes were talking
to the Cuban janitor in charge of the shabby blafckpartments where
the Certes lived.

The janitor was a short, fat man with a blaskustache and small
cunning eyes.

'Pedro Certes? Sure, he lives here. Top,flefi." 'Is his
wife at home?' 'No. She works.' 'Where does sh&?d he janitor
liked Anita. He had no time for Pedro, but Anitevays passed the
time of day with him. He wasn't giving out anyanhation about Anita
to a cop. His face went blank.

'l don't know.' Lepski snorted.

‘We want to find her fast. This is an emenyenHer husband is
dying. We want to take her to him.' The janitoesred.

'‘One of our people is dying so two cops coaréhfs wife. That's
a big deal.' 'Do you or don't you know where sheka®' Lepski barked.

'l told you. |don't." 'What time does sh¢ lgeck from work?'

The janitor knew Anita's hours, but this he wagalng to tell a cop.
He shrugged.

'How do | know? Late, sometimes. | don't\wriowhat's she look
like?' 't a description o Anita, So these two smeags hadn the
janitor thought. That was good news.

'Look like? Like any Cuban woman: dark, véat wears her hair
on the top of her head.' That was as far as hel¢birk of to
mis-describe Anita.

'What age?' 'How do | know? Any age. Twelttirty, something
like that." Lepski grunted, knowing he wasn 't gpia get any useful
information from this Cuban. He jerked his beadaoby, then walked
into the street.

These goddamn Cubans all stick togethesali:

'We'll have to stake out the place. You stodund, Max.

I'll get two boys down here to relieve youheCk the papers of
every Cuban woman, fat or thin, who goes into thiéding." 'Nice
job," Jacoby said bitterly.

Lepski grunted, got in his car and headedftasteadquarters.

A few minutes later, the janitor came out otfii® street,



carrying a trash can which he dumped on the sidewdé spotted
Jacoby, trying to interest himself in a displayfishing tackle in a
shop window nearby.

- The janitor returned to his apartment. k®d for a long
moment in thought, then he called for his son: k-géged,
bright-looking boy of twelve years of age.

"You know Manuel Torres's boat, his fathereaskim.

'‘Course 1 do! | know all the boats.' 'Rigldo there,fast.

Tell Mr. Torres that the cops have been herengskir Mrs. Certes.
Tell him they are watching our place. Understan#he boy nodded and
leaving the building, passing Jacoby with a slygnie ran towards

the waterfront.



Maria Warrenton had left her bathroom in such aspAnita was
late leaving the hotel. As she began the long Wwatkk to Seacomb,
Manuel's battered Lincoln pulled up beside her.

'Get in, Anita,’' he said.

Anita opened the passenger's door and scrdritble

It's not Pedro? He's not worse?' she aslexdyoice trembling.

'‘No, he is okay.' Manuel shifted into gear dnave down a side
road that led to the waterfront. "You mustn't gonle. The cops are
asking for you.' Anita gasped, covering her fach\uer hands.

The cops?' 'Yes. Now don't get upset," Magaiel. '"You must
stay on my boat until it is time for you to go tethotel to work.

You must keep off the streets. | understand tips t@ven't a
description of you. They questioned your janitod &e told them
nothing, but it will be safer for you to stay on togat a little

while, then we can arrange what we have to do lnig@ut how did

they find my address?'Anita asked. 'Pedro wouletnbave given it to
them.' This Manuel didn't believe. He felt sure tops had talked to
Pedro, and although he was dying, they had gatdnse and address out
of him.

'Pedro? No, certainly not! Some informekei with our people,
there are informers,’ Manuel said. 'Don't worrgwit. All will be
well." He pulled up near his fishing vessel. 'Nowe, will make final
plans.' In the forward cabin, they found Fuent@&sgyn the bunk. He
sat up, staring at Anita.

‘what's she doing here?' he demanded.

‘It is unfortunate,’ Manuel said quietly, isitf at the table.

"The cops are looking for her. She will stay hemél she goes to
work.' Fuentes began to speak, but Manuel silehgadvith a wave of
his hand.

'Sit down, Anita.' When she sat at the talewent on, 'What
time tonight should we begin the operation?' 'Twehirty," Anita
said without hesitation. 'Everyone will be awagrfrthe suites. The
hotel detective begins patrolling the corridorsm o'clock. The
staff will be busy finishing in the kitchens. Theathe time.' 'What
time do you finish your work?' 'Just after ten @d. Give me a
piece of paper and a pencil. I'll draw you a giaw to get to the
staff entrance.' Manuel produced paper and pendiMatched Anita
draw the plan. While she was doing this, he gldrate~uentes and
gave him a nod to tell him Anita knew what she wahsut.

She passed him the paper.

"You see?' Manuel studied the plan for sommands, then he
nodded.

'So we come by the back, that is Ranch Rasld.come down by the
golf course, then down a little path leading to stedf entrance?'
'Yes.' 'Are there any problems?' 'No, but be caredtito be seen.’
"Then what happens?' 'At exactly twelve-thirty,ill epen the staff



door. You must be there to come in immediatelizer€ will be no one
about. | will take you to the basement elevatat &e go up to the

top floor. The penthouse suite where the Warrentwa has a private
elevator. We walk up the stairs and | will unldbkir door.’

'Suppose they are in?' 'They are never there watilafter

one-thirty. 1 will relock the door and we will gaut onto the terrace
and wait for them. The rest | leave to you.'



Manuel thought about
this, aware that Fuentes was watching him.

Finally, he said, 'It sounds good.' 'Manu&hita said quietly.

"It is understood that my husband comes with user& was a long
pause. Fuentes ran his fingers through his loregsy hair. Manuel
stared down at the scarred table, then he lookexhdstared directly
at Anita.

'Yes,' he said. 'That has always been urmtmstPedro is
recovering, but, Anita, by coming with us on my tydee could have a
relapse. He is still very sick." Anita stiffened.

'If you don't promise that he comes with uso Inot open the
staff door,’ she said firmly.

'l understand your feelings. You are a firmman, but let us
look more closely at the problem,” Manuel saidhgvher a forced
sympathetic smile. 'We have all we need to puherpressure: two
bombs and the Warrentons, but your husband isvstill sick, In two
weeks, he could travel without causing a relapsenbw the cops are
looking for you, we can't wait two weeks. Our planst begin tonight.

I will now go to the hospital and talk to my frigland find out if
Pedro can be moved. If he says he can, then ihaceproblem, but
if he tells me it would be dangerous for Pedraateeta sea voyage,
then | have another suggestion to make to youtafgat motionless,
staring at Manuel. He felt uneasiness run thrcuigh Her big black
eyes were probing and hard.

'What other suggestion?' Her voice was lowlsardh, That we
need not discuss for the moment.' Manuel got tdeas 'l will now
go to the hospital and talk to my friend. | am imgpthere will be no
alternative. | will be back in an hour."'l willait," Anita said,

'but it is understood that unless Pedro comes wgth open no
doors." "It is understood,' and Manuel left theicatrossed the
gang-plank, got in his car and drove away.

Fuentes stared at Anita, his eyes glisteniitiy hate.

The longed to pull out his knife and slit fi@roat. A million
dollars, if he was lucky, was within his reach, this woman could
foul up the whole operation.

Anita didn't look at him. She stared dowheit clenched fists.

'Manuel is a man of truth," Fuentes said.u'viiust do what he
says. You must be reasonable.’ Anita looked upe @xpression in her
eyes made Fuentes slinch.

"You did this! It was you who persuaded mygltand to (to this
dreadful thing! You gave him the gun! Don't spgakne! May God
punish you!" Fuentes had nothing to say. He lakloa the bunk and
stared up at the roof of the cabin. This woman daagerous, he
thought. What lie would Manuel find to tell her?

When Lepski told Sergeant Joe Beigler thatdw had the name of
the rent killer and it was important to locate Kiker's wife,



Beigler, sipping coffee, said Lepski had done arsjph. However,
when Lepski said he wanted two men down to FishdRoatake out the
apartment block and to relieve Jacoby, Beiglerestat Lepski as if
he had asked for a ton of gold.

'l haven't two men to spare,’ Beigler saitkrad long pause.

That's your headache. | want the joint dadat. | can't find
out where this woman works, so the best thing atch her when she
returns from work," Lepski said patiently as if &{ping to an idiot
child.

Beigler drank more coffee.

"You know what I'd do if | were a smart figitade detective?' he
asked. 'l might add that | am not a smart firstelgr detective, but a
very smart sergeant. Now, if |



wanted to know where some Cuban woman
worked, know what | would do?' Lepski loosenedtid@s When Beigler
became patronizing, Lepski's blood pressure rusped

'l buy it," he snarled.

Beigier sat back, a smug smile on his freciex.

'‘Being a very smart sergeant, and being imgehaf this cop
house while the chief is away, | would go downtte City Hall and
inquire at the Aliens and Immigration office whéney keep records of
every Cuban working in our city and where they wdrkpski gaped at
him.

'How the hell should I know that?' "You woutdbut | do know
these things being a very smart . . ."' But Lepski already rushed
away. He flung himself into his car and drovette City Hall.

At the back of the City Hall, he found the &liand Immigration
office with a long queue of shabby-looking Cubaiugees waiting to
register.

Lepski had no time for Cubans. He bulldoziedway into the big
office where Cuban men and women were being irdensd.

Shoving his way to the head of the queue, &= sonfronted by a
young woman, sitting behind a long -counter, connpiea card. The
plaque before her told him she was Miss Hepplewaite

He regarded her and decided she was a snaty, [good-looking
and efficient.

'‘Miss Heppiewaite?' He flashed his shieldetdative Lepski.’

She didn't look up, but continued to complete tielc

Lepski wasn't to know that she had had anraemi with a cop for
a parking infringement that morning and had beeerga ticket. Right
at this moment, Miss HeppleWaite, a girl of excexpdlly strong
character, hated all cops.

Lepski waited, drumming his fingers on the raieu.

When she had completed the card, she lookebdasgrey-blue eyes
stony.

'I am dealing with Cubans,’' she said. 'Whbyaiu say you were?'
Lepski loosened his tie.

'Detective Lepski, City police,' he said iis ksbp voice and
again flashed his shield.

'What am | supposed to do?' she asked. 'Kimeh and worship
you?' A real smarty-pants, Lepski thought, conilnglhimself.

'Police business, Miss Heppiewaite. | warfirtd out where
Anita Certes of twenty-seven, Fish Road, Seaconobksv She regarded
him With hostile eyes.

'Why?' Lepski's blood pressure rose. He ldrtgehaul her across
the counter and smack her bottom.

'Police business,' he repeated. "You dor& baworry your
head about why, baby.' 'Don't call me baby! | doelport you for
being insulting!" Lepski had had enough of this.



"Yeah, and | could arrest you for obstructioabhy. I'm dealing
with a murder case. Do you want to come down tmlfjgarters so we can
sort it all out?' Miss Hepplewaite regarded Lepsldan, hard face
and decided also enough was enough. He lookddchasnould do what
he was threatening. The last thing Miss' Heppitawaanted was to be
taken to police headquarters. She surrenderectaeiily.

'What name was it?' Lepski gave her his haogd,smile.

'‘Anita Certes, twenty-seven, Fish Road, Seadcdiou understand
we have many . ..' Miss Hepplewaite began, tryinigolster up her
diminishing dignity.

'‘Anita Certes, twenty-seven, Fish Road, Seécdrepski barked.



'I'll see." Furious with herself for being cowegthis cop,

Miss Hepplewaite stamped over to the files. SHibeately took her
time, while Lepski drummed on the counter and thbdhs stared and
listened.

Finally, she returned with a card.

"This woman works part time at the Spanish Batel," she said.
'Her hours are from ten o'clock to one o'clock agdin at eight
o'clock in the evening. She is a cleaner.' Legskie her his leering
smile.

Thanks, baby. Keep your legs crossed," anefh

A small, thin Cuban, half way down the queubispered to his
friend ahead of him. 'Hold my place,’ and leavimgwent in search
of a public telephone. He was a good friend oftdertes. There
was only one man who could relay the news thatadwis being hunted
by the police. He called Manuel Torres.

josh Prescott, the Spanish Bay Hotel housectiee, was
preparing for his night's duty. He had showerédysd and was now
dressing. His mind had been continually thinkifighes fantastic,
glamorous nurse. He had been with dozens of gidsnone of them
compared with her. They had a date this nighte fhlought of once
more getting her into the shrubbery sent his ble@$sure soaring.
As he adjusted his tie, his front door bell rang.

Lepski barged in.

'Hi, josh!" 'What do you want?' Prescott dedeth 'I'm getting
ready to go on duty.' 'So what?' Lepski sat downCuban woman who
works at the hotel. Anita Certes. Mean anythmgdu?' 'Sure. She
does the cleaning, part time. What about her2i'¥oread about this
fink who shot to death the rent collector at Fisia&?' Prescott
nodded.

'‘Anita Certes is the killer's wife. | wanttedk to her.'

"These goddamn Cubans are always in trouble.'r& oigiht. I'm
always saying that. This woman works from eighteta Right?"
'Yeah.' 'So | come to the hotel and talk to hehhiPrescott thought
for a moment, then shook his head.

'She services the Warrentons' penthouse, Tdynboss would go
out of his skull if the penthouse wasn't servicedok, to handle
this right, wait until she comes off duty. I'lkfit to have her in
my office just after ten.

Then you can talk to her.' Lepski, knowing &% power in the
city, shrugged.

'‘Okay, josh. I'll be in your office just begoten.' 'I'll have
her for you,' Prescott promised.

The time now was 18.30.

Lepski was hungry. Carroll had told him sheswreparing a new
dish, but had refused to tell him what it was. Widarroll wasn't
spending hours on the telephone or going to cqféetes, yakking



with her girl friends, she studied cook books. %fas always finding
some new complicated dish which invariably endedisaster.

Lepski lived in the hope that one day, sheld@uoduce a meal
that they could eat instead of falling back on anits from the
regrigerator.

As he opened his front door, the fumes of Ingriassailed him and
the sound of Carroll's cursing singed his ears.

With what he hoped was a loving, understandimde which, in
fact, made him look like a man who had escaped f&drarror movie, he
walked into the smoke-filled kitchen.



Anita and Fuentes waited more than three housrédflanuel
returned to his vessel. Those three hours werestist hours Fuentes
had ever experienced.

The cabin was stiflingly hot. He smoked couatusly, moved
restlessly, muttered to himself, and was alwaysawst this woman,
sitting like a stone image, hated him.

From time to time, he glanced uneasily at I&e remained,
staring down at her clenched fists, her thick, klaair, falling
forward, half screening her face.

When he heard Manuel's thudding footfallstendeck, he drew in
a gasp of relief. Then, and only then, did Aniteve. She lifted her
head and stared at the cabin door, but her facestilidke stone.

Manuel came in and shut the door. He wentedfiately to the
table and sat down opposite Anita.

'‘Good news!" he said. Turning to where Fuentas sitting up on
the bunk, he went on, '‘Get me a drink, my frieRdéntes got a bottle
of rum from a locker and poured a heavy shot inftass.

'‘Anita, | regret being so long,' Manuel saillly friend at the
hospital was busy. | bad to wait.' '‘Pedro?, Aagked, huskily.

'Yes . .. Pedro.' Manuel took the glass ffeumntes and drank
the raw rum, sighed and put the glass on the tdBleally, | talked
to my friend. | explained the situation. | askewh if Pedro could
take a sea trip. He said if things were propemntgireged, Pedro could
come with us. Pedro is now sitting up. He isrigkiood, but things
will have to be properly arranged.' Fuentes saherbunk, rubbing
his sweating face, knowing that Manuel was lying, tre was lying
convincingly.

'What things?' Anita demanded.

'‘My friend tells me Pedro must be taken fréva hospital to my
boat in an ambulance. Once on board, you willlide & take care of
him. There is no question of him being broughthi® hotel. He must
be spared the least exertion." Anita looked dowmeatlenched fists
while she thought.

Fuentes felt sweat running down his face.s Quddamn bitch of a
woman! he thought. She stands between me antli@mndiollars!

Manuel also watched Anita, thinking she alstillthe key to five
million dollars. Had he convinced her with hissite

Anita looked up.

'Will the police let him come to the boat? stsked, 'What else
can they do? We have them by the short hairs,udlasaid. ‘It is
fool proof. We will have Warrenton. We have twanbs. | will
explain to Dulac that | can destroy his hotel fromw boat if Pedro
isn't put on board." She stared steadily at him.

'‘But can you do this?' 'Yes. The man who ntadéoombs owes me
his life.

He told me the bombs can be exploded by #n$ce he has given



me within a radius of two miles." Still, Anita camtied to stare
steadily at him.

'Show me this device." Manuel moved uneabily,looking at her,
seeing her hard stare, he got to his feet, weatldcker and took
out a black box.

‘This is the device," he said. 'See: thegehao buttons.

| press the top one and the little bomb exgdod press the
bottom button and the big bomb explodes. | takedbvice with me.’
Anita stared at the black box which was the siza péacket of
cigarettes.

It will work?' 'Yes. It will work." She reked, and sitting
back, she smiled at Manuel.



‘Then Pedro and | will sail to Havana together stome
tonight?' "Yes.' She reached out her hand and puthis.

'My good friend. Itis truly said that youeaat man of truth and
a friend of my people. Thank you.' The touch af tend was like a
searing hot iron, but Manuel managed not to flinEhze million
dollars! Who the hell wanted to be known as a wfanuth when there
was so much money to gain?

'So it is understood , he said, moving hisdsaio scratch his
beard. 'You open the doors, we kidnap the Warrentget the money,
and you have Pedro." "It is understood," Anita,daking directly
at him. 'l want a gun."'l have only two guns,'ral said, after a
pause. 'One for me and the other for Fuentesarideyou will share
the gun when you take it in turns to watch the \&fatons.' Anita sat
still. Under the cover of the table, her hand werthe handle of
the knife, hidden by her black sweat shirt. Sheldwo't need a gun if
anything went wrong. A knife was silent. Her egégdted to Fuentes
who was staring at her. This man she hated amaislied.

'I know nothing about guns. Show me the garay have to use.'
Manuel went to a locker and took out a plastic sack

From it he produced a 3.8 revolver.

‘There's nothing to it," he said, handingghe to Anita. It
is not loaded. You hold the gun in both hands, ana pull the
trigger. It is important to hold the gun in bothruls." Anita
examined the gun thoughtfully while both men watther, then she
turned away, held the gun in both hands and ptiiedrigger. The
snap of the firing-pin made her start.

'Yes,' she said and handed the gun back taidan
understand.' Manuel put the gun back into the iglasick and the sack
into the locker.

'Let us eat,’ he said. 'We may have to stdlge penthouse for
two or three days. It is wise to eat." While hes\geeparing a meal
of fish stew, Anita remained at the table, lookdgyvn at her hands.

Fuentes got off the bunk and went to the dagrof the galley.

He had had enough of Anita's brooding expression.

Manuel winked at him, then pressed his thiogédrs to his lips,
signalling to Fuentes not to talk.

The meal was eaten in silence. As Anita washing the dishes,
the telephone bell rang. Manuel picked up theivece
grunted'Torres,'then listened. Finally, he sdidahk you. You have
done well. |take care of my friends," and he hupg

Fuentes could see that Manuel was now worri¢id.heavy-featured
face was set, and as he sat down at the tablephed his bald,
sweating head.



Anita came from the galley.

'‘Bad news,' Manuel said.

Anita stiffened, losing colour.

'Pedro?, 'No. Don't | keep telling you Perall right?'

Manuel snapped. 'Don't keep thinking of him!'dvh nothing else to
think about except my husband.

What is the bad news?' 'The cops have fouhgamuare working at
the hotel.” Anita flinched, then sat down at thaea

'What will happen?' 'l don't know. Maybe th@ice will be
waiting for you.

They will question you. They will talk to ypboss: it is a
dangerous situation." Anita thought while Manued &uentes watched
her: both men fearing that, after all, this greahsof money wouldn't
materialize.

Anita looked up. Manuel marvelled at her cabpression.



‘It will be all right,’ she said. The hotel isast of staff.

| am the only one who knows how to serviceglethouse. For
tonight, the hotel can't do without me. The questig will come
after | have done my work. | am sure, and thevilitbe too late.'
She got to her feet. 'l will go now. | am notaadr of the police.

At exactly twelve-thirty tonight, | will open theedf door. | give
you my word." Manuel stared at her and relaxed.

"You are a fine, courageous woman,' he s¥it will be there at
exactly twelve-thirty." 'It is understood in a daryso, we will sall
for Havana with Pedro?' 'It is understood,” Marszetl with a false
smile.

Anita looked directly at him.

'l trust you,' she said. "You take all theney | only want
Pedro." When she had gone, there was a long, uséasge, then
Fuentes said, 'This woman frightens me. She igefans. She mustn't
be given a gun." Manuel shook his head.

There is no question of that." He pulled frioi hip pocket what
looked like a black sausage. This object.he laidhe table. 'l
have thought deeply about this since | left yoedr® is dying.

There is no other solution. | regret it, but westrkeep the cops out
of this affair.

Anita will expect me to threaten the hotel ewto persuade the
mayor to release her husband. She will stand bwhile | talk to
Dulac. If I do this, Dulac wil alert the polic&his is something we
must avoid. | am sure, without Pedro, we will et money. That |
am truly sure of, but Anita must be neutralizec'picked up the
sausage-shaped object. 'A little tap on her hetdthis and she
will no longer be a problem. She won't be damagdddfow well how
to strike with a sand-bag.' He took from his pockeoll of adhesive
tape. 'As soon as she gets us into the penthbwiégive her a
little tap. We bind and gag her and take her omib ¢the terrace.
Regretfully, there is no other way. When we getrtioney, we will
release her. If she accepts the fact that Ped® good as dead and
can't come with us but she agrees to come witthes, | will give her
some money.

If she is stupid, then regretfully, | will givher another tap
and we leave her. By then, we will have the masay Warrenton as
hostage. What can she do or the cops do? Thaweather solution.’
Sweat began to run down Fuentes'face. He stahdalarm at the
black sand-bag Manuel was holding.

He thought of the time when he, Manuel andféfgon, as hostage,
would be on the boat, heading for Havana.

I know well how to strike with a sand-bag.

Was that going to happen to him, then thekst¥ar

Manuel was regarding him.

'What is in your mind, my friend?' he asked.



My friend? This man of non-truth calling nreehd, Fuentes
thought.

'I am thinking of the money,' he said, forceangmile. 'l was
thinking what it would mean to me to own a millidallars.’ 'Yes,'
Manuel said quietly, 'but first we must get the mpnlisn't that
right, my friend?' Into Fuentes' sluggish mind caarteought. He
would have a gun. He would never take his eyedaffiuel during the
voyage to Havana, When they were approaching ttiohbalights, he
would shoot Manuel. He had enough experience matts to bring the
boat into the harbour. There would be five milldwilars on board!
He would then shoot Warrenton, dock the boat asdpgiear with this
enormous ransom!

This would have to be thought about, but tivess time.

Five million dollars!

His face lit up as he said, 'Yes, you aretrigfirst, we must
get the money.’



Ed Haddon was sitting at the corner table at the
sea-food restaurant as Bradey joined him.

The maitre d' hovered.

'Have the curried prawns,' Haddon said. "Teeyood.' Bradey
said curried prawns were fine with him. Haddoneoed another dry
martini for himself and a Scotch on the rocks foadiy.

As soon as the maitre d' had left them, Haddoked inquiringly
at Bradey.

'What's the news?' 'We do the job tonighigdaéy said. ‘It
looks a cert.

First, the safe, then the Warrentons' diamor&tsthen what
happens?' 'You have your end completely tied Uit you: it's a
cert."'l have my end tied up too," Haddon sdidi, we're heading
fast for the big deal.' Two waiters arrived andsedrthe curried
prawns.

Haddon could see by Bradey's expression asitveyed his plate,
that further business talk would be so much waktene.

The two men ate in silence. Every now and tlBradey made a
loud humming noise of appreciation.

Finally, finished, he sat back, mopped his thauth his napkin
and smiled.

‘That, Ed, was devilish good.' 'Can you not typur greedy mind
to business?' Haddon asked.

'Let's have the apple pie,’ Bradey said. d'sucker for apple
pie.' Haddon shrugged. He ordered two apple pisle they waited,
Bradey picked his teeth and hummed under his brdd#uddon contained
his impatience with an effort.

It wasn't until coffee and brandy had beenegthat Bradey
became receptive.

‘As | told you, | have my end tied up" Haddwnd.

'I've talked to Kendrick. He'll handle theald deal.

Now | know you'll do the job tonight, I'll atehim to have his
fag at your chalet at two o'clock. You get thefsind return to
your chalet. Kendrick's fag will take the lootdathat's the end of
your problem. Kendrick tells me he will stash theff away where no
one will find it. When the heat dies down, he \s#lll the stuff. It
may take a couple of months before we get the mdnéyno longer.’
Bradey grimaced.

'Suppose Kendrick says he's never had th& lbdbn't trust
that fat fag.' Haddon smiled grimly.

'‘No problem, Lu. | have enough on Kendricktd him out of
business and into jail. We'll get the money.' Bsadodded.

'‘Okay. If you say so, Ed, then we get the @ydriAs soon as
you've handed over the loot, you get back to yduweel-chair. You
stay at the hotel for another two days. There'lakcheck, but the
cops won't even suspect you. Your papers aretfoolp After two



days, you leave.

Okay?' 'Yeah. | see that. How about my mo&ey?' 'Kendrick
will pay your share into your Swiss bank in a ceupi months time."'
'How about Bannion's money-fifty thousand?' 'He%lo have to wait.'
| Look, Ed," Bradey said earnestly. 'This guylseaéeds the money.
He's got a terminal cancer and an idiot child k@ teare of. To get
a real performance from him, | want to promise hiengets his cut as
soon as the job is done. Will you advance the @ré/hat's all this
about? Who cares? If you feel like this, Lu, yalvance him the
money,' Haddon growled.

‘I would if I had it, but | never seem to haey



money," Bradey

said. 'Now, come on, Ed. What's fifty thousangda? Don't let us
foul up this sweet job for the sake of fifty thondal want to

promise Bannion that he gets paid off the momemjdb has been done,
and | want to keep that promise.’ ‘At my expen¥eil're getting

eight million, probably more, for the love of miked, be human!'
Haddon brooded, then shrugged.

'Oh for God's sake!" He grinned at Bradeyouould sell an egg
to a hen. Okay, if Bannion does a good job, if getithe Warrenton
diamonds, if you get the loot from the boxes gille you fifty
thousand for Bannion.' Bradey smiled.

'It's a deal, Ed.' He pushed back his chairsaaod up.

'‘Bannion will do a good job, and so will 1.aftks for a great
meal. See you," and he left the restaurant, goisicar and drove
back to the Spanish Bay Hotel.

Seven

Maria and Wilbur Warrenton returned to thetpense suite soon
after 19.00. They had spent the afternoon sulifagaand Wilbur was
pleasantly relaxed. He looked forward to a quiehdr at the hotel's
restaurant, then to spend the rest of the evenatghing a Spaghetti
western on TV. His hopes were dashed, when Marth $lease get my
diamonds. | am in the mood to gamble. | feelvéna winning streak.
We will dine at the Casino, then we will play.’ ®oich for the
Spaghetti western, Wilbur thought as he said, 'Blat;ia, | thought we
had agreed you shouldn't wear your diamonds aveany the hotel.'
Frowning, Maria lifted her eyebrows.

‘When | want to wear my diamonds, | will wélaem!

Why have them if | don't wear them?' 'Thiy cst full of
starving, refugee Cubans,' Wilbur said patienti§our diamonds could
be a big temptation.

There could be a hold-up.' 'Don't be so ritigg! | am wearing
my diamonds! We will leave at eight-thirty. Yoadbetter change,’
and Maria went into her bedroom, slamming the door.

Wilbur thought for a long moment, then he wenthe safe,
twirled the combination, opened the safe door ao# from it a
leather jewel case: This he put on an occasiobég tafter relocking
the safe. Then going to the telephone, he cadlad Pulac's office.



This is Mr. Warrenton," he said when a woman aned. 'l
would like to speak to Mr. Dulac.' 'Certainly, MWarrenton. 4 The
bow in her voice pleased him. A moment later, Dame on the line.

'‘Good evening, Mr. Warrenton. Is there sdmmgt | may do for
you?' 'We are going to the Casino," Wilburn saidrs.

Warrenton will be wearing her diamonds.' DulM® had an uncanny
talent for anticipating the wishes of his rich olig, said, 'l
understand, Mr. Warrenton. You would like to hawveefficient
bodyguard to accompany you. That presents no @mabMWhat time will
you be leaving?' 'Around eight-thirty," Wilbur sasfartled that
Dulac should immediately understand the situation.

Then I will have a reliable bodyguard waitinghe lobby at
eight-thirty. | will telephone Mr. Hendrick whaims the Casino. Ao
yguard will e with you during your stay at the Gesand will
accompany you back here.

Is | that satisfactory?' I'll say it is, andmy thanks. Mr.

Dulac, you run a great hotel," Wilbur said, and néa

‘It is my pleasure to serve you, Mr. Warrent®ulac said
smoothly. 'Have a nice night," and he hung up.

josh Prescott had just finished a dinner eaktand fried onions
in the staff restaurant when a bell boy rushedoupr, telling him
the Boss wanted him pronto.

Cursing under his breath, Prescott hurriedutac's office. The
time now was 19.30.

'Y ' on are to act as bodyguard to Mr. and.MWarrenton, Dulac
told him. "They are going to the Casino, and Mfgarrenton will be
wearing her diamonds. | have arranged with thenGasanagement to
have a man take over from you. When you haveysatalveyed Mr. and
Mrs. Warrenton to the casino, you will return hanel resume your
duties.' 'Yes, sir," Prescott said woodenly, tmgkiThese bloody
rich bitches, showing off their goddamn diamonds!

They will be leaving at eight-thirty," Dulagnt on.

'Wait for them in the lobby. Be there at ¢igltlock.

They must not be kept waiting." Prescott retmemrad he was
planning to talk to Anita Certes when she arrivedvfork. By having
to sit in the lobby at 20.00, he would miss her.

'Sir," he said. 'You should know we have d-pme cleaner
working on Mr. Warrenton's suite. She is a Culaaud, her husband is
being held by the police for murder.' Dulac flindheOne of his staff
the wife of a murderer!

'We can't have a woman like that working Hdre said. "What is
her name?' 'Anita Certes, sir.' 'Very well, Prescheave this to
me." When Prescott left the office, Dulac telepltbhis staff manager
who moaned when Dulac told him to dismiss Anitat€eiimmediately.

'Not tonight, sir," he pleaded. 'l have ntr@staff to replace
her. She does a good job. May | suggest | seatibe morning when



| will be able to replace her?' 'Very well,’ Dulsaid, 'but we must
get rid of her." While this conversation was takptgce, and while
Prescott was checking his revolver in his officéobe settling in the
lobby to await the Warrentons, Anita arrived. 8fss early, hoping
that the police weren't already at the hotel. Ne saw her as she
unlocked the staff door, closed and relocked he ®alked silently
and swiftly to the women's rest room and lockediein a toilet.
Sitting on the lid of the toilet seat, sheganeed herself for a
long wait. She had no intention of going up to peathouse suite.
It was just possible a cop or Prescott would beimgup there. She
would wait until 24.30 when she would unlock thafstioor and then
take Manuel and Fuentes up to the penthouse. Rgrbout this, she
decided the cops would wait in Prescott's officel she had finished
her work. She was well aware that



the Spanish Bay Hotel would mot
tolerate cops roaming around to scare the richtlaadpoilt.

Sitting in the semidarkness, she thought ofde¢oved Pedro.
How good it would be when they were on the boat¢tiogr, heading back
to his home! She longed to put her arms aroundamdcomfort him.
She felt sure once he was with her, she could rirséack to health.

She would slave in the sugar cane fields,iegnmoney..

He could lie in bed at his father's houselmgiwas well enough
to work by her side.

She slid off the toilet seat and onto her kneghe began to
pray that in a few days Pedro and she would bednit

While she prayed, Pedro Certes moved fromrlian life into
peaceful death.

Bradey, Maggie and Bannion sat in the chdletking on
last-minute details for the night's operation.

Bradey had told Bannion he had talked to ilgeBoss.

'We get the loot, Mike," he said, | and youfgey thousand
dollars. You may have a couple of days to wait,fmlonger.’
Bannion hunched his massive shoulders.

That's great news,' he said.

Maggie patted his hand.

'l love it for you, Mike." She spoke from fsamtimental heart.

'l do hope all will go well for your little daughtel really mean

it." Bannion had taken three pain-killing pills.Ithough he now felt
no pain, he was worried. He wasn't moving as gasilusual. He
found his feet dragged, and there was no sprifgnn He suspected
he was now dying faster than he thought he wotdd di

"You have a tuxedo with you, Mike?' Bradeyexsk

‘I have it." 'I'll fix your face so no one Winow you,' Bradey
went on. 'We both go to the hotel around two akloNo one will pay
any attention to us. If anyone gets in our wayj yall fix them with
the dart. Remember the shot must be in the flesihd, face or neck.
The Warrentons could be in the penthouse by the t# get there. You
will dart them. The job shouldn't take more thartyf minutes.

We return here, hand the loot over to the Bassn, and then we
stay put for two more days. You get your moneyl @&e say goodbye.
Okay with you?' Bannion nodded.

"You can rely on me." 'l know | can. | knovaat this job means
to you.' Bradey turned to Maggie. 'Now, honeyph'tlhave to tell
you again what you have to do. You keep the hihtdd out of our
hair. Now, another thing, and this will make yalary. Go to the
restaurant and tell the Maitre d' | am unwell arahiivbe eating.'
Maggie's eyes widened in alarm.

'Oh, bon! Are you unwell?' 'You are to tdlnhthat!" Bradey
snapped. 'I'm fine!

When the cops start checking, | want thenniovk| was in bed,



unwell. Get it?' Maggie gaped for a long momdmntsmiled.

That's smart. For a dreadful moment, | thddigever mind. You
shouldn't think, Maggie. It doesn't do your braity good. When you
go to the restaurant check to see if the Warrerdomgating. See if
you can find out if they are off some place for tight." "Yes, bon.'
Maggie looked anxiously at Bradey. 'Can | eahatrestaurant?’ "You
can stuff yourself blind," Bradey said. 'Have liiie Maggie gave a
squeal of delight.

While they were talking, Bannion was thinkioighis daughter,
Chrissy. He had telephoned the Home twice sindealkdebeen in
Paradise City. The nurse in charge had been kiddeassuring.
Chrissy, she told him, was happy, but she missed &nd kept asking
when she



would see him. Bannion, remembering those weekehds he
was always with Chrissy, felt a pull at his heart.

He told the nurse it wouldn't be long. Shenpised to tell
Chrissy.

Half an hour later, Maggie, wearing her bestypdress and
looking like an escapee from The Crazy Horse relPagis, walked into
the hotel lobby.

She saw josh Prescott sitting glumly in a chaiay from the
chattering mob. She moved by him, rolled her laipd gave him her
sexiest smile, then she entered the restaurant.

The maitre d' advanced towards her while terly men, already
eating, paused and regarded her, wishing they twenaty years
younger.

'‘Good evening, madam,' the nwitre d' saidt. '"Mance is not
with you?' "The poor old dear is not well," Magg#d, her big eyes
sorrowful. 'He has these turns. He insisted Idiader. He is so
kind.' 'Can | send him a tray, madam?' The n-taltiesked, escorting
Maggie to the corner table.

Maggie paused. She saw the Warrentons wadkire lobby. She
saw Prescott get hastily to his feet and join th&he saw the
diamonds. Then the Warrentons and Prescott movedf sight.

'‘Can | send a tray to Mr. Vance? Somethieny light?' the
nwitre d' asked again.

‘No, thank you. Mr. Vance is sleeping. V@éaiven him a
sedative.' She sat down at the table. 'Wasn'tMhat

and Mrs. Warrenton just leaving?' 'Yes, Madalrhey are spending
the evening at the Casino,’ the nwitre d' replied @nfolded the
spacious menu. 'Perhaps | can make some suggeshierthought this
nurse was the most glamorous, sexy woman eveme ¢o the hotel.

Maggie suppressed a squeal of excitement.g&he him her
wide-eyed, helpless look.

'‘Would you?' she said. 'I'm hungry.' At thes{Do restaurant,
Maria Warrenton made a sensational entrance, asrpanied by Wilbur,
the maitre d' leading the way, she walked downré¢ldearpeted aisle,
bordered by tables to the best table in the room.

The rich were already eating. Dinner wasagmarly at the
Casino. The main interest was the roulette tables.

There was always a rush to get the meal @vetget to the
business of the evening.

This was the first time many of the rich haérsthe fabulous
Warrenton diamonds. The men eyed Maria first, thendiamonds and
envied Wilbur. The women had only eyes for théayiing collar, the
ear-rings and the bracelets.

Maria was at her most difficult when chooshey dinner. There
were times when Wilbur, who was always happy witoad steak, found
it difficult to restrain his impatience as Marisisted always to



have every item on the menu explained to her byilearwitre d's.
Now, aware every woman in the room was watching $tex behaved with
the petulant arrogance of a spoilt movie star.

Wilbur thought, 'Oh well, it's her honeymoobét her enjoy
herself. | hope to God she doesn't act this wagnwke get home!'
josh Prescott, having spoken to the Casino's de¢eghd had his
assurance that he would remain close to the Wamsrand would convey
them back to the hotel, decided his duty was done.

He took a taxi back to the hotel and turnesdthoughts to
Maggie. He checked his watch. The time was noW®@1He had this
date with Maggie at 02.15. He had more than fivers to wait!
Maggie had really turned him on. His mind was smpcupied with her
that he forgot about Anita Certes. Even when lgabéis patrol



of

the hotel corridors, he still forgot about her.sldiyes continually
checked the slow movement of the hour hand of higkv He could only
think of the moment when he and Maggie would bedyin the soft lawn,
hidden by flowering shrubs.

From the plastic sack, Manuel produced twor8wlvers which he
laid on the table.

'Time moves,' he said. 'We mustn't be |&e, careful with
this gun,’ and he pushed one of the revolvers mvBuentes. 'ltis
loaded. Remember, there is to be no shootings jbbican be handled
without police interference.' He stared steadiliFaéntes. 'You
understand?

We only shoot if things go badly wrong.' Fieanlicked his dry
lips as he took the gun.

'l understand.’ 'It may take three or fourslbgfore old man
Warrenton comes up with the ransom," Manuel went'bwill have to
talk to Dulac. All of us will need food while weat. He won't want
his kitchens destroyed, so he will co-operate. ¥d | will take it
in turns to sleep. The Warrentons will have tdband. Anita will
also have to be bound and gagged. It won't be eagjriend, but to
earn five million dollars can never be easy.' '@Gniion for me, and
four for you," Fuentes said quickly.

'Yes. That is correct." Manuel smiled, butchéng closely,
Fuentes saw the smile didn't reach the black, sikeeyes.

'If we have to stay in the penthouse for tloe®ur days, these
people will have to be fed. They will have to ek themselves,’
Fuentes said.

'Food will be provided by the hotel. Therdl e toilets in the
penthouse.' 'When Anita recovers from the tap,hfasesaid, 'she %ill
be dangerous. Is it wise to release her hands&t I3 something we
will deal with-when we are all together in the genise," Manuel said.
'‘Don't worry about trifles. You must leave alkéttietails to me, my
friend.' Fuentes shrugged.

'I am nervous about her. She is dangerowmudl smiled again:
an evil smile.

'l am even more dangerous, my friend.' Thernvem stared at each
other, Fuentes felt a cold chill of fear run dows $weating back.

The sound of the telephone bell made both stes.

Manuel got up, crossed to the telephone ackkgiup the
receiver.

‘Torres,' he said, then listened while Fuefitegered the gun,
thinking, with this gun, he could handle Manuel.

The feel of the cold butt gave him confidence.

Manuel said, 'Thank you, my friend. In dditivhile you will be
rewarded," and he hung up. He turned and smilEdexttes. 'If one
has patience, most problems solve themselvesdile Ve now have



no problem with Anita. My friend at the hospitalls me Pedro died
half an hour ago.' Fuentes stiffened.

'He's dead?' His face lit up. 'Good news!tlitright while
Manuel watched him. "When she knows, she mightatats into the
penthouse.' 'She won't know. She is already atdled, waiting for
us. When we get into the penthouse, | will tel Redro had a
relapse and has died. There is nothing she cabalat it. We will
be in the penthouse. The cops are looking for Bére will have to
come with us. | will even give her some moneye'gay think you are
lying," Fuentes said uneasily.

'Suppose she thinks Pedro hasn't died. Siid be dangerous.
Manuel went to a locker and took from it a tinyiattansistor which
he put in his pocket.

'l don't even have to tell her myself. ItMaé on the



news.
You and | will be as surprised as she will be.'gdéthe revolver and

a handful of cartridges in his other pocket. Né 9ecomes

hysterical, | will give her a little tap. Luck going our way, my

friend. Now we will go to the hotel." Manuel wditt, then Fuentes
followed him. They crossed the crowded quay to Mds car.

As Manuel started the car's engine, he p&iteshtes on his arm.

‘All is going well," he said. 'Soon, my frigrwe will be rich.’

As Manuel drove off the quay, Fuentes fingeredjuis.

At 21.45, Lepski, with Max Jacoby at his sidmve to the side
entrance of the Spanish Bay Hotel. Both men wegesour mood.
Carroll had expected to be taken out that evenlrgpski, who never
remembered anniversaries, even his wedding anamgnsad forgotten
this day was the anniversary of their first tripgBiorope. Although
the trip had been a disaster, Carroll bad saidyishe wanted to be
taken to some decent restaurant and rememberthgoied times they
had had. Lepski who scarcely ever listened todllarichatter had
muttered this was fine, and had immediately forgothe arrangement.
He had rushed into his home, expecting his dirared,was astonished
to find Carroll in the bath.

'Hey, baby!" he bawled. 'What's for dinn8AR are eating out,
Lepski," Carroll said coldly, glaring at him. 'WWave a date.' Lepski
closed his eyes. He now remembered something aboelebration.

'Look, honey,'he said in his most wheedlingeo 'I've got
police business. I'll be out for a couple of hourge got to
interview the wife of this rent killer. How abosbme dinner?' He
received a soapy sponge right in his face.

He and Jacoby ate a burger snack while Ldjg$&nhed to Jacoby
moan that he had had to stand up a blonde who eggpealling for
action. Neither men talked as Lepski drove toSpanish Bay Hotel.
Parking the car, Lepski led the way to josh Prascoffice which
they found in darkness. Turning on the light, theyk chairs, lit
cigarettes and waited.

They sat in sullen silence. Anxiously, Lepsied to think how
he could placate Carroll when he returned homeeM@arroll was
frustrated, she could be more than difficult. Mayafter he had
talked to this goddamn Cuban, he would buy a biggbet of flowers
from the flower shop in the hotel which remaine@mpong after
midnight. Getting a bouquet of choice flowers frima Spanish Bay
Hotel surely would sweeten Carroll. Then he thawghat the bouquet
would cost, and he flinched.

Well, maybe not a bouquet. He'd buy a singée, nicely packed
in a gift box. Jacoby was thinking gloomily thas blonde date had
many men friends. He might lose her for good.

Brooding so deeply on their troubles, the tietectives lost
count of time. Suddenly, Lepski who had run outighrettes, glanced



at his watch. The time now was 22.30. He staxdds feet.

'What's going on?' he exclaimed. 'Josh saidduld have the
woman here at ten o'clock. It's now half pastdybt he's held up,
or something,'Jacoby offered. 'lIf you want a cigf@have one of
mine." 'I'm going to look for him," Lepski said(ou stay here in
case he shows up.' He made his way to the nigkeggdesk. There
were a number of men and women in evening dregeitobby, about to
enter the restaurant. Lepski, feeling self-consislid around them
and arrived at the night porter's desk.

'Seen Prescott?' he asked, flashing his shield



The night porter, thin and elderly, regarded hsifde were a
big, hairy spider.

'‘No doubt, Mr. Prescott is on patrol," helssiffly.

"Yeah, but where? | want to talk to him: pelbusines ' Lepski
said.

s, 'Patrolling,’ the night porter said. 'Hild be anywhere.’
Lepski loosened his tie.

‘Well, if you see him, tell him Detective Ldpss in his
office." ,if | see him,' the night porter return@tio had no time for
hotel dicks nor cops. 'He could be anywhere.' Rgmiepski stamped
back to Prescott's office.

Jacoby was lighting yet another cigarette.

' The fink's on patrol,’ Lepski snarled.| Have one of
those!" It wasn't until after 23.15 that Presdoit, mind still on
Maggie, his eyes continually on the hour hand sfwtch, decided to
look in at his office for a snort of Scotch andeavpacket of
cigarettes.

He came to an abrupt stop when he saw Lepskdacoby glaring at
him. Then with a sense of shock, he rememberethAZertes. He
wasn't a tough'ex-cop for nothing. Hitching onidexsmile, he
entered the office.

'Hi, boys , he said. 'Sorry about this. Alfeup. | had a
special job escorting the Warrentons to the Caste of those
things.' 'Where's the Cuban woman?' Lepski snarled.

'l guess she's home by now.' Lepski got tddes He released
a noise a clap of thunder might have envied.

'Home? What do you mean? You promised te ln@r here at ten
o'clock. We've been sitting on our asses for goddhours, waiting!'
' told you it was a foul-up. | had this job to.d8he's home by
now.' 'How do you know?' Lepski bawled.

'‘She comes here at eight. She leaves atté&now
eleven-thirty," Prescott said. 'And listen, Lepskiu don't bawl at
me. You may be the hot shot away from this hded,I'm the hot shot
here. If you want to talk to her, go to her horttéow do | know
she's at home?' Lepski demanded.

'‘Go and find out!" Prescott snapped. erediseld she be?’

'She could have dropped dead in the penthousecbi8d Mickey Mouse.
| tell you she's gone home!" Jacoby got to his fee

'‘Come on, Tom, let's go and see.' Lepski sdort

'If she isn't there, Prescott, I'll be baakd &l start
something that'll put years on your life!" "Yourstsomething in this
hotel,' Prescott said, glaring at Lepski, ‘andiklit Mr. Dulac,
the mayor and your chief get you back in uniforlRow, piss off!"
While this fracas was going on, Anita Certes whd heen continually
looking at her watch, moved restlessly on the fithe toilet seat.
Would it never get to twelve-thirty? She begaptay again. She



prayed, waited and prayed again. She could heandlse from the
kitchens gradually dying down. She heard the nstgdff begin to
leave. Finally, at a minute before twelvethirttyesnoved out of the
women's rest room. She looked up and down thédooyiistened, then
at exactly 24.30, she ran swiftly to the staff daorocked it and
opened it. She found Manuel and Fuentes waitBlge beckoned them
in, then led them to the elevator. The three efrttentered as the
door swished open. Anita ressed the top floordouttAs the elevator
ascended, P she looked at Manuel.

'Pedro?’ 'No news," Manuel lied. 'l triedyed my friend at the
hospital, but he had gone home. Don't worry. vAll be well ' ' 'l
have been praying," Anita said, looking trustingtyManuel. 'l feel
in my heart all will be well.



'Yes,' Manuel said, hating himself. "Your prayei be
answered.' Reaching the top floor, Anita first dteetthe empty
corridor, then led the two men up a flight of stdw the door
leading to the penthouse suite. It took her ormycanent to unlock
the door with her duplicate pass-key.

The three of them entered the spacious livoagn, dimly lit by
the lamps from the terrace.

Anita closed and locked the door.

It was while Lepski was driving furiously te&omb that the news
of Pedro Certes' death came over the car radio.

'So the creep's dead," Jacoby said. 'Look, Tm we need to
talk to his wife? What's the point?' 'You've gotiyblonde date
still on your mind?' Lepski asked, easing his speed

‘Well, | might just catch her. She keeps latars, and it's my
day off tomorrow. | can sleep late. What do ygpext from this
Cuban? What's your thinking?' 'She might give liseaon Fuentes.’
'So what? He's in Havana. We can't get at hiorthE love of Mike,
let's go home. It's getting on for midnight.

Who cares about a goddamn Cuban woman?' Jaeadhy

‘The killer's dead. That closes the case. h#e plenty of
other work to do without bothering about a smatidikiller who is now
dead.' Lepski pulled to the kerb.

'Yeah. | guess you're right. Okay, let'shgme. [I'll drop you
off. Good luck, Max. | hope you make your dafhat makes two of
us,' Jacoby said.

When Lepski left Jacoby at his apartment bitekheaded for
home. It wasn't until he had garaged his carlitbaemembered he had
forgotten to buy Carroll a rose.

Feeling like a man going to his executioneh&red his home,
locked the front door, then removing his shoededtmthe bedroom,
hoping Carroll would be asleep.

But, of course, she wasn't. She was sittmaqbed, waiting
for him.

Anita said, a little breathlessly, 'Don't put the lights.' 'No.

We can see well enough from the lights on thexterf Manuel said,
as he looked around. 'How the rich live!' The tjatuflashed through
his mind that he too could have a penthouse lileevthen he had five
million dollars. 'Well, we must sit and wait." ldat down in one of
the big lounging chairs as Fuentes, uneasy, weanirdo the terrace.
He was astonished at the size of the terraceatige pots of

flowers, the lounging chairs, tables and the cackta.

'What is the time?' Manuel said, then peetddsawatch in the
semidarkness. 'Ah! It is nearing news time. \ehput money on a
horse, Anita. | feel this is my lucky day.' He kadoom his pocket
the tiny transistor. 'Do you ever back the horsésave no money
for such things," Anita said curtly.



'You are not going to turn that on? Someorghthear it." 'l
have to know if my 'No one will hear it," Manuelda

horse has won," and he switched on the trtansedjusting the
control so the sound was low but distinct.

Fuentes came to the doorway, his back to thenfit terrace.
Sweat was running down his face. Would this stupddhan begin to
scream when she learned her creep of a husbardidd® Would Manuel
be able to control her? Once again, he fingeredtin.

The radio announcer first began with the loadss.

Anita sat motionless, Manuel wished he coelelIser face, but the
light in the big room was too dim. He could



only see her silhouette
as she sat, her hands gripped between her knees.

Then came the announcement he was waitingHerstiffened,
leaning forward so he could spring on Anita if §legan to scream.
Fuentes also moved forward.

The announcement was brief: Pedro Certegrlofia rent
collector in Seacomb, having been shot by Detediiva Lepski while
trying to escape with three thousand dollars, hed dfter briefly
returning to consciousness.

The announcer then began to give the racimgneut Manuel
switched off. He dropped the transistor on therfland loo ed bar at
Anita, waiting for the first sign of hysterics.

Nothing happened.

Anita remained like a stone woman.

Except for the sound of the surf and the disshouts Of the
late bathers, silence like a humid, terrible palhdp over the three
in the penthouse suite.

Manuel forced himself to say, 'Dear JesusitaAnWhat can |
say?' Still she sat there, motionless.

Any moment now, Manuel thought, she will begirscream. He got
to his feet and moved towards her.

'‘Anital ' This is a terrible thing!" 'Don'dome near me!' Her
voice was a harsh whisper.

Manuel paused.

The sound of her voice was so unearthly, Fessbacked away.

A small table lamp lit up as Anita pressedsitch.

Manuel caught his breath as he looked atdw, fdirectly lit by
the lamp. He didn't recognize her. He saw béfarea face that had
shrivelled, aged and the eyes had retreated ieio shckets.

But there was no sign of hysteria. He cowddoking at the face
of a dead woman.

'‘Anital' He forced himself to lie. 'This igexrible shock to
me as to you.' The dead eyes suddenly came alive.

'So you lied to me, you man of truth.' Herosowas like the
rustle of dry leaves. 'You knew all the time Pedis dying. You
lied to me to unlock the doors. You lied to meysa could get your
hands on all this filthy money!

May God curse you! 'Anita! No!" Manuel halouted. 'Listen to
me! | didn't lie to you! | swear it to you! Thih | am a real man
of truth! | promised you your husband. When Ipige one of my
people something, | do everything possible to hotioat promise! No,
Anita, | didn't lie to you, but the man at the hitesigied to nw!

Why did he lie to me?

Why did he assure me Pedro was recoveringy?Wbramatically,
Manuel banged his head with his clenched fistsvilllfind out!

This | promise you! | will make him tell me why ked, and I will



punish him! This | swear to you!" Anita closed leges. Tears began
to run down her face.

'Pedro, my darling husband,' she moaned sdfthave lost you.'
Manuel gave Fuentes a quick glance. Fuentes naatitbdvinked. He
thought Manuel's speech had been masterly.

'When we get to Havana,' Manuel said gentlg,Will arrange a
Mass for Pedro. | know how you must be sufferi@yy, my poor woman.
Release the agony in your heart." Again thereaMagsg pause, then
Anita wiped her eyes with the back of her hand stodd up.

'l will go now," she said.

This was the last thing Manuel expected ta.hea

Alarmed, he stared at her.

‘But, Anita, where will you go?' 'To a churcWhere else? |
have to light candles for Pedro. | need to prBwt not now,'

Manuel said in his softest tone. 'This dreadfulsi@as shaken you.
When you and | reach



Havana, we will light many candles and have a
Mass said, but not now.' She moved to the door.

'l am going.' He moved swiftly to her, takingr arm. He felt
her shiver at his touch, but he held her firmly.

'‘No, Anita! Think! The cops are looking fpou. They will find
out that it was you who unlocked the doors. Yol ne arrested and
thrown into a cell. Think! How many candles witu light for Pedro
when you are locked in a cell?" Watching her asssbed motionless,
Manuel saw a resigned, hopeless expression crostehth-like face,
and he released her.

'We will go on the terrace,’ he said gentlg.the light of the
moon, we will pray for the soul of your husbande' tdok a furtive
glance at his watch. The time was 01.05.

It couldn't be long before the Warrentons nregd.

Somehow, he must keep this woman occupiedithely did return.

Like a Zombie, Anita went with him onto thereee.

He led her to a dark corner, half hidden Ippted orange tree,
its golden fruit shining in the moonlight.

They knelt side by side.

Watching, Fuentes marvelled at Manuel's hyiggcr

In the chalet, Bradey, already made-up aglestened, youngish
looking man with a chin beard and wearing a tuxedits working on
Bannion's face.

"Your own mother won't know you by the timeel'

finished , he was saying. 'lf the Warrentoatch a glimpse of
us before you dart them, there will be no probleuast hold still for
a moment while I fix your moustache.' Bannion, ale&aring a tuxedo,
held still. He was thinking of Chrissy while Bradeorked on him. He
felt hollow inside. The pain-killing pills werekie a comforting
blanket, but he knew the teeth of this cancer wpglty gnawing away
at his vitals, like a hungry wolf tearing at theezse of a stricken
animal.

There!" Bradey said, sitting back. 'A beflijob. Take a
look." With an effort, Bannion got up and surveyaaself in the
bathroom mirror. He saw a big, heavily built sganwho was so
unlike himself | he stared. If only he could rgddlecome this tough,
strong-looking man and make himself a new life!

'Pretty good, huh?' Bradey said, grinning.

'Yes,' Bannion said quietly. 'Yes: pretty do®radey looked
uneasily at him.

'Mike, you are all right?" 'l will and can tlas job," Bannion
said. "You can rely on me.' He turned and lookeeldty at Bradey.
'When this is over and | get really ill, can | rely you to look



after my daughter's interest?' "We've gone overlibfore,' Bradey
said. 'Relax. You will get your share in two daiyse. Don't worry
about it." Bannion took a card from his pocket.

'Lu, this is the address of the doctor whioaking after my
daughter. I've talked to him on the telephonee told him the
money will be coming.' He -paused, then went oom&hing might
happen to me before I get the money. Will you tedes of it for me?
All you have to do is to send a money order, saiagrom me. Will
you do this for me?' Bradey felt a little chill rtlrough him.

‘But, Mike . . ."'Don't let us discuss thisther,' Bannion
said curtly.

'Will you do it?' 'Of course | Will." 'Shake @, Lu,’ Bannion
offered his hand.

"You think something bad will happen evenwo t



days?' Bradey
asked, taking the cold, damp hand in both of his.

'l don't know. Let's call it insurance. Asos as the job is
over, I'm leaving, Lu. | want to see my daughtefobe anything does
happen. I'm not going to wait for the money. Do ynind?' 'No, of
course not, Mike.' 'Thanks.' Bradey felt himsetéagely moved. He
told himself if anything went wrong and there wasmoney, he'd damn
well see this man's dotty daughter got fifty thowgsdollars: no
matter where it came from.

Maggie came in.

'Oh, boy! What a gorgeous meal! Now I'msail for the house
dick." She gaped at them. 'Lu, you're a marvelouldn't know
either of you.' Bradey looked at his watch.

'Let's go, Mike,' he said, then to Maggie bBayou know what to
do. Keep that dick busy. When you get back hesajs de Marney will
be waiting. He's Kendrick's man. Keep him happtl we return with
the loot." "Yes, bon," Maggie said and kissed him.

Bradey picked up a big executive briefcasentimade for the
door.

Maggie threw her arms around Bannion, giviirg & kiss.

'‘Good luck, soldier,' she said. 'You're algvman!' He smiled
at her, patted her shoulder, then followed Bradgyobthe chalet.

As the two men walked towards the hotel, Banrsaid, 'You've got
yourself a great girl, Lu.' 'A guy strikes luckymnsetimes,' Bradey
said. 'l guess I've struck more than lucky.' e men walked into
the lobby. There was a scattering of the eldeillys#tting around,
having nightcaps. None of them paid any atterdi®iBradey led the
way to a corner table. Two men in tuxedos werpait of the scene.

'‘Now, we wait," Bradey said as they sat doWde look as if
we're doing a deal.' He opened the briefcase ariddot a sheaf of
papers. Dividing the sheaf, he handed the firgttb@annion.

A waiter approached.

'Drink, Mike?' 'A coffee.' Bradey ordered @dfand smoked salmon
sandwiches.

When the coffee and sandwiches arrived, he, pigping
generously.

It was while Bradey was eating a sandwich wiBannion had
refused, he saw josh Prescott come into the lobby.

That's the house dick," Bradey said. 'TheMaggie's taking
care of.' The two men watched Prescott glance aaten, leaving the
hotel, he hurried towards the swimming-pool.

Then a little after 02.00, they saw the twousy guards come
in and speak to the night porter. They handed kegs and left.

'‘Going like clockwork," Bradey murmured. "Tlbet is now in the
safe. We'll wait until the Warrentons arrive, ttemay we go.' Ten
minutes later, Maria and Wilbur Warrenton walked While Maria



walked to the penthouse elevator, Wilbur colledtexlkey from the
night porter, than hurried after her.

Bradey stared fixedly at the diamonds as Maaded impatiently
for Wilbur to join her.

'‘Look at those rocks," Bradey muttered. "Téigoing to be a
push over, Mike. We'll give them five minutes,thg we go, bust the
safe, then by that time they should be in bed.liReg that he was
about to embark on his first criminal offence, Bamrfelt cold sweat
start out on his forehead.

His first and last, he thought, as he watdBeatley put the dummy
papers into the briefcase.



Bradey looked at him.

'okay, mike?' 'Yes.' They sat still, then aady's nod, the two
men got up and walked towards the elevator.

The night porter, busy with the breakfast listin't look their
way.

As the elevator took them to the top flooradey patted
Bannion's arm. Eight 'Going like a dream," he said

Rubbing his aching knees, Manuel came in fioenterrace of the
penthouse. He had been kneeling by Anita's sidd@marble floor of
the terrace, pretending to pray. He had remaimedioknees, his
head bowed for fifteen minutes, then unable toaiortis impatience
any longer, he looked furtively at her, then seahg remained
motionless, her head in her hands, he got sileathys feet, backed
away, still watching her. She still remained mokgss. Then he
walked to the penthouse living-room.

Fuentes was sitting in a lounging chair, ate dangling from
his thick lips, his fat face glistening with sweat.

The two men looked at each other.

'All goes well," Manuel said quietly. 'No gdcs. She is
praying.' Fuentes sneered.

‘At a death, women always pray. What goodsdbeo?' ‘Prayer
keeps them quiet," Manuel said and smiled.

‘We will have no more trouble with her.' Helked at his watch.
The time was now 02.05. 'The Warrentons will benicg any time now.
You take care of the man. | will take care of wmman. She might
scream. Women are unpredictable. | will see sfesialt. You won't
have any trouble with the man.' Fuentes noddedhéutas thinking of
Anita. She



frightened him. Hadn't she cursed him? He knesv sh
blamed him for Pedro's death. 'Anita could be éamgs.

She could spoil our plans. Manuel moved #otdrrace doors and
looked out onto the moonlit terrace. He could gest Anita, half
hidden by the orange tree, still on her knees.

He turned.

'Relax, my friend. What could she do? Sherwgun.

She is still praying, and when women pratifi@ir dead, they
pray a long, long time." He would have been stdrdlied alarmed to
have known that Anita was not praying. The shddkearing that Pedro
was dead had numbed her. She had gone like a Zomithi Manuel to
this dark corner of the terrace.

She had knelt because he had knelt. Shelbseldcher eyes,
clasping her hands, but the prayers she had so sdid were sheets
of blank paper in her mind. She could only thifikker husband. She
saw him in a hospital bed with some hard-faced sitfing by his
side.

Pedro Certes, killer of a rent collector irm&amb, having been
shot by Detective Tom Lepski while trying to escapth three thousand
dollars, died after briefly gaining consciousnekg Words of the
radio announcer burned into her brain. Pedro led after briefly
gaining consciousness!

He had had no priest to comfort him and to enaik peace with
God. Pedro! The man she loved more than life!

She thought of the months when Pedro, outarkyhad relied on
her to feed him, wash his clothes, pay the rentgae him what was
left over of her earnings joyfully and willingly bause she loved and
adored him. She thought of the very few good migitien Pedro took
her to some little restaurant: very few nights which were
treasured. She thought of his father's sugar fzane

The long hours when they slaved in the burisung

Then she was really happy, but not Pedrowhigted to get away
from the toil. He had persuaded her to go with torRaradise City.
She had been lucky to have got the part-time jotlez#ning at the
Spanish Bay Hotel. Pedro had assured her thatls®@rould find a
good job. He would make a lot of money, but desdrB was unlucky.

There was no job and no money, except whaeahsed.

She thought of that awful moment when Pedibgiewn her a gun,
and when he had told her his good friend, Fueatss,he would make a
lot of money.

Fuentes!

She thought that if it was not for this swofea man, her dear
Pedro would still be alive.

Fuentes!

That mindless brute who had tempted Pedradt Bhute who had
given Pedro the gun! That brute directly respdeditr Pedro's



death!

Anita felt a sudden rush of hot blood to headh that made her
feel faint. She pressed her fingers to her templé® faint feeling
frightened her. Then the hot blood turned cold imgker shudder.

She was not to know this, but, in her intgnaitd fury, she had
suffered a rupture of a tiny blood vessel in hairr This rupture
moved her into the twilight of insanity, Kneelingtionless, she
suddenly heard a voice inside her head tellingligtinctly that
Pedro was crying out for revenge. The whisperioige/told her that
her beloved Pedro could never rest in peace uatildd been revenged.

Anita, listening to this insidious voice, neudt

'l will revenge you, darling Pedro," she muretl

'First, Fuentes who is responsible for yowatdethen Manuel who
has lied to me, then this detective who shot ybley will all be
punished. This, | swear to you.' Now, she begaeltx. She found
she was able to pray. As she prayed, her fingeessed the shaft of
the knife concealed under her black sweat shith@g$ingers of a nun
would caress her rosary.

Moving silently, his sweat-beaded bald heastghing in the
moonlight, Manuel crept out on the terrace. He



moved forward until he

could see Anita, half concealed behind the orarege tHe watched her
for a long moment, then satisfied she was stilyim@g, he returned to
the living-room.

'She is still at it," he said. "There will he trouble.’

'Look!" Fuentes exclaimed, and pointed to the ¢@vdoor. The sign
Occupied had lit up.

‘Now!" Manuel smiled viciously. 'The womanliveiome out first.

I will handle her. You point the gun at the mang aemember, no
shooting." In the private elevator that rose fromm hhotel lobby up to
the living-room of the penthouse, Maria Warrentaswn a gay mood.
She had won twenty thousand dollars at the Casino.

"You see?' she said, giving Wilbur a kisgold you | was in a
winning streak. Let's have champagne and caviadvgighes. The
excitement has made me hungry.' Longing to go tbamel sleep, Wilbur
forced a smile.

'if that's what you want, that's what youdMk,' he said and as
the elevator came to rest, he pushed open the stamding aside to
let Maria pass him.

She walked into the living-room, then camamoabrupt stop as a
thick arm encircled her throat and she felt a paipfick against her
cheek.

'‘Scream, lady, and I'll slash you.' A deepgdltening voice
growled in her car.

The smell of body dirt and male sweat madechage.

For a moment, she was paralysed with shodikthewe was steel in
her.

'‘Get away from me!' she said in a low, harit@o "You stink!
Wilbur found himself facing a short, fat man wearasoiled white
shirt and tattered jeans. In his right ban , & laglevolver.

Wilbur's army training helped to absorb thed but looking at
the enormous, vicious ape of a man holding his i heart began to
poun 'Do you hear?' Maria said, still keeping haice low.

'‘Get away from me!' Manuel released her aedmtd back, smiling.

'‘Don't let there be trouble,’ he said, andedaa glittering
stiletto knife. 'No one wants to get slashedt fjake it easy. Sit
down, both of you." Maria looked at Wilbur and sjged.

'A hold-up | suppose.’ She went to the setteksat down. 'What
a bore!" Marvelling at her courage and steady reemmeged on by
Fuentes, Wilbur went and sat by her side.

"Take the money," Maria said contemptuoualyd 'go away. You
two stink." She tossed her handbag at Manuel's tdetkicked it
towards Fuentes who picked it up, opened the bdgaped at the pile
of money Maria had won at the Casino.

'‘Look!" he said to Manuel. 'Look!" Manuel gpaio attention. He
was staring evilly at Maria.



'Yes, lady,'he said. 'We stink because weaoe. We are not
like you. You also stink to me."' He moved forwaodswiftly neither
Maria nor Wilbur had time to react. The glitteribigde of the
stiletto seemed to brush across Maria's dress.razoe-sharp blade
cut across the shoulder straps. The front of teegdfell into
Maria's lap.

Maria stared at her ruined dress, then upaaiudl.

"You bastard!" she exclaimed, her eyes flaghin

'Yes, lady," Manuel again smiled evilly. '‘@kao I'm a bastard,
but you are lucky. Instead of cutting your prettgss, | could have
cut your pretty face. | could have cut off thedipyour pretty
nose. So you're lucky.' He moved forward. 'Sanfright now, lady,
you keep your mouth shut. One more word out of gad you'll lose
your pretty looks.' Maria's beauty meant more tothan anything else
in the world. She turned cold. Courage oozedobter.

She grabbed hold of Wilbur's hand.

Wilbur, aware that Fuentes was standing behiny



gun in hand,

controlled his urge to spring at Manuel. This balelarded ape of a
man chilled him. Looking at the evil smile, he vgase this man would
disfigure Maria, given the slightest excuse.

Speaking hastily, he said, 'Maria, they ane lier the diamonds.
Take them off and drop them on the floor.

Then they will go away. | With trembling fiags, Maria reached
for her earrings, but Manuel shook his head.

'‘No, lady, keep your pretty diamonds. Whatida poor, stinking
Cuban like me do with diamonds?' He shifted hisestia Wilbur. 'We
want money, Mr. Warrenton! We want five millioolthrs! We don't
leave here until we get this money in one hund@thdbills!" Wilbur
stared at him.

'We haven't that amount of money. Take tlaendinds and go!
Again Manuel smiled evilly.

"Your pa has. We'll wait. Call him. Telhiiunless we get five
million dollars in one hundred dollar bills, | witut your goddamn
ears off and I'll slice your wife's face to piec&thnding in the
shadows, Anita listened, her fingers still caregsire haft of her
knife.

in the safe room, with the safe door now ojfsradey was
unlocking the security boxes. He worked with spaed dexterity,
whistling Love Is The Sweetest Thing, his favoutiteme song when he
was working. As he opened each box, he handeddahnion who
emptied the contents into the brief case.

After opening fifteen boxes, Bradey pausedféad his fingers.

He grinned at Bannion.

‘Like a dream!" he said softly. 'Boy! Thsshetter than
picking apples.' Bannion was aware of a far awaplshg pain. He was
tense. Sweat beaded his face, but he managedea smi

Bradey turned back to open more security boxes

Thirty minutes, after the two men had entéhedsafe room, all
the security boxes were emptied.

'‘Okay,' Bradey said, having replaced the erbptes and shutting
and relocking the safe door. 'Now for the Warrard@amonds. Leave
the case here. We'll come back the same wayodlet at his watch.
The time was 02.50. 'They should be in bed. GuayoMike?' 'Yes.'
"Then let's go.' Bradey pulled down the ladder thaald take them to
the roof.

'l go first." Silently, he climbed the laeld pushed open the
trap door and emerged out onto the roof, overlapkire penthouse
terrace. Bannion, breathing heavily, forced hirntsetlimb the
ladder. The two men stood in the semidarknesgjigalown at the
lighted terrace, Bradey stiffened when he sawithieg-room lights
were on.

'Hold it!" he whispered. 'They're not in bes.' His whisper in



the stillness and silence of the night carried tit&who was
standing in the shadows by the terrace door. Wgtswiftness of a
lizard, she hid herself behind a big potted flowgrshrub, kneeling
down and staring up at the terrace roof. She saanten, lit by the
moonlight: the light reflected on their white shirt

Bradey surveyed the dimly lit terrace.

'‘Okay, Mike, we can't waste time. Let's sématg going on.'
Silently, he lowered himself from the roof to tleerace, followed by
Bannion.

Bradey motioned Bannion to remain where he e he silently
moved to the entrance to the living-room.

Anita, crouching further into the shadows, ah&d him as he
passed her within touching distance.



He peered into the lighted living-room, then hfested. He

saw the back of a shabbily dressed man. He sawatieof the heads
of Maria and Wilbur, sitting on the settee. He sapowerfully built,
bald and bearded man with a glittering stilettdéxm his hand,

facing them.

In the quiet of the night, he heard this bedrthan say, 'So, Mr.
Warrenton, you call your pa. Tell him to bringdimillion dollars
in cash.' The deep voice rose a note. 'You he&@rf Bradey understood
the situation immediately. The Warrentons weragdield to ransom.
Shifting his gaze to a big mirror across the robmgcould see the
Warrentons, sitting side by side: a frontal expesufie saw the woman
was wearing her fabulous diamonds. He had toai@stimself from
whistling Love is the Sweetest Thing. This washgdio be a
push-over. He turned his head and beckoned toiBanvho came
silently and joined him.

, Take the fat one first,’ Bradey murmurethen the bald guy.'

His voice was just a whisper against Bannion's &dren the other
two. Fast shooting, Mike.' Bannion drew the powkair pistol from
its holster.

Still keeping in the shadows, holding the guboth hands, his
arms extended, his body in a crouch, he aimedeabalok of Fuentes'
fat neck.

Wilbur was saying, 'l can't call my fathettlas hour.' Bannion
squeezed the trigger. Wilbur's voice drowned #ietfplop of the
gun.

Fuentes started, then rubbed the back ofddk.n

‘Goddamn mosquito,' he muttered.

‘Call him!" Manuel barked as Bannion took @nd again squeezed
the trigger. The tiny dart hit Manuel in the cendrf his forehead.
'Hear me! Call him right now!" He rubbed his foeeld thinking, as
Fuentes had thought, that he had been bitten bysajuito.

Shifting his aim, Ba@mon shot the third datbithe back of
Maria's neck, then again shifting his aim, shotftheth dart into
the back of Wilbur's neck. Both of them reactddpping their hands
to their necks.

Manuel's eyes widened as he saw Fuentes ésquh, clutc hal of
the back of the settee, then slide out of sigtiteriThe too felt
consciousness leaving him. He took two staggesiaegs forward, then
like a felled tree, he smashed down on an occalsiabke, and spread
out on the floor. .

Wilbur and Maria also succumbed to the powetfug and went limp
on the settee.

‘Very nice,' Bradey said. 'Beautiful shootiMike.' Waving to
Bannion to remain where he was, Bradey moved hediving-room.
Swiftly, he removed the ear-rings, the collar ame tivo bracelets.

He dropped them into a wash leather bag which hépus pocket.



'‘Come on, Mike,'he said, running out ontottreace.

‘Let's go. As | told you: smooth as crearhé Two men hoisted
themselves up onto the roof and down into the sadmn.

Fifteen minutes later, the contents of thaiggcboxes and the
Warrenton diamonds were on their way to Claude Kiekd

Bannion had removed his disguise and had athimjo his
chauffeur's uniform. Maggie lay on the settee,dyas closed,
moaning softly to herself . Bradey, paying hemttention, put a
call through to Haddon who was waiting.

'Perfect, Ed," he said. 'Worked like a chaio. problems.’
'Well done,' Haddon said and hung up.

Bannion came into the living-room, carryinguatcase.

'Lu, there's an early plane to Los Angelesukt get it."' His
white face and sunken eyes told their story. riftosait. Okay?'
'Sure,’ Bradey said, "The porter will get you d.téke went to
Bannion. 'Don't worry, Mike. You've done a swelh. The money will
go to the doctor. You have my word.’



The two men shook hands, then
Bradey called the night porter for a taxi.

Maggie sat up.

"You're going to see Chrissy, Mike?' "Yes&'Mmiss you.' She
slid off the settee and kissed him.

Keep in touch, Lu, give him our telephone nenilBradey shook
his head.

'No." if something happened to Bannion and¢lephone number
was found on him it could lead to trouble.

Bannion understood.

That's okay," he said. 'lt's better this weg heard the
sound of the approaching taxi. 'I'll get off." ldeked at Bradey.

"Bye and so long.' He gave Maggie a gentle patesrshoulder. 'lt's
been great knowing you," he said, then noddingram@&y, he left the
chalet.

They listened to the sound of the taxi asovd away.

'Is something wrong?' Maggie asked. 'He ldod®sad.' 'Let's
get some sleep,’ Bradey said curtly. ‘Come on,digl'm tired if
you're not." 'But, Lu, for him to go off like thatHe looks so ill.

There is something wrong, isn't there?' Braalgyhis arm around
her and moved her towards the bedroom .

'He's worried about his daughter. Everyomséhdays has
worries. Let's get some sleep. I'm tired." 'Yetired!" Maggie
snorted. 'That guy was like a sex-starved bulbed? I'm dead!

From the terrace, Anita moved like a phantom todibers of the
penthouse living-room. There she paused and loak#te bodies of
Manuel and Fuentes lying as if dead. She lookékdesinert bodies of
the Warrentons on the settee.

She had watched Bradey and Bannion climb ufimempenthouse roof
and disappear. She had watched Bannion using kimth®f gun that was
practically noiseless, and here was the result!

Cautiously, she entered the living-room. @afloor by Fuentes,
was a revolver. She snatched it up and backed.away

Her unhinged mind worked slowly. It was mtran five minutes
before she accepted the fact that these two merhatidrought
disaster into her life, lay at her mercy. She epphed Fuentes and
kicked him savagely in the face. When he did@tteshe became
relaxed, and a cruel, crazy smile lit up her faBae put down the
gun and fingered the haft of her knife. A murdersurge ran through
her to cut this man who had tempted Pedro: cuttbipieces. Then she
paused and surveyed this deluxe room and at thechrpet she had
cleaned so many times. It was a beautiful carpletw often, when she
had been using a vacuum cleaner, had she wistmgrtguch a carpet!

She put the knife back into its sheaf, thexhiag hold of
Fuentes' ankles, she dragged him out onto thecterra

She left him lying in a patch of moonlight aredurned to the



living-room.

She stood over Manuel, staring down at hinad He lied to her?
She felt sure he had, but, after his dramatic $p#eat his friend at
the hospital had lied to him, she was unsure.

Then she remembered the device that woulddephe bombs.
Kneeling, she searched Manuel's pockets. No destche had lied to
her!

She had a struggle to move Manuel's great,dmdydetermination
lent her strength. She was panting by the timegsh@&lanuel lying by
Fuentes' side.



She stood over the two men, lying unconscious iat.he

'Pedro, try to listen to me,' she said softiou are now going
to be revenged. You will now be able to sleepeaqe. Wherever you
are, | pray you will see what your wife who has ereseased to love
you, will now do to these two animals as you woukht me to do to
them.' She drew the knife and knelt by Manuel'stihedy.

She looked with loathing at the bearded face.

"You claim to be a man of truth,’ she saidlgofAll our pe
people trusted you. You promised me my husbanol I¥d about the
bombs. You have no machine with you to explodebttrabs. You
persuaded me to take great risks to hide thesalkmdombs. You
didn't care! All you thought about was money, yoan of truth." On
the dark horizon, a glimmer of light began to show.

The sun was beginning to rise. In an howsoit would be
dawn.

'So | punish you, you man of untruth,” Anitaispered. She
thumbed back Manuel's eyelid. Her hand steadygehdy inserted the
point of her knife into Manuel's retina and turried knife gently.
Leaning over him, she did the same to his left eye.

'Sightless, man of untruth, no one will comgad®u. No one will
be betrayed by you as you have betrayed me.

Live in your misery.' As blood began to ooz of Manuel's eyes,
she got to her feet and knelt by Fuentes.

'If it wasn't for you," she said, her voicedim 'Pedro would be
alive now.' Holding the haft of the knife in botharids, she began to
hack and stab the unconscious body with maniaicgl ft

The first rays of the sun began to light up $ky when she
walked into the living-room. She went into Willsibathroom and
washed the blood off her hands. She then wasleektife.

She felt calmer, but not satisfied.

Pedro could still not rest in peace until ttedective who had
shot him was dead. She paused to think. whatwgasame? For a
long moment, she was frightened she had forgotiem the name came
clearly to her: Tom Lepski.

But where was he? How could she find him2 &hn't even know
what he looked like! She thought again, then gamg the
living-room, she found the local telephone book.

It took her only a few minutes to locate Lefsskome address.

Again, she paused to think. This detectivelldio't be an easy
target as Manuel and Fuentes. It would be dangdmget close to
him and use her knife. She ran to where she HaBudentes' gun.
Snatching it up, she left the penthouse and ranttyl down the
service stairs, down to the staff entrance, andraatthe day,7n of
yet another hot, humid day.

At 07.30, Lepski was beginning his breakfddhoee fried eggs
and a quarter-inch thick ham, grilled crisp.



Carroll sat opposite him and watched him munith growing envy.

Carroll was a weight-watcher, and only allovirediself a cup of
sugarless coffee for breakfast, but this morningtching Lepski eat,
she felt gnawing pangs of hunger.

Being a woman of considerable will-power, sbsisted the violent
temptation of snatching Lepski's plate away anghiimg up the ham
and the remaining egg. However, she could nostresipressing her
criticism.

'‘Lepski! You eat too much!" she said as Leppkared his third
egg.

"Yeah,' Lepski said. 'This is a great biham."



‘You're not

listening You don't need such a heavy breakfasbklat me! | only
drink coffee without sugar!" Lepski added more sugais coffee,
then cut another piece of ham, then reached fahangiece of toast.

'I've got to have a good start for the dag 'ddnveyed the food
into his mouth and munched. 'After all, baby, Véa heavy day's
work. I've got to keep my strength up-''You? WoLet me tell you,
Lepski, | know how you work! Most of the days y@usitting with your
feet on your desk, reading the comics. When ymdtaloing that,
you're propping up a bar making out you are a hot-detective.
Work! You don't know the meaning of work. Whab&bt me? Me, who
cleans the house, cooks your meals, washes yatsahyie!" Lepski
had heard all this before. He gave her his oiljlesm

"You're right, baby. | wouldn't know what buld do without
you." Carroll snorted.

'All men say that!" she snapped. 'lt dodsokany of us.

From now on for the sake of your health, you willyohave one egg and
a morsel of ham. You'll feel and look better forliepski widened
his oily smile.

'‘No, baby, I've a better idea, You have orggaagd a morsel of
ham and I'll have my usual brealdast.' Carroll alasut to clash horns
when the front door bell rang.

'‘Now, who can that be?' she said, pushing bacichair.

Lepski grabbed another piece of toast.

'‘Go ahead, baby, satisfy your curiosity," &ié sslapping butter
on the toast.

‘Why don't you go?' Carroll demanded. '‘Davdato do everything
in this house?' 'Could be the mail man, baby, waithg, fat present
for you,' Lepski said, slapping marmalade on hésto

With an exasperated sigh, Carroll got up, wdldown the passage
and jerked open the front door.

To her startled surprise, she found herseifromted by a short,
squat Cuban woman, dressed in black slacks arac blveat shirt.

"Yes?' Carroll said. 'What is it?" 'l wantsjgeak to Mr.

Lepski," Anita said. Her right hand, hidden behired back, gripped
the .38 revolver that Fuentes had dropped.

'My husband is having breakfast," Carroll sitfly.

'He doesn't like to be disturbed. Who are/éwita regarded
this good-looking woman, standing before her, mto unhinged Mind,
she wondered if this woman would suffer, as shesuéfering, to lose
her husband.

'l am Anita Certes,' she said. 'Mr. Lepskins to talk to me
about my husband.’ 'You should have gone to th®sthouse,' Carroll
said. 'Stay here. I'll ask him." Lepski had wipesiplate clean.

He was finishing his third cup of coffee when C#rcame into the
livingroom.



‘There's a Cuban woman," Carroll said. 'Shetsvto talk to you.
Her name is Anite Certes.' Lepski sprang up, kighiis chair away.

'For the love of Mike!" he exploded. 'We'exh hunting for this
woman!' Pushing Carroll aside, he stormed dowrctnrador to face
Anita who was standing motionless.

'‘Are you Tom Lepski?' she asked.

A sudden feeling of chill ran through Lepskile looked into the
black, stony eyes. From experience, he knew wheresne was dangerous
and this woman was.

He realized that his gun was in the bedroom.



'‘Are you the man who shot my husband?' Anita asked

'Let's talk about it, huh?' Lepski said, ggntHe realized this
woman facing him, by her expression and by her ejlds was out of her
mind, 'Come on in.' Then be saw the gun in Antiaisd, pointing at
him.

Carroll, standing behind him, also saw the.gun

'Die then," Anita said softly and pulled thigger.

Lepski felt a thump against his heart. Hetsthback, caught
his heel on the carpet and fell heavily. His helathmed against the
floor.

Anita stood over him and fired three more shtiten she turned
and ran down the path and onto the street.

She wasn't to know that the gun Manuel hadmgivuentes had been
loaded with blanks. Manuel had distrusted FueaseSuentes had
distrusted him.

Seeing Lepski spread out on the floor, heattiegoang of gun
fire, Carroll closed her eyes. She wasn't theifagitype. For a
long moment, she remained motionless, then puliergelf together,
she moved forward and knelt by Lepski's side.

This awful woman had killed him!

Cradling his head in her arms, she begans® kim.

Lepski stirred, then his arms went around her.

'‘More,'he said. 'Much more.' Carroll releaked.

I thought you were dead.' 'i thought so thepski sat up and
began to rub the back of his head. 'Am | deadffo4ooked at his
shirt.

‘There's no blood. Don't talk stupid, Of s®Jryou're not
deadl' A little fearfully, Lepski surveyed his dhfiront that showed
black powder bums. Then he opened his shirt anckged his chest.
Then with a snarl, he jumped to his feet.

'‘Which way did she go?' he bawled.

'How do | know? Oh, Tom, my love, | reallytight you were
dead.' 'That makes two of us.' Lepski rushed inéadtedroom, grabbed
up his revolver and snapped it in his holster sollt, then he
rushed back down the corridor.

Carroll caught hold of his arm as he headedhe street.

'‘Don't go out there! She's dangerous! NonT®lease!" Lepski
disentangled his arm.

'‘Baby, this is police work,' he said with adie smile that was
just short of being corny. 'Look, call Beigler, (Glee boys down
here, Okay?' 'Oh, Tom! If anything should happepadu!’ There were
tears in Carroll's eyes.

Lepski loved it, He kissed her.

"Three eggs tomorrow?" 'Four if you want theba be careful!
'Call Beigler.' Then bracing himself, Lepski, h&nld on his gun butt,
strode down the short drive onto the desertedtstigere he paused



and looked to right and left. This crazy womanldmot have gone
far, but in which direction? Then at the far efidhe street he saw
Ted, the newspaper delivery boy, approaching, ngstkie papers onto
people's porches.

Lepski ran towards him.

'Hi, Ted!" he bawled.

The boy, thin, tall with a perpetually openutig gaped, then
waved and came towards Lepski, peddling his bikiedsly, Lepski knew
this boy was not only simple-minded, but more thetarded. He knew
this boy worshipped him.

Ted had told him his greatest ambition walse@s fine a cop as
Lepski. Although flattered, Lepski decided thatdBeambition was
geared a lot too high.



I, Mr. Lepski,’ Ted said, coming to rest by Lefskide.
'How's crime?' Lepski knew to get the best out @dl,The must not
fluster him.

‘Well, you know, Ted: they come and they ged considered this
remark thoughtfully, then he nodded.

"You're dead right, Mr. Lepski. They surensoand they sure
go.' He eyed the gun on Lepski's hip. "You eveoslnyone with that
rod, Mr. Lepski?' 'Look, Ted, did you see a wondnessed in black
coming your way?' 'l bet you have shot all kindshafgs with that
gun,’ Ted said wistfully. 'One of these days,domng to be a cop
and I'll shoot thugs too." Lepski contained his atignce with an
effort.

'Sure, Ted, but did you see a woman, dressbthck on the
street just now?' The boy dragged his eyes away frepski's gun.

‘A woman?' he asked Lepski shuffled his feet.

‘A woman in black." 'why sure, Mr. Lepskisdw her.' "Where
did she go?' 'Go?' 'That's right," Lepski said bhi®d pressure
rising.

‘Which way did she go?' 'Why | guess she vmotthe church.'
The boy thought, then shrugged. "You ever knowoaaywvho would run to
church. My Ma has to drag me to church.' At threefad of the street
was the Church of St. Mary.

As Lepski began to run towards it a patrolaraived.

Two uniformed me-i spilled out while Ted stréscinated.

‘The church! Lepski snapped. 'Watch itl Slggt a un!" Leading
the way, Lepski walked down the long street, fokaWby the two cops
who had drawn their guns.

They were immediately noticed by the neighbauno saw them from
their windows, and people came out of their hoasesnother patrol
car arrived. Then a police car came hurtling dolenstreet to pull
up with a squeal of burning tyres and Max Jacolnyged out with two
other plain-clothes detectives.

Lepski, now the centre of all eyes, pausederBince he had
lived on this street, he had heard his neighboayg Carroll that
he was the best and most efficient detective orfidiee. Now was the
time to hammer that praise home!

'What the hell's going on?' Jacoby demanded.

'‘Anita Certes,' Lepski said. 'She's out ofrhand. She tried
to kill me, but I guess the gun was loaded witmkta She's in the
church.' I Well, okay, let's go get her," Jacohlig, saulling his gun.

The group of men, guns irx hand, convergetherchurch. The
doors stood open. From the church came the siigitense.

Lepski, with Jacoby close behind him, movegticaisly into the
church, then paused.

At the far end of the aisle of the church werightly burning
candles. The altar was lit by flickering candinfies.



Lepski moved forward, then stopped.

Lying before the altar, he could see the Culsaman.

Blood was trickling down the steps of the mlt@he haft of a
knife grew out of her heart.

Wilbur Warrenton came slowly awake. He stasalind the deluxe
living-room, shook his head, then



snapped upright. He looked at his
wife by his side. She too was moving. He touchedarm gently, and
her eyes opened. They looked at each other.

'What happened?' Maria asked. 'Have they@tee sat up as
Wilbur hauled himself unsteadily to his feet.

'We must have been drugged.’ He looked arttumdving-room.
'Yes, | think they have gone.' 'Drugged?' Mariaestat him. 'How
could we have been drugged?’ 'What other explaratidbnyway, they
have gone.

There's no one here."'lIt's like a nightmafaria stroked her
throat, then she let out a faint scream. 'Godé bastards have
taken my diamonds."' She jumped to her feet anddvioave fallen if
Wilbur hadn't steadied her. 'My lovely diamonds!

They've gone!" 'Maria!" Wilbur said sharpHaon't get
hysterical. Sit down!"'my diamonds! What wilttiar say? They cost
ten million! The bastards! I've lost my diamoridgaria’'s voice rose
to a shrill screech.

| 'You haven't lost them , Wilbur said. 'St non sense!’

Maria flared at him.

'How dare you talk like that to me!, "You hawa lost your
diamonds,'Wilbur said, quietly and firmly.

They stared at each other, then Maria saiteadgy, "Then where
are they?' 'Where else? In the safe.' 'Am | ccazare you? How can
they be in the safe?' 'Maria, you were wearingépdicas. |
promised your father that if you insisted on weguine diamonds out
of security, | was to give you the replicas to weReplicas! |
don't know what you are talking about!" "When ytather gave you the
diamonds, he took me aside and gave me replicashwvit@ had had made
in Hong Kong. There, he told me, experts can cdrglass into
deceptive-looking diamonds. The collar, the eagsiand the
bracelets these thugs stole are made of glassl! 'Gzan't believe
it!" Wilbur went to the hidden safe, opened it anok out the leather
case. He opened it and handed it to Maria whedtdown at her
beautiful diamonds, flashing in the Sunlight.

'Oh, darling!" She put down the case, thehedgo Wilbur and
hugged him. 'Thank you! Forgive me for being sadjitch, | know |
am. Please help me not to be.’

Wilbur kissed her.

'‘Go and lie down. | have to get the policehepe.' 'Lie down?
| want champagne and caviar sandwiches!

We must celebrate!" Maria whirled around. okat the sun( Look
at the sky!" Wilbur gave a resigned shrug. He voset to the
telephone to call the police. He smiled as he neddMaria walk out
onto the terrace where the ultimate horror of twdilated men was



there to greet her.

THE END
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