Century Oaks Race Course is nodeled after the usual thoroughbred racetrack and
is not neant to represent any one, actual racetrack. The characters in this

novel are fictional. Any resenblance to real persons living or dead is
coi nci dent al .



Wne maketh nerry, but noney answereth all things. Ecclesiastes, X. 19Ah, take
the Cash, and let the Credit go, Nor heed the runble of a distant Drunl Orar
Khayyam Rubai yat Money, which represents the prose of life, and which is
hardly spoken of in parlors wi thout an apology, is, inits effects and | aws,
as beautiful as roses. Ral ph Wal do Emerson, Nomi nalist and Real i st Make noney,
nmoney by fair means if you can, if not, by any means noney. Horace, Epistles,
Bk. |1 Money alone sets all the world in nmotion.Publilius Syrus, Maxim 656



Part One



OneGarrison slowy turned in a full circle, studying the clear-ing that |ay
between the two birch trees. This was where the gateway nman would wait for the
signal. Here where the view was good. Here in the shadows. Here with no one
but the birds. It was perfect.At one o' clock in the afternoon, the thickly
wooded ridge was still danmp fromthe norning' s thundershowers. The | eaves on
the | owest branches sparkled with fat drop-lets of water that had gradually
dri pped down fromthe higher reaches of the trees. Nearer the ground, nountain
| aurel and rhododendron drooped slightly with the weight of the rain, but they
| ooked fresh and cl ean and as green as the vigorous strokes of a child's
crayons. Cccasional |ances of spring sunshine thrust through holes in the
green canopy, but for the npbst part the ridge was shadowy and cool . Edgar
Garrison had only a little trouble clinmbing the slope to the birch clearing.
The earth was noist, and the carpet of |eaf nulch glistened |ike polished
tortoi seshell. Several tines he had slipped and grabbed at a tree or a
linestone formation to keep his bal ance. Ot herw se, the hi ke was no nore
taxing than a brisk Sunday wal k. He had followed the channels that, through
the years, had been cut by rain water sluicing down fromthe top. He had
reached the crest of the ridge less than ten mnutes after starting up from
the clearing in the valley. At the edge of the forest he had found this deep
pool of shadows between two sl ender white birches that grew under the skirt of
a pine big enough to be the Wiite House Christrmas tree. Standing where he
could not be seen, he studied the Century Oaks Race Course, which was bright
and cl ean against the softly rolling Pennsylvania hills.The backstretch was at
this end of the track's twelve hundred acres, not nore than three hundred feet
down the slope, encircled by a high cyclone fence. Inside the fence
fifty-eight long barns, all rusty red with brilliant white roofs, stood in
neatly ordered rows and provided stabling for nearly ei ghteen hundred horses.
Hal f a dozen grooms and exercise girls were standing in a tight group in front
of the track-owned “notel” where they rented roons; they were |aughing and

tal king animatedly. Garri-son could not hear anything they said, but he caught
the shrillest strains of the laughter. A very beautiful three-year-old
chestnut filly posed regally in front of her stall while a young girl
careful ly brushed down her flanks. Two horses that had been in the first race
of the after-noon were circling lazily in the wi de aisle between two barns,
foll ow ng meekly behind the hot wal kers whose job it was to relax, calm and
cool them before they were returned to their stalls. The scene was as idyllic
as a good honeynoon, gentle and soft and quiet.The nmenories it evoked were too
poi gnant for Gar-rison. He breathed deeply and, with an effort, |ooked away
fromthe fam liar backstretch. Beyond the stables, following the far side of
the cycl one fence, fifty enornous oak trees stood |like sentinels in a straight
line fromeast to west. The mile-long track was on the other side of the oaks,
ringed with freshly painted white railing. Two yellow tractors with striped
sun awni ngs were draggi ng heavy steel graders around the | oam snoothing away
all traces of the first race as the post tinme for the second race drew near.
He could see them as they drove past the enpty spaces between the trunks of

t he oaks. Looki ng hi gher, over the tops of the mammoth trees, he could see npst
of the clubhouse. The lower tiers of the grandstand were conceal ed by the
oaks. But he had a good view of the upper levels as well as a clean line to
all of the glass-walled clubhouse restaurant and the entire fifth floor, which
contained the track offices, the judges' eyrie, the stewards' room the news
room and the fancy VIP restaurant. He raised the Zeiss binocul ars that hung
from his neck, and he focused on the videotape caneras that were fixed at the
edge of the clubhouse roof. Wen his field of vision was sharp, he |l owered the
bi nocul ars until he was [ ook-ing into the news roomon the fifth floor, at

| east half and perhaps as nuch as two-thirds of a mle away. Half a dozen
reporters and as many hangers-on were standing at the w ndows watching the
odds change on the electronic totalizator board which faced themfromthe
infield. The binoculars were so good that he could even identify two of the
newsmen. “Very nice,” he said softly.Grrison swng the binoculars fromright
to left, past the judges' quarters, past the roomwhere the stewards waited to



answer any questions of form past el even other wi ndows until he canme to the
tiny office he wanted. The room was dark. The upper half of its single w ndow
re-flected the sunlight and the few scattered, fast-noving gray clouds that

still marred the spring sky.He | owered the binoculars and glanced at his
wist-watch. It was twenty m nutes past one. He had ten nore minutes to
waste.Sitting on a small |inestone outcropping a few steps back fromthe twn

birches, he listened to the birds war-bling as they preened fromtheir
feathers the drops of rain that had passed to themfromthe | eaves overhead. He
| ooked at hone there in the mddle of the forest. He was six-two, two hundred
pounds, and as |lean and hard at thirty-seven as he had been at twenty-one. H s
face was hard too, well tanned and weat hered by enough | eathery creases to
make hi m | ook rugged but not old. Wth his high forehead, deepset brown eyes,
and shock of untrainable brown hair, he was Hol | ywood's i dea of the | onesone
cowboy. He had a thick neck, w de shoulders, arns that were a bit too |ong,
and those large flat-fingered hands that are a prerequisite for professiona
basket-ball stars. He was wearing tennis shoes, jeans, a |ong-sleeved bl ue

wor kshirt, and the binoculars. If this had been a different age, if he'd been
dressed i n hand-made buckskin, he woul d have been a fine figure of a mountain
man. He | ooked at his watch again, got up, went back be-tween the birch trees,
and raised the Zeiss glasses.ln spite of the sunny reflections, he could see
her there at the window on the fifth floor. She was wearing a beige pantsuit
with a pimento scarf at her throat, and she was hol ding up a square of
red-and-white-striped cloth. She | ooked slightly comc, as if she thought she
were directing airplanes that wanted to | and on the cl ubhouse roof. The Zeiss
gl asses were so good that she could forget about the striped kerchief when it
cane tine for the real operation on Saturday afternoon. Garrison took the strap
fromaround his neck and slipped the binoculars into the | eather case that was
hooked to his belt. He snapped the case shut and studi ed the clearing once
nore—and tried to i magi ne that each |leaf was a bright green slip of United

States currency. Two million dollars. Maybe nore. It would buy a new life, new
opportunities, newdignity. . . .H s attention was caught suddenly by shouting
and | aughter coming fromthe backstretch. A small, scraggly gray goat with a

worman's purse in his mouth was run-ning past the sides of the stables, just
beyond the cycl one fence. A pretty blond girl was chasing him waving her
arms, shouting, grabbing at his stubby tail and missing it every tinme. Another
girl and one of the groons decided to help out, and then a mi ddl e-aged trai ner
with a belly that defied his belt joined in the chase. The goat |ed them up
and down and up and down across the same stretch of ground, but finally they
cornered him He stared at themas they crouched and noved in on him and at

| ast he dropped the purse and sauntered away as if nothing had happened. Edgar
Garrison had seen it all before. The backstretch was full of animals: goats,
chi ckens, cats, dogs, ducks, and anything el se of nmanageabl e size that was
necessary to round out a nenagerie. A thoroughbred horse was a hi gh-strung,
sensitive creature, and it was a | ot happier when it had a pet of its own, an
animal that would stay by it npbst of the time and keep it conpany. For many
horses, billies and nannies were the best pets., the npst soothing conpani ons
avai l abl e. To the people on the backstretch, the goats were rarely soothing
and were some-times downright aggravating. In the years he had worked as a
trainer on the backstretches of a dozen tracks, Gar-rison had chased nore than
one thieving goat; nonethe-less, he | aughed softly as he watched the billy
saunter away fromthe purse, laughed as if this were the first tine that he
had enj oyed the joke. Those two decades spent on the backstretches all al ong

t he East Coast now suddenly returned to himlike an inner thunder of hooves.
Mermory gal l oped after nmenory along the years: the first fewdifficult years as
a hot wal ker and then as a groom his assignnent as assistant trainer, the
first horse he trained according to his own reginmen, his first win. . . .
Racing had left himw th many good nenories—But it had al so killed Hel en. When
t he onrushing recoll ections brought himto that ugly nmonment of the past, his
mnd fell down like a horse with a broken leg. He stood there in the woods as
if pole-axed, his feet planted wi de apart and his head | owered and his eyes



vacant and his nouth gaping stupidly.After a long and awful nonent he blinked
and shook his head, nade hinself stop grieving for the dead worman, and turned
away from Century Oaks Race Course. He had cried hinmself dry years ago. He
could not see any percentage in grief or nmelancholy at this point in his life.
He did see a percentage in revenge; and it was for revenge that he nmust now
conserve his tine, strength, energy, and enotions.He took several deep

breat hs, then checked his wist-watch and noted the exact tinme. Wen the red
second hand swept up to the top of the dial, Garrison started to run.Wth his
chin tucked down and his right armup to keep the undergrowth from |l ashi ng
into his eyes, he ran across the broad summit of the ridge. Atrailing

bl ackberry vine snared his jeans. He ripped free of the branbl es and kept
goi ng. When the ground began to drop off, he found a rain gully and started
down the slope nuch faster than he had clinbed it. Porous, water-snoothed

i mestone bottoned the rain run, and it was as slippery as a well-waxed fl oor
He fell, scranbled to his feet, and ran again. The gully forked when
confronted with a tooth of rock that was nore solid than the erodent
linestone. He did not hesitate; he turned right, grabbed at the rock for

bal ance, and kept novi ng. The sound of his breathing cane to himlike a
dis-tant siren or whistle. That and the tinpani beat of his own heart was al
that he coul d hear. Hal fway down the slope, mountain laurel grew on both sides
of the channel and | aced branches across it. Garrison bent down and tried to
pass under the laurel, but it grew much too close to the ground to et him by
that easily. He put his head down like a bull sighting the cape, and he
charged straight through with one armup to protect his eyes. Branches tore at
his body. Brittle twigs scraped his exposed cheeks and chin, poked bluntly at
his neck. H s raised armand especially that unprotected hand were gouged and
abraded. He kept nmoving as if he didn't feel any of the beating he was taking,
and at last he cane off the slope. On the valley floor he ran even faster than
he had done comi ng down. He weaved in and out of the trees. H s shoul ders
scraped the trunks. He twi sted, jerked, and stooped to avoid | ow hangi ng
branches, but he kept noving. He | eaped agilely over clunps of brush and over
rotting | ogs.He cane out of the woods into a circular clearing that was four
hundred feet in diameter with trees on all sides of it, and he did not stop
running until he was in the mddle of that sheltered field. Then he sagged and
dropped to his knees in the tall grass and | ooked at his watch. He had nade it
down fromthe twin birches in three mnutes and twenty-ei ght seconds. Not bad.
But was it good enough?Stretching out on his back, he closed his eyes and

t hought about it while his breathing slowed and his heart-beat stopped
pounding like a sheriff's fist on a door. Wuld the getaway man, this Dom nick
Savestio, be able to make it down in as little as three minutes and
twenty-ei ght seconds? What if Savestio were fat, slow, out of shape? And even
if he were not out of shape, even if he could cover that distance in |ess than
four mnutes, would he then be able to fly the helicopter? O would he need
several mnutes to regain his breath and to steady his hands? Already, little
nore than a mnute after he had coll apsed, Garrison felt al nbst normal, but
maybe this Domi ni ck Savestio would need tine to recuperate after he reached

t he cl eari ng—er maybe he woul d have a heart attack when he was hal fway down

t he sl ope. Yeah, Garrison thought sarcastically, and maybe he'll come off that
ridge so fast he won't be able to stop, and he'll run into that damed
hel i copter and knock hinmself cold. And while the rest of us are pinned down by
the cops and waiting for our getaway man, he'll be flat on his back in the

clearing. You better worry about that one too, Garrison.If he were going to
fidget and fret like an old woman, he didn't belong in this operation. The
pl an could not tolerate indecision anywhere along the Iine. Naturally,
reasonabl e caution was called for, but not neurotic cau-tion. He hadn't even
met this guy, this Savestio. And until he did he was wasting time worrying
about the man.He got up and wal ked to the east end of the clearing where he
had parked his two-year-old Mazda. He got in, closed the door, hooked up the
saf ety harness, and | ooked at his watch. Wen the slender second hand touched
the twelve, Garrison started the car. He raced the quiet rotary engine, put it



in gear, and tranped the accelerator all the way to the floor. He tore up
twenty feet of grass on his way out of the clearing. The trail that led into
the eastern flank of the woods and toward the gently rising nountains was
nothing nore than a pair of shallow dirt ruts each as wide as a tire. G ass
grew between the ruts, and weeds flourished on both sides of the crude | ane.
Fifty years ago it had been a tinber road for the farmer who had cone deep
into the forest to get the trees which he cut for lunber and fuel. Later it
was a hunting trail when sportsmen used the clearing as a rendezvous point
during deer season. For five years now, ever since the race track had cone

i nto possession of the land, the trail had not been used at all —except by
Garrison.For the first half mle a steep bank rose on the right, and the | and
fell away into the forest on the left. Sone of the weeds on the bank overhung
the road. They sl apped the wi ndshield and raked noisily along the right
fenders; and, in passing over the roof, they scraped like long fingernails
gouging insistently at the inside of a coffin lid.Garrison drove hard, pushing
the Mazda to its linmts. He wheeled to the left as the | ane took a sudden
turn. He avoided by inches a stand of baby pines on the verge, slanmed
brutally across several wet-weather ruts, swung right as the bank dropped away
and the road took another abrupt change in direction. The wind screaned at the
open wi ndow besi de him The | ane narrowed as el ns, birches, and scraggly pines
crowded cl oser |ike auto-racing buffs eagerly an-ticipating disaster. The few
i nches of open ground on the shoul ders di sappeared, and the road was only as
wide as it had to be. A variety of fat insects splattered |ike soft bullets
agai nst the wi ndshield. The trail slid dowmward for half a nmile. As he picked
up speed, he saw that the | and bottomed out at the base of the hill, and the

| ane vani shed into a tunnel of pine boughs. Confident that he renenbered the
route fairly well fromhis trip in to the clearing, he brought the Mazda up to
sixty-five mles an hour. The tires thundered on the runnel ed earth. Garrison
drove like a professional: cautious, watchful, with one foot on the

accel erator and the other foot poi sed over the brake pedal. Wen he barrel ed
into the straight-away at the bottomof the hill, he needed every bit of skil
at his command. A natural drainage ditch at the side of the road had overfl owed
during the norning's rainstorm and the two ribbons of dirt in which the car
noved were suddenly gooey with nmud. The track was as slick as a sled run. The
Mazda shimmed for a monment, was jolted out of the ruts, and glided sideways
toward a |ightning-blasted el mthat was as big as a house. The wheel spun in
Garrison's hands. The car was completely out of control.Wen he touched the
brakes, Garrison felt the car shud-der. He rel eased the pedal, waited an
instant, tapped it again. The car was goaded into a tighter turn, and the back
end whi pped past the elmwith only a bark's width to spare. The steering whee

still worked | oosely back and forth.He rel eased the brakes and went with the
car for a nonent, braked again, then rode with it once nore, stepped down, |et
up. . . . The Mazda kept turning snoothly like a merry-go-round. It was a
hundred and eighty degrees into the turn now, pointing back the way it had
cone, still sliding. . . .Suddenly the wheel ceased spinning usel essly under
hi s hands, and he felt some control return to him The speed had dropped to
just twenty mles an hour. He nursed the Mazda all the way around until it was

facing the pines, and he tranped on the accel erator and got noving once nore.
When the pines closed overhead and the shadows deepened, the | ane was fairly
dry and he no longer had to worry. Perspirati on beaded on his forehead,
trickled down his face and soaked his shirt. He was trenbling.Half a mnute

| ater he slowed the car and slamed through a flinmsy barrier of high grass,

| ast year's dead mil kweed plants, wild rhubarb, and other m scell aneous brush.
Beyond, he canme to a full stop in a roadside picnic area, ten yards froma

t wo- | ane nacadam hi ghway. He | ooked at his watch and saw that he had nade two
mles in three mnutes. About forty mles an hour over rough terrain. It was
better than he had expected, certainly good enough. He | eaned back agai nst the
headrest and waited for the shaking to stop. Then he put the car in gear and
drove onto the high-way. He didn't follow the series of back roads which he
had mapped out to Harrisburg. Instead, he turned right and foll owed the



two-l ane to another highway that passed in front of the main gates of Century
Oaks Race Course. A few nminutes |ater he drove slowy past the enornous parking
| ots and past the huge, rectangul ar, boxlike main building. He had to smle.
This side of the clubhouse building was a brilliant white except for two
yard-wi de bands of color, one running fromend to end and the other from
foundation to roof. The effect was of scarlet ribbons binding a gigantic gift
package. And in a way that's what it was. A gift package. A gift of noney. A
multimllion-dollar gift. On Saturday afternoon, at the height of Sweepstakes
Week, he would help to unwap that package.



TwoJack Killigan, the general nanager of Century Gaks, sat at his corner table
on the top tier of the Horsenen's Club and used his binoculars to watch the
horses line up in the starting gate on the far side of the track. For the |ast
twenty mnutes, Killigan had been moving fromtable to table, shaking hands,
greeting the high rollers, complinenting their w ves, and graciously
accepting praise for the condition of the track on this opening day of the
first fifty-day meet of the year. But now as the fifth race was about to
begi n, Jack Killigan knew his place: out of everyone's way.The Horsenen's C ub
was a gl ass-wal |l ed nenbership-only restaurant on the fifth level of the main
bui | di ng, situated over one corner of the fourth-floor clubhouse restaurant.
The room held only sixty-one tables on two tiers, with seating for four at
each table. Every chair in the Cub commanded an excellent view of the distant
nmount ai ns, the magnificent oak trees that partly conceal ed the backstretch

and the big track that was now the focus of everyone's attention.No |uxury had

been spared in this VIP restaurant. In fact, Killigan thought as he | owered
hi s binocul ars and | ooked around the room perhaps the |uxury had been
overdone. The tables were all large and confortable, and they were all laid

with white linen as perfect as the day it had cone fromthe store. If a

tabl ecloth were to sustain a cigarette burn that required patching or a stain
that could not be entirely eradicated, it would be con-signed to the clubhouse
restaurant on the floor below, and a new cloth would be unfol ded for the
Horsenen's Club. The china and silverware were of fine quality, conplenented
by a stainless steel bud vase and two fresh roses—ene white and one red—en
each table. Every chair was a captain's chair with padded arms and studded

| eat herette uphol stery. The tight-nap carpet was not as |uxurious as sonething
you might find in a private hone, but it was the npst expensive all-weather
carpet avail-able, a deep red color that gave the room consi derable warnth. On
the right-hand wall the carpet went all the way to the ceiling; thus, it acted
not only to please the eye but to further deaden any sound that m ght cone
fromthe newsroomor the other offices on the fifth floor. The in-side of the
mai n door to the Club was also covered in red carpet and nolded flush to the
rest of the wall. The Horsemen's Club was perfectly soundproofed. The ot her
wal | s were panel ed in mahogany, and the suspended ceil-ing was done in
yard-square pieces of dark cork hung on a chrone frame. Wien he had brought
Rita up here to show her the Club on Friday evening, tw days before the
openi ng of the neet, she had been quite enthusiastic."“You ve done wonders,
Jack!""You really like it?"“It positively drips nmoney.”“So do the people

who' ve shelled out three thousand bucks to reserve a table for two hundred
raci ng days when they won't even nmake it to the track half that often.”“Like
my father? And nme?”“Your father doesn't drip noney. He gushes it.”She | aughed.
“You know what ?”“What ?"“1t's a good room for fucking.”“Really now, Rita.”“No

I mean it. Al these warmcolors, soft textures . . . And those
fifty-foot-high glass walls appeal to the exhibitionist in me.”“l think we
better go.”“Don't be a spoilsport, Jack.”“And don't you work so hard at
shocking ne.”“I"mnot trying to shock you. | just think it would be fun
Nobody' s around. We could turn off the lights. Then we could see out onto the
track, but no one could see us. . . ."“It's getting late.”“Honestly, Jack
Don't you sometines feel like letting | oose, doing something crazy, breaking

the rules?”“No. It's hard enough to get by without breaking the rules.”"So
you're happy with just getting by.”“Quite happy, Rita. Qite happy.”And
working within the rules, cajoling and persuadi ng and argui ng and threatening
the board of directors, he had revitalized Century Caks Race Course. Starting
with a tacky business, he had noderni zed and streanlined and redecorated with
taste until he had conme up with a nmodel track. The Horsenmen's C ub was

especi ally good proof that there was no | onger anything tacky about Century
Oaks. Even the nmutuel wi ndows of the C ub were something special. They were at
t he back of the second tier, behind a well-polished brass railing: twelve of
them eight ticket sellers and four cashiers. These were nothing |like the

wi ndows on the other |levels of the building. They were crafted of mahogany
panel s and chrone trinmng, very clean and warm and pl easant to the eye, a



long way fromthe clean but austere white panels, green plastic trim and
clear Plexiglas of the clubhouse wi ndows, and |ight-years beyond the spare,
neat but essentially hole-in-the-wall w ndows framed by concrete bl ocks on the
grand-stand | evel s. The high rollers in the Horsemen's Club did not even have
to get up fromtheir tables to place their bets. Twel ve Pony Express Grls
waited at strategic points throughout the two tiers, ready to take the guest's
nmoney, run it to the nutuel w ndows, and return with his tickets. The Pony
Express Grls wire red md-calf boots and tight, short shorts to match the
boots, and white sweaters with red horses stitched over the left breast. They
al so wore big red-and-white jockey caps tilted at a rakish angle. These
messengers were all local girls chosen for grace and poi se but nost especially
for their long | egs, round asses, pinched waists, pert breasts, and pretty
faces. Not one of themwas hard to watch. As they ran back and forth placing
the guests' bets, they hel ped to nake the ti ne between each race pass

qui ckly. Naturally, Rita had something to say about them Even before she
opened her |ovely nouth, he had known what she would say, word for word."“How

much noney do you think they' |l nake on the side? And 1 don't nean just in
tips.”"On the side?”“Excuse ne,” she said. “On their backs.”“You have a filthy
mnd.”“Realistic mind. And | love it.”“These are all local girls, Rita. They

aren't professional nodels. They haven't been hired froman 'escort' conpany.
They come fromgood famlies. They aren't prostitutes.”“But how rmuch do you
think they'll nake?”“You're incorrigible.”*“Look, do all these men cone with
their wives?”“Not always.”“Or their dates?”“No.”“Wth or without their wves,”
she said, “they're going to | ook. Wthout their wi ves, they' re going to want
to touch. Are you trying to tell ne there aren't a few of these girls who'l
take nmoney and like it?”“Ckay. Maybe a few of them One or two.”“You admt it,
then!”*Admit what? That | can't control human nature?”“That you're indirectly

pi nping for your high rollers.”“That's an ugly thing to say.”“l don't think
it's ugly, Jack. | think it's kind of nice. Touching. You want to serve them
every way possible.”"You're incorrigible.”"You said that already.”“So |I'll say

it again.”"Admit it, Jack. Fromthe noment you canme up with the idea of Pony
Express Grls, you saw the possibilities. Al the possibilities. Didn't
you?” Maybe | did. The success of the New Century Oaks depends to a great
extent on people who bet three, four, five, even ten thousand dollars on a
single program | want themto be happy. If it neans turning nmy head to a
little subtle solicitation, so what? | don't have to justify this to anyone.

This is nmy last chance. If | don't make a go here, |'m out of thoroughbred
raci ng for good.”“Poor darling. | didn't mean you should justify it. You don't
need to justify it. | think it's charm ng.”“You woul d.” She | aughed. Ki | | i gan

was jolted fromhis reverie by the boonm ng voice of the track announcer
calling the early positions of the horses in the fifth race. He picked up his
bi nocul ars and focused on the track.“Excuse nme, M. Killigan.”He | owered his
gl asses and | ooked up. A waiter in an immuacul ate white jacket, white shirt,

bl ack tie, and black slacks was at his right el bow. The nan held a tel ephone.
“You' re being paged, sir. Are you available?"’“Yes,” Killigan said. The waiter
went to the other side of the table, put down the phone, and plugged it into a
jack set flush in the floor. By order of the State Horse Raci ng Conm ssion
there were no public phones on the track. A plug-in nodel was kept for the
manager's table so that no phone would be in plain sight, at other tines, to
tenpt a guest. Even the track's business phones were shut off an hour before
the first race, except for one phone in the nanager's office and two guarded
phones, one in the backstretch and one in the operator's niche in the

cl ubhouse to be used only for energencies. The tight security was necessary to
keep vital racing information from being | eaked to booki es, anong ot her

peopl e. Finished, the waiter smled and turned to go.“Wit,” Killigan said.

“I'f you had food or drinks to serve, and if you were serving a guest instead

of me, | hope you'd wait for the race to be over. You rmust never interrupt
anyone in the mddle of a race.”The waiter blushed. He was young, dark-eyed,
hol | ow cheeked. “lI'msorry, sir. |I've never waited tables at a track

before.”Killigan smled. “Just remenber.” He picked up the receiver. “Killigan



here.”“Henry Cooper, sir. I'ma TRPB agent here, and |I've got a problem Can
you cone to your office? I'mwaiting there for you.”“What sort of problenP”
Killigan asked.“Ticket forgery.”“VWait there. I'Il be along in a mnute.”"Yes,
sir.”Killigan hung up, finished the bourbon in his glass, got to his feet, and
left his binoculars on the table. Crossing the top tier of the Club, he had to
weave between the Pony Express Grls who were running to the nutuel w n-dows
with winning tickets on the fifth race. He stepped on the concealed mat in
front of the carpet-covered door, waited for the door to slide open, then went
through it into the restaurant's small foyer. When he passed the half-wall on
the other side of the foyer, he was in the main hall on the fifth floor, and
he strode quickly down toward his office. Although he was a man of only average
hei ght and build, Jack Killigan inpressed al nost everyone as a strong, tough
customer. He was five-ten, slightly over a hundred and fifty pounds. He was as
| ean as a greyhound, and he noved with brisk, efficient grace. His face was
square, though slightly elongated in the lower half, with a firmand di npl ed
chin. Lips nearly as thin as pencil |ines added a cruel touch to his face. He
had a straight nose too broad to be called aristocratic, and eyes as fiercely
blue as gas flanmes. His hair was worn full on the sides, and he had as rnuch of
it now as when he had been young. Wen he was in his mddle thirties, his hair
had turned a distinguished iron-gray color. Neverthel ess, he | ooked at |east a
decade younger than his fifty years. Wal ki ng down that w de corridor, he had
the aura and energy of a young man just starting out in life.Henry Cooper, the
Thor oughbred Racing Protective Bureau agent who had paged Killigan, was
sitting at the ultra-nodern wal nut and steel secretary's desk in the waiting
room He rose when Killigan came in fromthe corridor.“You Cooper?”“Yes.”“It's
too public here. Let's talk in my office.”Killigan led the other man into his
sanct um sanctorum and pointed to a |l arge, crushed-velvet easy chair that had a
hi gh back and thick round arms. As Cooper sat down, Killigan went behind his
enornous desk and sat in a black | eather posturematic office chair.The TRPB
man was exam ning the desk curiously. “lIsn't this a piano case?"Killigan
snm |l ed and fingered the el aborate carving on one of the enornous |egs.
“Steinway, | had themrip out the guts and lower the Iid. They cut the lid
until it fit the frame.”“Very nice,” Cooper said.“lt gives ne a couple of
square yards of work surface —and it renminds nme that | used to play a | ot of

pi ano when | was a kid. Cozy feeling to it. | don't like the place to

seem-of ficey. That's why you're sitting in an easy chair. That's why | have
bookcases here and vel vet drapes and a good Persian carpet. . . . I've had to
l[ive in two dozen different houses over the years, but | cart this stuff
around with ne, and |I always have the same office no matter where I am” He
patted the rich, solid surface of the desk. “Wat about this ticket

forgery?” Cooper took a ten-dollar mutuel ticket fromhis shirt pocket. He was
young, in his late twenties, six foot, on the husky side, with crisp brown
hai r and dark eyes and a pal e conpl exi on. He noved slowy but fluidly, the
ki nd of man who never appeared to be in a rush even when he was noving tw ce
as fast as you could ever hope to. He | eaned out of his chair and placed the
ticket up on the desk in front of Killigan. “Fourth race. Sixth horse to w n.
It's a nice piece of work.”After he had stared at it for nearly a mnute,
Killigan said, “You aren't telling ne the entire ticket's a forgery?”“No."”"But
| can't see where it's been altered.”It's definitely one of our own
ten-dollar win tickets,” Cooper said. “But the nunber of the horse has been
changed."Killigan exanm ned it nore closely than he had done. You couldn't
prove that by me.” Cooper took another ticket fromhis shirt pocket. “This is
the real thing. Conpare them”Putting the tickets side by side, Killigan
studied them *“Ah,” he said softly. “The loop on the six is too big. Not nuch,
but a little. Sonebody bought a ten-dollar win ticket, waited to see which
horse woul d win, then went into the men's roomand sat down in a stall and
carefully erased the real nunber, drewin the six. But for Christ's sake, nan,
it's nearly perfect! You nmean to tell me one of our rmutuel clerks spotted it
for what it was?”Cooper snmiled thinly. His dark eyes glittered |ike the points
of knives. “That's too easy.”“l thought it was. Tell me.”Sitting on the edge



of the easy chair, his elbows on the arns of the chair and his hands cl asped
in front of him Cooper hardly nmoved at all while he explained it. He was |ike
alizard on a rock. “Forgery artists usually work on the grandstand |evels.
Better cover there. But this one tried to nove the ticket in the

cl ubhouse—+hough maybe he's operating both ways. Anyhow, about twenty mi nutes
after the judges posted the final places in the fourth, this old woman comnes
up to JimQley, one of the cashiers on the west end of the top cl ubhouse

| evel . She has the doctored mutuel ticket | just showed you. You know t he way
one of these artists works?”Killigan nodded. “After he's altered the ticket,
he finds a sweet old |ady or some other likely candidate. He tells her he's an
enpl oyee of the track and isn't allowed to bet, but he does bet and now he's
got a winner. He can't cash it in hinself without losing his job. WII she
cash it for hinmP”"“You've got it,” Cooper said, barely nodding his head. “But
this time the artist picked the wong old | ady. She said yes she'd be glad to
hel p. She took the ticket, went to the ten-dollar cashier, and demanded to see
the mana-ger.”Killigan sat up straight in his chair. “What?"“Ql ey asked her
what was wong. Turns out she's a real bitch. She starts ranting about track
enpl oyees placing bets on the basis of secret inside information' that gives

t hem an advant age over poor ordinary folks like herself. She's red in the
face. So mad she's ready to choke. Instead of calling you, Oley swtches on
the red Christnmas bulb over his window And since |I'mon duty in the clubhouse
today, |'mthere before the old lady can stop spluttering. | get the drift of
it pretty quick, and | ask her to show ne this man who gave her the
ticket.”“And he was gone.”“As if he'd never been.”"“Description?” Cooper
grimaced. “M ddl e-aged. Neither tall nor short. Neither thin nor fat. Dark
hai r, probably brown, maybe bl ack, or maybe even dark blond. Dark brown eyes,
or at least dark eyes, and maybe even dark blue eyes. Ordinary voice. Odinary
suit and shirt. She didn't hap-pen to notice his shoes or if he was wearing
any jewelry.”Picking up the ticket, Jack Killigan said, “If he did it in the
fourth race, he faked one in each of the first three races. And maybe he's
still working.”“And maybe it's not just one ticket each race,” Cooper said.
“Could be two. O five. O even ten.”“You're making me ill,” Killigan said
“What woul d the payoff have been on this thing?” He waved the forged ticket at
t he agent.“The nunber six horse in the fourth race was Cup o' Chocol ate. It
went out the gate at ten to one. So the pay-off was at |east a hundred
bucks.”“And he could have clipped us for ten tickets in that one race?”

Killigan stood up and went to the bar that was in the center of one of the
bookcases and slid open the snoked-glass door. “Drink?”“No thanks,” Cooper
said.Killigan dropped two ice cubes in a glass and splashed some WId Turkey

bour bon over them “Fletcher knows about this?”Oscar Fletcher was the chief of
the TRPB unit at Century Gaks. He was fifty-seven, fat, ugly, sloppy—as clever
as a good mmgi cian and as efficient as a computer.“He knows. He's put ne in
charge of the field work on the case.”Killigan paced as he sipped his bourbon
“Today of all days we don't need this bastard ripping us off. W' re already
being ripped off.”“How do you figure?” Cooper asked.“W're donating ten
percent of today's gross to local charities. Good public relations. But with
this guy chewing at us we could end up in the hole for the first day of the
season. | guess | could stand that—+f | thought he was here for the day and
then we'd never feel his pinch again. But that isn't likely, is it?"“No,”
Cooper said. He continued to perch notionless on the edge of his chair. Only
his head noved as he fol-lowed Killigan fromone end of the roomto the other
“There's been so nuch great publicity for Sweepstakes Wek. Everybody knows
we're going to draw big crowds. The bigger the crowds, the better the cover
for an artist like this. He'll stay all week. He'll probably do nost of his
work on Saturday.”“Unl ess we stop him”“We can.”"“Wat steps are you
taking?”“It isn't an easy thing,” Cooper said. “W've alerted all our nen.

W' ve called a neeting of the unformed Ml -kins-Peterson guards for

i mediately after the track's cleared today, and we're going to tell them
exactly what to watch for. The washroom attendants are going to pay speci al
attention to anyone who enters a stall with a briefcase or an extrenely |arge



handbag; a forgery kit takes up a good bit of room Oherwise . . . well, we
just have to wait for this guy to nake a mi stake.”"Ch, wonderful.” Cooper stood
up. “He'll make one. They al ways do.”\Wen he had tossed off the last of the

bourbon, Killi-gan put his glass on the desk and held out his right hand. Henry
Cooper shook it.“l didn't nean to sound like a critic,” Killigan said. “You
seem | i ke a dammed good, quick-thinking man. | feel a lot better know ng

you're working on this.”A gentle trace of red emerged on Cooper's pal e cheeks.
“Thank you, sir.”“Let me know if any nmore tickets turn up—er if you get a |ead
on this sonofabitch.”Cooper picked up the nutuel tickets that were on the desk
and put themback in his shirt pocket. “1'Il do that, M. Killigan. And don't
worry about it. He'll nake a m stake. They al ways do.”Wen he was al one
Killigan took the glass off the desk and returned to the bar. He threw out the
old ice cubes, dropped in two new ones, gave hinself two ounces of bourbon. He
was drinking too much today. He had been drinking too nuch for the | ast

several days, ever since Rita Janifer had cone hone from California. He was
pretty good at holding his liquor, though. Dammed good, in fact. No one ever
knew when he was drunk. Even with half a fifth under his belt he could walk a
straight line and talk without slurring his words. He didn't get glassy-eyed
or red in the face. He was one of those drunks who becane nore and nore
cautious with every drink, super careful, aware that even the slightest

m sstep would |l ead to a rubber-1egged, nmush-nouthed disaster; and as a re-sult
he appeared to be nore sober when he was drunk than when he was not.But the
bour bon cost you Hi al eah, Jack.During the |ast few days he often had rem nded
hi nsel f of that painful truth. Every time he realized he was drinking too nmuch
and reaching too far for rationaliza-tions, he thought of how the damed
bourbon had cost him his manager's roost at Hi aleah. And the job after that at
Bel nont. And then Santa Anita. And Hol | ywood Park. And now this was his |ast
chance, and he couldn't let the bourbon do it to hima fifth tinme. They had
handed hi m a poorly managed, |osing operation in Century Caks, had given hima
bl ank check, and were now waiting to see what he would do with it. If he nmade
it work, he could clinb up again. Maybe all the way back to Hi al eah one day.

If he botched it, he'd never work in thoroughbred racing again.He swirled the
whi skey in the glass. Ice clinked nusi-cally.He had never been fired because
he drank. No one in the business knew that he was an on-agai n-of f-agai n drunk
Al they knew was that at some point in his termas manager, a track began to
slip. He could be great for a while, and then . . . attendance dropped. He
made the wong corporate decisions. His publicity work went sour. The quality
of the horses went down as the value of the purses declined. Al over the
plant itself there was an air of shabbi ness and neglect. And he was di sm ssed
to make way for new bl ood. Wiet her they knew it or not, it was the

bourbon. “Like hell it was,” he said to the whiskey in his hands, as if he were
arguing with the drink and not with hinmself. “It isn't the bourbon. It's Rita.
It has al -ways been Rita, from Hi al eah on. She is—=The in-house tel ephone
burred softly on his desk.He was startled, and he thought: Jesus, Killigan

you're in bad shape when you start talking to yourself.The phone burred
agai n. He swal |l owed the rest of his bourbon and picked up the receiver.
“Killigan here.”The voice on the other end was gruff and low. “Jack, this is
M ckey.” M ckey G nchey was the chief of main-tenance at Century CQaks. “I got
a real problem here, Jack.”“Don't we all?” He slunped into his office chair.
“What's yours, M ckey?”"You know we got this contract with Agroco.”Killigan
said: “They pick up the stall nuck.”Agroco was a |arge farm ng, canning and

| and nanage-ment conpany that was diversified into a dozen busi nesses. One of
its sidelines was the sale and transport of chemcal and organic fertilizers.
Agroco owned a dozen |arge tank trucks that were able to |l oad and carry the
manure-matted straw fromthe stables. Since nost farmers and even nost

nmushr oom gr ower s—rushroons being a big industry in this part of
Pennsyl vani a—preferred to use chenmical fertilizers, Agroco didn't have much of
a market for the track's waste; however, when the track paid Agroco
all transportation costs to get rid of the stuff, Agroco could sell it easily
enough at a rock-bottom price and nake a small profit. They said it was small.



Last year, the track had paid Agroco $120,000 just to haul the ruck

away. “Yeah,” Mckey said. “Well, they didn't pick it up Friday. And when they
didn't cone today, | called that manager of theirs, Sinmpson. Wanted to tel
himto be sure to send nore trucks on Monday. Got himat honme. He didn't |ike
bei ng bot hered. But he did break down and |l et nme know his people are on
strike.”Killigan winced. “Oh, God.”“If we don't work out something fast, |I'm
going to be up to ny ears in horseshit,” M ckey said. The backstretch of
Century Oaks hel d al nost ei ghteen hundred horses. Each of those beautiful
expensi ve ani -mals worked at producing nmanure as if that were its only
occupation. By the end of each day, when the groonms had nmucked out all the
stalls and delivered the straw and manure to pickup points in front of each
stabl e, and once M ckey's nmen had noved these separate molehills to the common
mount ai n of the conpost dunp, there was a heap of foul matter that wei ghed
anywhere be-tween forty and forty-five tons. Agroco was supposed to make

pi ckups on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. If they hadn't come on Friday and
weren't com ng today, the compost heap would contain as nmuch as 175 tons of

mucki ngs by tomnorrow norning.“Look,” Killigan said, “ny secretary isn't here,
so I'lIl have to work on this nyself. It's going to take a while. And |'ve got
to go back to the Horsemen's Club to shake hands with anyone | night have

m ssed the first time through. But | pronise you soneone will be here in the
nmorning to make a collection.”“Someone better be,” Mckey said. “ 'Cause by
tonmor-row night the snell's sure going to upset the paying customers.”Killigan

hung up and went for a quick shot of bourbon, just one nore little nip to put
himright.Christ, what a variety there was in a track manager's life! From
forgery artists to a crisis in horseshit. And the season was j ust

begi nni ng! Suddenly he felt alive and energetic again. He forgot about Hi al eah
Bel nont, Santa Anita, Hollywood Park, and Rita Janifer. Al of his know how
and attention was directed toward Century Oaks. He had al ways been vitalized
by a challenge, and he had a hunch that the rest of this week right on through
Sweepst akes Day was going to be the biggest chall enge he had ever faced.



ThreeAnni e Sherred's farm where Garrison was living, lay just west of
Dillsburg, a small town south of Harrisburg, a forty-five-mnute drive from
Century Oaks. The Sherred farm was one hundred acres of gently rolling fields
whi ch had not been tilled in nearly a decade and had been taken over by rich
green grass, plus seventy acres of dense woodl ands. The barn was |arge and
red, trinmred in white, roofed with black slate; it now served as a garage. Al
of the sheds and ot her buildings were painted white, as was the nine-room
house at the front of the property. After he had parked the Mazda in the barn
Edgar Garrison canme in through the kitchen, stopped for a nmonent at the
refrigerator, then went out to the front porch. For nearly an hour now he had
been sitting in a bentwood rocking chair, bathed in the fresh May air that
streamed t hrough the open sides of the porch. A half-finished can of beer
stood on a small wi cker table beside him and an unread copy of Tinme lay in
his lap. He rocked quietly back and forth, watching the county road and the

I ong driveway that cane up fromit and went past the side of the house to the
barn. He kept thinking about the robbery. The plan was |ike an inconplete piece
of ethereal scul pture which he, the scul ptor, rotated end-for-end and
side-for-side in his mnd; he searched for the flaws in design, studied the
probl ems of shape and formthat were not yet solved. And while he thought

about it, one vivid nenory kept creeping back to him a death's head nenory
that craw ed cl ose without his sensing it, then suddenly junped at him
grinning. I was nineteen. That's a long tine ago. | just happened to be in the
wrong place at the wong tine. That ugly little scene would have transpired
whet her or not | was there to see it. In no way was it a prenmonition or a
har bi nger of events in ny own life. No way. Ridic-ulous. Mght as well believe
in ghosts and goblins. . . . He had been a groomworking for a trainer, Sudsy
McKay, at Aqueduct. Sudsy paid himFriday norning, a slimcol-lection of bills
paper-clipped to a | ong envel ope that bore his name. Wen he found tine that
aft ernoon, he hopped into his broken-down Henry Jay and drove to the near-by
bank where he did business. It was his habit, in those days, to deposit five
dollars a week in a savings account no matter how little he made. He was
standing at one of the teller's w ndows when four nmen came through the. front
doors of the bank, all of them wearing pigskin gloves and dark suits and
masks, two of them carrying submachi ne guns.In three m nutes they had cl eaned
out the tellers' drawers as well as the cash cart just inside the vault. One
of them even plucked Garrison's pay envel ope fromhis hand. And then they were
backi ng away across the | arge | obby, noving carefully, noving quickly, one of
them al ready at the door and waiting for the others, the tallest one rnurmuring
soothingly to the bank guard and the other enpl oyees, professionals, rea

prof essionals, work-ing to plan, at the doors now, noving through the doors
now, two of themturning and two still facing people in the bank, the tall nman
continuing to murnmur, the tall nan asking that there please be no dead heroes
pl ease, and then through the doors, and all of themturning, and then the
gunfire . . . Jesus, the gunfire! It cane |like a sumrer thunder. The

twel ve-f oot - hi gh glass doors burst in upon the | obby as the hail of bullets
fromthe police guns bounced off the granite steps outside. Edgar Gar-rison
fell to the floor and tried to shield his head with his arms. Peopl e screaned.
Soneone was crying. MIlions of shards of glass pinged! on the marble floor
Bul l ets ricocheted off the nmarble-faced pillars that supported the vaulted

| obby ceiling. And then silence as deep and as perfect as the silence under
the sea descended on them Edgar spraw ed there for three or four mnutes,
shivering, waiting to be killed; and when he finally | ooked up, the bank was
full of uniforned men. They had a few ques-tions to ask, but then they said he
was free to go. When he went out through the ruined entrance, the anbul ances
were just arriving: slowy, wthout sirens. Four dead nen were sprawl ed on the
steps. They glistened with blood and reni nded hi m of slabs of beef marinating
in warm red wine. He edged around them and turned his back on them and
twenty feet away he found his pay envel ope where the wind had carried it. The
white envel ope was snmeared with blood, but all of the bills were still clipped
toit. And now, all these years later, as he sat on Annie Sherred' s front



porch and thought about Century Oaks, he kept seeing that damed envel ope,

those green bills spotted with blood. . . .He picked up his beer and took a
sip straight fromthe can. It was warm and bracki sh. He put it down, spat over
the porch rail, and w ped the back of one hand across his mouth.Qut on the

county road a car was rushing this way as fast as the cracked, holed, and
hoved-up macadamwould allow. It was a |l ow, dark nunmber, and it cornered well;
the engine growed like a pride of lions. A few seconds |later, a battered
bl ack, five-year-old Corvette turned into the driveway and cane up toward the
house. The | oose gravel crunched and rattled under it. As Annie drove past on
her way to park in the barn, she smled and waved at hi mthrough the open
driver's wi ndow. The engine cut out, and the peace of the countryside swept in
like a broomof air.The kitchen screen door opened, slammed.A ninute |ater

she stepped onto the front porch. She was still wearing the beige pantsuit and
pi nento scarf, and she was carrying two cans of cold beer. “Thirsty?”“Sure
am” he said. She stood in front of him “Pop ny tab?"“1'l| pop your tab any

time.”She grinned at himwhile he opened the cans. Then she took her beer and
sat down in the bentwood rocker which “faced his chair. She swall owed sone of
the beer. Her long, slender throat pulsed.God, she's |lovely! He said, “Wy so

| ate?”“Had a cl ose call.”“Troubl e?” She shook her head: no. Her |ong auburn
hair danced like the image of a flanme seen through a msted glass. “1 wouldn't
call it trouble exactly. It mght have turned into trouble. But the way it
went, it was only an incon-veni ence.”"“The phony press badge did work?”“|
didn't even have to use it. | just went up the steps to the fifth fl oor and
down the hall and into that office. Did you see the striped scarf | waved at
you?”“You won't need it on Saturday,” he said. “I could see you al nost well

enough to identify you.”“Fromthat distance?”“Best binoculars in the

wor | d. ”“ Marvel ous. "“Just wear sonething bright red or yell ow on
Satur-day.”“WIIl do.”“Tell me the rest.”She sipped her beer first. “Well, |
stood there waving the scarf for two or three mnutes until ny arns got tired.
Then | waited awhile and held it up again just in case you were a few m nutes
|ate getting onto the ridge. When | was ready to |l eave, the track publicity
director came up to his office. Hs is right next door to the one | was hiding

in.""But he didn't see you.”“If he'd seen ne I'd probably be in jail. Not even
a mllion press badges woul d have expl ai ned what | was doing alone in a

cl osed, dark, racetrack file roomon Sunday afternoon.”"l guess not.”She
pul l ed her chair closer to his, sat down again, lifted her |egs, and propped

her sneakered feet on his knees. “Finally the dammed publicity man left. |
gave himfive mnutes just to be sure he hadn't forgotten any-thing. Wen
was about to get out of there, sonmeone el se cane down the hall and went into
the track manager's office on the other side of ne.”"“Regul ar parade.”"“You

haven't heard it all. | waited for himto | eave. He didn't. I|Instead, another
guy joins himin the manager's office. They were in there maybe twenty
mnutes. | cooled it for ten mnutes after that before | left the file room
And here | am”“l was worried,” he said.“Needlessly.”“Wll, you were al npst
caught.”“Al nost isn't good enough.”“You don't seemto be as nervous about this
as | am”“Whnen have steadier nerves than nen,” she said.“l believe it.”Just

the sight of her gradually steadied his nerves. Annie Sherred was a sl ender
but shapely redhead who had cel ebrated her thirty-third birthday | ast week but
who m ght have passed for twenty-three even w thout make up. She was not
beautiful in any conventional sense. She didn't |ook |like a nodel or a
starlet. She had too many freckles for that. Her nouth was too w de and her
nose was a bit too long for classic beauty. And her eyes . . . what incredible
eyes! They were enornous, round, with narrow lids that did not conceal their

bl ue beauty. They were the wi de, curious eyes of a fawn. She al ways | ooked as
if she had just been startled, and she could not achieve the smoky, sultry,
heavy-eyed | ook of a sex synmbol. That was fine with Garrison. Her beauty was
uni que, all the better for its singularity.“l worry too nuch,” he said."“Leads
to heart attacks.”“l guess maybe it'll work out fine.”“No maybe about it!” she
sai d earnestly, her eyes wi de and steady as she tried to convince him *“Look
here, Edgar, this is the nost fool proof-2A gray Cadillac pulled into the



driveway and cane up the gentle hill toward the house. The | ate-afternoon sun
struck the wi ndshield, splashed brilliantly back, and made the occupants of
the car invisible."Mist be Wllie,” Garrison said. He lifted her feet fromhis
knees and stood up. Annie got up and followed himto the porch railing, put one
arm around his wai st. The Cadill ac stopped beside the porch. The w ndow humed
down. WIllie Denver grinned at them“Better park in the barn,” Garrison
said.“Be discreet,” Wllie said.“Seens best.”“Sure.” WIllie put up the power
wi ndow and drove past the house, out of sight.They went into the house,

crossed the living room wal ked down a short dark hall into the kitchen, where
they met Wllie and the other man at the back door.“WIlIlie Denver thinks
you're beautiful,” WIllie said, enbracing Annie as soon as he was in the

kitchen.“l think you're pretty nifty yourself,” Annie said.WIIlie Jacob Denver
was a handsome little nman, small enough to have been a jockey. He stood
five-feet-four and wei ghed one-ten. At a glance, Garrison thought, you got the
same inpression of Wllie as you did of nost jockeys: fragility, delicacy. But
when you took a closer |ook at the nan, you saw the sane things in WIllie that
you gradual |y perceived in a professional jockey: small but fiercely hard
muscl es, a hidden wiry strength, bol dness, and endurance. Hi s face was deeply
tanned, marked with prom nent |augh |ines and deep creases across the
forehead. Despite the creases, he did not |ook fifty-four years old. He had
wavy bl ack hair, energetic brown eyes, and teeth as white as starlight.Letting
go of Annie, WIllie turned quickly and patted the shoul der of the man who had
cone in fromNew York City to tal k about the heist. “This is Lou Velinski

Lou, say hello to Annie Sherred and Edgar Garrison.” They shook hands
awkwardly.“Lou's an old friend,” Wllie said. “WIlie Denver's known himfor
twenty years. He's on our team ”Velinski was as unlike Wllie as a noose is
unli ke a flea. He was a shade under six foot and wei ghed maybe three-twenty.
H s soft brown eyes were set in a flabby face. H s nose was fat and white |ike
a flower bulb. He had Alfred Htchcock's jow s, a thick neck, heavy round
shoul ders, and an enornous stonmach. His fingers were stubby and thick; |ight,
crinkly hair grew between his knuckles and on the backs of his hands. Wllie

| ooked younger than he was, but Velinski was narked by every one of his years,
at least fifty of them WIIlie was quick, energetic, alnost frenzied, but Lou
Vel i nski was unhurried, unexcitable, alnobst stolid. Wllie was dressed well in
a light blue sunmer suit and a pale pink shirt and dark blue tie with

t wo- hundr ed- dol | ar shoes, while Velinski |ooked as if he had slept in a
seventy-five-dollar ward-robe from Robert Hall's. The fat man m ght have been
qui te unremarkabl e and even slightly repul sive except for one redeemn ng
feature: his smle. He had the w dest, npbst contagi ous, nost sincere smle

t hat Edgar had ever seen; and his musical, |owpitched voice was that of a man
who thoroughly enjoyed life.“l can offer beer, Scotch, or gin and tonic,”
Annie said.“"Gn and tonic,” WIlie said. “Wat Scotch do you have?” Velinsk
asked. “Johnni e Wal ker. Red Label.”"“Fine.”Wen they all had their drinks,
Garrison said, “Let's go into the living room W'I|l be nore confortable
there.”Annie led the way, and WIllie went close behind her, chattering am ably
about the weather. As he followed Velinski, Garrison was surprised to see
that, in spite of his size, the fat nan seemed to float rather than wal k; he
was quiet and eerily graceful.“Wat a charming room” Velinski said, as he
settled gently as a feather into the largest chair in what Annie was fond of
calling the “parlor.”“l go to auctions,” she said. “Cccasionally | get a
bargain.”“Li ke that Victorian oval mrror,” Velinski said admr-ingly. “You
know, with these vel vet-cushioned chairs, this wing-back I'min, that |ovely
sofa, the sideboard, the dark wallpaper . . . it nakes ne think of The W zard
of Oz.” Anni e was perpl exed.“The nmovie,” Velinski said. “You remenber it? The
farmhouse at the begi nning, where Dorothy lives. This room has the same charm
as the front roomof that farmhouse.”“Lou's a novie nut,” WIllie said,
vigorously stirring his drink with a green plastic swizzle stick.“Are you

real ly?” Annie asked the fat nman.“M/ one weakness.”She said, “The drunken
doctor in Stagecoach.”“First version? Thomas Mtchell.”“The sheriff?"“CGeorge
Bancroft.”“Gypo Nol an?”“Victor MlLagl en.”"“The novi e?”“John Ford's The



Informer, 1935.""“Hallelujah. Who directed?”“King Vidor. Too easy.”“Wo played
t he vanp?”“The vanp?”“The vanp.”He frowned. “Tough one.”*“Caught you.” He
grinned. “Sorry. It was N na Mae MKi nney.”“You knew all along.”“l can't be
stunped.” H's smle was huge. Anni e | aughed and | eaned agai nst Garrison. They
were both on the sofa, facing the two chairs where WIllie and Velinski sat.
“You really do know your movies.”“You aren't bad either,” Velinsk

said.“You're both crazy,” WIlie said. But he was grinning too.Velinski tasted

his Scotch. “Ch, | could go on like that for hours! But this is a business
nmeeting, after all.” He turned to Garrison. “Wy do you want to hold up a
race-track?” The sudden, cold, serious note in the fat man's voi ce caught Edgar
of f guard. “Why?”“You must have a reason.”“Mney.”“Not good enough.”“It is for

Wlilie,” WIllie said.“There are easier ways of getting noney,” Lou said.
“Robbi ng a bank's easier than hitting a track. So it goes deeper than noney.”
H s deeply sunken eyes fixed Garrison and held himas if he were an insect
specimen in a pair of tweezers. “Wy do you especially want to knock over a
racetrack?”“Because it's there?”Velinski just stared at him “Ckay,” Edgar
said, “there's nmore to it than that.”“l knew there was.”Grrison took a | ong
swal | ow of his beer. “I've worked in thoroughbred racing nost of ny life. Have
a passion for it. Twenty years ago | started as a hot wal ker. Mved up fast.
Groom Assistant to a trainer. Did ny apprentice-ship. Started ny own stable.
Really built it into some-thing, worked up until | was handling nore than
ei ghty horses, nost of thembig tine bloodlines. My wife . . . ny wife was a
pony girl to start. She worked her way up just like |I did. And that was back
when worren had a dammed hard tinme of it. She was a good trainer. W got
married. Combined the stable. We started buying horses of our own. There was a
fire. Stable fire. Destroyed all our horses, nost of the ones we handl ed
."Anni e gripped his hand.“l still don't see the notivation,” Velinski said."“W
were in debt for those horses,” Garrison con-tinued, his eyes slightly gl azed.
“We | ost them but the debts stayed with us. Banks got nasty. Damed wol ves .
We got assigned a few horses fromowners we'd dealt with before. But
people in this business are super-stitious. Some of themdidn't want to bring
us any new mounts, as if we were jinxed. W managed anyway. Barely. In a while
we bought a horse of our own. Then another. Started our stable all over again.
W were just getting on our feet when a horse of ours turned up tranquilized
at the end of a race. CGolden Warlock. | liked the nane. He |lost so badly the
stewards just had to order a urine test. Neither Helen nor | knew anything
about the tranquilizers. Someone el se doped him W wanted himto win! It
didn't matter whether we knew about it or not. We were inplicated. Put on
probation. Then it hap-pened again. A horse of ours was shot full of speed,
and he won. They have hard rules in racing. Real hard. A couple of the
better-known owners, the wealthy ones, nmen who didn't |ike Helen or nme, nade
sure we were barred fromall training rights for a full year. W couldn't even
get onto a track. We had to sell our mounts. It was bad.”*Sounds bad,” WIllie
sai d synmpathetically.Velinski waited.Garrison said: “We waited out the year
and came back, dragging our debts behind us. Started as trainer and trainer's
assistant. But we couldn't get the good horses. W had to take on the nags and
the new flesh that hadn't proved itself. To keep our heads above water, we had
to take on nore horses than we could handle. Wrked | ong hours. Moved the
stock fromtrack to track. Tried to cut in on a few good purses and rebuild
our re-putations. Too much work. Too much worry, and too little sleep. Helen .
she got pneunoni a. She died.”A grandfather clock ticked softly in one
corner.WIllie Denver shifted fromone buttock to the other, pulled hinself up
in his chair."“Revenge?” Velinski asked. Edgar pulled back fromthe past,
ref ocused his eyes on the fat man. “Yes. And noney.”“That's a good
conbi nation,” Velinski said. “That sets well with ne. Greed s never enough.”
He sipped some Scotch. “Now, | have a few questions.”“Ask them”"“You stil
working as a trainer?”“No. | quit two weeks ago, when we began to get really
serious about this thing.”*“Just wal ked out?”“Notified the owners two weeks
before that.”Velinski put down his glass and fol ded his hands on his belly.
“You' ve been thinking about this heist for quite a while.”“Mnths.”“Wrked at



Century Oaks, have you?”“The last two years.”“Know it well?”“As well as | know
horses.”“How well's that?"“l was a good trainer.” The grandfather clock chined
the half hour. The fat man cocked his head and listened to the tolling as if
he were a connoi sseur of nusic and the clock were an orchestra. Wen the | ast
note was struck, he smled and said, “Lovely.” Then he | ocked eyes with
Garrison and said, “How d you come to know WIllie?”“Hasn't Wllie told you?""
want it fromyou.”“l nmet himthrough Annie,” Edgar said. Velinski shifted his
attention to the woman. “And how did you ever get connected with a

di sreputable man like Wllie?"“Hey!” WIllie said."“Joking,” Lou Velinski said,
reaching out to pat the little man's arm*“l used to work as a waitress,” Annie
sai d. “Where?”“Harrisburg.”“And Wllie came in a lot?”Annie sniled. “Every day,
six days a week. The food was very good, and the prices were reasonabl e.”"And
WIllie Denver had a crush on her,” Wllie said happily. “But it never worked.
Difference in ages. WIllie Denver's too dammed young for her.” He smiled at
Anni e and wi nked. “And just on a lark you nmentioned this idea of a race-track
heist to WIlie?” Velinski asked.Jesus, he's relentless, Garrison thought.

What is it with this character? Wiy's he pressing it like this?*Not on a
lark,” Annie said quietly. “I knew Wllie mght be interested.”“How d you
know?” “Wel |, he served tinme for arned robbery,” she said. “In my mnd that
made hima nmore likely acconplice than a minister or the cop on the corner or
one of the waitresses | worked with.”“How d you know he was an ex-con?”"“He
told me,” Annie said.WIllie Denver stood up and downed the |last of his gin and
tonic. “OfF course WIllie Denver told her. It's nothing to be ashaned of. A
person can be a great thief —and that's just as good as being a great |awyer
or doctor or sonething. If a person takes a fall—ekay, even two falls—+hat
doesn't mean a person has to hang his head in shame!”Lou Velinski sighed
heavily and wi ped one pudgy hand across his pudgy face. “Annie, didn't he tel
you he was retired? If he takes another fall, they'll throw the key away.”“He
told me that,” she said. “But | had the feeling that he was really | ooking for
somet hing. A sure thing. Or the next best thing to a sure thing.”"You pegged
himwell,” Velinski said.“WIllie Denver is going to get some nore gin and
tonic,” WIllie said. He asked Annie: “You mind?"“Of course not,
Willie.”Velinski picked up a half-sphere of heavy glass that rested on the

| anp table beside him He peered at the tiny Eskino scene frozen inside the

gl ass, and then he shook it vigorously and watched the snowfl akes swirl in the
encapsul ated arctic. “Haven't seen one of these in ages.”"The good ones, the
old ones, are hard to find,” Annie said.Putting the glass piece down, Velinsk
said, “Edgar's notives are sinple. Revenge and noney. Why are you in this?""
don't see why she has to explain herself,” Garrison said angrily. “Take it
fromme she's got good reasons. There s no need for you to put her through—=“I

don't mind,” Annie said, taking his hand and squeez-ing it. “Lou, | don't know
what ki nd of home you were raised i n—=“Not nuch of one.” She nodded. “Ckay.
Vell, | was raised in a hone that was about as traditional, conservative,

all -Amrerican, live-by-the-rules as you could find. | grew up thinking the
world was fair, that God was good, and that you could always trust the
government. Wen | was twenty-one, | married Joe Sherred. | |oved himas nmuch

as Edgar loved his Helen. W had three fantastic years together. W bought
this farmw th an inheritance of his. He was an English teacher with a ninor
in drama. W were going to gut the barn and turn it into a theater. Ah, the
pl ans we had! And then when he was twenty-five and I was twenty-four, he was
drafted. He wasn't a Quaker, but he was a conscientious objector. You'd never
nmeet a nore gentle man. But that didn't wash with the United States Army. He
couldn't get a CO defernent. And when he was drafted, they wouldn't give him
stateside duty. They wouldn't even assign himto a medical unit in Vietnam
They had to send himas a foot soldier.”Velinski frowned. “Why didn't he
refuse to go?” She | aughed bitterly and squeezed Garrison's hand harder than
ever. “He was raised in a famly like mne. He believed in the benevol ence of
authority. He respected government. He didn't want to go, but he would never
have cont enpl at ed di sobedi ence. Never.”“And he was killed?”“H s head was bl own
of f.” Edgar wi nced at that blunt phrasing, although he had heard her use the



same words before. She was not the sort of worman who tried to evade a pai nful
truth; she would never get any consol ati on out of euphem sms. Com ng back from
the kitchen with a fresh drink, Wllie said, “dad to have mi ssed that.
WIllie's heard it before, and he kept dream ng about it for weeks.” He sat
down. “Your husband was killed. | can understand you'd want revenge,” Velinsk
said. “But you'd want it against the government, not sone racetrack.”“What |
want revenge against is authority,” Annie said. “Any authority. The racing
worl d gave Edgar a rotten deal. So that's a good enough target for ne.” The fat
man finished his Scotch and put his glass down. “And the noney?”Her eyes

wi dened |i ke the eyes of a gazelle that had just spotted a lion in the grass.
“Ch, | want that noney. Wen you're rich, you can't be touched. MNbney buys
power. Did you ever hear of a rich man's son dying in a war or going to

jail ?”Changi ng the subject w thout warning, as he had al -ready done severa
times, Velinski turned to Edgar and said, “Wllie tells me Century Oaks has
one of the best security systems in the sport. So why would we want to hit the
pl ace?” “Because the security systemis conplicated,” Garrison said, sliding
forward on the sofa, choosing his words with care. “And the nore conplicated a
thing gets, the easier it is to throwit out of whack. For instance . . . the
nore and nore logic circuits and menory banks you put into a conputer, the
nore work it can do, the faster it can calculate. But at the same tinme, there
are ten thousand new things that mght go wong with it. | have a way around
the security systemat Century Oaks.”“And there's Sweepstakes Wek,” WIllie
said.“Right,” Garrison said. “Century Oaks has been | osing noney right al ong.
This is its fourth year. New manager. Big plans. The big sweepstakes race on
Saturday will have a four-hundred-thousand-dollar purse. It'll be covered on
ABC s Wde Wrld of Sports. The managenent's taking a ganble, hoping to put
the track on the map so it can draw nore people from Phil adel phia and Jersey.

VWhether it will work over the long run, | don't know But it's sure to pack
themin on Saturday. There's going to be mllions in the cash roomthis
Saturday. MIllions.”"And you're still working as a waitress?” Velinsk

asked.“l quit last week,” Annie said.“Wat did you tell thenP”“That | couldn't
make ends neet,” she said. “They know | own the farm So | told themI| was
going to sell it and nove out west sonmewhere. | kept it vague.”The fat man
nodded approvingly. Only one thing wor-ried him he said. “Edgar's known at
Century Oaks. W can take steps to disguise him But it isn't as easy to
di sgui se a pretty wonman.”“1've never been on the track,” Annie said. “l don't
know any of the people Edgar worked with.”Velinski raised his eyebrows.“l
wanted it that way, even before we started tal king about this heist,” Edgar
said. “I didn't want her at the track. Helen died because of racing, all that
. | guess maybe |'m superstitious too.”“Good enough,” the fat man said. He
plcked up his whiskey glass and | eaned forward in his chair. H's stonmach
rolled up alnmost to his chin. “Do you think | could have anot her
Scotch?”“Certainly.” Annie got up and took his glass.As quickly as that, the
tensi on drai ned away. Velinski was no | onger hard-voiced. H s eyes were not as
narrow and cold as they had been a nonent ago. He was just a big, grinning,
white-haired Santa Claus without a beard.“l'll take one |ast beer,” Edgar
said.WIllie Denver junped out of his chair. “WIllie will help in the kitchen
Annie.” He scuttled al ong behind her. The ticking of the grandfather clock
became audi bl e once nmore. . . .Leaning back on the sofa and crossing his |ong
| egs, Edgar said, “Wat's your notive?”The fat man produced one of his
beautiful smles. Merry winkles formed at the corners of his eyes.
“Money.”“That's not good enough. You punped ne, nowit's nmy turn to punp
you.”“Fair enough, | suppose,” Velinski said. “You see, |'ve always been fat.
Since | was nine or ten, anyway. You niss out on a |lot of experiences when
you're fat all your life. Games and friends. Wwnen. Fortunately, a whore now
and then satisfies me on that score. O | pretend that it does. Anyway, when
you' re deni ed experiences you have a difficult tinme defining yourself. Most
peopl e who are as gross as | amdefine thenselves in terns of their weight:
ama fat person. And that's it. They're constantly dieting to change it,
dressing to hide it, or sulking at the injustice of it—but they spend al



their time being fat. That's never been enough for ne. Since there aren't many
people who'd hire ne, nmy job choices are linted. The jobs | could get are al
bl and; none of themwould help define me. Crine defines ne. As Wllie said a
while ago, if you're a great thief you' ve got nothing to be ashamed about.” He
| aughed. “Despite the fact that Wllie took two falls, he's a great thief. He
got away with a hundred jobs for each time they nailed him And |I'm even
better.”Garrison felt certain that Velinski wasn't just boasting. The nman
woul d be a dammed good thief. He seemed intelligent and cautious, and those
two qualities nade for fairly good insurance agai nst di saster. “You' ve spent a
ot of time psychoanal yzi ng yoursel f, haven't you?”“Years.”“Were did you
learn to interrogate?”Lou sniled expansively. He shifted in the w ng-back
chair, and he was like a whale wallowing in the sea. “Ad novies. Detective
nmovies. |I'mnot just a trivia buff, you know. | try to learn fromthe

ci nema. ” Laught er echoed in fromthe kitchen.“Wat about WIllie?” Garrison
asked. “What about hi n?”"“Wiat notivates hinP"“Don't worry,” Velinski said. “I
know himwell. He's got his reasons, and they're sound ones for him”Garrison
t hought about that a nonent. “The sane reasons why he never says 'l' or

"me' ?”“1 think so.”“And you won't tell ne?”*“Ask WIllie.”Brushing his shaggy
hair off his forehead, Garrison said, “You know that's inpossible. He's such a
dammed |ikeable little cuss. | couldn't cut into himthat deep.”The fat man's
smi | e netanor phosed into a sad frown. He picked up the glass piece and shook
snow down on the Eskinmo village. “You don't think or talk as |
ex-pected.”“Ch?”"“You're much too clever and too literate for a horse trainer
And she's too sharp for a waitress.”“She wasn't always a waitress,” Garrison
sai d. “Besides, you don't talk Iike a cheap crook.”Lou smiled.“No

of fense.”“None taken,” the fat man said. “l've never been cheap. But you're
right. We get absolutely nowhere when we think in stereotypes.”“l guess you'l
want to hear the details of the plan as it stands now. ”“No,” Velinski said,

wat ching the snow in the glass. “We might as well wait until the whole gang's
assenbl ed. Tomorrow s soon enough.”“Then you're definitely in it?"Velinsk
nodded. “l suppose. | want to be filthy rich.”“And well defined.”“That too.”



Four The norment Jack Killigan wal ked into his fifth-floor office, the tel ephone
rang. It set his teeth on edge, even though it made only a soft burring noise.
Christ, what was wong now? He picked up the receiver.“Cash room M.

Killigan,” said the man on the other end of the line. “The count's been
made. "Ki | | i gan | ooked at his wistwatch and saw that an hour had passed since
the finish of the ninth and [ ast race of the day. Where in the hell did the
time go? “I'Il be right down,” he told the guard. He hung up.Was there tine to
spare for a drink?H aleah . . .He left the office and wal ked down the hal

toward the main stairs. He could have taken the elevator, but he liked to walk
t hrough the building when it was nearly deserted, much |ike a king inspecting
his castle with quiet pride. The building was certainly as large as any castle
ever built. Wth its enormous public concourses, offices, betting areas,
restaurants, and lounges, it was the |argest roofed sports conplex in

Pennsyl vani a. A manager m ght feel kingly here—but he also had a king's
responsibilities.During the last four and a half nonths, Killigan had worked
fourteen hours a day every day of the week. He had supervi sed the renodeling
of the Horsenen's Club as well as the refurbishing, sandblasting, and painting
of the rest of the building. He had dism ssed the track's old advertising
agency and located a new firmthat had nore nodern concepts. He changed

i nsurance conpani es, re-newed the deal with Agroco, negotiated the concessions
deals for the three restaurants and twel ve snack counters, argued the Racing
Conmi ssion into giving himfifty extra racing days that had once bel onged to a
now defunct track in the Poconos, hired Mckey G nchey, laid off excess

em pl oyees, personally sold half the tables in the Horsemen's Club as well as
two hundred of the eight hundred box seats in the clubhouse, supervised the
renodel ing of the restroons, settled a brief |abor dispute in March, spoke
without fee at forty different social clubs and charitable organizations
within the area, and fought with the track's board of directors for nore and
nore noney, hundreds of other things, a nmadhouse of details. . . .The
argunents with the board of directors had been the worst noments of the year
thus far. He tried to convince themthat, while Century Caks had been a | osing
proposi-tion for each of its first three years, they had to pour nore noney
down the rabbit hole if they were ever to see the Easter Bunny. Their
penurious attitude was under-standable, since they had already thrown mllions
into the operation. But they gradually began to see the truth of his position
He had tried to help them by generating nore revenue fromthe track. He had
hired it out in March for a Camping and Qutdoors show. In April, a consortium
of county and city charities had rented the clubhouse building for a five-day
i ndoor carnival which had been enornously successful. Because Mnday eveni ngs
were bad for horse racing, every Mdnday after Sweepstakes Week woul d be
reserved for stock car races. And once the owners had consented to the

Sweepst akes Week pronotion, Killigan had managed to sell television rights to
the big race to ABCs Wde Wrld of Sports for a clean $65,000. That had shut
themup for a couple of weeks. Jesus, it was only a fraction of what they,
were putting up for the pronotion, but they were thrilled at the idea of their
track on television. . . . Even now he was trying to negotiate the sale of
three hundred acres of the track's land to a devel oper who wanted to build
extremel y expensive condom ni um apartnents near the track. If that went
through to the owners' satisfaction, maybe the carping and bitching would
finally stop.He had to get the owners conpletely off his back. Over the |ast
few nonths he had barely been able to cope with themand still handl e the
day-to-day business of Century Gaks. And now that the track was open for

raci ng, the day-to-day details were going to get much nore burdensone than
they had ever been. At ten minutes past six o'clock, Killigan pushed open a

bl ack door stenciled with red letters—no public ad-nittance—at the west end of
the first floor of the building, and went down dark concrete steps to the
base-nent. Wen he entered the wide main corridor, the security canera which
was suspended fromthe ceiling mdway down the hall was just swinging in his
direction. The |l ens focused on him went past himsmoothly as he approached
it, and continued its full-circle observation of the gray concrete corridor. At



the steel door to the cash room Killigan renoved fromhis wallet a
credit-card-sized rectangle of thin white plastic. He slid the card into the

| ock slot of the door. The track's conputer—-which also dealt with the tote
board, nmutuel ticket dispensers, payroll, and a dozen other jobs in addition
to security—approved the card, ejected it into his hand, and rolled the door
back for him He went inside. The cash room+ndeed, the entire conpl ex system of
nmovi ng cash to and fromthe rmutuel wi ndows and fromall other points on the
racetrack—was nore sophis-ticated at Century Gaks than at any other track in
the country. Even before the architects had begun work on the designs for the
main plant, a large New York security firm Pro-Teck Systens, had cone to the
owners and of-fered to install their best equipnent at cost in exchange for
only two considerations: first of all, the architects would have to accept
pointers fromthe Pro-Teck experts even if it meant sacrificing a piece of
eye- pl easi ng desi gn; secondly, the track would take a number of mnutually
agreed steps to publicize its use of this Pro-Teck system Therefore, the cash
roomwas in the basenent instead of on the fifth floor or one of the clubhouse
| evel s. The forty-foot-square room contained a tel evision nonitor that
provided the guards with a picture of the entire basenent corridor except for
an area immediately in front of the cash room door. No one coul d approach the
door wi thout the guards noticing him and once at the door, no one could enter
unl ess the guards recogni zed and admtted hi mor unless he owned one of the
few top security key cards in existence.Beyond these few futuristic touches,
the cash roomat Century Gaks was not nuch different fromthat at any other
track. It was furnished with half a dozen desks and straight-backed chairs,
five battered, padded captain's chairs and a card table for the guards,

st rongboxes, bank bags hangi ng on racks al ong one wall, coin-counting

machi nes, rows of bill trays nmarked for different de-nom nations, an

el ectroni c cal cul ator on each desk, and one in-house tel ephone. A small
electric refrigerator full of soft drinks humed noisily in one corner. The
wal | s were concrete; the ceiling was white acoustical tile, and the floor was
covered with an inexpensive blue carpeting to take the chill fromthe cenent.
It was a spare room somewhat dreary, but efficiently organized. The five

Mel ki ns- Pet erson guards nodded and said hello.Killigan went to the end desk
where Leroy Franson, the track accountant, was busy with the tally sheets.
“How far in debt are we today, Leroy?”The accountant | ooked up from his papers
and smled. He was a bony, broad-faced black man with watery brown eyes and a
bristling natural haircut. “Not bad, Jack. You have to renmenber it's opening
day. And a |l ot of people are holding off today because they' re going to cone
out several times during Sweepstakes Week.”“Hope you're right.”“l am”“What's
today's bitter pill?”“Not bitter really,” Franson said. “Alittle better than
an average day. Attendance was slightly over the eight thousand mark.”"Drawn

in fromPhilly.”“Big day for the buses.”“The handl e?”“Just over a mllion and
a quarter.”“Passabl e.” Franson nodded. “If we didn't have to give ten percent
of our gross to charity today . . .”"Killigan also w shed that the gesture were

not necessary. But this part of Pennsylvania was in the Bible Belt, and it
contai ned a sizeable mnority of extremely vocal religion-ists who were hel
on sin of any sort. Except their own. As this year's opening had drawn near
several fundanmental -ist ministers in Harrisburg, Lancaster, York, and Hershey
had denounced Century Oaks and threatened to have pickets working at its
entrances. The qui ckest way to put these holier-than-thou nane-callers in a
corner, Killigan thought, was to involve the track in a bit of opening-day
charity work—and then to publicize it to death.Li ke nost people, these
mnisters totally m sunder-stood the finances of a racetrack. They read in the
news- papers that the track handl ed $1, 250, 000, and they thought it was al
profit. Actually, state law, as it now stood, allowed the track to keep only
fifteen percent of the handle; they returned eighty-five percent to the
bettors in the formof w nnings at the end of each race. Further-nore, the
track had to pass along five percent of the handle to the state. O the

$1, 250, 000 that went through the mutuel wi ndows, Century Oaks retained

$125, 000, ten percent. However, the track's agreenent with the Horsenen's



Associ ati on specified that $60,000, an even forty-ei ght percent, be set aside
for purse nmoney in future races. Another $40,000 went toward the day's
payroll. That left only $25,000 to apply toward the | ease on the tote board,
the | ease on the conputer, the interest and principal paynents on the enornous
nort gage, and the nmai ntenance costs. If it were even to tread water in this
deep pool, Century Oaks Race Course needed a handle in the nei ghborhood of

$1, 250,000, no less than a mllion. Three years ago that had not been true. Nor
even two years ago. But with the sky-rocketing inflation of the N xon
years—and the track's inability to inflate a two-dollar bet to match its own
expenses—a bi gger and bi gger handl e was needed just to keep the wol ves at

bay. And today, nore than twelve thousand of the handle would be given to area
charities, a slice out of the pie which mght |eave the bakers thensel ves
without a bite to eat.Naturally, the track nade noney in other areas. And it
was fromthese incidentals that nost of the profits accrued.“Gate receipts?”
Killigan asked. Franson | ooked at the figures. “After you di scount the passes,
we nmade nearly eighty-five hundred fromthe clubhouse and twel ve thousand from
t he grandstand.”“Parki ng?”“Fourteen hundred and ei ghty-eight dollars.”"Program
sal es?”“About fifteen hundred.”"Breakage?” Wien payoffs were cal cul ated they
often ended in odd cents; therefore, to save the cashiers tine, payoffs were
rounded down to the dinme. As a result | oose change quickly accurul ated. This
was called the “Breakage” and was split fifty-fifty between the track and the
state. On a bad day, the Breakage could sonetines nmean the dif-ference between
a slimloss and the break-even point.Franson | eafed through his papers,
searching for the figure. “Here we are. Close to thirty-four hundred.”“Did the
concessions and restaurants do wel | ?"“Everyone was hungry and thirsty,”
Franson said. Both men knew that these last figures did not matter that much,

at least not for the nonent. The track's royalty fromthe food concessions,
appl i ed agai nst advances al -ready in hand, would not affect the overal
financial picture of the day. They talked for a few nonments about the ticket
forger operating at Century Oaks. Because there were al ways un-cashed tickets,
and because the theft had thus far been small when conpared with the |arge
sums novi ng t hrough the mutuel w ndows, the day's records didn't show
any-thing wong. They had been hurt, but not that bad just yet.“He'll get
greedy later in the week,” Killigan said.“And that's when the TRPB will nai
him” Franson said. “These guys all make a nistake, sooner or later.”Killigan
smled grimy. “That's what Cooper keeps telling ne. | wish I could be
sure.”"Anyway,” Franson said, “forgery artist or not, we ap-pear to have made
a nodest profit on opening day.”“The day's not over yet.”“Things going
wrong?”“Agroco's on strike. Didn't bother to tell us until Mc-key called to
find out why they hadn't been around for the muckings. | can't get through to
their top man, Sinpson. So maybe |I'm going to have to hire someone

el se. ”“Who?"“Don't know yet.” The guard who was nonitoring the security system
tel evision screen said, “Here come the boys fromPro-tective Courier.” He put
one hand on an alarmswitch, just in case the approachi ng guards were

i mpostors. Killigan watched the three unifornmed nmen wal k down the | ong basenent
hall toward the door to the cash room The canera suspended fromthe hal
ceiling panned themslowy and continued its circular surveillance. A nonent
|ater, the senior man from Protective Courier used a plastic key card to open
the cash room door. One arned nman remained in the hall, while the other PC
guards cane inside to collect the gray canvas bank bags full of money.Killigan
admred the way the arnored car guards operated. They were quick, polite,
efficient, and they | ooked as trustworthy as priests. Between them the TRPB

t he Mel ki ns- Pet erson guards, and the Pro-Teck system Century Oaks Race Course
was as safe as a Swiss bank. At |least, with everything else on his mnd, he
did not have to worry about robbery.By nine o'clock Sunday night, Jack
Killigan admtted to hinmself that he could not solve the problens of the
constantly grow ng conpost heap any sooner than Monday norning. He had nade a
list of trucking, farming, and fertilizer conpanies, but they were all closed
today. And when he could get the right hone tel ephone nunmbers, he found that
people either didn't want to talk to himon their day off, were unable to help



himeven if they didn't nmind the intrusion, or were away for the weekend. The
horseshit, he thought, was just going to have to con-tinue to pile up for
anot her day. He suddenly | aughed out |oud.Wasn't that life, really—+the
horseshit just piling up day by day?He finished the bourbon in his glass, went
into the bathroomthat adjoined his office, and rinsed out the glass. Then he
bent down to the sink and splashed cold water in his face. Wen he had used
the towel, he stared at his reflection in the mrror and saw that he had

wri nkl es that had not been there a few days ago. Behind his face, beyond his
face, he saw an infinite weariness that had been seeded and cul tured here at
Century Oaks, a deeper weariness than any he had ever known. Switching off the
bat hroom |i ght, he went back into his office and returned the freshly washed
whi skey tunbler to the rack above the bookshel f bar. He took his rain-coat
froma peg on the wall behind the door, draped it over his left arm turned
out nore lights, and went down to the staff exit on the first floor, near the
paddock. Bert Runl on, one of the two retired policenen who worked as ni ght

wat chman in the main track building, was waiting there to let himout and to
| ock up behind him Runlon was in his late fifties, thin though not skinny,
gray-haired; and thanks to two bullets he had taken in the stomach when he was
fifty-two, he noved with exaggerated caution, as if wal king on a sugar gl aze
that was cracking under him “Long day, M. Killigan.”“Well, Bert, at |east
didn't slit ny throat.”“But you were tenpted, huh?”“l had the knife al

shar pened. " Runl on | aughed. “Don't | et anyone steal the clubhouse chairs,

Bert.”“l'"mnot worried about them” Runlon said as Killigan stepped onto the
concrete apron outside. “It's this ring of international water fountain
thi eves has ne worried.”lIt was Killigan's turn to |augh. “Goodnight,

Bert.”“Sleep well, M. Killigan.”H s new, white Thunderbird was parked in the
first bay of the executive lot. He belted in, started the engine, and drove
slowy hone, taking plenty of time to relax. The purr of the big engine, the
snel | of new uphol stery, and the soft green gl ow of the dashboard lights al
soothed him He could let out his breath, shake off his worries, and enjoy

hi nsel f when he drove. Even in a busy city, even in mdtown Manhattan at rush
hour, Jack Killigan could relax behind the wheel of a car. It was, after all,
the only tinme of the day when a man could feel conpletely in control. . . .At
a quarter of ten, he pulled the Thunderbird into his driveway and parked in
front of the white frane, two-car garage. He put down the w ndow and cut the
engine and listened to the crickets and frogs; those were the only

noi ses—besi des an occasi onal ping! as the car cool ed down—+o disturb the night
sil ence. He had been fortunate in finding the house. Although this part of
Pennsyl vani a was one of the fastest-growing regions in the East, the rental
situation was abysmal. Generally, the only things avail able were dozens of
gar-den apartments in | ook-alike conpl exes where the walls between nei ghbors
were too thin to stop nore than a whi sper. The houses for rent were either

t umbl e- down bargains or cranped little ranch homes squeezed into postage-stanp
| ots in neighborhoods that m ght have been pressed whol e out of plastic. The
pl ace he had lucked into was a ranbling, frame country house with ten roons
and two baths, put up for a two-year lease by a retired doctor and his wife
who were going off on an extended around-the-world tour. The house had cone
wel I furni shed and well nmaintained. There were nei ghbors, though none cl oser
than four hundred yards. Wen the nights were clear like this and the crickets
trilled in time with the croaking frogs, he felt that he could live here
forever.As he got out of the car, he realized for the first tine that a single
lanp was on in the living roomand that the small bulb in the hood over the
stove softly illumi nated the kitchen at the back of the house. He stood at the
open kitchen door, peered through the screen door, and |istened to the Benny
Goodnman music that drifted out fromthe front roomRta was waiting for himlin
t he kitchen he dropped his raincoat over the back of a chair. Then he went

t hrough the large dining room through an archway, into the living room*“Wll,
at last,” she said. She had a soft, throaty voice which cane naturally to her
“I was beginning to think you were going to sleep in your office.”Rita Janifer
was the nost beautiful woman Killigan had ever known. And in the Biblica



sense al one, he had known dozens. She was tall, five-eight, just about his own
hei ght when she wore heels. Beyond that, she was difficult to describe. Her

i ncredi bl e beauty was uncl assifi-able. What had always drawn himto her, like
a sailor steering helplessly toward a siren on the rocks, was a sweet air of
corruption. Just |ooking at her, you knew that she had done unspeakabl e things
and woul d do them all again because she |Iiked them that she had a dark and
fundanment al know edge of the underside of life, and that she would al ways know
nore about sex—n both its beautiful and ugly manifestati ons—+than any nan
could ever know. However, in spite of her Mephistophe-lean aura, she bore no
vi sible scars of the jaded sophis-ticate, no physical traces of her nany

i ndul gences. Her conpl exi on was as clear and refreshing as nmountain water, her
color slightly dusky and warm At thirty, after fifteen years of spoiled
chi l dhood and fifteen nmore years of dammed hard |iving, she had no wi nkl es,
lines, or puffiness about the eyes. No dying or teasing conmb or speci al
preparation had ever touched her hair; it was thick, |ong, black, as shiny

bl ue- bl ack as a raven's feathers. Wile they had been puni shed by countl ess,

sl eepl ess bac-chanal i an nights, her eyes were clear, untainted, so dark that
it did not matter if they were brown or black. Her nose was delicate and
slightly upturned with nostrils like vents in crystalline seashells. Wth |ips
so ripe they were al -nost obscene and teeth as white and perfect as a

ten-t housand-dol | ar capping job, her subtlest smle bore a shocking, sensuous

i mpact.Incredible, Killigan thought as he stood in the archway and | ooked at
her. She has it. Al of it. She's the rest of them put together. Harl ow
Russel |, Garbo, Veronica Lake. Lamarr. Astor. Dietrich. Mnroe, Munsfield,
Raquel Welsh. . . . Better than the rest of Hollywiod' s sex images rolled into

one. \Wat in the hell could have gone wong with her novie career? She had been
“di scovered” when she was twenty-two. Her first film a bad one, was rel eased
two years later. The novie bombed, but everyone noticed Rita. The next seven
films were nediocre, but they nade good noney at the box office strictly
because Rita starred in them She had been on her way, very much on her way.
And now for two years there had been no new novi es rel eased, none in
production, just some vague tal k about “reading scripts and | ooking for the
right property.”“Are you with the living, Jack?”“Wat?"“Don't just stand
there, for Christ's sake!”“Sorry.”“You were looking at me like a zonbie.”"1'm
too tired to think straight.”“It was creepy. Sit down. Rel ax.”He wal ked across
the living roomto the conversation corner and sat in a big, square,
contenporary chronme and fake-fur chair. “It was a bad day, that's all.”“That's
why | had the bourbon ready.” She pointed to the ice bucket, tongs, clean
tunmbl er, and bottle of WIld Turkey which stood on the steel-franed rectangle
of heavy glass that served as a coffee table. She was drinking bourbon
herself; the glass in her hand was full, but it was certainly not her first of
the night. After he had a drink of his own, she said, “Tell ne about it.”He
tal ked about Century Caks as if it were a story that he had read, a

second- hand experience. \Whenever he was with her, all else seenmed unreal to
him uni nportant. She was reclining on the fake-fur sofa, propped up by bolster
pillows. Although Killigan had al ways thought that the ultranodern furniture
seened out of place in a retired doctor's country hone, it went well with
Rita. She was wearing a silky white sheath that clung to her like noss to the
earth; the thin straps bared her shoul ders, and the deep neckline displayed
the I ovely curves of her heavy, round breasts. The swollen nipples were
outlined by the thin material. She was thoroughly nodern, very with it, sleek
new, and desirabl e.“Poor dear,” she said when he finished talking. “My day was
just dull.”“Tell me anyway.” She held out her glass. “Whiskey.”He poured nore
for both of them Wen she took her drink, she held his hand for a | ong noment
and stared into his eyes and gave him for the millionth time, that feeling of
falling hel plessly down a dark but not un-pleasant tunnel to hell. Then
sensi ng how easily she could affect him she snmled and | eaned back and let go
of his hand.“l slept until noon,” she said. “Wasted the afternoon. And then
Daddy had this dinner party. That's why |I'mso el egantly dressed tonight. But
the dinner party was a bore. Al people in racing, you know. Rich people



Breeders. Omers. It was a convention of assholes.”He no | onger wi nced at her
| ocker-room vocabul ary. She had used the same | anguage when she was si xteen
the first time he had ever gone to bed with her. Then, each syllable had
affected himlike a pretty nun baring her breasts; he had been both disgusted
and aroused. Now, he was nerely aroused.Killigan swall owed a | ot of bourbon.
“So you wal ked out in the mddle of the dinner party.”“How did you
guess?’“You' re always wal king out in the mddle of your father's dinner
parties.” She put her head back and | aughed. Her breasts strained softly

agai nst the silk, nosed up sweetly. . . . “l was nost polite about it,” she
said. “l turned to the gentleman seated on ny right, and | said, 'Excuse ne,
pl ease. | don't want to seemrude, but | sinply cannot tol erate any nore of
this crap.' Then I left.”*“Wiy do you hate your father?”“l don't.”"“Yes. You
do.”“He's dull.”*“That's not it.”“Fuck off,” she said. The emption in her eyes
was too fierce to be hatred; it was a stark, hideous loathing. It came and
went in an instant, but he had seen it and been chilled by it. Once she had

taken a taste of her drink she was snmiling again. “I came over here and | et
nmyself in to wait for you. Got bored here too. So |I turned on the radio and
found one of themtal k shows. \Were people call in? Jesus, what a riot. It was

that Jerry WIllians thing from Boston. He had assholes calling himfrom al
around the country. Idiots down in Virginia who wanted to tell himhowto
solve all our problens. Some old bitch from Mai ne who has this thing about
religion in politics. You should have heard it! Wio in the hell are these nuts
who phone into shows |ike that?”He shrugged. “Just l|onely

peopl e.”“Lonel y?”"“Sure.”“They're nuts.”“You were listening.”“l didn't cal

inl” she said. She was suddenly furious with him This was going to be one of
her quicksilver nights, one of those exhausting nights of which he al-ready
had endured too many. “I didn't get on the horn and call up old WIIlianms and
tell himto find God through the Republican Party!” She sat up, stiff,
straight, trembling, her face pale. “Are you saying |'mlike then?"“Cf course
not,” he said placatingly.“l"mnot lonely.”“l didn't say you were.”"“The hel
with you.”“Cal mdown.”“Well, just the hell with it.”He didn't say anythi ng. She
finished her drink and handed himthe glass. “Mre.”He | eaned forward on his
chair, got fresh ice cubes and whi skey, w thout pouring nmore for hinself."You
too,” she said.“l don't need it.”Her voice was suddenly shrill again. “Danmit,
don't you turn into a bore too!”"“Ckay, okay,” he said. He poured hinself nore
bour - bon. Pushi ng her bl ack hair out of her eyes, she said, “lIt's a beautiful
night, isn't it?”Only the dimest of the three bulbs in the floor |anp was
lit. Shadows covered nost of the room Through the nearest w ndow, the starry
spring sky was visible. “The crickets are really singing tonight,” he
said.“Are they? | haven't heard them | got tired of the radio show, so | put
on some Benny Goodman.” She stood up. “I'd like to listen to the crickets for
a while.”"Now?”“They're singing now, aren't they?” Her |ovely face brightened
as if a switch had been thrown. “Hey, | got a better ideal”“Wat's that?”She
slid the white straps off her shoul der and some-how wriggled out of the dress.
She wasn't wearing any-thing underneath. Her upturned breasts jiggled
slightly. Her waist was pinched, her hips full, her long | egs exquisitely
shaped. The thick black pubic thatch | ooked Iike a nest of tightly curled
licorice strands.“That's a much better idea,” he said thickly.“You haven't
heard it all yet,” she said. She picked up the bourbon, jamed the bottle down
between the ice cubes in the bucket. She picked up the bucket and her gl ass.
“Bring your drink. We'll make a really natural night of it, a rea
nature-loving night of it. We'll go out on the lawmn and listen to the crickets
and | ook at the stars and get drunk and then fuck |ike bunny
rabbits.”“Rita—~She had already crossed to the living roomarchway. She noved
wi th that casual, stunning, hip-sw nging, haunch-rolling, |long-striding grace
that was, he often thought, the only facet of her beauty of which she was
unaware. It was the sensual but self-assured walk of a girl who had grown up

i n open spaces, riding horses. She turned and said, “Wat are you waiting
for?”“The nei ghbors—=“You want to make a gangbang of it?” she asked, feigning
shock, her mouth an “O of surprise.”“You know what | mean.” She | aughed. “They



won't see. They can't see. It's dark out there, no noon, just stars. And the
nearest house is at least a fourth of a mile up the road.”“It's a childish
notion,” he said.“Then |I guess I'mchildish,” she said. “lI'mgoing outside to
sit in the grass and drink bourbon and listen to crickets. If you finally
decide to join ne, you' re welcone.” She went saucily across the dining room
into the kitchen. The screen door slammed.“Jesus!” Killigan said.He finished
hi s bourbon and went upstairs. He undressed in the bedroom put on pajama
bottoms, then went into the bathroomto wash his face. Wen he went
down-stairs again, she was still out there on the rear | awn sonmewhere. Wiat's
the matter with you, Killigan? Wiy put up with her? Wy let her work at you
like this?He stretched out on the living room sofa where she had lain just

m nutes ago. He fancied that he could still sense the body warnth that she had
| eft behind, and he had an erection.Wen he closed his eyes, his mnd was
riotous with thoughts and images of Rita. . . . And when he ordered and nade
sense of them he was faced with two questions. Wiy do | cling to her when
know she'll ruin me? He had wanted her fromthe nmonent he first saw her. He
was thirty-six, in his first year at Hial eah, the youngest track manager in

t horoughbred racing, a real whiz kid. Her father was W Kane Janifer, breeder
and owner of thoroughbred race horses, heir to three hundred million dollars.
Rita was sixteen, fully bl oomed, and even then she had that corrupt air about
her, that fascinating worldliness. Her father owned a farmin Pennsyl vania and
a breeding ranch in Florida. Wen she came south with her father, she spent

all her time with Killigan. During school vacations, when her father was away
in Europe or at another end of the country, she nade excuses to the maid who
was to | ook over her, and she cane to Florida, and she cane after Killigan. He

was a vigorous man, but she wore himout, always at him feeling him using
him letting himuse her. It was cold, sonetines enotionless, but it was

al ways interesting. It had continued through college, even through nost of her
career in the novies. And he loved it. Even after he lost Hi aleah, he |oved
it. Through the years, he'd lost none of his desire. And, strangely, neither
had she. After two years of silence, she was back, trying to get it cooking
again, putting himat a boil again. And that brought himto the second
guestion. Wy does she want nme? She was rich, fanmpus, and stunningly
beautiful. By beckoning, she could have any man she wanted. Killigan knew he
was at-tractive to wonen, but this was something el se. For God's sake, he was
ol d enough to be her father! Two questions.He didn't have an answer to either
of them He got up fromthe sofa and went into the kitchen, stood by the screen
door and studied the rear lawn. “Rita?”She giggled. “Feeling in a

nat ure-1 ovi ng nmood?” When he strained his eyes, he could see her starlit

sil houette under the willowtree, fifty feet fromthe porch."“You comng in?”

he asked.“Ch, really, Jack.”“Be reasonable.”“l"'ll spend the whol e night
here.”“l want you to cone in.”“And | want you to come sit in the dew"“This is
crazy,” he said.“Ni ce crazy, though.”He pushed open the screen door.“VWit a

m nute!” she said. “lI can see you. You should have turned off the kitchen
light. | see you're wearing your jamm es.” She giggled again, an unsettling
sound that quieted the crickets.“"Rita—=“Of with them” she said. “You cone
out here with clothes on, I'll cry rape. | really will.”Hating hinself for

giving in to her, he took off the pajama bottons.“Ch,” she said, “that's

| ovel y. " The grass was wet beneath his feet, and when he sat beside her the dew
chilled his buttocks and sent a brief chain of shivers up his spine. But the
night air was warm despite the breeze, and the air was as clean as hospita

whi t es. “Bourbon,” she said, thrusting a glass into his hand.“l'mdizzy
enough.”' Take it.”“1'll have a hangover.”“So you'll take Anacins.”He accepted
the bourbon.“Now listen to the crickets,” she said.“I'm

listening.”"“Ssshhh!”The night was silent.Finally, a frog croaked. Then a
cricket chirruped. Another cricket. A dozen of them hundreds, singing and
singing in counterpoint to the frogs. She rattled the ice in her glass, quietly
poured nore whi skey for both of them“N ce out here,” he said.“To hell with
the crickets,” she said.Putting her glass aside she reached between his |egs
and found hi mand mani pul ated him He caressed her breasts. They were heavy and



full, not marshmall owy as sone wonen's breasts were. Every inch of her was
firm resilient—demandi ng. She stretched out on the grass and put her head in
his lap and kissed himthere.“N ce.”“Lovely prick.”Crickets sang.“You do that
well.”“1"ve had practice, dear.”“Lots of it.”' Thousands.”“Let's use it
now. " “ Goi ng to.”“Now,” he said. She pushed hi m back and straddl ed hi m and
guided himinto her and sighed as he took her all the way. She grabbed his
hands and brought themto her breasts and hel ped hi m nassage her as she noved
upon him Her breasts were wet with dew, and her hips nmoved frantically, and
her body was hot, fiercely hot, pressing down on him full Iength on himnow,
her breasts agai nst his chest now, noving and novi ng and nmovi ng. When it was
over, she said, “Bourbon time.”They sat against the broad tree trunk and

si pped the whi skey without any need to tal k. Sonetime during the |ong night, he
said, “We go to-gether well, don't we?”“Hand and gl ove.”“Wy?”“You don't

know?” “No.”“l can guess.”“Tell me.”“W're both decadent.”He said, “That's not
true.”“WVell, | am”"“Am what ?”“Decadent, of course. Darling, you are too drunk
for this heavy conversation.”He shook his head. “I'mnot drunk. Can't be
drunk. 1've got to have a clear head tonorrow. "“You will.”He watched the stars
spin around overhead. “No. No, | don't think I'll have a clear head at
all.”*“Sure. W'll burn that al cohol out of you.” She took the glass out of his

hand. “What tine is it?”“Wo cares?”“Should be getting to bed.”“CGet to ne
first,” she said.“Rita, |'ma little scared.”“Scared? O what?"“Us.”“W're
hand and gl ove. Renenber?”He sighed as her arns went around him He rolled
onto her and settled between the silken trap of her thighs and thrust into her
and noaned softly as she arched against him He perspired in the cooling
breeze as he glided with her, glided into her and out of her, rushed down into
her again and again and agai n—dntil he felt as if he had jum ped from an

ai rplane and was falling without a parachute.



Fi veThe dense woods of peninsular Ontario | oomed up on both sides of the
two-lane country road. In the twin cones of yellow light fromthe Rover's
headl anps, Domi ni ck Savestio could see the trunks and | ower branches of beech
mapl e, birch, and hem ock. “Where's the pine trees?” Savestio asked the

driver. The other man was barely out of his teens, whipcord thin, with great
gnarl ed hands that did not go with the rest of him He glanced at Savesti o,
then | ooked back at the road. “Pine trees?”"l never been here before,”
Savestio said. “Canadi an woods. Al ways wanted to come. But | thought it was
nothin' but pine trees.”“The real pine forests are north of here, way up past
Barrie and Orillia. . . . Once you get beyond Braces-bridge, you'll find

al nrost not hi ng but pines of one sort or another, lots of spruce, tamarack

bal samfir . . .”“But not down here? “There's pines here,” the driver said
“But not the kind of thing you' re tal king about.”“Have to go up there past
Bracebridge sone day.”“lt's good country.” They were both silent again. The
heavy-duty, knobbed tires runbled pleasantly on the weat hered road. Sat ur day
afternoon, driving a rented car, Dominick had crossed into Canada at Niagara
Falls. He had used a fal se set of papers, but there had been no trouble. He'd
driven on to Hanmilton at the point of Lake Ontario where he turned in the car
and stayed the night at a good hotel. After an early Sunday breakfast of
Canadi an bacon, boil ed potatoes soaked in butter, and poached eggs on toast,
he checked out and rented another car. From Hanilton he drove northwest toward
the shore of Lake Huron. Along the western coast at Kincardine, he re-gistered
for the night as Peter Yavich, according to his false papers. He had carefully
explained to the desk clerk that he was going to go up to Tiverton to see
re-latives and, if they were nore insistent than he hoped, he m ght have to
spend the night there. Neverthel ess, he wanted this room he said, as a sort
of excuse not to have to stay with the kin. They were not all that close. And
they owned this damed tinber wolf that how ed all night. In any case, he
wanted the roomfor two nights. The cl erk understood. Dom nick had known t hat
he woul d. He had only been in Canada a little over twenty-four hours, and
already he felt that Canadi ans were the kind-est, nost polite, and nopst

hel pf ul peopl e he had ever encountered. At nine o'clock Sunday night, his room

phone had rung. “M. Yavich, is it?"“Peter Yavich, yes.”“I'"mcalling for M.
St. Cyr.”"l was expectin' you.”“lIf you'll be out front in half an hour
someone will come around for you.”The quiet kid with the soft voice and the

| unberj ack's hands had picked himup in the Land-Rover precisely at
nine-thirty. For nore than two hours now, they'd been heading north on
secondary roads, neaking good tine, not saying much. The night got darker, the
trees thicker, and the sky higher with every passing mnute."“There you are,”
the driver said, pointing to the right-hand side of the road. Doni nick tensed
“What is it?"“Pines,” the kid said. “A whole stand of them "Dom nick Savestio
| eaned i n agai nst the dash and craned his neck to |l ook up at the trees.

Si | houetted against the stars, huge pines narrowed to feathery points nore
than a hundred feet overhead. “Miust | ook nice in the daylight. Big and
green.”“You sound like a real outdoorsman,” the driver said.“l'd like to be.”
The pines gave way to hem ocks, and Savesti o sat back against the seat. “I was
rai sed i n Brooklyn. Been there?”“No.”"“You don't ever want to be there either
No pine forests in Brooklyn.”“Were you |live now?”“New Jersey,” Dom ni ck said.
“No better. You fall over people no matter where you go.”“Wiy the interest in
trees?” the driver asked."l never thought much about trees and open spaces
till 1 was sent to Nam” Savestio said. “Then we'd go on patrol, out in them
jungles where it was all green and deep and spooky . . . and by the tinme | was
hone again, | had this feelin' for it. I"'mtryin" to get up the noney to buy a
pi ece of |land way out sonewhere. Couple of hundred acres where no one el se can
cone. Maybe up in the Rockies. O in these pine forests of yours, north of
this Bracebridge.” He stopped and drew a deep breath and let it out in a sigh
For him that had been a | ong speech.“You nust have nmet St. Cyr in Vietnam”
the driver said.“That's right.”“You two in the sane conpany?”“l don't want to
tal k about Nam” Savestio said sharply.“Sure.”l been out of there five years
now. But | lost alot.”"l understand.” They rode in silence.Half an hour Iater



the driver made a left turn and came to a full stop before a steel-bar gate
set in a high, electrified fence. Two spotlights shone on the gate and on a
wat chman' s cabin just inside. The red-and-white sign on the gate

sai d: | NTERNATI ONAL PRODUCT RESEARCHAND TESTI NGCarryi ng hinself |ike one of the
tight-assed MP' s Dom ni ck had known in the army, the guard came out of his
cabin and strode to the gate. He was wearing a pistol on his right hip. Behind
hi m anot her guard stood in the open cabin door.The driver swi tched off the
Rover's headlights. The guard at the gate studied themfor a | ong nonent, then
st epped back and called something to the man in the cabin doorway. The other
guard di sappeared inside, and a second | ater the halves of the gate swung open
automatically. Putting the headlights on again, the driver took the Rover

bet ween the gate panel s which shut i mediately behind them Very nice, Savestio
t hought. He was proud of Barry St. Cyr.They followed a w de, gravel ed road

t hrough the dense woods and finally cane out in a clearing that was three
hundred yards wi de and so long that it vanished into darkness. Drum based
flags marked off a primtive run-way. Three buildings clustered at this end of
the runway: a corrugated steel hangar that nmust have been built sonetime in
the 1930s, a garage with bay doors for eight vehicles, and a cl apboard house
encircled with a railed veranda. Lights glowed out of nost of the win-dows in
t he house. The hangar was rusted in spots; several w ndows in the garage were
br oken and patched with cardboard; and the house was unpai nted. The kid drove
across the runway, past the hangar and the garage, and parked in front of the
two-story house.“Not ruch,” he told Dom nick. “But it's home.”Surprised to see
thick drifts of snow nestled against the raised veranda, Dom nick followed the
younger man up the steps and into the house. The front hall was narrow, poorly
lighted, and hadn't been painted in twenty years. The air was full of stale
cooki ng odors that rem nded himof the old house in Brooklyn where he had been
rai sed. They wal ked a third of the way down the hall and entered St. Cyr's

of fice. This had once been the living room and it was now as shabby as the
rest of the house. Cracked yell ow paper blinds and ancient m | dewed brocade
drapes covered the wi ndows. The wal | paper hung in shreds. The pegged pine
floor was warped, scuffed, and stained. The only furniture was a tattered gray
studi o couch, half a dozen straight-back chairs, and a schoolteacher's desk
that was badly marred with cigarette burns.St. Cyr was sitting at the desk. He
t hrew down hi s magazi ne and junped up and rushed over and punped Savestio's
hand as if he were trying to tear it |oose. “How you been, you honky

bast ar d?” Laughi ng, Dom nick said, “No new conplaints.” Embarrassed by the
sincerely enotional greeting, but pleased to know that Barry really felt this
strongly about him Savestio grinned too. “What about you?”“Top of the world,”
St. Cyr said. He dism ssed the driver of the Rover and gui ded Dominick to the
studi o couch. He left the roomto get a six-pack of beer fromthe kitchen, and
then they settled down to talk. “Gonna be a long night,” he said. “But you
mnd if we kinda get business out of the way first? Then we can just be
friends.”“Ckay by me,” Dom nick said.Wth Barry “business” was the buying and
selling of stolen weapons and mlitary equi pnent. He had served four years in
Vi etnam where he had worked hard to nmake contacts with the American officers
and French colonialists who were dealing on the international black narkets.
Since |l eaving the arny four years ago, he had steadily built a reputation
in the illegal arnms trade.He stopped in to see Savesti o—+n Warren, New
Jersey —ence a year and called himon the second Monday or second Tuesday of
each month. After dozens of calls Dom nick was still routinely amazed at the
exotic places fromwhich St. Cyr tel ephoned: Paris, Rome, Hong Kong, La Paz,
Ri o de Janeiro, Lima, Caracas, Zanzibar . . . hell, from everywhere! Evidently
the Iife of an arns smuggler was a romanti c one. Dom ni ck enjoyed sharing in
it second-hand. He was happy for St. Cyr. You couldn't ask for a better

friend, and you wanted your friends to have everythi ng. Dom ni ck al ways had a

t el ephone nunber where he could reach St. Cyr if he were in bad trouble and
needed help. Barry had this crazy notion, to Dom nick's way of thinking, that
he owed Dom nick somet hing. He was al -ways trying to pay back for Nam

Twi ce a year the nunber changed, but Savestio always had a way to reach St



Cyr in a hurry. Ten days ago, Dom nick had used that number for the first tinme
in four years. A woman had answered. Barry wasn't there. But she took
Savestio's name and said she'd forward the nmessage. Si x hours later Barry
returned the call. From Mexico City. He was worried that he hadn't gotten back
to Dominick in tine.“No energency,” Dom nick said. “It's just | got this
chance to be in on a big job. But | need your help, so | thought maybe you'd
like to split the action.”*Wat do | contribute?” St. Cyr asked. Sheepi shly,
Dom ni ck said, “A three-passenger chop-per.”St. Cyr had not hesitated. “When
you need it?"“CGot to use it the |last Saturday of May.”“No sweat. You got to
cone to Canada for it. And getting it back there is your problem But you'l
have it.”“Don't you want to know the job?” Domi nick asked.“Can't hear it on

t he phone. Conpetitors mght be listening. So you might as well wait till you
see ne in Canada. You'll get a call in a few days telling you howto find
me.”“This is inmportant,” Domi nick said. “lI don't know how | can ever thank you
for—=“Shit!” St. Cyr said. “Don't need gratitude. Gves nme a swelled head.

Wait for the call.” And he had hung up. The call had come four days later. He
had menorized directions. Friday, he had left Warren. Saturday he crossed into
Canada and drove to Hamilton. And now here he was in this decaying house at an
old airfield in the woodl ands near Lake Huron. The ease of it still nmade hima
bit dizzy: getting a helicopter just like that!St. Cyr chugged a lot of cold
beer. “Ckay. What's the job?"“l told you about this man Jessup,” Domi nick
said. “Jewel heist in Jamaica. You flew for him”“Flew for himtwo other

times. Drove a getaway car twice, worked as an extra gun for him.

."Rel eased fromthe hospital six months after being air-lifted out of Vietnam
Dom ni ck had used his savings and partial disability pension to get a pilot's
license and to learn to fly the helicopters he adnmired in Vietnam He applied
for and received veterans' benefits, including a business |oan. He nade a down
paynment on and financed the rest of a Hughes 500 five-seater. Renting hangar
space in a private airfield near Warren, he opened a helicopter charter
service. But he soon learned that taxes and |icenses fees weren't designed to
hel p the | one operator who was starting fromscratch. Wrse yet, the bank | oan
on the chopper had an unfixed interest rate that was adjustable to the
fast-clinmbing rate of inflation. If Pat Jessup hadn't come along, and if
Dom ni ck hadn't finally become disgusted with the rewards of honesty, the

busi ness woul d have col | apsed. But Jessup had cone al ong, and there was enough

money in the illegal work to force the conpany into the black at last.“This
job comes from Jessup again,” Donminick told the tall, |anky black man. “And ny
cut could set me up for life.”“I"mlistening.”Dom nick told himabout Century
Oaks, detail for de-tail, the whole plan as it now stood.“No one's ever

successfully robbed a track,” St. Cyr said.“No ones tried it like this,”
Domi ni ck sai d.“True enough.” The bl ack man opened two nore cans of
beer. Dom ni ck shifted uneasily on the sofa. “You still in?”St. Cyr blinked in
surprise. “All I'"'mdoing's renting you a chopper. Don't have to risk a hair.
Stand to make twenty-five thousand. You couldn't force ne out, you dunb
honky!”*“Twenty-five's not enough!” Dom nick said. He ap-preciated St. Cyr's
friendship, but he did not want to feel patronized. “You're riskin' an
expensive nilitary chop-per. You could lose it. You got to take—="Don't tel
me what | got to take. | clear thirty thousand a nmonth, so why steal from
friends? This place isn't shabby 'cause |'mpoor. Hell, | pay the cops a
fortune every nonth! But that don't buy me protection fromthe Queen and Uncle
Sam so | got to be ready to abandon without loss. | got a villa in France.
That's where | live. Miney conmes fromselling guns, grenades, plastic
explosives . . . little stuff. |I just made a deal in Mexico City for five
hundred M 16's, and | wal ked away with twenty thousand profit. Point is I
don't do any better on big equipment. Expenses are higher. And | don't know
enough outlets for the big stuff. I will some day. But not yet.”St. Cyr kept
this place in operation, he explained, be-cause he wanted to nmove into heavy
weaponry as soon as possible. This part of Ontario was near Flint, Saginaw,
Detroit, and other Mchigan cities where nilitary goods were produced. Through
contacts with officers at arny storage depots, and through ties w th black



brothers in the factories (black brothers who nmistakenly thought St. Cyr was a
revol utionary rather than a sinple, ordinary profiteer), surplus weapons coul d
be moved, records changed, the theft concealed. And then it was an easy natter
to fly, ship, or even truck the goods from M chigan to Ontario."“And nobody
notices that a couple of hundred rifles have just disappeared?” Savestio
asked, ammzed.“You got to understand the system” St. Cyr said. “First of all
they' ve hardly sl owed down production since things got quiet in Southeast
Asia. It just rolls out of the factories and piles up in back |ots and depots.
They're swwmring in the junk! Besides . . . haven't you ever wondered how

t hese defense contractors can pour away so much noney just devel opi ng and
manufacturing fifty thousand rifles for the arny? It's because they

manuf acture fifty-five thousand on public funds—and sell the extra five

t housand on the black market.” He grinned at Dom ni ck when the other man
seened shocked. “See, Dom when we were over there in Vietnamwe were part of
a big nmoney racket. It's just that we were on the wong end of it.”“And this
chopper you have for nme cane fromDetroit?”“Around there,” St. Cyr said. “It
was on a conpany back ot waiting to be noved to a depot for deep storage. So
the guard on the back lot at night is open to a bribe. And so is one of the

i nventory nen on the day shift. The guy in inventory alters the records to
read one | ess chopper. W conme in at night with a truck . . . Easy as picking
apples froma tree. Costs ne twenty-five thousand for everything, including
transportation to the hangar outside. So | get twenty-five fromyou and then |

sell it to another mddl eman for seventy-five, I'mdoing all right.”“lIsn't it
worth nore than seventy-five?”“Sure. It's a new Kaman Huskie with auxiliary
tanks. And the guy | sell it to will get a hundred and a quarter for it, naybe
even one-forty.”“Wel|l—=“But that doesn't figure into this deal between us,”

St. Cyr said. “You're renting it for twenty-five, and that's as good a dea

for me as it is for you.”Dom nick was still worried. He shook his head slowy.
H s broad face was scored with worry lines. “What if it's lost?”“So?"“You're
out twenty-five thousand.”"“Peanuts.”“No way.”“Then you'll be gone too,” St

Cyr said. “And I'lIl be a whole |lot sorrier about |osing ny best friend than

about losing a nonth's incone.”Staring at the enpty beer can, crunpling it

bet ween his powerful hands wi thout really noticing what he was doi ng, Donmi nick
said, “Well, | don't know . . ."“Jesus!” St. Cyr junmped up and threw his own
beer can across the roomand stal ked angrily to his desk. He turned and gl ared
at Dom nick. H s head was pull ed down between hunched shoul ders. Hi s eyes

gl eaned, and his narrow bl ack face was drawn into a caricature of rage. “You
listen to ne, you notherfucker! \Wat hap-pened to you in Nam shoul d have
happened to me! | wake in the mddle of the night and | hear that booby trap
goi ng up—bang! And | scream nyself sick. You took that charge instead of
me—“That was a long time ago.”“Wat the fuck's that got to do with it? | was
sup posed to be leading that patrol—ntil | lost ny nerve. And now you're the
one who's nessed up for life. May-be you think that doesn't nean anything to
me. Maybe you don't think I got any dignity or self-respect. No sense of
responsibility. But | don't care what you think, you stupid honky cocksucker
I"'mdoing this for ne. You can't use your own chopper on this, because if
thing go sour and the copter crashes and you sonehow get away, they'll stil

be able to trace you through your machine. | got a nice anonynous Kaman Huskie
for you, and you're going to take it. You're going to knock over this
goddammed racetrack, this Century Gaks. If you get yourself killed, then

don't have to feel indebted to you anynore. | can forget you. And if you get
away with it, you'll have the noney for those two hundred acres out in the

m ddl e of nowhere. That is what you want, isn't it?”Dom nick nodded.“So this
is for nme.”Dom nick was all choked up.“To get you off my back,” St. Cyr said,
his voice softening a little. “Agreed?”“Agreed.”St. Cyr cane back and opened
the last two beers. He handed one of themto Savestio and took a | ong swal -1 ow

fromhis owm can. Then he | ooked hard at Savestio and said, “I didn't cone
down too heavy, did I?"“No,” Dom nick said. He smled weakly and shook his
head wonderingly. “I just don't think | deserve a friend |ike you.”St. Cyr

si ghed. “Such a dunb honky.”



Si xAfter twenty years on the backstretch, Edgar Garrison could not have sl ept
late in the nmorning even if he had been well paid to do it. He was w de-eyed
at seven o' clock. At seven-thirty, wapped in a brown bathrobe and fresh from
t he shower, he canme back into the bed-room Annie was in the nmddle of the
brass bed, |ying on her back wi th her hands behind her head, her snall breasts
strained into pert cones. Her auburn hair spilled across the

sheet s. “Breakf ast ?” She nade eyes at him eyes like a gazelle, soft and

startled. “Hmmm That'd be nice.”“Pancakes?”“And sausages?”“l think | can
manage.”“1'11 get ny shower.”In the big country kitchen on the first floor, he
pre-pared their breakfast with skill acquired through years of practice and

countl ess culinary m stakes. He had every-thing ready for the plates when she
cane downstairs in ared silk wap with her danp hair hanging in nelted copper
strands. They washed the food down with cantal oup juice which he had nade in

t he bl ender, and they basked in the warm norni ng sunlight that streaned

t hrough the enormous mul |l i oned wi ndow over the sink.Wile he poured the coffee
she cleared away the dirty dishes. When she sat down again she said, “W're
pretty good together, aren't we? No wuseless chatter. W' re
confortable with silence.”“l guess you had your fill of chatter from custoners
when you waited tables. And |'ve heard enough of it from horse owners, track
of ficials, and jockeys' agents Thousands of hours of chatter.”She smled. “I
like living with you.”“Li kewi se.” Since she | ost her husband, since he lost his
wi fe, each of themhad |lived alone. Years alone. Neither of themcared for the
soci al scene: parties, bars, dances. . . . Each of themwas a | oner—ntil he
found someone wi th whom he could be cl ose and yet not have to surrender that
abi ding inner privacy.lt's scary, Garrison thought. You forma relationship
you have sonething to lose. And if | lose again . . .“Sleep well?” she

asked. “Good enough.”"1 didn't. Just napped.”"Sonethi ng wong?” She stirred her
cof fee.“Anni e?”"“You think anyone'll get killed?” she asked, neeting his eyes
and holding them*“It's possible. But there's no chance you'll be hurt."“And
you?”“1'll be all right.”She went to the mullioned wi ndow and stared at the
rolling green fields. “Suppose we get out alive with the noney—but Wllie or
Lou gets killed? O one of the others. W got theminto it. Are we ever going
to forget. Each time we spend a dollar we'll renmenber who died for it.”He

wal ked over and stood behind her. He put his hands on her sl ender shoul ders.
“We aren't forcing themto take these risks. It's the kind of thing they've
done be-fore. They're freelance crimnals, thieves, heist artists . . . If you
or I were killed, none of themwould waste nmuch tine brooding over it.”"Wllie
mght.”“He's got a bad crush on you,” Garrison said. “But let's not del ude
oursel ves. Cccasionally WIlie wuld renenber you' d been killed, and he'd be
sad about it. But then he'd go on living. He'd enjoy the hell out of the
nmoney. ” She sighed. “l guess you're right.”“l am”She turned around and hugged
him then let go and | eaned back agai nst the edge of the sink. “But what about
civilians? What if some bystander or track guard gets shot?”“lt won't

happen. ”“What if?"“You're not going to kill anyone,” he said. “You won't have
a gun. And | don't think I could do it even if it neant avoiding capture. If
one of the others turns out to be trigger happy . . . well, that's not our
responsibility.”Her always-startled blue eyes were even w der than usual. “Qur
nmorality is more . . . flexible than I thought.”“These days,” he said, “naybe
that's a blessing.”At two o' clock that afternoon Wllie and Lou arrived with
the two men they had net at Harrisburg International Airport over the noon
hour. The newconers were both dressed in suits and ties, as if they were on
their way to a legitinmate business conference. Because he had worked with both
of them before, WIlie Denver made all the introductions. The nore interesting
of the two, Garrison thought, was Pat Jessup. He was a stocky man in his
forties, five-ten, a hundred-eighty pounds, with the conpact and bl ocky | ook
of a weight lifter. H s face was broad, flat, and dark. He had thick eyebrows
and thick Iips and extrenmely narrow eyes. Everything about hi mwas brown:
brown hair, well-tanned face and hands, brown eyes, a chocol ate col ored suit,
bei ge shirt, brown tie, brown shoes. Wen they shook hands, Garrison saw that
Jessup was wearing a heavy ring set with a ruby as large as a child' s narble;



that was the only bit of brightness, the only spark of col or about the
man. Vi nce Greenfield, who had flowm in fromNew York City with Jessup, was in
his late twenties and | ooked |ike a bright young | awyer. He was six-foot,
slightly on the slender side, and handsone in a sterile sort of way. H's

reddi sh-bl ond hair was razor-cut. Carrying a black at-taché case, dressed in a
wel | -tailored subtle blue-gray-plaid spring suit, blue shirt, and gray knit
tie, he belonged at the side of an executive at an inportant conglonerate's
board nmeeting. Wth the arrival of these two, the team was together—except for
the helicopter pilot, Dom nick Savestio.Wen nanes had been exchanged and
hands shaken, Annie offered drinks. Jessup took a Scotch and water, no ice.
Greenfield asked for a Coca-Cola, and everyone el se had what he'd drunk the
previ ous afternoon.Drinks in hand they went into the front roomwhere the

gl ass-encl osed Eskinos stood free of snow, the grand-father clock echoed
softly, and their imges were re-flected in the oval Victorian mirror. For a
few m nutes everyone clustered around the three chairs that had been brought
in fromthe kitchen and which served as easels. A three-foot-square of poster
board was propped on each chair. Each poster bore a floor plan of a particular
| evel of the main building of Century Oaks Race Course, Garrison had drawn
these hinmsel f, from nmenory. No body spoke, and one by one they drifted away
fromthe charts and sat down. Everyone was silent. They stared at one anot her
waiting.“No one's in the mood for anything but business,” Lou Velinski said at
| ast. “Edgar, would you explain the plan?”“May | take notes?” Vince Geenfield
asked. For an instant Garrison thought he was joking. Then he saw t hat
Greenfield was sitting on the edge of his chair, knees together, a notebook in

one hand and a pen in the other. “lI guess you can.”“l"'d hate to forget
anything,” Greenfield said.Speaking slowy, carefully, trying to remenber
every detail, Garrison explained how—+n spite of the incredibly heavy security

precauti ons—+they woul d take all the noney fromthe cash room mutuel w ndows,
promo-tional display room and VIP restaurant at Century Oaks WIllie and Annie
al ready knew it by heart. Velinski had certainly heard nost of it fromWIIie,
and the other two would at | east have a general idea of it if they'd cone this
di stance to hear the whole thing. But everyone listened intently, rapt, as if
hearing it for the first tinme. Wien he was finished Edgar said,

“Questions?”Pat Jessup had finished his Scotch and water. He sat with both
feet flat on the floor, both arms on the arms of his chair. He said, “They
recently renmodel ed this Horsenen's Club on the fifth level ?7“Wthin the | ast
four nonths,” Garrison said.Jessup frowned. “How do you know there's still an
exit fromthe Club to the roof of the building?"“They give tours at the
track,” Annie said. “Started giving them Saturday. | was in the first tour
group of the year. |'ve been in the Horsemen's Cub, and |'ve seen that
exit.”"“Good enough,” Jessup said, staring at her openly, admiringly. She was
on the couch right beside Garrison, but so far as the brown man was concer ned,
she might as well have been in a different world altogether. H s gaze was
hazy, half-focused. He continued to stare at her as he asked Garrison another
question. “Edgar, how do you know so goddammed nuch about this security system
of theirs?”Garrison explai ned about the cut-rate deal Pro-Teck had nmade with
Century Oaks in return for a little publicity. “It was in the newspapers al
the tine when the track first opened a few years ago. Big articles in the
Racing Form”“That's all that's on ny nmind, then,” Jessup said. “Looks to ne
that if everyone does his job, we can't |ose.”He kept staring at
Anni e. Garrison wanted to get up and wal k over and turn his head around
backwar ds. Conspi cuously, firmy, as a sign to Jessup, Annie took hold of
Garrison's hand and squeezed it tightly. Garrison squeezed back. Lowering his
gaze to their hands, Jessup frowned. Then he turned sideways in his chair and
| ooked at Lou Velinski and said, “You' re sure you can get one of these key
cards for the cash room door?”Velinski's hands were fol ded on his huge belly.
He was smling. He seened suprenmely contented. “Pro-Teck's home offices are in
New York City. | know a damed good private detective there who doesn't always
operate inside the law. He's working on it. He pronmised me the card on
Wednesday. " Ever since Garrison had finished outlining the plan for the heist,



Wllie Denver had been pacing back and forth in front of the three floor

pl ans, studying them peripatetically. He turned on his heel now and said,

“Pat, WIlie Denver expected you'd be able to get the guns for this job. You
still have sources?”“Sure,” Jesup said. “In New York. Queens. But you're
tal ki ng about one subrmachi ne gun and four pistols, all of themclean and

absol utely untraceable. Fifteen hundred bucks. Wo's financing them-er is
everyone going to throw in a couple hundred?”“l'm financing,” Edgar
said.“Fine,” Jessup said.“But since it's ny noney | want to go with you when
you spend it. That okay?”Jessup shrugged. “Suits ne. W'll go

tomorrow. "Clearing his throat to attract their attention, Vince Geenfield
said, “I'd like to be nore clear in ny own mnd about this noney in the

di splay room” He tapped his notebook. “Part of the big publicity for

Sweepst akes Week is built around the fact that Century Oaks will be awarding a
mllion in purses throughout the week. So they're going to have one nmillion in
cash on display be-hind the bull etproof glass. Beginning tonight.”“That's
right,” Garrison said.Geenfield closed his notebook. “You're sure they're
going to have a real, full mllion? Not just cut paper stacked between rea
bills?"“l suppose it could be faked,” Garrison said uncomfortably. “But
they' ve done a Il ot of pronotion about it A Harrisburg bank is renting the
mllion to them The |ocal paper carried a picture of Killigan, the track
manager, signing the insurance policy to cover the display. So we just have to
proceed as if we know that they're sincere.”“Cf course,” WIllie said, “none of
that display noney can be spent. It's all crisp and new. The serial nunbers

will be recorded. So Wllie Denver will have to take it back to New York and
fence it. WIllie knows a guy in the nob who can spread it around all over the
country. He'll pay a person fifty cents on the dollar for hot cash. So it'll
bring a half nmillion in spendable bills.”“Were do you put the total take?”
Vel i nski asked Edgar.“Somewhere around two million, minimm That's in-cluding
the half million we'll get for fencing the display nmoney.”WIllie clapped his

hands gl eeful ly. Lou Velinski whistled and said, “Alot of swag,” as if he were
quoting a line froma novie. Geenfield sighed and checked the knot on his gray
knit tie.Jessup said, “What's the split?”“Seven ways, all equal. Maybe
somebody thinks since Annie and | are together she shouldn't get a whole
share. But she's taking risks too. She's done a lot already. So she gets a
sevent h. Anyone object?”No one objected.“For God' s sake,” Wllie said, “why
woul d a person want to argue? This is big! There's enough for

everyone! "Leaning forward in his chair, |ooking as if his huge suspended belly
woul d unbal ance himand topple himto the floor, Lou Velinski said, “lIs there
enough Scotch for everyone? For a second round to cel ebrate the

agreement ?”When Annie and WIllie had gotten new drinks for everyone—except
Greenfield, who was still nursing his first Coke—the tone of the conversation
was much dif-ferent fromwhat it had been. Small tal k. Weak jokes. A great

deal of high hunor w thout direction. Even Green-field joined in on the

| aught er, but Jessup sat stone-faced, saying little, never smling.l don't
bel i eve he can snile, Garrison thought. Shortly before five o' clock the four
men got up to leave.ln the kitchen, Annie turned to Velinski and said,
“Sel zni ck's Since You Went Away, 1944."Velinski grinned. “Wat about it?”"“The
t hree worren. ”“Jenni fer Jones, O audette Col bert, and Shirl ey

Tem ple.”“Jenni fer Jones's boy friend.”“Robert Wl ker, of course.”“They had a
grunmpy ol d boarder living upstairs.”“Mnty Wolley.”“Perfect,” Annie

sai d. Vel i nski ki ssed her on the cheek. “OF course, dear. | amnever |ess than
perfect.”The last to | eave was Pat Jessup. As the others went down the back
steps and across the lawn toward the barn where Wllie's Cadillac was parked,
Jessup stopped in the mddle of the porch and turned around. He janmed his
hands in his pockets and | ooked at Garrison. He stared only at Garrison

al t hough Annie was in the doorway too. His brown face was w thout expression
bl and, Slavic. He said, “How close are you and this woman?” Edgar was surpri sed
by the question, and he didn't know what to say."“Very cl ose?” Jessup asked
insistently.“Yes.”"You Ilive together?”“Wiat the hell's that got to do with
anyt hi ng?” Gar-rison was angry about this invasion of his privacy. And he was



somewhat frightened by the threat he thought he sensed in the other nman's
guestions. Then suddenly . he realized that Jessup's stance—shoul ders sl unped,
hands in his pants pockets—was meant to communi cate his |ack of aggression. He
was not trying to nove in on Annie. He just wanted to know how thi ngs stood.
“Yes,” Edgar said. “We |live together.”“Happy that way?”“Very.”“Ckay then,” he
said, turning away.“Wait,” Garrison said.Jesup | ooked back.“Exactly what were
you after?"“1f you weren't close, if you didn't care,” Jessup said, “lI'd take
her.” He did not look at Annie. His eyes were as hard and cold as deep gl aci er
ice. “I like the way she looks. But | don't like trouble on the job.

Personal ity probl enms, wonman probl ens can nmake the best heist go sour. So you
don't have to worry about ne. The two of you are close, and that's the end of
it for me no matter how good she | ooks.” He took his hands out of his pockets
and wal ked out to the barn.“Christ!” Annie said breathlessly.Grrison stil
felt disoriented, as if he'd staggered out of a carnival ride and his |egs
were rubbery. “Nasty sonofabitch, isn't he?”*“l think | just met the King of

t he Chauvinists. He tal ked about ne like | was a thing! Like | was a piece of
goddammed property or sonething!”He put his armaround her and could feel her
heart thunping like a rabbit's heart. The warm spring breeze that blew in
across the porch seened suddenly suffocating, enervating.“That's a dangerous
man,” she said.”“l think so.”"He wouldn't hesitate to kill an innocent

byst ander who got in his way.”“Let's not start in on that again.”“Sorry,” she
said, as if she nmeant it.The Cadillac reversed out of the barn. It turned
around on the lawn and di sappeared down the driveway toward the front of the
house. Wllie tooted the horn tw ce. Edgar Garri son watched the Cadillac. And
when it was gone he studied the spring | andscape. But on the screen behind his
eyes, he saw sonething el se altogether: shattering glass, dead nen |lying on
granite steps, and noney spotted with bl ood.



SevenAt three o' cl ock Monday afternoon Ely Grinmes let hinmself into his room at
the Lazy Tine Motel two miles west of Century Oaks Race Course. Measuring

twel ve-by-ten, with a tiny attached bath just big enough to turn around in,
the roomwas little nore than a cell. The doubl e bed had a sagging mattress,
squeaki ng springs, and a clean but tattered yellow chenille spread. The foam
paddi ng on the seat of the Danish-style arnchair was broken and | unpy. The

wal nut veneer dresser was cigarette scarred; but, like everything else, it was
wel I polished and clean.In thirty years on the road as a sal esman for severa
worren' s cl ot hi ng manufacturers, Ely Ginmes had stayed in hundreds of better
roonms. For the next six days, however, he wanted sonething cheap, for he

i ntended to conserve every dollar he could for wagering at Century Gaks. He
unpacked his suitcases and put everything in the dresser drawers. As usua
Clara had folded his clothes precisely and neatly. She had even wadded tissue
paper in the folds of his shirts and slacks to keep them from w i nkling. The

t hought of her carefully packing the big suitcase and worrying that his
trousers mght cone out creased gave Ely a sharp twinge of guilt. In his
briefcase he carried five thousand dollars which had come froma new nortgage
on their small house in Tenafly. They had paid off the house just eighteen
nmont hs ago, |argely because Clara kept a part-tine job and because, over the
years, she had managed to sal vage some of his pay before he went to waste it
at the tracks or in private poker ganes. He had obtained his | atest nortgage
by forging her signature. And in his wallet was another three thousand in
hundred-dollar bills, the last of their joint savings account. She didn't know
that he had withdrawn it. |ndeed, she probably had never heard of Century

Oaks. She thought that he was working the Pennsylvania route, sell-ing, on the
road and lonely . . .As quickly as the guilty feeling cane, it passed. After
all, this was a different situation in which he now found hinself. It was not

like the other times he'd sneaked off to ganmble. Now, he was driven not by the
ganbl i ng urge so nuch as by necessity, panic, fear, desperation. This was his
| ast chance to give O ara sonething—ore than just his |love and affection

whi ch she already had in healthy neasure—+o repay her for thirty-two years of
pati ence, tenderness, and |ove. A year from now he woul d be dead. He wanted
her to have certain options once he was gone, enough financial independence to
pi ck and choose between futures. He could never earn enough, in the brief tinme
left him to insure that freedomfor her. Therefore, he was going to have to
win it.He hung his jacket and travel bag in the tiny closet. In the bathroom

he washed his hands and face. This time, he thought, |I've got it all together
I've done nmy homework. |'ve figured it fromevery angle. | know the w nners
this time—er | will as soon as the entries in each race are posted. Six

wi nni ng days. O, nore ac-curately, five winning nights and one wi nni ng day,
since Century Gaks has day racing only on weekends and hol i days. But w nning.
Yes, That's what it'll be. I'mno-body's fool this time.Wen he cane out of

t he bathroom he dragged the arncthair to the side of the bed, so that the bed
served as his desk. He opened his second suitcase and arranged the contents on
the yell ow chenille spread: pencils, pens, eight |oosel eaf binders each

contai ning two hundred pages of closely typed data, another binder full of
graphs, a tenth binder containing tine and weather charts, an electronic

m ni -cal cul ator that could fit in his pocket, two worn slide rules, three
steno pads, a magnifying glass, and three plastic boxes that contained twelve
hundred file cards. He picked up the copy of the Daily Raci ng Form he had
bought in Harrisburg an hour ago, opened it to the Century Gaks pages. He

pl aced it beside the nmagnifying glass.Smling, he sat down to work.After a
series of especially bad | osses at the track a year ago, O ara had conme down
hard on him Ashanmed of hinself, sonmewhat frightened at having thrown away
three thousand dollars in one week, he had sl acked off. For twelve nonths now
he'd done little nore than place ten bucks a week with a booki e and buy
lottery tickets. Neverthel ess, he maintained his conplex files on nearly three
t housand t hor oughbred race horses and a maze of bl oodlines. Although he had
not gone to the track in all that time, he had bought the Racing Form every
day and studied it closely. He placed his bets in his mnd and each day



cal cul at ed what he woul d have won or lost if he had been working with rea
nmoney. During the last four nmonths he had been w nning consistently. His | osses
were always minor. Al nost every day brought an imaginary profit: a hundred one
day, fifty the next, a thousand the day after that. . . . Ely Ginmes had
finally found a systemthat worked. OF course, it was all on paper so far. But
he was about to change that.Five w nning nights, one w nning day .

.“Cancer?” The word echoed in the high-ceilinged room “You' re sure about

this, Jim?"“Ely, |'ve been your doctor for twenty years and your friend for
nearly as long. Wen the first results came back fromthe labs, | didn't want
to believe them That's why 1 put you through the tests a second time. But it
has to be faced.”“Leukemia.”“A rare type—“That can't be cured. How |l ong do
have?”“A year at the outside.”“Better than | thought.”“W can keep you

anbul atory and outwardly healthy for nine nonths. Free of pain too. After that

luck!“1"mfresh out of luck.”"As insane as it sounds, Ely, you can't |et
yourself be pessim stic about it. You' ve got tinme left. Every minute's
precious now. Don't waste it.”“l guess you're right.”“Don't try to live it up

exactly. Don't take trips to Europe or kill yourself nightclubbing. Try to
enjoy the little things that you rush past nost of your life. Enjoy each
other, Ely.”He nodded. “Wen will you tell Clara!”“Do | have to tell her before
.it becones obvious?"“It's always better to face sonething like this
toget her. You should give her time to adjust enotionally. And there are any
nunber of practical considerations. . . . Like get-ting your finances in
shape, preparing for an easy transfer-ence of the estate.”“Can | wait a couple
of months? Three nonths? So we can have sone fun together w thout the damed

cancer being on her mnd all the time? Three nonths?”“l suppose you could
squeeze that in.”"“You won't tell her?”“Not unless and until you want mne
to.”“Maybe in three nonths | can nake up for sone things. . . .”Five w nning
nights . . .One winning day . . .Then he could go back to Tenafly, New Jersey,

with a bundle of cash. He would not say a word to Cl ara about his w nnings.
He'd just plow the noney into eight percent savings certificates and tax-free
bonds. And when he died all of it would be waiting for her, growing for her: a
better future than she could possibly expect after thirty-two years with a
schmuck |i ke himHe wi shed he could be there to see her face.He stared at the
first page of the Century QOaks listings in the Racing Form The opening race
of the night was one mle, for naidens three years old and up, claimng price
of two thousand dollars. A nmaiden was a horse that had never won a race. And
the I ow claining price—for which any regi stered owner at the track coul d buy
any horse in the race sinmply by stating his intention and posting
collateral -was so |l ow that the owners of these nags obviously didn't expect
any of themto win.Sighing with disgust, shaking his head, Ely turned the
page. How in the name of God could anyone select froma field of cheap

mai dens? It was strictly for amateurs in the first race, as was usually the
case in the first half of the daily double.The card for the second race was
much better. This one was six furlongs (three-quarters of a mle), for

t hree-year-olds and up, either sex. This was an all owance race; no horses
could be claimed fromthis one at any price, Wich made sense, because they
were all fairly good ani mals. He picked up his nmagnifying glass and studied the
past performances of each entry in the second race. He | ooked each horse up in
hi s | oosel eaf binders and del ved even deeper into its past. He consulted the
weat her and tinme charts. He went to the door of the room and opened it and

| ooked at the blue spring sky, sniffed the air. Then he returned to his chair
and exam ned the past performances once nore. The slide rules slid. The

cal cul ator gave himbright orange nunbers in a rectangul ar read-out w ndow.
Wth great care, Ely Ginmes began to apply the system whi ch he had devel oped
over the last twelve nonths of inactivity.



Ei ght After less than five hours of sleep, Jack Killigan woke at nine o'clock
Monday norning. He got out of bed and went into the bathroom Stupefied by his
hangover, he took two Anacins and stood under a hot shower for fifteen

m nutes, letting the scalding droplets pound the ache out of the back of his
neck. H s bowels were | oose. Hs teeth were scumy. The sound of the electric
razor was as bad as a power saw held next to his ear. Just getting ready for
t he day ahead was an ordeal nearly beyond his endurance. He dressed for work
in a gray suit, pale herringbone shirt, black tie, and black Italian

shoes. Lying on her side on the bed, facing him Rita Janifer slept through al
of this. She was breathing slowy, heavily. Her black hair hid half her face.
Her mouth was slightly open, and a silver thread of saliva glistened on her
chin. The covers cane only to her waist. Partly shielded by one raised arm
her heavy breasts invited him one |arge dark nipple poked stiffly over a
wrinkle in the sheets. Rita never got out of bed until eleven o' clock and
often not until noon. And if he woke her now there would be hell to

pay. Downstai rs he nade fresh coffee and drank two cup-fuls laced with

ani sette. He was not yet ready for food. If he'd had no way to perceive the
wor |l d except through his stomach, he would have thought that he was aboard a
ship at sea. At 10:15 he tel ephoned Ml ly Barnes, his secretary.”“l walked in
the door fifteen m nutes ago,” she said, “and M ckey G nchey was al ready on

t he phone. He says there'll be two hundred and fifty tons on the manure pile
by tonight, and if we don't get rid of it soon the weight's going to tilt the
whol e track to the south.” Mdlly was a stout, grandnotherly wonman in her
mddle fifties, and she had a hearty, boom ng | augh.Killigan expl ai ned about
the list of fertilizer, farm ng, and trucki ng conpanies that was on the top of
his desk. “Start calling the ones | couldn't reach yesterday,” he told her
“See if any of them have the right kind of trucks to help us—and if any of

t hem do, be sure to nake them quote a price.”“If | draw nothing but
bl anks?”“We' Il worry about that when | get there.”“Right,” she said. “Wen
will you get here?”“No later than eleven-thirty.”After he hung up he went back

to the kitchen and drank two nore cups of coffee with a shot of anisette in
each. Then he tried a few bites of toast. Hs stomach rolled and heaved. He
deci ded that |unchtine was soon enough to test his digestion, and he threw the
rest of the toast in the garbage.Before he left he went to the bottom of the
stairs where he listened for novenent on the second floor. Al was quiet up
there. Rita was still asleep.He got to his office shortly before
eleven-thirty. Molly was just cradling the tel ephone when he cane through the
door. As usual, the first thing she reported to himwas the forecast she had
gotten by phone fromthe weather bureau at ten-thirty: clear skies tonight, no
precipitation, temperatures in the fifties. Then she went on to the bad news.
As she had feared and as he expected, no one but Agroco had the equi pment or
the desire to haul away such enornous quantities of manure-matted straw “\Wat
next ?” she asked. He thought a nmonent. He w shed he didn't feel so dizzy and
sick to his stomach. “Get me this Sinpson at Agroco. At |east he ought to have
some idea how | ong the negotiations are going to take before the strike
ends. " However, what Sinpson had to tell himdid nothing but further sour
Killigan's npood. Agroco enployed four hundred people, eighty of whom were
truck drivers and deliverymen. Only these eighty were out on strike. They
wanted a steep salary increase and were threatening to hold out for

uni oni zation of the entire conpany. Agroco had offered half the wage increase
demanded and woul d go not one dime further. The conpany was giving the drivers
until Wednesday norning, day after tonorrow, to report back to work. Then if
the strike continued all eighty would be fired and a new crew hired. “Frankly,”

Si npson said, “lI don't expect themto come back on Wednesday. There's a

hot head uni on organi zer anong them and he's got themtoo fired up for their
own good.”“lf they don't come back on Wednesday,” Killigan said, “how |ong
until you can start picking up here again?”“Hiring eighty new drivers,
training them acquainting themwth their routes . . . that's going to take
time. | guess we'd start nmaking regular stops at Century Gaks in two

weeks.”“That's inpossible!” Killigan said. “I1'll have fifteen hun-dred tons of



mucki ngs by then!” He pounded one fist on the desk as he spoke, conpletely
unaware of it. “l want action now, M. Sinpson. |'ve got to have it!”""l
synmpat hi ze with your situation,” Sinpson said. “Can't be too pl easant out
there. But there is a strike clause in the contract we have with you. As |ong
as these drivers are out, or as long as it takes us to train replacenents,
we're not liable.” 1l know,” Killigan said wearily. “Look, maybe |'Ill get back
to you later today.”“Nothing's going to inprove that fast.”“Just the sane,
"1l be back.” He hung up.When M|y Barnes went to lunch at twelve-thirty,
Killigan had not cone up with any solution. He sat at his piano-size desk and
doodl ed on a sheet of paper as he tried to find a hole in what seened to be an
unpenetrable wall of thorns.He still felt mserable. He had a slight headache;
he was sick to his stomach, bland, drawn out. Finally he poured hinself sone
bour bon over ice and sucked it cautiously. By the time he had finished it, he
felt almobst normal . But the Agroco problemrenained.|f the goddammed board of
directors had listened to himback in January, there would be no probl em now.
He had tried to persuade themto purchase a high-in-tensity incinerator that
woul d burn the rmuckings wi thout producing much ash, snmoke or odor. But the

furnace woul d have cost at least a mllion dollars, and the board had been
unable to see any farther than the price tag. He'd argued that they were
al ready paying Agroco a ml-lion every eight years at the current

transportation costs. And he'd tried to explain that, since approved landfills
in the area were at a premium many of the small comnmunities within a
ten-mle radius of Century Oaks mght well pay the racetrack for the privilege
of burning their garbage here. These fees would pay for a substantial part of
t he purchase and then, eventually, would cover all of the operating expenses.
But the board nenbers re-sponded with even nore cowike stupidity than they'd
shown every other tinme he'd tal ked noney to them They wanted to cut corners,
run a cheap operation, and make a nodest profit. But that wasn't the nature of
t hor oughbred racing. You either went into it with big noney in a big way,

| ooking for big profits, or you for-got it altogether.And now that the crisis

had come they would be en-raged at Killigan if it weren't solved sooner than
i medi-ately. He would take all the blame. No one would say, “You told us but
we wouldn't listen.” It wasn't fair.He felt hinself surrendering to despair,

and he thought: Jesus junmp to hell, Killigan! Stop your despicabl e whin-ing!
Do sonething! If you're unable to deal with horse-shit, how do you suppose
you'll handl e nore inmportant problens?H s downhill slide always began this
way. He had failed to cope with an operational problem It got out of hand.

Rel ated probl ens arose. Bit by bit the whole thing fell down around him and
he was given the pink slip.But not this tine.He had finished a second drink
and had cone up with a plan by the time MIlly Barnes returned fromlunch at
one-thirty. “Get ne Sinpson,” he told her.She snoothed the winkles out of her
green knit suit and strai ghtened her bl ouse over a huge, nmotherly bosom *“Ah,”
she said, “you' ve solved it.”"“Mybe.”Wien Si npson cane on the line he said,
“I"'msorry, M. Killigan, but nothing s changed.” He sounded per-turbed wth
Killigan for having called back so soon.“W're going to change it,” Killigan
said confidently. Sinpson didn't know what he neant.“How many drivers have you
got, exactly?"“Exactly eighty. Wy?"“Wat sort of salary do they want?”Si npson
hesitated. “That's really a private matter be-tween Agroco and the striking
drivers.”Sighing inpatiently Killigan said, “1'mnot asking the size of their
pay checks. | just want to know the raise they're asking.”“Well . . . twenty
bucks. Across the board.”“Per week?”“Yes.”"“You said earlier that Agroco's
willing to neet half of that.”“W think ten dollars a week is generous,”

Si npson sai d.“Then |'ve solved your problemand mne. Century Caks will put up
the other half of the twenty bucks. For a period of one year.”Hesitantly

Si nmpson said, “lI don't believe | heard you right.”“You'll nake a contract wth
your drivers. W'll add an attachment to our contract with you. W'll pay an
ad-di tional $41,600—+that's ten dollars a week for fifty-two weeks for each of
your eighty drivers—ever the next twelve nonths. W'll call it an adjustment
in transporta-tion costs, but we'll actually be subsidizing the pay in-crease
you'll be giving your nen.”Sinpson said suspiciously, “You're



serious?"“Entirely.”“Gve me a mnute.”“Take your tine.” He listened to
Si npson breathing heavily and scribbling furiously on a notepad.“There's a
probl em t hough,” Sinpson said at last.“What's that?"“If we give in and neet

this ridicul ous salary denmand, then other Agroco enployees will want equa

rai ses. Be-fore you know it, the payroll's going to skyrocket.”"“Let's play no
ganes,” Killigan said. “You know that if you were willing to raise salaries by
ten dollars, these poor bastards nust deserve the whole twenty or nore.”
Sinpson tried to speak, but Killigan talked over him “If you've got union
agitators, you're in trouble. The only way you can defeat themis to do the
unexpected, nmeet the nen's demands in full. That makes you the good guy and

t he uni oni zer becomes a carpi ng know not hi ng. And of course you're going to
have to raise salaries through-out the conpany. Qtherwi se the union man will
just infiltrate another facet of Agroco and start sow ng dis-sension there.

What |'moffering you is $41,600. No nore. No less. | can't solve all your
probl ems.”"“You don't mnce words, do you?”“l haven't neant to make you
angry.”Another long silence followed. Finally: “On this at-tachnent we'd make
to the contract between us . . . would you include a clause that binds you for

the next year too?”“One year,” Killigan said firmy. “No nore and no
| ess.”“But since Agroco's the only conpany with trucks that can suck up and
transport the nuckings, we could just raise the price on you next year. By

$41, 600 or even nore.”“You could,” Killigan admtted. But you won't, you
bastard. Because next year |'ll have that incinerator, “My authority limts me
to a one-year deal, M. Sinpson. You either take the $41,600, or we wll al

sit tight and try to ride out this strike.”“Wen would you want the trucks

t here?”“Tonmorrow norning,” Killigan said, know ng he'd won.“That's not going
to be easy.”“But it can be done. You draw up a one-page at-tachnent and send
it to our |lawer, Jeff Cassarian, in Harrisburg. Don't mail it. Gve it to a
messenger and get it out within the next hour. If our |awer doesn't find
anything wong with it, he can send it to ne. I'll sign it this afternoon. A

copy of it can be back in your hands before six o' clock.”“Along with a
check.”“For one-twelfth of the full amount.”"Sounds fine.”*“And the trucks
tomorrow norni ng. ”“Tonorrow afternoon at the latest,” Sinpson said.“M track

superintendent will have a gold carpet laid out for them believe ne,”“Nice
doi ng busi ness,” Sinpson said.“As always,” Killigan said. He put the phone
down and | eaned back in his chair and sighed with relief.Killigan spent the

rest of the afternoon on the tel e-phone trying to gain the board of directors
approval for his deal with Agroco. There were ten nen who had sub-stanti al
money in Century Oaks, and he called each of them Initially, in alnost every
case, there was sone resistance to the solution he had found. But he was
force-ful and diplomatic, and in the end he got the go-ahead fromall of them
Five of them even congratulated himfor his resourceful ness. Wien he told Mdlly
Bar nes about these conplinments, she said, “WII wonders never cease!”"They
ceased a long time ago,” he said. “Maybe now they' re starting to fl ow
again."Mdlly left work at five, an hour early. She had agreed to drive to
Agroco's offices in Hershey and deliver a copy of the signed attachnent—with a
check for $3,467—to Paul Sinmpson. Wen she had gone, Killigan was al one on the
fifth fl oor except for Roy Aspin, the track's publicity director, who had cone
to work at four o'clock and would stay until the end of the last race tonight.
Aspin was pounding away at his typewiter as acconpaninent to Mdlly's fading
footsteps.Killigan went back into his office and cl osed the door. At the
bookshel f bar he poured his third bourbon of the day.Just three. Not bad.
You're getting on top of it.He went to the small closet where he kept a few
clean shirts, socks, ties, underwear, and three suits. He chose a bei ge sunmer
knit and a pale yellow shirt, carried theminto the bathroomthat was attached
to his office, and hung them on the back of the door. He put his drink on the
commode tank. He undressed. Nude he stood before the full-length nmrror and
studied hinmself. Floating on the Agroco success he | ooked upon hinself wth
some pleasure. He was in damed good shape for a fifty-year-old man. H's hair
was gray but had been for the last fifteen years—gray, thick, and |ustrous.

H s eyes were clear and searingly blue. Not an ounce of fat on his slender



wi ry body. Excellent nuscle tone. Flat stomach. None of that sag of biceps,
chest, and abdonen which he saw in other men his age. Well-muscled legs. In a
nest of dark pubic hair: his penis, thick and sonewhat distended. Not

enornous. But cer-tainly adequate. Rita had never conpl ai ned. The pal e snake
rose to a soundl ess rush of unmade nusi c. Laughing, Killigan turned on the
shower, made it as hot as he could bear, and stepped in as steamrose to the
ceiling of the cubicle.lnvigorated by the drunm ng water, proud of his
stubborn erection, he thought about Rita and hoped she woul d be waiting for

hi m agai n tonight. He dismissed the msgivings he'd felt the night before.
Rita was flighty, unpredictable, and maybe even a bit crazy. But she was no
threat. Last night he'd been worried, full of doubts about hinmself. But the
doubt s had been burnt from him by the conclusion of the Agroco deal. Now, he
wanted Rita. Badly.He stepped fromthe sweltering shower, finished his icy
bourbon in one swall ow, and shuddered pleasantly. At six-fifteen he knotted his
tie, straightened his collar, tugged at the lapels of his suit jacket, and

| ooked at himself in the mrror one last time. Then he went on a tour of the
mai n bui | di ng. What he saw pl eased him Already, three hundred people were
dining in the Cakview Room the mammoth gl ass-wal | ed cl ubhouse restaurant on
the third and fourth levels. The fourth-floor concourse between the betting

wi ndows and the top of the nultitiered restaurant hel d another five or six
hundred, nostly men working with tout sheets and racing papers. Fifty people
were in the Saddl e Bar which—with the nen's and wonen's restroons that flanked
it—separated the two long rows of nutuel w n-dows on this |evel. The cl ubhouse
had a festive air about it. The nobs of incom ng guests on the escal ators
chat-tered and | aughed. Dozens of pretty wonmen in spring dresses brightened up
t he place—to say nothing of the |eggy, bosony, Pony Express Grls who were
selling racing prograns until it was time for themto nmove up to the
Horsenen's Club on the fifth level. This period of sweet anticipation, the
tour before post tinme for the first race, was always the best tinme of the
night.lt's like foreplay is to sex, Killigan thought. Al though the guests on

t he grandstand concourse seened a bit nore tense than those in the

cl ubhouse—+tout sheets and past performances were studied with tightly set |ips
and grimdeterm nati on—+he atnmosphere was still pleasant, electric. The ratio
of men to wonen was hi gher here than in the clubhouse, while the ratio of
dress clothes to sports clothes was substantially lower. The Harry M Stevens
concessi ons stands were doing a brisk business despite prices that were far
nore el egant than the food. On all the concrete pillars there were posters

rem ndi ng the guests of the thousand-dollar drawing to be held between the

ei ghth and ninth races every night this week. In the few mnutes he took to
stroll the length of the grandstand concourse, Killigan was greeted by a dozen
raci ng fans, people he had never seen before in his life. Smling, shaking
hands when he had to, he answered each of them Century QCaks had twel ve

t housand grandstand seats; and if the size of this early crowd was any

i ndi cati on of what was to come, they mght fill nost of them by post time. In
any case it was going to be a better than average night.Fifteen mnutes after
the results were posted in the fourth race, a cashier on the clubhouse |evel
signal ed for the assistance of a TRPB agent. The tiny red Christrmas bulb

wi nked on above the |ast cashier's window on the extrene west end of the
concour se. Henry Cooper, the agent in charge of the investigation into the
recent ticket forgeries, was only forty feet away. He was sitting on a divan
near the railing that separated the concourse fromthe clubhouse restaurant.

Al t hough he appeared to be watching the odds as they changed on the tel evision
nmoni tors suspended fromthe concourse ceiling, Cooper was actually studying
the winners who were turning in tickets at the cashiers' w ndows. He saw the
red light the nmonment it cane on, and he went over there to | earn what was
wrong. Only one guest was at the wi ndow. He was two inches shorter and fifty
pounds |ighter than Cooper. He had a round, pale face and very ordi nary
features. His suit was a bit disheveled. Wth his |ong-fingered hands he
gripped the sill of the mutuel window as if he were struggling to keep from
sinking to the floor.“Wat's the troubl e?” Cooper asked the pretty blond



cashi er. She pushed a mutuel ticket under the wi ndow grate. Wen Cooper picked
it up she said, “It's been altered.”lt |ooked normal. Cooper said, “How can
you tell?"“Feel it.”He rubbed his fingertips lightly across the face of the
ticket and sensed a change in surface texture around the nunber of the horse.
“Maybe you're right. You're damed observant, aren't you?”She blushed slightly
and shrugged. “This is a ten-dollar window I|I'mnot worked as hard as the
cashiers at the two-and five-dollar payoffs.”For the first tine since he'd
cone in answer to the red light, Cooper directly faced the nervous man
standi ng beside him “This is your ticket.”“Yes. That is . . . Not mne. No. |
mean . . .”"“Someone gave it to you,” Cooper prodded. “Asked you to cash it for
hi m because he was a track enpl oyee who couldn't make his own bets—er coll ect
on them”“That's right.” The stranger blinked in confusion.Forgery artists
usual | y used wonen, preferably ol der wonen who seemed mot herly and

hel pf ul . But this meek specimen was a natural. “Were is he?” Cooper
asked.“Like |I told the young | ady, he was standi ng over there by the

tel evision screens. But he's gone. | know that sounds ridicul ous. You probably
think I"'mlying. But—="1 believe you,” Cooper said. “It's the usua
procedure.” The stranger was perspiring, and he still gripped the sill of the
mutuel window as if it were all that was hold-ing himerect. “My nane's
Hudson. Arthur Hudson. |I'ma respectable man.” He didn't sound as if he were
try-ing to convince Cooper; instead, he seemed to be strug-gling to convince
hinself. “I've never been so enbarrassed . " H's watery brown eyes | ooked

ready to spring forth with tears like a prankster's novelty flowers squirting
jets of water.“Don't worry about it, M. Hudson,” Cooper said. “You were used

You're not the first.”“It's still humliating.”Cooper led himto one of the

di vans near the closed-circuit television nonitors. They sat down side by

si de. Cooper took a notebook and pen from his inside coat pocket. “I just need
alittle information, M. Hudson. Then you can get back to the races.”“l'm

afraid this spoils the evening,” Hudson said.“Don't let it. Enjoy yourself.
This coul d have hap-pened to anyone. You're not to blame in any way.” Hudson

| ooked doubtful. His |ips quivered. “Description?” Cooper asked.“He was a tal
man,” Hudson said. “In his thirties, | should think. Dark conpl exi oned. Wl
dressed.” He wasn't as inprecise as the woman who had been used as a front the
day before.“Color of hair?”“Blond.”“You' re sure?”“Quite
sure.”"Eyes?”“Blue.”“Any di stinguishing features?”“Wll . . . he had what you
m ght call a—Roman nose.”“Large, very straight nose?”“That's it.”“Anything

el se? Any scars?”“No, sir.”“Mstache? Beard?”“d ean shaven.”“Long hair or
short?”“Full but not |ong,” Hudson said. “An expensive

hai rcut.”“Si deburns?”Hudson didn't even hesitate. “They weren't unusually
long, if that's what you nmean.” He night be neek and easily used. But at | east
Hudson was aware of the world around him sharp on details."“You said he was
wel | dressed.”“Yes.”“Did you notice the color of his suit?"“Dark. Blue or

bl ack.”“Shirt?”“Blue or white. Light blue, | think.”“Patterned?”“Plain.”"H s
tie?"“Striped.” Cooper continued to ask questions, an inquisitive worm boring
relentl essly through an apple of information. He was good at interrogating a
wi t ness, and he knew it. He was a natural for police work. It was the only
thing he had ever wanted to do. As he probed at Arthur Hudson's nmenories, he
was exhil arated, very nuch alive and happy. All through high school Cooper had
wanted to be an FBlI agent. \Wen he'd graduated from junior college, he nmade
application for Bureau training and was accepted. He worked hard and achi eved
his commi ssion as a field agent. But he was soon disillusioned. He found that
the FBI spent nore tinme chasing after political hobgoblins than in the pursuit
of real crimnals. The days of gang-busting were |ong gone. The Mafia operated
al nrost as openly as legiti mate busi nesses. The Bureau spent its tine harassing

peace activists, Communists, |liberal poli-ticians, and countless other
political groups whose threat to the foundations of denmpcracy seldomif ever
equal ed that which was posed by the underworld families that ruled the illega

drug traffic, ganmbling, and prostitution within the United States. Wen he
finally realized that the Bureau thought of the Mafia as a safe “Anmerican”
institution, just another facet of the power establishnent, and not as an



opponent, he had quit his job in disgust. He had heard about the Thoroughbred
Raci ng Protective Bureau, and that seened to himnore along the lines of the
wor k he had originally sought when he joined the FBI.A racetrack usually

enpl oyed fifty to seventy-five unifornmed guards hired froma private agency

i ke Mel ki ns-Peterson. These nen served as public relations personnel as well
as guards and were posted where they could be seen and coul d answer questions.
The average racing fan probably thought that these were the only police on the
track. But that wasn't the case. The TRPB was everywhere.ln 1946, the

Thor oughbred Raci ng Associ ati on—an organi zation of the first class flat racing
tracks in the United States—established a detective unit and assigned it the
job of cleaning up the sport and keeping it clean. Racing was, back then, as
corrupt and di shonest as the paranoid fans suspected. Since 1946, however, the
Thor oughbred Racing Protective Bureau had made it extremely difficult if not

i mpossi ble for elenents of organized crine to operate within the sport.

Spencer J. Drayton, an ex-FBlI agent, had established the TRPB according to the
structure of the FBI when the FBI had been a gangbusting, first-rate police
force. Today the TRPB is the nost efficient and nodern private police agency
inthe world. It has elinnated nearly all forms of race fixing. It

i naugurated the lip tattoo nmethod of identifying horses and thus made it quite
i mpossi ble for anyone to “run a ringer"—substitute an equestrian i mpostor—n
a race. The TRPB maintained files and fingerprints on three hundred thousand
raci ng personnel and successfully excluded crimnals fromthe sport of kings
through the liberal application of nodern identi-fication methods. A per manent
TRPB unit was assigned to every nmenber track. Dozens of TRPB

pl ai ncl ot hesmen—di sqgui sed as stabl e hands, mai ntenance nmen, or dressed in
suits and ties |ike Cooper—patrolled the grounds fromthe cl ub-house and
grandstand to the paddock and stables. Not even the track nanager knew

preci sely how many TRPB nen were on his track at any time, and he knew only a
fraction of them by nane or by sight.However, no matter how nany agents there
were, each of them was kept busy. Mre nmoney noved through the world of

t horoughbred racing than in any other American sport. And where there was so
much | oose cash there were certain to be men who would do any-thing to cut

t hensel ves in on a piece of the action. Since he'd joined the TRPB four years
ago, Henry Cooper had encountered dammed few dull nonents.“Was there anything
el se about this man that mght help us identify hinP” Cooper asked. “Have I
forgotten anythi ng?”"“You' ve been quite thorough,” Hudson sai d. Cooper nodded.
He knew that was true. “Ckay. We're alnost finished. If you'll show nme sone
identification and answer a few questions about yourself, you can get back to
the races.”Fear rose again in the pale, round face. Hudson be-gan to fidget.
He gl anced shanefacedly at the other fans on the concourse as if everyone were
staring at himand tal ki ng about hi mwhen, in reality, no one was paying him
or Cooper the slightest attention. “I thought | wasn't a suspect.”"You
aren't,” Cooper said. “But you are a witness. If we catch the man or nen
behind this forgery racket, we m ght need your testinony.”Hudson's face
brightened a little. “Yes, of course. | didn't think of that.” He opened his
wal | et and gave Cooper a driver's license and a Master Charge card that bore
hi s phot ogr aph. Cooper copi ed down Hudson's Bal ti nore address, then passed back
the Iicense and credit card. “Cccupation, M. Hudson?”"Schoolteacher. O |

was. I'mretired now "“You | ook young to have retired.”“Forty-seven,” Hudson
said. He fidgeted again. “Well, | have a steady incone fromthe fanily

i nvestments.”“Are you here alone?”*No. Uh . . . I'mwithny . . . ny . . .

girl friend. We've conme up for the whole week. So | guess I'll be seeing you
around. ”“What hotel are you staying at?”Hudson told him*“I'Ill give you a cal

if we need you,” Cooper said. “And now | hope you won't let this spoil your
eveni ng. "When Hudson had gone, Cooper studied his notes. The description was
dammed good. It ought to hel p.Once he had a picture of the wanted man pl ant ed
firmy in his mnd, Cooper closed the notebook and got up and spent the rest
of the evening wal king fromone end of the clubhouse to the other. He saw
several men who resenbl ed Hudson's contact, but none of themfit the
description entirely, and none of themwas wearing a dark suit, blue shirt,



and striped tie. By the end of the last race, Cooper was somewhat frustrated.
But he wasn't depressed. He knew that his man woul d make a m stake eventually.
In his four years with the TRPB, Cooper had never failed to uncover and
apprehend any forger, race fixer, or tipster whomhe'd set out to destroy. It
wasn't gangbusting, but it was enough of a challenge to keep him

i nterested. Wien Jack Killigan arrived hone at twelve-thirty Tuesday norning,
he was in fairly good spirits. The night had been free of major crises. The
attendance figure was an all-tine record for an average weekday night: nore
than four thousand in the clubhouse, eighty-five hundred in the grandstand.
The handl e was nearly two mil-lion, and the net profit for the day was
substantial. The advertising, special pronotions, and the backbreaki ng work of
the I ast several nonths was going to pay off.ln the second-fl oor master
bedroom Rita was waiting for him and that should have made the day perfect
and conpl ete. She was watching the Toni ght show on which she had often been a
guest during her Hollywood days. She was nude, sitting up in bed, on top of
the sheets, her slimankles crossed, one hand in her |ap and one hand curl ed
around a gl ass of whiskey. In the dimwash of bluish light fromthe tel evision
screen, she was an erotic fantasy.As he undressed, Killigan told her about the
crowmd at Century Oaks and the size of the handl e, worked back-wards to the
deal he had nade with Agroco. He was pleased with hinself, and he did not try
to hide it. But she responded with one- and two-word acknow edgnments —and t hen
only when he prodded her for sone reaction. She didn't |ook at himbut stared
intently at the television set as if some great revelation were about to
unfold there. Peeling off his briefs and rolling, naked, onto the bed with her
he said, “This nust be some fascinating pro-gram”“The usual.”“Well, then

we' ve better things to do.”“l'"mnot in the nood,” she said.“We'll see.”“l'm
not.”He cupped her breasts and gently rubbed his face be-tween them He

i cked, nibbled, sucked, and kissed her nipples until they grew turgid agai nst
his lips. Wen he slid one hand over her flat belly, he found her thighs were
pressed together, denying him He tried to part them She would not

rel ax.“You're an inbecile,” she said. Her voice was |ow, sing-song, and yet
fierce. It nesnerized him “You're away all day. You don't bother to call.
hang around waiting. Phone doesn't ring once. Finally it's post time, and
know you're not going to call that late. So |'mpissed. And | start to drink
Al 1 want to do now s drink and wait until you conme home so | can tell you
what a piece of shit you are. | watch a lot of television. | get stoned silly.
And when | get stoned silly, | get sentinental. Stupid. Blubbery. So when you
finally waltz in and don't even apol ogi ze and want to just stick it into ne

like | was sone kind of masturbation nachine—hell, by then |I'mtoo bl ubbery
to be able to tell you you're a sonofabitch.” Tears were rolling down her
cheeks. Killigan was stunned. He had never seen her cry. She was al ways such a

tough | ady, downright nean at times. But never tender. Never vul nerable. This
was sonet hi ng al toget her new. How coul d he ever have anticipated this? “You
aren't the kind to wait around for phone calls,” he said defensively. “And

was busy, Rita. It was a hectic day.”“Go to hell.”“l didn't mean to hurt
you.”“l1'mfine,” she said, still watching television. “l just want to watch
this show and then get sone sleep. I'mtoo stinking drunk to drive home.” He

gri pped her shoulders and tried to make her look at him “I

apol ogi ze. "“Wonderful . But that doesn't get you very far now. It doesn't get
you fucked.”“l don't want to make | ove anynore.”“Not |ove, no. You want to
fuck. Tonight you'll have to make me. That's the only way you'll get it.”"l
woul dn't force you.”“You'd have to rape ne.” For the first time all even-ing
she turned away fromthe television set and | ooked at him Her ripe |lips were
parted slightly. Her eyes were dark, smoky, and filled with invitation. Wiat's
happeni ng here? Killigan wondered. Wat is she trying to take fromne. And
why?He dropped his hands from her shoul ders, cupped her breasts once nore. He
could feel her heart pounding. “If you don't want ne, why are you sitting here
naked?” She glared at himHe pried the whiskey glass fromher hand and threw it
on the floor. “Answer nme.”“CGo to hell.”He dragged her down until she was fl at
on the bed, ignored her sharp nails as she scratched at his shoul ders and arnms



and hands. Wen he tried to force open her tan thighs, she slashed at his face
and drew blood fromhis |eft cheek.“Dam!”She squirmed across the bed. He
grabbed her and pulled her back. When she kicked, he janmed a knee between her
suddenly opened thighs. “Bastard!” she said. Both hands beneath her buttocks, he
lifted her toward himas she withed and tw sted and sought to escape. Wen
his penis nade slippery, quivering contact with her damp nmound, he saw what

m ght have been genui ne hatred pass across her lovely face. He hesitated,
unsure of the meaning of the gane, wondering if he had violated the rules

. She took advantage of his confusion and brought one knee up into his
testicles hard enough to nake himcry out and |l et go of her. As he | eaned back
on his knees, grabbing at hinself, she wiggled out from beneath hi mand
scranbl ed toward the edge of the bed, danced ninbly across the room Despite
the pain that coursed through him he went after her. At the bedroom door he
caught her. He lifted her fromthe floor and carried her back to the bed. She
was ki cking and scream ng. He threw her down and pushed her face into the
sheets. He clutched her buttocks and separated them and slid a thunb through
her cleft as if opening an envel ope, and thrust into her before she could
escape agai n. Wth each possessive stroke he nade, she screanmed and tossed her
head and bucked against him At first he thought she was really fighting him
That was what she wanted himto think. And yet she managed to use her slick

i nner muscles with the expertise of a whore. Wen he realized that, instead of
the sl ow | ove-nmaking that he had anticipated all day, she was going to finish
himin seconds, he quickly withdrew fromher. H's rigid organ slid up between
the hal ves of her full bottom But it was too |late: he spouted a fleur-de-lis
of glistening semen in the small of her back.The instant that she felt the
fluid scal ding down her flanks, Rita took advantage of his climactic weakness
and pulled away fromhim She rolled off the bed and ran into the bathroom

sl amred and | ocked the door. In that hollow, tiled echo chanber she cried and
cried, until her sobbing ceased to be human and sounded like the forlorn wails
of sea birds kiting on a storm w nd. She wanted to be raped, he told
hinself.Did she really? Then what was she crying about ?He didn't know. He just
didn't know about her any-nore—what she wanted, what on earth she expected, or
what she woul d eventually do with him For several minutes Killigan |ay
exhausted on the bed. His testicles still ached a bit. But the pain that nost
af -fected hi mwas not physical. He felt cheap, soiled, and worthl ess. He was
ashaned of hinself. When he closed his eyes his nmind becanme a cornucopi a
spewi ng forth the rotten fruit of the past: images of his nmother scolding him
hi s mother drawn and sick and dying, pale-faced priests seen through
confessional wire, sharp-faced priests nunbling mysteriously over his nother's
gray corpse, stern nuns drifting silently across convent |awns, nuns raising
bl ack wings to the wind, the accusatory expression on the suffering face of
the crucifix in the church where he had been a choirboy. . . . He was
surprised by all of this, for he had not been to church in thirty years. He no
| onger believed; he was an atheist. Yet here it was again, wthout warning,

t he whol e dammed traveling show of guilt and oppressive fear. . . .Christ,
what a ness! The day had seened to be chugging right along, naking good tine,
going in the right direction . . . and then with-out warning it had been

derailed. It nowlay in a shanbles.He got up and found Rita's whiskey gl ass
where he had thrown it. He filled the glass with ice and bourbon fromthe
fixings that stood on the floor at her side of the bed. He sucked the bourbon
down as if it were water.Easy. Remenber how you felt this norning.He coul dn't
af ford a hangover every day.“Wat the hell,” he said to the host of the
Tomorrow program who was smiling at himfromthe tel evision set. “How the
hell else am| going to sleep? Ri ght?”He poured anot her bourbon. Wile he
waited for Rita to cone out of the bathroom he worked hard at getting drunk



Ni neWhen he got back to his roomat the Lazy Time Mdtel shortly after

m dnight, Ely Giinmes went straight to the Dani sh-style arncthair beside the
bed. He sat down, strug-gled out of his suit coat, |oosened his tie, and
rolled up his sleeves. He opened a well-marked copy of the Daily Raci ng Form
whi ch he had used to dope out to-night's races at Century Oaks, and he
careful ly studi ed the same group of past perfornmances over which he had

agoni zed the previous afternoon. Aided by the magnify-ing glass, he pored

t hrough hi s notebooks, charts, graphs, and file cards. He was quite neticul ous
about it, as if this were the first time he was doping this particular card,
as if he would have sonme real noney on it. Actually, he had already put rea
nmoney on it. He had already |ost. And now he was determ ned to discover why. He
was startled to find that the wi nner of the second race, Ring the Bell, should
have been his original choice. Instead, he had bet on a nag named | nsouci ant.
But if he had religiously applied his systemthe systemborn of a year's

i nactivity—he would have rul ed out Insouciant w thout a second thought. For
Christ's sake, Gines! he thought, disgusted with hinmself. Insouciant! The
dammed horse won its last race in a driving finish against a quality field,
and so you thought, considering the average conpetition this tine, that it
made, a good bet. Other factors pointed that way. The horse had stanmina. Guts.
Driving finish! Sure, but look at the jockey on it last time. Joey M sakonis!
M sakonis is in love with the Garrison finish: hold back all the way, trai

the field, then thunder in to win in the stretch. That's M sakonis all right.
But this tine the jockey was Billy Fiore. Billy pushes his nounts right from
the dammed starting gate. He likes to get a commanding | ead and keep it.

Fi ore and M sakonis: two dunb, predictable jocks, totally different from each
other. Grinmes, don't you know anything? Don't you know the rules of your own
systen? It should have been Ring the Bell. Ring the Bell all the way. You
shoul d have put two hundred on this goddammed Ring the Bell. |n-souciant!
Jesus! Next you'll want to bet on one of the track horses! He had pl aced | osing
bets in five of the night's nine races, winning bets in none of them And now
he saw that he could have won every time if he had been a bit nore careful

The system worked! It was just his sloppy application of it that needed

i nprovenent. He had spent a year handi capping froman arnchair, twelve nonths
of nothing but nake-believe bets. He hadn't wagered real noney for so |ong
that he had forgotten how to take this sport seriously. But that would change.
From now on he woul d check, recheck, and triple-check his every selection. Al
the way back to the notel, Ely had been depressed and confused. He'd | ost

ei ght hundred at the mutuel wi ndows, nore than he had ever dropped during a
singl e season. He'd had trouble keeping his nmind on his driving and had run
off onto the gravel shoul der nore than once, swerving dangerously to the guard
rails. Be-hind his eyes the nags raced in endless circles. Hi s stomach
gal l oped with the horses, spun and |lunged and | urched through each replay of

di saster.But now he felt much better. He had proved the system was not at
fault. This debacle was attributable solely to human error. If he
triple-checked he'd be okay tonor-row-and all the way through Saturday. He'd
broken fromthe gate worse than he'd hoped to do, but he'd be in the winner's
circle nonethel ess. He cleared the paraphernalia fromhis bed, undressed,
propped hinself up with pillows, and picked up the runpled Raci ng Form For
the first time since he'd purchased the paper, he disregarded the tables of
data, the past performances, and read the news on the front pages. Wen he saw
that the owners of Magic Pitcher intended to race the two-year-old in

Sat urday' s Sweep-stakes, Ely's spirits rose even higher. Mgic Pitcher was the
| atest wizard froma chanpion bloodline that Ely had charted and foll owed for
years. |If there had been any horse since Secretariat with a chance at
immnortality, it was Magic Pitcher. Mst sports witers had failed to grasp
this even though Magic Pitcher had racked up several inpressive w ns. Mybe
none of them had really taken a close | ook at the bl oodline—er at the
two-year-old' s incredibly good form Whatever the case, Magic Pitcher was
going to win the Sweepstakes—bar-ring the last-m nute entry of a nore

experi enced horse of the same class, conbined with a nuddy track on which



Magi ¢ Pitcher would not be able to give his best performance—and he was
certain to go off at sonething |like four-to-one. Good odds. Hell, they were
fantasti c odds when you knew absolutely that you could not |ose! Reading the
raci ng news, rereading and rereading the short article on Mgic Pitcher
dreami ng of his infallible systemthat was sure to—+n however snall a
way—defeat termi nal cancer and give Clara a fine and happy future, Ely Ginmes
fell asleep sitting up in his bed at the Lazy Time Mtel.* * *Two miles
away, on the backstretch at Century Oaks Race Course, Danny Eugene Foxen

| ooked up and down the dark stable row Six dimelectric |ights, hooded by
facsimles of antique iron lanterns, did little nmore than soften the shadows
under the pronenade roof that over-hung the stable. No one was novi ng about at
this hour, except for a few TRPB agents. But none of those bastards was
nearby. Even the goats, chickens, ducks, cats, and other pets were

asl eep. Leaning in the open top half of a stall door, Foxen called to the horse
i nside. The ani mal snorted and smacked its lips but did not show itself. Foxen
call ed again, softly. A nmonent |ater Magic Pitcher thrust his beautiful
chestnut head out of the stall door and snuffled loudly at the intruder.“Hi

t here, boy,” Foxen said. The horse regarded himw th enornous, bright,
sus- pi ci ous eyes. Foxen held out a sugar cube.Magic Pitcher snatched it up and
crunched it apart in an instant, tilted his head as if asking for nore. He
was, Foxen thought, a dammed nice-|ooking two-year-old. H's owners had paid a
quarter of a mllion for himat the Keeneland Sumrer Sale in Kentucky, the
nost ex-pensive and inportant auction of yearlings in the world. He had not
gone for a record price, nowhere near it, but he had obviously been a good
buy. Not the best colt of the sale, not the best two-year-old of his class, he
was neverthel ess a noney-nmaker. d anci ng up and down the stable row again,
finding that it was still deserted, Foxen fished two nore sugar cubes froma
pocket in his jeans and gave themto the horse. Wile the two-year-old chewed
ecstatically, Foxen took a box of kitchen matches fromhis shirt pocket. He
struck a match along the side of the box and waved the flame in front of the
horse. Magi ¢ Pitcher reacted i nmredi ately, although he had far too much pride to
pani c. He tossed his nagnificent head and rolled his dark eyes. He snorted and
whi nni ed softly, as a refined gentleman m ght exclaimat the beggi ng ap-proach
of a filthy wino. He just could not believe that this man was harassing himin
such a fashion. Baring his teeth he drew back into the stall.G ggling
uncontrollably, his face bright with sweat, Danny Foxen threw down the spent
mat ch and struck a second one. He drew figures in the air with the flame, |ike
a child brandi shing a Fourth of July sparkler.Trying to back farther into his
stall and finding hinself at the end of it, Magic Pitcher blew air and

whi nni ed | ouder than before. He stanped his hooves. The ni ght was suddenly
redolent with the odor of nanure.Foxen | aughed. A parrot, Magic Pitcher's pet,
whi ch had been asleep in a cage suspended fromthe pronenade ceiling, woke and
began to spit at Foxen. It flapped its wi ngs and danced nervously on its
perch.Danny lit a third match. This time he held the flane in the stall and
waved it back and forth.Finally, Magic Pitcher panicked. He threw his head
back and gave out with that curious, high-pitched screamof the terrorized

t hor oughbred. He kicked at the back of the stall. And since there was anot her
horse beyond the rear partition, the clanor doubled at once. The parrot
screeched. In seconds the horses on both sides of Magic Pitcher had joined in
t he uproar; the peace of the back-stretch, deep and soothing at three o' clock
in the norn-ing, was shattered. Trenbling with excitenment, Foxen whirled around
and ran up the stable row. He turned the corner into the service |ane that
flanked all of the barns, and he kept noving. He raced past twenty barns
before he turned down another row and recrossed the backstretch. He could
still hear the fracas in the nei ghborhood of Magic Pitcher's stall, and now
human voi ces had been added to it. Unable to suppress the giggles that rose in
himlike bubbles in chanmpagne, he returned to his kitchenette roomin the

i nexpensi ve backstretch “notel” where he | ocked the door and was safe from

di scovery. He sat down on the narrow bed and drew his knees up to his chin and
hugged his | egs. He said, “Ch, boy! Oh, brother!”He got up and paced. He took



t he box of kitchen matches fromhis shirt pocket and stared at it.He
giggled. He went to the kitchen end of the tiny roomand switched on the
nearest burner of the gas stove and placed his hands above the blue flanme |ike
a man warming hinself at a hearth. Perspiration streamed down his ruddy face.
The tremors passing through himlike vibra-tions through a tuning fork
frightened him and he wanted to stop them But he could not quell the strange
enotional nixture of joy, fear, and desperation that boiled wthin himFor
five years, ever since he had turned ei ghteen, Danny Foxen had worked on the
backstretches at Liberty Bell, Bow e, Del aware Park, Hagerstown, Century QOaks,
and several other tracks. He had begun as a pony boy, |eading the high-strung
horses to the gate for a fee of ten dollars per horse. After that he had been
a hot wal ker, cooling them down after each race. He had quickly worked up to a
groonmis station with a top-of-the-line trainer, where he was today. Consi dering
all the conplicated procedures and es-sential chores that had to be perforned
by tal ented backstretch personnel in order to keep a thoroughbred ready for
the track, the groomwas nearly as inportant to the horse's success as was the
trainer. As a groom Foxen had to water, brush, clean, bathe, and bed down his
charges. He had the unpl easant task of nucking out their stalls—and the
conparatively pleasant duty of bridling and saddling them before they raced.

If a horse becane especially attached to him he could soothe it better and
qui cker than its trainer or its pet could do, and that horse | ooked to himfor
reassurance when it was nervous as well as for confort when it was ill.Danny
Foxen had that special natural gift, that in-definable talent, that separated
the great groons fromthose who were nerely average or good. H s horses

mai nt ai ned a sonmewhat hi gher |evel of health than those cared for by other

men. Because he rubbed a horse the sane way every day, week after week, he
cane to know its body better than he knew his own. If a horse flinched during
a rubdown, at a nmonent when it had never flinched before, Danny Foxen knew
that there was sone-thing wong—a pulled |liganment, wenched nuscle, sprain,
strain, boil, splinter, something—and could di scover ex-actly what it was

al nrost as quickly as the vet coul d.But he would never make it as a trainer. If
he worked on the backstretch for the next twenty years, he would always be a
groom A trainer had to have but one obses-sion above all else: horses. And
that was only Danny's second obsession. Wth himthe first and forenost thing
was fire.Danny Foxen was a pyromani ac. Wien he was fifteen he had started a
fire in an abandoned house. The bl aze had gi ven him a sense of conpletion, a
soari ng know - edge of power, that he had never known before. Wien he was

si xteen he had kindl ed ruinous fires in another enpty house, in an occupied
apartment building, and in two parked autonobiles. Over the | ast seven years
he had set an additional twenty-one fires, glorying in each of themlike a

m ser gazing rapturously upon his gold. Fromone blaze to the next his mania
remai ned un-di i ni shed, nor had the thrill of destruction worn thin with
repetition. More than any other fire, that which raged out of con-trol through
t he backstretch of a racetrack was what nost excited Danny Foxen. In the dream
whi ch he had enjoyed at |east a thousand nights, the same hol ocaust had
titillated him the dark roofs of the barns peaking in perfect geonetric
simplicity; the still and quiet slunmber of the horses; and then the trace of
gray snmoke spiraling into the night sky and bringing with it the scent of dry
wood burning, a scent |ike exotic spices; the first denonic, scarlet flames
licking along the barn gable, flames that were |ike the tongues of

supernatural nonsters; the piercing screans of the trapped horses; hooves

sl ammed mer ci | essl y—booma- booma- booma—agai nst stabl e walls; nen shouting and
scream ng and even weepi ng; nounds of straw bursting into white |ight; shadows
projected in carnival mrror proportions, shadows that danced and | eaped and
writhed, dervish shadows full of unearthly neaning and terrifying symnbol,
Hal | owneen shadows. . . .G oaning like a man in the throes of orgasm Danny
Foxen took his hands fromthe warnth above the gas flane. He switched off the
burner and went to his bed and stretched out on his back. He closed his eyes
and thought of fire. Gadually, he grew silent, and the trenmors faded from
himFire. . .O all the fires he had started, only two of them had been on



racetracks. He was like a weak-willed fat nan on a diet that pernitted only
one piece of candy a week; he preferred to suffer w thout any candy at all for
nmont hs and nmont hs, save each weekly treat, then gorge hinself in one
deliciously sweet hour. The TRPB was too re-sourceful for anyone to escape it
after he had set dozens of backstretch fires. He could remain free to pursue
his obsession only if he carefully rationed these ultimate thrills.He thought
of the first two racetrack fires, one in Jersey and one in New York. Five
years ago: two barns burned to the ground, two other barns damaged, twelve
horses dead, four nen hospitalized with burns and snoke inhalation. Two years
ago: six barns gutted, twenty horses killed, three nmen hospitalized. . . .Fire
.Fire was the noney by which Danny Foxen lived. The fires he set consuned
t he val uabl es of other nen, and sonehow that val ue then becane his own. It
really did. He'd thought it all out carefully. WAasn't that the basic nature of
all comerce: that one nman should nake his fortune by acquiring the profits of
anot her? The crea-tion of fires was Danny's work just as the negotiations of
| oans and interest rates was the work of a banker. The bl azes thensel ves were
his financial enpires. Fire brought himenduring, although necessarily
private, status. He had done a great deal of readi ng about noney and about
mental illness, a lot of thinking. He had decided that a mental illness was
not necessarily an illness at all —nerely a difference of opinion between one
man and the rest of society. Wenever he wondered about his sanity, on those
rare occasi ons when he doubted the validity of his vocation, he could easily
quiet his own fears. He sinply rem nded hinself that he was like all nen:
chasing after riches. The only difference was that fire was the only coin he
desired; flanes were the cur-rency of his inner world. This coning Friday
ni ght, on the eve of Sweepstakes Day, he was going to be an incredibly wealthy
man. He was going to build a backstretch fire that woul d be nore destructive
than his first two racetrack fires com bi ned.



TenTuesday norni ng Edgar Garrison and Pat Jessup drove into New York City to
buy the guns. Edgar took the rented Chevrolet fromHarrisburg to Easton, and
Jessup got behind the wheel for the last half of the trip, the whole distance
broken only by one filling station stop and a break for cheeseburgers and
French fries at a drive-in. It was a silent four-hour journey. By the tine
Jessup parked on a side street in Queens at one o' clock that afternoon

neither man had said nore than a hundred words to the other.Jessup pointed

t hrough the windshield at a row of buildings across the street.Beyond littered
paverent, parked cars, and several scrawny beeches planted in holes in the

si dewal k over there, Garrison saw half a dozen connected, shabby, three-story
buil di ngs. The top two floors of each build-ing were given over to apartnents,
whi | e busi nesses oc-cupied the | owest levels. There was a dry-cl eaning shop, a
used- bookstore, a barbershop, a corner cafe, a shoe-re-pairman's niche, and a
head shop with wi ndows cramred full of gear for teen-agers. “VWhich one?”"“The
bookstore,” Jessup said.“We just walk in?”“Best way to get there.” He got out
of the car and started across the street, and Garrison followed himJessup was
wearing a new suit, but it was no nore colorful than the one he had worn on
Monday. Yesterday's suit had been a deep chocol ate brown; today's suit was

bei ge. Yesterday's shirt had been beige; today's shirt was chocol ate brown.
Yesterday's tie had been dark brown; today's tie was a creany tan shade.
So far as his clothes were concerned, the Tuesday Jessup m ght have been a

phot ogr aphi ¢ negative of the Monday Jessup. The ruby ring was still the only
bri ght el enent about him But he doesn't |ook as alien here as he did in the
country, Garrison thought. Al these shades of brown . . . it's alnost like

canoufl age here in Queens, on these ugly streets. He's a city creature,
conplete with pro-tective col oration. The used-bookstore's old gl ass door was
di vided into eight panes by thin mahogany struts. A hand-lettered yell ow sign
was pai nted over four of the panes, broken up into four neaningl ess pairs of
letters by the struts: PU LPSH OPA chain of brass bells
dangled fromthe ceiling just inside, and they chined |oudly when Jessup
opened t he door. Twel ve-f oot - hi gh bookshel ves Iined the big, unpartitioned
show oom t hat conprised the store. The book-shelves were cranmed to
overflowing with old pul p naga-zi nes—nysteries, science fiction, suspense,
romance, westerns, fantasy—and the nore recent paperback books whi ch had been
publ i shed over the last thirty years. Ex-cept for the narrow aisles, the floor
space was taken up by sixty or seventy long dining hall tables on which were
stacked countl ess thousands of paperbacks and nagazi nes. The books were
arranged so that only their spines were show ng, while the magazi nes—ahi ch
were ol der, rarer, and nore valuable, dating fromthe 1920s through the
1940s—were placed so that their glaring, lurid rai nbow covers could be seen
and admired. Garrison read sone of the titles on the nearest table: Captain
Future, Weird Tales, Thrilling Detective, Ace Sports Stories, Wstern Trails.
The slightly sulfurous snell of decaying pulp paper hung in the room
like a Southern Belle's perfune drifting above a porch swing on a
suffocatingly hot August night.A nman in a wheelchair rolled down one of the
ai sles and stopped in front of them He was in his mddle fifties,
white-haired, white bearded, with eyes the col or of grayed-out printer's ink
sneared on an age-yell owed page. Hs arnms were nuscul ar, hairy, powerful; but
his legs were conpl etely wasted, nothing but bones and tendons |lying at sharp
angl es under his trousers.He said, “Hello, Pat. Wio's your friend?” H s voice

was mel odic. He could probably sing well.“H s nane's Edgar,” Jessup said."“d ad
to neet you, Edgar,” the cripple said. “My nane's Bill McGII.” He sniled. They
shook hands. Garrison expected a bone-crush-ing grip, overconpensation for the
usel ess legs. But Mc-G Il was confident of the great strength in his corded
arms. He didn't have to make a show of it. H s hand-shake was gentle.“You're
in luck,” MG Il said. “No custoners. |'Il lock up, and we can get right down

to business.” He attended to the door. Then, wheeling the electrically powered
chair a full hundred-eighty degrees, he depressed a control switch with his

right hand and streaked past Garrison toward a freight elevator at the back of
the store. The pages of the old magazines rustled in the breeze he nmade going



by them “Come on!”The rear half of the enornous basenent was no dif-ferent
fromthe store overhead. Tens of thousands of ol d books and nagazi nes
overfl owed from bookshel ves and cardboard cartons.“lt must have taken a | ong

tinme to collect all this,” Garrison said as he followed MG II toward the
front of the basenent.“All ny life.”"Do you really make any noney dealing in
then?”McG Il stopped in front of a bookcase and ran his fingers over the
spines of a set of Galaxy. “About ten thousand a year. | could make a | ot nore
if I could bring nyself to sell the better stuff. You know, | have seven

conplete sets of Black Mask, three in mint con-dition. Five sets of Wird
Tales. And they're worth thousands. But | can't give themup. These books and
magazines . . . They've been ny life. 1've been crippled since | was six.” He
turned abruptly fromthe nagazi nes and continued toward the front of the
basenent. The cellar was divided into two roons, and the second room at the
front of the building was where McG || kept his guns. Two hundred rifles,

shot guns, and handguns were di splayed in velvet-lined cases, on wooden lifts,
and on wall racks. Another three hundred guns filled cardboard boxes al ong one

wal | ; these were nostly revol vers and automatics that needed cl eani ng and
re-pair work. The room al so contained a small, gas-fired forge, cooling pots
in which metal could be nelted and shaped, a drill press, a lathe, a

netal -cutting band saw, and cabinets full of tools. The legs of all the

machi nes and the vise benches had been trimmed to bring the work surfaces down
to where a paraplegic could use themin confort.Facing themin his wheel chair,
his back to the forge, his hands on the arns of his chair and his fingers

poi sed above the controls as if he were ready to take flight, Mc-G Il smled
at Jessup and said, “Wat do you need?””Four handguns.”“That's all?"“That's to
start.”“Revolvers?”“They' || have to be carried in waistbands.”“Automatics
then. Less of a bul ge.”“What have you got?”"MG || wheel ed over to one of the
wor kbenches, and they followed him He indicated the first four pistols in a
row of eighteen or twenty. “l can give you a matched set.”“They | ook |ike

Br owni ngs. "“You got it. Browning M 35 high-power sem automatics. Good

manuf acturer: FN, Belgium you know. They're old guns, fromthe war, but |'ve
taken a lot of care rebuilding them The only drawbacks are its 9-mm Luger
caliber and the lack of a double-action trigger.”"“Good enough for us.”“If you
say so.”“1t'Il hit hard enough.”“Li ke a sl edgehamer,” MG || agreed. Edgar
stood to one side, feeling awkward and out of place, |ooking fromone man to
the other as if he were a conmic imtating a spectator at a tennis match. He
knew sonet hi ng about guns; he certainly knew how to use one. But he was no
great marksman and no expert on firearns.“Wat's the nagazi ne hol d?” Jessup
asked. “Ten?"“Thirteen.”“That's nore inportant than the doubl e-action. \Wat
about accuracy?”Mc@ |l picked up one of the pistols. “As good as any damed

Br owni ng made—and better than sone. No detachabl e, |oose nuzzle bushing like
you have on nost standard .45's and .38 Supers. Forward end of the frame has
extra grooves to reduce play. Trigger action's sinple.” He gave the gun to
Jessup. Jessup studied it lovingly. His hard eyes softened, and a snile played
across his thick lips. “Nice.” He passed it to Edgar.“Only one other thing,”
MG Il said. “You' ve got to watch that exposed hammer. It'Il bite your hand on
the recoil if you aren't used to it. Practice should solve the
problem ” Garri son exam ned the gun with far |less affection than Jessup had
shown. It was heavier than he had expected, two pounds or more. The barrel was
slightly under five inches. The richly cross-hatched rubber grip was marred by
only one screw. It was all flat planes, clean lines, with absolutely no
decoration. It was quite ob-viously a nmlitary gun and not a sportsman's

pi ece. Re-luctantly, Garrison began to face the fact that, as Annie feared, it
was highly likely that some innocent bystander would be hurt. The Browni ng was
a cold, w cked-I|ooking weapon, as deadly as they came.He gave it back to

MG II."“Serial nunbers clean?”“There are no serial nunbers,” MGI| said. “I
took care of that when | rebuilt them Not even the acid nethod will bring
anything to the surface. The barrels have all been rebored for accuracy, so no
bullet is going to bear the same marks it would have carried if you'd used

t hese guns before | got to them No one's going to connect these pieces with



any job but the one you're going to pull. Rest easy, Pat.”“W'l|l take them”
Jessup said.“Ammunition?”“Two clips for each gun, both clips full. And maybe a

hundred rounds for target practice. Hand-packed.”“That's all | sell.”"How
much?”McG@ || thought about it for a nmoment. He scratched his beard. “Wth
ammunition . . . and considering all the work |I've done on them. . . Two and
a half each.”“Two hundred.”McG || grimaced. “l1 don't give them away.”"You

bought them for maybe twenty-five bucks apiece,” Jessup said sourly.“l got a
ot of sweat in them”“W could knock you out of that wheel chair and just walk
off with them Wuldn't have to pay you a dine.”“Wait a mnute, Pat,” Garrison
sai d, shocked. “We have the noney. | have the nmoney.”“Shut up,” Jessup
said.Smling, MG Il said, “Sure, you could throw me over. |I'mjust a helpless
cripple. But you'd never get any nore guns fromme. And wouldn't it be foolish
to | ose the best source you have? Renenber, you're not just buying guns.

You' re buying safe guns.”“Two hundred,” Jessup said. MG || shrugged. “Two and
a quarter.”“You're a real thief, McGIIl.”“Look who's tal king.”"“That woul d be
ni ne hundred for the four of then?” Jessup asked. .“In cash.”"It's a

deal .”Garrison opened his wallet. He realized that the pur-chase of these
illegal guns was a crimnal act. He could go to jail for this alone. But if he
hesitated now, there would be no robbery at Century Caks, no noney, no future
but one of hard work and self-denial. He counted out nine hundred dollars and
gave it to the crippled man. H's hands were shaking. The cripple's hands were
rock steady.“Sonething else?” MG |l asked as if he were any ordinary
department -store sal esman. Jessup said, “This is the kind of job where we need
to scare the crap out of people to make them cooperate. Nothing scares people
better than a subrmachine gun. A big one. Wgly.”“Ch, sure!” MG Il said

warnmng to the idea, patting the shirt pocket where he had tucked the nine

hundred doll ars. “I have what you need.”Because the cripple reacted so
blithely, so matter-of-factly, Garrison said, “Jesus! | don't believe this! Is
t here anything you don't have?”“Yeah,” McG Il said. “lI'mone issue short of a

complete set of Doc Savage and three issues short of a mnt set of Dine
Mystery Magazine. It bugs the hell out of me.”Shortly before two o' clock
Wednesday norning, Barry St. Cyr's nen rolled the stolen helicopter out of the
hangar and parked it in the mddle of the runway. The craft was a Kaman
Huski e, the United States Air Force's standard crash rescue and genera

[ iai son chopper. The gray and orange-red Air Force paint job had been covered
over by a bright yellow master coat with black markings. The copter rested on
four hydraulically cushi oned wheels, the front wheels smaller and set for
lighter stresses than the rear wheels. The nose of it, a Plexiglas bubble,

gl eaned with moonlight and with the light that streaned fromthe w ndows of

t he house; and although it was a smooth, one-piece, curved plane, the

Pl exi gl as now re-senbled a giant, nmultifaceted eyeball. The fusel age was boxy,
topped with a Lycom ng T53 shaft-turbine power plant and a pyram dal rmachinery
housi ng. At the apex of the pyram d rested the four intermeshing, angled
rotors. At the very tail an array of huge stabilizers |ooked |ike posterior

wi ngs on a noth. Indeed, perched in the center of the runway w th nothing near
toit, the helicopter |ooked quite like a gigantic insect in a specinen
tray.On the side of the rescue bay doors there was a sign, black on yell ow,

t hat sai d: Rot o- Transport General CargoPeri shabl es Handl edM neol a, New Yor k\When
Savestio had clinbed into the pilot's seat and St. Cyr settled into the
copilot's bucket beside him Domnick said, “Is there really a

Rot o- Transport?”“Not in M neola or anywhere else,” Barry said. “My invention
Ki nd of sounds real, doesn't it?"“Sure does.”St. Cyr took a |l ong swallow from
the can of Budwei ser he had brought with him In the |ast few days Domi ni ck
had | earned that Barry was rarely without a can of beer. He consumed the stuff
i ke sonme nen chai n-snoked cigarettes. He had not been such a heavy drinker in
the arny, in Nam This single, newy acquired habit was the only evidence of
the fierce tension under which he operated in this high-pressure world of
weapons dealing. Despite the really incredible nunber of beers he drank each
day, he was never drunk; constantly pacing, jabbering, gesturing nervously, he
burned off the al cohol as fast as he absorbed it. “Ckay, let's run through the



whol e fucking thing one nore time, just to be safe.”Dom nick sighed and shook
his head. “Barry, | know what to do. Really. | swear.”“Sure, sure. But let's
go through it one nore tinme anyway. Never can be too careful. Okay . . . Wen
you lift off fromhere, you go southeast to—"Scranton.”"Good boy. Gve ne
your flight plan. Course. Al the |l andmarks you should be able to see.
Everything.”Donminick rattled it off.“Remenber,” St. Cyr said, “with the
auxiliary tanks you' ve got a max range of five hundred mles.”“Mre than
enough.”“But only if you keep your air speed down between one hundred and

one-ten. Faster than that, you' re going to gobble fuel like a street juicer
sucki ng down Thunder-bird wi ne. At an average hundred-five you ought to reach
the airfield at Scranton by sunrise, four hours fromnow You'll be

expect ed—and you can trust the nan there. After Scranton . . . well, then

you' re on your own, honky.”"“Wat happens to Peter Yavich?” That was the nane
on the set of false identification papers which Barry had nailed to Dom nick a
week ago and whi ch Dom ni ck had used when he'd crossed into Canada on
Sat ur day. “What coul d happen to hin? He never existed. He'll just fade away.
Goi ng, going, gone . . ."“The border records. Wat about those? They take
nanes and addresses.”“Sure. But there are only two reasons why the border
aut horities would ever check to see if Yavich recrossed the boundary back into
the States. One: if the cops asked them But the cops don't even know about
t he Yavi ch papers. They never will know. And Peter Yavich isn't wanted for any
crime. So why should they ask? Two: Yavich's fanmly m ght ask about himif he
was gone | onger than he intended to be. But Yavich doesn't exist. He has no
famly. No one to ask after him W've sealed it up tight, Dom” He drank sone
beer. Shaki ng his head with unconceal ed admiration, Savestio said, “You sure
are somethin'. You sure are.”St. Cyr grinned. “Ain't that the truth?” He
braced the can of beer between his knees, unzipped his vinyl jacket, and
brought out a fat manila envel ope which he passed to Dom nick.“Wat"'s
t hi s?”* Sonet hi ng could go wong. You mght get away—but one of the others
gets nailed. And he rats on you to save hinself. And the cops come after you.
So |'ve got together another set of papers for you: passport, driver's
license from Chio, Social Security card, birth certificate, BankAmericard,
Mast er Charge, other things. But don't use the credit cards. You couldn't pass
them They're included mainly to nake the rest of the stuff | ook authentic.
This time you' re Charles Anmory Haney, a high school physical education
instructor from Cl evel and. You | ook the part with those shoul ders and biceps
of yours. Haney is unmarried. Thirty years old. Before you use it, read
everything in the envelope.”“Al|l these forged papers nust be costin' you,”
Savestio said. He slipped the envel ope into the nmessage pouch in the Iining of
t he copter door.“Not much.”“Coupl e thousand.”“So you pay ne back when you' ve
knocked over Century Gaks.” St. Cyr raised the beer can and drained the | ast
of the Budweiser. “Cot to get a fresh can,” he said. “And you've got to nove.”
He held out his hand. “Luck.”“You too.”“l was born with it, baby.”St. Cyr slid
out of the helicopter and slamred the copilot's door. He ran across the dark
runway to the rusting hangar, turned, and waved. Savesti o covered his ears with
the thick mufflers of the radi o headset—ot to receive or send any nessages,
but to protect his ears fromthe cataclysnmc thunder of the engine and rotors.
He put on the panel lights and studied the flight controls with which he had
fam liarized hinmself yesterday afternoon. He worked the choke and punched the
starter. Overhead the turbine coughed and whined, roared to |ife. Keeping one
foot jamred down on the brake bar, Dom nick switched on the rotors and
gradually fed power to themuntil he had brought themup to full cycle. The
chopper shuddered, strained to the left, and tried to rise. He renoved his
foot fromthe brake and took the Kaman Huskie up into the moon-filled Canadi an
night.He circled once over the buildings.Barry St. Cyr was still down there,
wavi ng. You' || get it back, Dom nick thought. | swear to God you will. And nore
than twenty-five thousand. A whole lot nore. Even if 1 got to cramit down
your throat.He headed the Kaman Huski e sout heast. The nmoon | ay behi nd hi m now.
The | andscape was pale, ghostly, as if dusted with ashes. The forest was |ike
amllion fingers reaching up for him He maintained a flight altitude only



thirty feet higher than the trees. Every tine the trees fell away and he found
hi nsel f over open | and, he dropped down to eighty feet. He couldn't risk
showi ng up on radar and drawi ng the attention of an air traffic controller who
woul d want to know his identity and destination.Holding his air speed at
slightly better than a hundred niles an hour, Dom nick honed on conmerci al
radi o signals that emanated fromthe southeast, toward Scranton. His first
beacon was a station in Ham lton, Ontario. Then Buffal o, New York. Bi nghanton
And at last he locked into a classical nusic FM station broadcasting out of
Scrant on, Pennsylvani a. He encountered no other aircraft. He was not picked up
on radar, and he did not stray fromhis course. At a quarter past six
Wednesday mnorning he |l ocated Bishop's air field five mles from Scranton. The
trip had been uneventful.Bi shop's was a nodest airstrip that could not handle
anything larger than a tw n-engine prop plane. It boasted five | ong hangars
and a one-story office building that were all in good repair. The roof of the
of fice bore the field' s nane in huge white letters.In front of the hangar
farthest fromthe office, a flat oak |anding platform supported by twelve
small tires was hitched to a tractor. The tractor was facing into the

hangar. They were expecting himjust as Barry had sai d. Donmi ni ck put the Kaman
Huski e down neatly in the center of the oak rectangle. He cut the rotors and
switched off the turbine, freed hinmself fromthe headset. Even before the
rotors had fully stopped, a man in a dark plaid raincoat cane out of the
hangar. He swung onto the tractor seat and towed the helicopter

i nsi de. Dom ni ck unbuckl ed his safety harness. Wen the platformwas parked he
got out of the Huskie.The inside of the hangar was dimy lighted. Aside from
some | eftover construction materials, the helicopter and the tractor seened to
be the only things in the big building. The man in the raincoat had a hawk
nose, black eyes, and hair the color of a bullet casing. He stuttered. “One
th-th-thing I want t-t-to make c-clear straight off, | d-don't want
t-t-to know what you're mxed up in.”"“Good enough,” Dom nick said.“l've got a
motel roomfor you.”“I'll get my suitcases fromthe chopper.”Qutside, the
stranger paused to shut the hangar doors. “This b-b-barn's not in use. None of
my men will c-c-cone here.”They went up to the main office and got into a

| at e- nopdel Bui ck. The stuttering man drove away fromthe airfield."“The chopper
needs to be fueled,” Dom nick said.“R-R Right. F-Fueled. Mintenance?”“Better
give it the standard once-over.”“Wen you need it?”“Saturday nornin'.
Early.”“I1t'l1 b-b-b-be ready.”Three mles away fromthe airfield, the
stuttering man drove into a notel parking | ot and stopped in front of Room
Forty-four. He handed the key to Dom nick. “J-J-Just call if you need
anything. St. Cyr's a f-friend.”“ls there anywhere | can rent a car?”"“F-Front
d- d-desk. Mdtel has c-cars.”Dom ni ck nodded and started to get out of the

Bui ck. “You want a woman?”He | ooked back. The stranger was grinning.“Wat ?”
Dom ni ck asked. “Wman. You want f-f-f-fucked?”“No, thanks.”“1'll arrange it.
She's p-pretty.”“Forget it,” Dom nick said sharply.“D-Didn't nean to offend
Just a f-favor for a f-f-friend of St. Cyr's.”Dominick took his two suitcases
into the notel room He undressed, took a long hot bath, and tried to sleep. He
had been up all night, and he was weary. But he couldn't stop thinking about
the stranger's offer. A woman. A pretty woman. You want f-f-f-fucked? He began
to fantasize about her, the way she mi ght have | ooked: |ong hair, blue eyes,
enornous breasts, legs that went on forever. . . . Before he could get caught
up by the fantasy, he took a paperback novel fromhis suit-case and sat down
to read hinmself to sleep. You want f-f-f-fucked? F-F-F-Fucked? He finally had
to take one of his sleeping capsules. Half an hour later as he drifted into a
dream he wondered what that pretty girl would have said when she saw that he
had lost his testicles and nost of his penis to a booby trap in Vietnam He
wept softly in his sleep.



El evenWhen he had finally decided to let WIllie Denver contact sone friends
and get this caper noving, Edgar Garrison had been afraid that the days

| eading up to the robbery would be torturous. He was sure that Sweepstakes
Week would crawl past, that tine would imtate cold nolasses. Wth each mnute
passing |ike an hour, he would certainly | ose his energy and courage. Yet that
was not what had happened. Instead, the week was rushing past: a speeded-up
film a 45-rpm phonograph record played at 78 rpm It dizzied him It
frightened him If they had not already flashed beyond the point of no return
then they were rapidly approach-ing it.The trip into Queens, the buying of the
guns, and the return trip had made a hectic Tuesday. Wdnesday, Lou Velinsk
had returned from New York City minus two thousand dollars of his own noney
but plus a plastic key card that woul d open the cash room door at Century
Oaks. He had paid two grand to a private detective for it. The detective had
sl i pped one thousand to a conputer expert who worked for Pro-Teck, and the
card had come through within twenty-four hours. Wednesday afternoon and
evening the entire team with the exception of Savestio, got together to run

t hrough the plans once nore and to practice with the Browning pistols in a
grove of maples far back on Annie's farm Thursday norni ng Dom ni ck Savestio
had driven to Harrisburg. Garrison and Annie took himout to the clearing in

t he woods where he would have to land and lift off in the helicopter on

Sat urday. Savesti o exam ned the birch-framed observation point on the crown of
the ridge, and he used Edgar's Zei ss bi nocul ars—whi ch he kept—+to find the

wi ndow at whi ch Annie would stand to give the go-ahead signal. Wile Annie
timed him Savestio ran down the ridge to the center of the clearing. He was

el even seconds sl ower than Edgar had been, but he was not breathing very hard
when he finished. He was a broad-shoul dered, barrel-chested man with nore
stam na and strength than he would need to conplete his end of the job.Wen
Savestio left for Scranton at four o'clock that afternoon, Edgar went out to
the mapl e grove to have a second practice session with the Browning. O the
hundred spare rounds McG Il had sold them about fifteen bullets remained. He
i ntended to use all of themon a man-form paper target he had drawn hinsel f."“I
t hought you couldn't use the gun,” Annie said. “l thought you couldn't shoot
anyone.”“l probably can't. But if | can, then | want to be able to do it
well.”He killed the paper man three tines, wounded himfive tines, and mi ssed
hi m al t oget her seven tines.If he were real and had a gun, Edgar thought, then
I'"d be dead seven tines.Later he and Annie ate Del noni co steaks, baked
pot at oes, and huge green salads with hard rolls. He had a trenendous appetite.
The condemmed nman eating well ?Starting in the shower and progressing to the
bedroom they made love. It was nore intense for himthan he had ever known it
could be, and he thought she was shaken by it too: every position, every
sensation, every rhythm and pace, a sweet dark thrill showering into |ong
streamers of light, death mixed up with it somewhere and some-how. \Wen he
reached his climx at last, after she'd had three of her own, she was sitting
astride him He was staring up into her beautiful eyes. Huge eyes. Gazelle
eyes . . . They grew even wi der as she felt himspurting into her, and then
she cl osed them and col | apsed agai nst him The cl ock on the nightstand

regi stered one o' clock Friday norning when she broke a |long nmutual silence and
said, “Do you think there's such a thing as honor anong thieves?”“Wat do you
mean?”“Can we trust then?”He caressed her breasts.“Can we?"“Sure,” he
said.“We're amateurs.”“You trust Wllie, don't you?""WIllie, yes.”"And
Lou?”“Yes. """ Savestio seens |ike an awfully gentle man to be in-volved in
something like this. And Greenfield with his notebook.”She turned on her side
and nestled against him one armacross his chest. She was still warm from
sex, and she snelled pleasantly of perfunme and perspiration. “What about
Jessup?”“We can trust him” But his nouth was suddenly dry. He was gl ad the
roomwas dark and that she couldn't see his face. He recalled the way Jessup
had threatened the cripple, MGII. . . .“l don't trust him”“He's pulled
dozens of robberies,” Edgar said. “And he's never killed his partners
before.”“So far as we know.”“WIllie and Lou would know. If Jessup was
untrust-worthy, they wouldn't work with him And do you think he could kil



you or me without WIllie and Lou getting hin?”She thought about it."“Well?"“I
guess we have to trust him”"“There's enough noney for everyone.”“He's
creepy.”“You'll never see himagain after Saturday.”"Thank God.”“W can stil
back out.”“No,” she said. “It's just that . . . | don't want to ever |ose
you.”"He cleared his throat. “Nothing's going to happen to either of us,” he
said thickly. He thought of those four dead nen lying on the granite bank

steps. . . . And he thought of his dead wife, Helen: coughing up bl oody
phl egm her face white as a fish belly, breathing raggedly in that oxygen
tent, gasping and heaving. . . . “Nothing,” he said. “It's our turn. W're

both overdue for a little luck. Alittle dignity. A chance. Everything' s going
to be fine.”Jessup was |ying nude on the notel bed. All night he had been
wor ki ng off the nervous energy that built up in himbefore a major job. He

still had a lot of it to burn out of him Wen the |ong-1egged brunette cane
out of the bathroom he said, “Come here.”She stopped where she was.“Cone
here.”“Christ, again?”“l put five hundred bucks in your purse,” he said. “You
haven't earned it out yet.”“l feel ninety years old.”He smled. “W'Ill|l keep
going till you look it.”She came over to the bed. Her breasts bounced.“That's
the girl.”“What do you want?”“Put it in your nouth,” he said.She brightened a

little.“For a start,” he said.She frowned. “You' re gonna tear ne apart.”He

| aughed. Si ghi ng, she settled between his legs.“Very nice,” he said as her
nmout h cl osed over him She went at it enthusiastically. She was trying to trick
himinto a fast finish.“That's enough,” he said harshly, pulling free of her
lips.“You' d like it.”"1'Il like the other better.”He nade her stretch out on
her back. Then he opened her legs and thrust into her w thout prelimnnaries.
He slammed in and out of her with such force and speed that, by his brutality,
he transformed the nature of the act. He made | ove in much the same way that
he m ght beat a man to death with his fists.Wen he rolled off her, spent, she
| ay moani ng softly for several minutes. Then she slid off the bed, stood. She
went over to the desk chair and picked up her panties.“Wat are you doi ng?” he
asked.“Ch, | got to look ninety by now "“You' re beautiful.”Her |ips trenbled.

“I"'mgoing.”“Like hell.”*“l am”"He got off the bed."“Stay away from ne.”"“You
aren't leaving.”“l've earned the goddamed five hundred!” She was shivering as
if the roomwere cold.“You aren't worth nore than twenty bucks a

throw "“Bastard.”“You try to leave and 1'l|l beat the shit out of you,” he
said. He fisted his hands. She stared at him “Maybe even kill you.”“You'd
never.”“ls that so?""1'd scream ”"“Your throat would be crushed.”“Ch, CGod.”"1'm

God here,” he said.Tears forned in her eyes.“Now, now,” he said with nock
symnpat hy. She dropped her filny panties and wi ped the tears from her cheeks.
She stood straighter and tried to stop shaking. Gving hima big, toothy
smle, she said, “Wll . . . well! How about a drink?”“Sure. You m x."” She

busi ed herself with the whiskey bottle, 7-Up, ice, and glasses.Sitting with
hi s back agai nst the headboard of the bed, he watched her. Wen she gl anced
over her shoulder at him he smiled and nodded. She | ooked qui ckly away, and
he | aughed again. The bitch! He had been done with her—but then she'd gotten
up to go without asking his permssion first. Now, he'd have her again just to
prove that she couldn't wal k out on him Tonorrow ni ght there would be anot her
worman. A bl onde. Yeah, that would be a nice change. He'd wear her out too. He
was |ike that before a job, horny, too dammed energetic for his own good. He
had to work it off if he was going to be calmand collected for the heist.He
was even nmore nervous than usual this tinme. The Century Oaks operation was
conplicated and woul d de-mand everything they could give it. Alot of things
m ght go wong. And even if it were a snmooth operation, slick as ice, he m ght
get into trouble in that clearing. Wien he tried to cut down the rest of them
with the machine gun . . . Wen he nade a play for all the noney . . . He got
tense just thinking about it.ln nmore than twenty years as a freel ance hei st
artist, Jessup had never made a grab for the whole bundle. He'd taken his
share and been happy. He had treated his partners fairly, right down the I|ine.
He knew that if he didn't level with them the news would be all over the
freelancers' network within a few nonths. No one would want to work with him
The only jobs he would have were those he could pull off alone; and that kind



of heist was rare. So . . . in the past honesty had al ways pai d. Century Qaks
was a different story. The whole take would hit two million bucks. Maybe nore.
And that was enough to set Jessup up for life. He wouldn't have to work
anynore. Invested, it would earn at |east a hundred-forty thousand dollars a
year. Hell, he could live on the interest and never even touch the
principal!Two mllion . . .That was worth six mnurders: Denver, Velinski
Geen-field, Savestio, Garrison, and the Sherred worman. The brunette sat down
on the edge of the bed and gave himhis drink. She was strutting her breasts
and smling broadly, trying desperately to make up to him “Hey,” she said
with false gaiety, “what ya thinkin'? You look |like the cat that ate the old
canary.”He smled coldly. “I'"'mgoing to eat the whole dammed fl ock.”



Twel veFri day norning, as he had done every norning that week, Jack Killigan
woke with a fierce hangover. He was drenched with sweat. He felt as if his
head were doi ng an apache dance with the rest of his body for a partner.He

| ooked at the clock: ten minutes past el even.He was going to be abysnmally late
at the track.“Christ!” H's voice was an i nhuman croak. & all the hangovers he
had endured this was the nost stubborn. A long hot shower did little to

di ssipate the pain in his skull and down the back of his neck. Nor did he get
nmore than a mninmumof relief fromtwo Anacins, several poached eggs, five
cups of coffee, or fromtwo nore Anacins. At a quarter past twelve he

tel ephoned Ml ly Barnes. “Wat's the weather report?”“d oudy,” she said.

“Warm No precipitation ex-pected.”“Excellent.” At |east they were getting
good weat her for Sweepstakes Week. “Look, I'mgoing to be fairly late getting
in today.” He was certain there was no trace of a hangover in his voice. “Sone
errands to run.”“Not hing's happeni ng here anyway,” she said. “Not until two

o' clock this afternoon. Then you have an ap-pointment with M. Harry

Zuver beck.”“From the County Board of Assessors?”“That's the Zuverbeck.”"Wen
was this arranged?”“He called this norning. Sounded nervous. He was very

anxious to see you.”Killigan closed his eyes and massaged t he back of his neck
with his free hand. H's thoughts were |ike shards of glass.“"M. K?"“1'm here,”
he said. “Thinking . . . |I've got a neeting scheduled with the whol e board
tomorrow norning—w th the track | awyer. Now he wants to come to ne?”“You' ve
got the board scared,” she said.“l doubt that. They're hard boys, every one of
them They don't scare easily.”“You'll know at two o'clock.”“1'Il be in by

then.”He had nore coffee and Anacins. At one o' clock he tel ephoned the Janifer
horse farm and asked for Rita. The maid who answered the phone said, “Mss
Janifer isn't in, M. Killigan. May | take a nmessage?”“Wen do you expect her
back?”“l couldn't say.”“Wat nunber can | reach her at?"“She didn't say where
she was going, sir.”He thought: Bullshit.He said, “lI see.”“Wuld you like to

| eave a nessage?”H s stomach burned fromtoo nuch coffee and too many Anacins.
He still had a headache. He was in a rotten nmood, and this inpenetrable
servant wasn't hel p-ing anything.“l've been | eaving nessages all week,” he
said.“Yes, sir.” Her tone was noncommittal.This was quite hunmiliating. He felt
as if he were craw-ing on his belly.He persevered: “Has she gotten
then?”"1've personally handed each of your nessages to her, M. Killigan,” the
mai d sai d.“But she hasn't returned ny calls.”*No sir.” Her voice was
neutral . He sighed. “Ckay. G ve her another nmessage. But not just ny name and

nunber this time. She knows those. . . . Do you have a pen and not epad?”"Yes,
sir.”“Tell her . . . the grass is getting high in my back lawn. It's al npost
like a feather mattress. | want to know if | should mow it or just let it

be.”At last the maid | et sone enotion into her voice: curiosity. “Verbatim
sir?”He smled. “Verbatim Read it back, please.”She did.“That's fine.”“l"'ll
give this to Mss Janifer the nmoment she returns.”“You do that.”He hung

up. Ever since the “rape” in the first hour of Tuesday norning, R ta had
refused to speak to him After crying loudly for nore than half an hour, she
had finally come out of the bathroom but only to get dressed and to | eave as
qui ckly as she could. If he had not known her so well and had not been to bed
with her so often, Killigan would have thought that she was a virgin from whom
he had just stolen the one irreplaceabl e treasure; she was a damed convi nci ng
actress. She would not respond to his apol ogy. She woul d not even | ook at him
The one time he tried to touch her she jerked violently away fromhim In the
three | ong days since that ugly scene, she had used her father's servants to
ef fectively bl ock every ap-proach he nade to her. The worst of it was his
inability to function well w th-out her. Wen she had cone hone from
California a week ago—the first tinme he'd seen her in nearly two years—he had
known at once that the old desire still bound themto each other. But he

t hought it could not possibly be as strong, as commanding as it had once been
However, in only two days she had managed to erase the mi ssing years until he
felt as if they had never been apart. As in the past, his days were soon
centered on Rita; and he was never so alive as when he was with her. H's
desire swiftly becane an obsession. And the obsession now bordered on



mani a. Madness?He didn't know what to do about it.She was sinply no dammed good
for him She was poi son. He knew that. She woul d destroy hi msooner or |ater
Probably sooner. Neverthel ess, his need for her was as fundanmental as his need
for air, water, and food.He tried to understand why.It was beyond him The only
antidote he knew for the pain of being w thout her was bourbon. For the | ast

t hree days he had paced his days and evenings with whi skey in double shots.
The pain receded a bit, went behind a fuzzy curtain. Wien he went hone after
the I ast race each night, the pace accelerated rapidly, and the curtain grew
as dense as oilcloth. Because of the bourbon he was not as sharp and quick as
he had been during the |ast several nonths. He needed nore tine than usual to
come up with solutions to the daily problens at the track. Yesterday he had
even fouled up two or three m nor but essential chores. . . .Wen he arrived
at the racetrack at one-thirty Friday afternoon, he decided to kill the
hangover wi th bourbon. Twenty m nutes before his appointnent with Harry
Zuverbeck, Killigan tossed down his first drink of the day. The hangover faded
whi l e he washed the glass and returned it to the bar; but he was still not in
a pl easant nood when Mol ly showed Zuverbeck into his office.Wen the visitor
settled into a crushed velvet armchair, Killigan offered hima drink."“No

t hanks,” Zuverbeck said.“Mnd if | have one?”“Go right ahead.”As he poured the
bourbon Killigan said, “lI like one drink before |unch. Sharpens the
appetite.”“You haven't had lunch yet?”“Busy day.”“Ch, well, if I'm keeping you
fromlunch—2“No, no, no,” Killigan said. He returned to his chair and sipped
at his whiskey. “I couldn't eat until | knew what this was all about. Wy did
you want to see ne?”Harry Zuverbeck was a chubby, ruddy-faced Dutch-man. Hi s
recedi ng yellow hair was cut arnmy style. His suit was sonber, conservative. He
carried hinself like a retired drill sergeant.“lIt's about this neeting
tomorrow,” Zuverbeck sai d“Wat about it?"“It could be—sessy.”“l expect it to
be.”Killigan disliked Zuverbeck. Encouraged by the bour-bon gl ow that had
cured his hangover, he resolved not to neet Zuverbeck hal fway. The Dut chman sat
up very straight in his chair. “The newspapers want to have a representative
at tomorrow s board neeting—and by law they' re allowed.”“Ch?"Killigan knew he
was going to enjoy every mnute of this."“Sone reporters got the word that you
expected to prove that the County Board of Assessors is guilty of

corrupt practices.” He blinked his eyes slowy like a lizard in the sun.“Were
woul d they ever get that idea?”Zuverbeck's jaw was set |ike concrete. “I
suppose either you or your |awer alerted the newsnmen. That doesn't nmatter

What matters is what you're going to say tonmorrow nmorning. It'll be in the
papers.”“lt sure will.”“The other board nenbers and | have reputations to
protect. Even the wildest slander is believed these days. Therefore . . . to

save oursel ves undeserved adverse pub-licity, we'd like to see if this

di sagreement can be ironed out before tomorrow. Now. Here. Between you and ne.
| have the board's authority to settle on terms.”Killigan feigned shock. “Wy,
sir! Are you saying that any corrupt practices of the Board of Assessors ought
to be hidden fromthe public?”Zuverbeck stiffened. “There are no corrupt
practices.”“Then what are you afraid of ?” The Dutchman said nothing. He was an
attorney with many years of practice behind him He knew when to be

silent.Killigan drank his bourbon. At |last Harry Zuverbeck grew tired of
waiting. “What will you say tonorrow?”“l won't have a | ong and conpli cated
speech,” Kil-ligan said snugly. “I'Il just outline the facts.”“As you see

them "The bastard really is scared, Killigan thought. Are all the board
menbers paper tigers? Have they managed to work their racket just because no
one has called themon it?Killigan raised a finger. “Fact Number One. Each
spring the County Board of Assessors nmmils out a tax statement based on an
assessment that has increased terrifically fromthe previous year.”“Property
val ues do go up.”“If they went up as fast as the board pretends they do,”
Killigan said, “every man in the real -estate game would be able to hobnob wth
Howar d Hughes.” He raised another finger. “Fact Number Two. Every bi g business
in the county gets hit fairly hard, but Century Oaks really takes it on the
chin. This year our assessnent went up so high that our tax bill is one
hundred and ten thousand dollars higher than | ast year's bill.”The Dutchman



stared at him The nuscles bulged in his jaws.Killigan was really beginning to
enjoy hinmself. “Fact Nunber Three. Although the tax bill soars every year, it
is not necessary for Century Gaks to pay the increase. Instead, we can file an
abat ement cal cul ated on | ast year's evaluation.”“Standard procedure on every
board in the country,” Zuverbeck said sourly."“Fact Nunber Four. Although we
keep a fine young | awyer on retainer to handle all of the racetrack's other

| egal problenms, and although three of the ten owners of Century Gaks are
top-notch lawers in good standing with the Pennsyl vani a Bar Association, this
tax abatenent procedure is so conplicated that none of this available | ega
expertise is good enough to deal with it. The one tine the track tried using
its own attorney it got no abatenent at all. Until it hired the right
defenders. To get an abatenent the track must enploy very talented, very
speci ali zed | awyers.”“l can do w thout the sarcasm” the Dutchman said. " Yes,
but reporters love it.”Zuverbeck scow ed. Killigan ignored him “These
specialists will present the track's case to the Board of Assessors and do the
job so well they'll get ninety-five percent of our tax increase retracted. It
we hire these wonderful nen to deal with our current problem we wll nost
likely pay only ten thousand dollars in increased taxes instead of a
hundred-ten thousand like it says on our new bill.”“1"'ve heard enough,”

Zuver beck said.“No, you haven't,” Killigan said. “You were sent here to learn
what |'mgoing to say tonorrow+to | earn what the newspapers are going to be
sayi ng on Sunday.”lf Zuverbeck wasn't careful he was going to overstrain his

facial muscles until he popped apart like a plastic nodel.Killigan finished
hi s bourbon. He was feeling good, damed good. Confronted with a bastard |ike
this, Killigan felt saintly."“Fact Nunber Five. For convincing the Board of

Assessors that it had badly over-assessed Century OCaks, for saving the
racetrack a cool hundred thousand dollars in property taxes, these—fine—hell
magni fi cent —special -ists receive a fee equal to twenty percent of what they
saved us. Twenty thousand dollars in this case. All this talent is well paid,
you see.”He grinned at Zuverbeck. The Dutchman did not return the grin."Fact
Nurmber Six. This tax abatement is a yearly event as reliable in its occurrence
as the bl ooming of tulips. Fact Nunber Seven. In the riot of |awers that
churns around a capital city like Harrisburg, only three |local attorneys seem
to be talented enough to deal successfully with the board. One of these
specialists is your son. Coin-cidental ?” Zuverbeck glared at him“Another is
the brother-in-law of a county assessor. And the third is a nman who served as
the chief county as-sessor for six years before opening his own |law office.”
Killigan suddenly rel axed and | eaned back in his chair. “Well? Does it sound
very newsworthy to you?” Zuverbeck was rigid. “I can poke holes in
it.”“Try.”"You i mplied t hat t he board pur posel y overtaxes nost of
t he businesses in the county.”“Maybe half of them The bigger ones.”“And has
for years?”Killigan shrugged. The Dutchman's hands were fisted on his knees.
“I'f what you say is true—2“lt's true.”"If it is, why are you the first to try
to expose it? Wiy have these other businesses accepted this—extortion?”“Lots
of reasons,” Killigan said. “They don't want to make powerful enem es. And
maybe these other victins are too pessimstic. Maybe they feel that even if
every man on the board was booted out of office or thrown into jail, nothing
woul d change. Maybe they feel the new assessors would fall into the old racket
inno time at all. Better the devil you know than the one you don't.”"But you
aren't a pessimst?’“l1'd like to give new assessors a chance.” Zuver beck
bristled.“Or reformthe old ones,” Killigan added. “Most busi nessnen think
it's a good idea to play along with corrupt public officials. Wen you pay
your share of the graft and the bribes, you can expect to get favors. But |
don't think Century Gaks needs any favors fromthe County Board of Assessors.
What it does need is a slimoperational budget free of fat—and free of
ridiculously large law fees.”Rising fromhis chair like an arrow from a bow,
Zuver beck wal ked over to the wi ndow and | ooked out at the racetrack and the
line of oak trees. He stood with his hands cl asped behind his back. He spoke
to the wi ndow “What do you want?”“A total abatement,” Killigan said. He felt
that he had won. But he was a bit unhappy that Zuverbeck was about to give in



this easily. He was enjoying the fight. He liked to see the Dutchman grinding
his teeth. “Same taxes as |last year.”"You ask a lot.”"You ask a |ot.”Zuver beck
turned away fromthe w ndow but stayed where he was, with his hands behind his
back. H s ruddy conpl exi on was a shade darker than it had been when he had
first come into the office. “lIs that everything?"“Well,” Killigan said, “of
course, | don't want to have to hire a specialist to get that

abat ement . ”“ Suppose you hired a 'specialist' |ike always. Suppose you gave up
tilting windnmlls. One day in the mail you'd get a fat envel ope full of
fifty-dollar bills. Forty of them”"“You're surprisingly crude,” Killigan said.
“I"1l forget you said that.” He pushed back his chair and stood up so that he
woul d be on Zuverbeck's level. “Qur lawer will come to see the board next
Monday, and he'll be so convincing that you will rescind the new
assessment . ” Zuver beck' s breat hi ng was heavy, audible. For the first tine
Killigan realized that the ol der man was ready to expl ode. He had been pushed
close to his limts. He had been holding hinself in check with a great effort
of will. H s eyes al nost bulged out of his head. “WII?” he asked. “We will
rescind it Monday? Al of a sudden you're awfully damed sure of
yourself.”Killigan was weary of the argunent. He had put Zuverbeck in a
corner, and now the bastard was trying to squirmout of it. Any second now
Zuver beck would turn self-righteous and accusatory; and Killigan sinply could
not stomach that. He wanted to get the Dutch-nan out of the office so that he
coul d pour hinself another bourbon. He said, “That's right. |'m sure of
nmy-sel f. Because you're a crook. | knowit. You knowit. If you don't want the
whole world to know it, you' ve got to knuckle under.”“You snmart-ass
sonof abi tch,” Zuverbeck said. His voice was |ow, a snakelike hiss. Hs face
was | obster red, and his lower jaw was thrust out so far that he | ooked
slightly deforned. “I came in here wanting to deal. I'mnot a bad man. | don't
do anything that isn't accepted. | don't kill. I don't burglarize people's
hones. W couldn't ever have |iked each other, you and me, but we could have
made a deal. But you had to botch it. You had to go and be a
smart-ass.”“You're dreamng,” Killigan said. “W could never have nade a
deal. | don't make conprom ses with extortionists.”Wth his hands at his sides
and his fingers still curled into fists, Zuverbeck wal ked to the

door. “Monday?” Killigan asked, a snmile in his voice. He was nicely cushioned
by the bourbon haze and by the success he'd just had with the

Dut chman. Zuver beck | ooked back at him “No.”“No?”“Tonmorrow. "Killigan was
surprised. Abruptly he felt disoriented and a bit ill. “You' re going to risk
the reporters?”’“l don't like to be pushed around. | really don't.”“Even
so—="“And | don't like to be called nanmes.” Hi s broad Gernmanic face was |ike a
hot bronze casting.“l'll destroy you.” That was not a threat so nuch as a
sinmple statenent of fact."“Maybe.”“No doubt about it.”“We' |l see tonorrow,”
Zuver beck said. Then, having sonehow regained his dignity, he left.Sinking
back into his chair, Killigan stared at the closed door, at the w ndow where
Zuver beck had stood, and then at the enpty whi skey glass on his desk. The
bourbon haze was rapidly fading; underneath it lay a gray mst. The flush of
success he had felt only a minute ago was al ready gone. |ncredibly, although

everything that Killigan had said was true, the Dutchman had not wal ked away a
loser.l'mslipping, Killigan thought.He tel ephoned Jeff Cassarian, the race
track's lawer, . and told himabout Zuverbeck's visit. In the recounting he

made hinself |ess caustic, |ess antagonistic, |ess of a negative catal yst than
he had actually been.“He canme to nmake a deal,” Cassarian said thought-fully.
“He even offered you two thousand bucks to help himcheat the racetrack. Then
for sone reason he sud-denly changed his m nd, got nasty, and wal ked out.

VWhy?"“l don't know,” Killigan lied.As if he sensed the other man's

evasi veness, Cassarian said, “You are telling me everything?”“You' re ny

| awyer.” Anot her evasion.Cassarian was silent a nonent. Then: “Well, at |east
they're running scared.”“You think so?”“lIt's obvious, Jack.”“l thought so too.
At first.”“Don't worry. I'Il meet you at your office around nine-thirty
tomorrow norning. We'll go out to the county building at ten. But you'll never

get a chance to deliver your little speech about corruption in governnent.



['"lI'l make you a bet. Five bucks? I'll bet that Zuverbeck will open that
nmeeting with the announcenment that the Century Caks' assessnent has been
reconsi dered.”“l hope you win that bet.”“You don't think I will.”*Zuverbeck's
clever, | think.”Cassarian sighed inpatiently. “1 keep hearing the nusings of
a paranoid.”“Sorry,” Killigan said. “It's just that a lot of things have been
going wong lately.”“Sorry to hear it. Anything | can do to hel p?”“No,”
Killigan said wearily. “It's nostly personal stuff. But thanks, Jeff.”"Don't
forget tonorrow norning.”“How could |I forget?”Wen he hung up he felt |ousy.
He had made a big mistake in the way he handl ed Harry Zuverbeck. Yester-day he
had made mi stakes in dealing with several mnor operational problenms, crap
that he would ordinarily have disposed of with a snap of his fingers. He had
even managed to botch up his relationship with Rita. . . . Wat would he ness
up next ?He want ed anot her drink. But he knew he should not give in to the
thirst again. Al ready he had downed two bourbons. The day was just beginning.
He had to stay sober for the evening races. He had to exhibit a little

wi | | power. And he did. For alnost an hour. Then he poured hinmself a double
shot over ice.Henry Cooper's face was strikingly pale. He had dark circles
around his eyes, and his cheeks were drawn. \Wen he sat down in front of the
pi ano- becone- desk, he seened to collapse into the arnthair.He noticed the way
Killigan was |ooking at him and he said, “I've been spending a lot of tine on
this forgery artist.”“Wen does your shift start?” Killigan asked.“Four in the
aft ernoon. ”“ And when have you been coming to work?”“Ni ne o' clock. Sonetines
ten.” He wasn't |ooking for congratul ations; he was just answering the
question. “And I'mhere till mdnight.”Because he knew Cooper was not the type
who solicited or appreciated synpathy, Killigan just shook his head and said,
“Those are managers' hours.” Cooper smled.“Wat have you found?”The snile

vani shed. “Not rmuch,” Cooper said dis-mally. “W're up against a sharp man.
Monday night after the fourth race | got hold of another innocent front who
was cashing tickets for our man. Schoolteacher from Baltinore. Arthur Hudson

He gave ne a pretty good description of our man. | typed it up, ran off somne
copi es, and passed it around to everyone.”“No | uck?”“None.”“You're sure he
hasn't bl own?” Killigan asked. “You know for a fact he's still on the
track?” Cooper had no doubts. “I have six nen working under me on this. 1've

had them examining all the winning tickets fromthe last three

ni ghts. ”Dunbstruck, Killigan blinked at him*“It's a hell of a ot of tickets
to pore through, I know Thousands and t housands every night. But six men can
do it faster than you'd think.”Recovering a bit Killigan said, “Mst of the
wi nning tickets would be two-dollar bets. No forgery artist is going to work
that cheaply. So . . . | guess you'd only have to exam ne the bigger

wi nners. ” Cooper nodded. “And we've devised a water test that speeds things
up. "“Water test?”“We' ve discovered that the ink he's using isn't as thoroughly
wat er proof as the regular mutuel ink. If you soak a real winning ticket in a
bow of warmwater for a mnute or so, it'll start to dissolve—but the ink
won't run. A counterfeit ticket will streak after thirty seconds.”Killigan

| eaned forward over the desk blotter. “Then you nust know how much he's been
taking fromus!”“W' ve probably m ssed a nunber of tickets,” Cooper said
nodestly. “But we can nmake a pretty good estinmate.”“G ve me the bad news.”"“We
didn't find any forgeries on Tuesday night,” Cooper said. “But on Wdnesday
ni ght our nman passed twenty-four five-dollar tickets, fourteen ten-dollar
tickets, and seven fifty-dollar tickets for a score of just under eight

t housand dollars.”“Holy Christ!”“He's going at us in a big way,” Cooper
agreed. “The crowds have been so good, the handle so big each night, that you
haven't really noticed the loss. But it's there.” He sounded as worried as if
his own noney had been stolen.Killigan said: “And Thursday ni ght?”Sliding down
a bit in the arncthair and folding his hands in his |ap, Henry Cooper said,
“Most forgery artists are satisfied with one or two thousand a session. But
this character is a real pig. Last night he cashed thirty-one ten-dollar
tickets and seven fifty-dollar tickets.”A though he really didn't want to
know, really didn't need anything else to spoil his day, Killigan said, “How
much for all that?”“He hit sone good payoffs. Especially a thirty-to-one shot



inthe fifth race. He made fourteen thousand al -together.”“CQuch!”“You said
it.”Killigan got up and went to the bookshelf bar. “How about a drink? It's
com ng up on dinner time. Always have one or two drinks before dinner. It

i mproves your appetite.”“l'd |ike one,” Cooper said. “But as fagged as | am

it would put ne out.”Killigan poured his fourth bourbon of the day."“That's not
all,” Cooper said.“Wat's not all?”“The fourteen thousand.”Killigan stared at
hi m Cooper was still as a post. “Until last night our man has been buying
straight win tickets and altering the nunber of the horse—ence or tw ce the
nunber of the race. But last night he took a giant step forward in technique.
He forged eight Exacta tickets on the sixth race.”“Then you' re checking the
Exacta, daily double, and other special bets?” Killigan asked.“Hadn't been

But the track conputer keeps a tab on those itself. It alerted us that nore

ri ght-conbi nati on Exacta tickets had been cashed for the sixth race than had
been sold. So we put the Exacta tickets to the water test.”To win an Exacta
legitimately a man had to be either a dammed good handi capper—er possessed of
blind luck. An Exacta wager was one in which the bettor had to choose the
first two horses—ain and place—+n the race in the exact order they would cone
across the finish Iine. Wien there was a field of eight horses—as there had
been in the sixth race Thursday ni ght +he nunber of pos-sible Exacta

conbi nati ons was fifty-six. QOccasionally |arge nunbers of Exacta bettors chose
wel I, and the payoff was npdest. But nost of the tine the Exacta return was at
| east a hundred dollars and could go as high as three, four, or five thousand
dol l ars. “What was the Exacta payoff?” Killigan asked.“Five hundred and forty
dollars.”“Tinmes eight. Four thousand three hundred and twenty bucks.”“Puts him
close to the twenty thousand mark for the night. And since we probably

over|l ooked a couple tickets . . ."Killigan canme back to his chair. H s |legs
were | eaden. “How rmuch do you think he's made this week?”“W don't have any
figures for Sunday and Monday. For some reason he didn't operate Tuesday. But
pro-jecting fromwhat we know about Wednesday and Thurs-day . . . he's
probably shaken us for about forty thousand by now. "Until this nmoment Killigan
had t hought of the forgery artist as a petty thief, a nuisance who nust be
caught and dealt with but who could not much affect the opera-tions of the
racetrack. However, the petty theft had now becone grand larceny. “If he grabs
of f twenty thousand tonight and again tonmorrow, he'll have stolen eighty

t housand in one week. That's intol erabl e!”Cooper nodded, noving his head
perhaps hal f an inch. A note of quiet desperation in his voice, Killigan said,
“You do think he'll continue to operate?”“Sure. He probably figures that
there's just no arguing with success.”“And you're still convinced he'll mnmake a
m stake?”“l"'mcounting on it.”“But you aren't sure anynore.”“He's good,”
Cooper admitted grudgingly. “I really don't think we'll nail himtonight.

We'll try, of course. But | think he'll slip by us again. Tonorrow s another
story.”“Why?” Cooper sat up in his chair, his face brightening for the first
time since he had cone into the office. “I have this hunch. A strong hunch. |
think he cane here intending to stay the week, despite the risks involved in
operating in one place for so long. He'll continue to take those risks through
Saturday. | feel it. Saturday's the day he's been waiting for. W' ve had big
crowmds all week, but on Sweepstakes Day all the old attendance records are

going to fall. The track will be swarm ng with people.”“We hope.”“It will be,”
Cooper said. “And the nore people the better the cover for our nman. But | have
a hunch he's going to count too much on that cover. | think he's going to get
too greedy for his own good. | wouldn't be surprised if he tries for a
Saturday take of forty or fifty thousand.”"You're serious?” Killigan

asked. “Entirely. Forty or fifty thousand. And by God, that'll be going too
far. If he operates that heavily he's got to foul up. And we'll nail the
bastard!"“There'll be extra agents in the clubhouse and grand-stand on

Sat urday, won't there?”“We were going to double the plainclothes patrol. Now
we're going to triple it.” He got to his feet. “W'll nail him”“l hope you're
right,” Killigan said.“So do I,” Cooper said quietly.\Wen he took a shower at
six o' clock, Killigan did not make of it the pleasant ritual it usually was.

Li ke a machi ne noving through a conputerized program he undressed and



showered and stepped into fresh cl ot hes. He had begun to wonder if his recent

m st akes were really the first ones that he had nade at Century Gaks. Perhaps
he had screwed up fromthe start, fromthe no-nment he'd decided to nove this
racetrack into the big time. He hadn't wanted to settle for a nodest profit

t hat woul d have satisfied the owners. Instead, he longed to create a track
equal to the nost fanous in the sport: Hialeah, Churchill Downs, Aqueduct,
Belnont. . . . He wanted to change the backwoods inmage of Pennsyl vania racing
and draw the high rollers from New York, New Jersey, Maryland, and from
everywhere el se that they nor-mally dropped their noney. But he had forgotten
or had chosen not to realize, that the bigger the nobney the bigger the

probl ems—and the nore spectacular his failure would be if it came. And he kept

t hi nking about Rita, lovely Rita, always Rita . . . She nust have received his
nmessage hours ago, but she had not yet returned his call.He had his fifth
bourbon at six-thirty.By seven o' clock he had finished his sixth. The haze cane
back, cushioning himWen he entered the fifth-floor Horsenen's Club at five
m nutes of ten, just before the start of the sixth race, he was considerably

| ess norose than he had been since his nmeetings with Zuverbeck and Cooper. The
Pony Express G rls were scurrying to the nmutuel wi ndows, rolls of bills
clutched in their hands. Three-quarters of the tables were occupied, and
everyone seened to be having a good tinme.And Rita was there. She was sitting

al one at her father's reserved table. In a long, |owcut, U necked black dress
as dark and shiny as her raven-wi ng hair, she was stunning. Mst of the nmen in
the roomwere dividing their attention between the Racing Formand Rita. Sone
of the wives were scowing at her. Regal, superior, she ignored all of them
She gl anced toward the restaurant entrance as if she were waiting inpatiently
for soneone. She saw Killigan and waved. Ginning foolishly he went to her
“Here with your father?”“Al one. He doesn't have any horses racing tonight.”
She smled at him “Wwy don't you sit down for a spell? O are you up to your
ass in manager-type work?” She sounded happy. No trace of hostility marred her
seductive voice.“It's an easy night,” he said. “I"'mreally just marking tinme.
We can watch the last four races together, if you'd like.”“l"d like.”He pulled
out a chair and sat down. She notioned to a waiter who smiled and rushed toward
her as if he had a holy nission. “Two bourbons on the rocks,” she said. “WIld
Turkey if you have it.”“Charge it to the track,” Killigan told the waiter.H s
right hand was on the table. She put her left hand over it and squeezed his
fingers gently.“About the other night—2 he began."Ssshh,” she said. “The race
is about to start. |'ve got two hundred riding on Fancy Dancer.”The track
announcer said, “They're in the gate!”The room qui eted at once. The air was
charged with enotional electricity. The Pony Express Grls were notionl ess,
like erotic statuary. The nutuel w ndows were cl osed. A bell clanged.“They're
of f1"The silence in the roomwas suddenly shattered by a raucous shouting of
horses' nanes.Rita followed themw th her opera gl asses, and the announcer
continuously called the horses' positions. Fancy Dancer led the field out of
the gate. He mmintained a one-length advantage all the way through the

cl ubhouse turn but began to lose stamna in the stretch. The rest of the pack
surged forward. There was sone jostling at the rear. The field broke open. My
Lovely Annabel |l finished first, Di anond Eyes placed, and Fancy Dancer cane in
to show Although Rita's tickets were all on Fancy Dancer to win, she did not

seem at all upset by the loss. “Ch, well,” she said. “Three nore races to go.”
She turned a page of the program “You have any inside tips on the
seventh?”“Sorry. | wouldn't even be able to nane a horse in it unless | |ooked

at the program”“You don't decide what horses run?”“That's up to the racing
secretary.”She bit her lip and studied the card for the seventh race. The
wai ter brought their drinks. He kept his eyes on Rita the whole tinme and

didn't want to | eave.“Rita, about the other night—= Killigan began agai n when
they were alone.“Forget it,” she said wi thout |ooking up fromher program She
was smling slightly. There was no aninosity in her beautiful face. “lI behaved
stupidly.”“Maybe | did too.”“No.”“l think |I ought to—=She was waspish: “l said

forget it!”He sipped his drink. It tasted like all the others.He wondered what
to make of her. If the “rape” had shaken her so badly, then how could she



forgive and forget this easily? And if it hadn't shaken her at all, if she'd
been pretendi ng, acting—then why had she put himthrough three days of hell?
He wanted an expl anation, but he didn't ask for it.She pushed her hair out of
her face and giggled. “Here's a bet | just have to nake!”“Wat's
that?”Pointing to the bottom of the program page, she said, “Nunber Eight in
this race. Hi s nane's Jack's Joy.”“Jack's Joy, huh?”She grinned m schi evously.
Her dark eyes pinned himlike a butterfly to Styrofoam “That's me. Jack's
Joy. " Gently squeezing her bare arm he said, “Wll, you're certainly a w nner.
I'd bet on you.”She took three hundred dollars fromher purse. “I"'mgoing to
put it across the board.” Holding her hand out to him pal mup, she said,
“Back your cheap flattery with a little hard cash.”“I'"mnot in your |eague,”
he said.“Just a token.”He gave her a twenty.“To wi n?"“COF course.” \Wen she
started to get up fromthe table, he said, “Gve it to the Pony Express
Grls.”Rita nade a face. “I don't |ike whores placing ny bets,” she said

qui etly but sharply. Then the ugliness vanished from her face. She grinned.
“Back in a jiffy.”Jack's Joy was a four-year-old that had not been in the
money in any of his last ten races. At Bowi e two weeks ago, he had trailed the
wi nner by a terrifying forty-three | engths. Tonight, he finished first by a
neck at odds of nine-to-one.lt was an onmen, Killigan decided. After Jack's Joy
cane hone a wi nner, the night was perfect. They | aughed a great deal. They had
no nmore drinks. She flirted with himas a schoolgirl mght have done. At the
end of the last race, they went to his office to have another bourbon while
they waited to hear fromthe cash roomBy a quarter past m dnight the
prelimnary figures were ready. Nearly fifteen thousand people had paid at the
gate; another track record had fallen. The handle was a startling $2, 800, 000
which neant that a ot of high rollers who were expected tonorrow had conme in
one day early.“You' re a success!” Rita said. She was perched on the edge of
his Stei nway desk.“l hope ny luck holds.”“You' ve proven them wong,” she said
happi ly. “Who?"“A d Farley, Mtchell, and Denlinson.”He was standing in front
of her. She had her head tilted to the right. He tilted his own head to the
left until he was staring directly at her. Farley, Mtchell, and Dem inson
were three of the ten owners of Century Oaks. “How have | proven them

wrong?” She had slipped of f her shoes, and now she rai sed one stockinged foot
and tried to touch his crotch with her toes. She couldn't quite do it. “Those
three were the only ones who voted against hiring you,” she said. “Demnlinson
thi nks you're a drunk. The other two think you're just inept. Daddy stood by
you. So did the other six. And now you've shown those other three asshol es how
wrong they are.”Slightly shaken by this revel ati on, he downed the remai nder of
his drink in one hot swallow Then he abruptly decided not to let Farley,
Mtchell, and Demlin-son depress him They were wong. He was doing just fine.
Almost a three-million-dollar handle tonight. H's plans, his publicity
program Sweepstakes Week—t was all working. When he had rinsed out their

gl asses, he said, “Are you conm ng honme with me?” He had waited all night to
ask that question. Hi s nouth was dry.“Were el se?” she asked, sliding fromthe
desk and stepping into her shoes. She had a little trouble with that maneuver,
and she giggled at herself.“What is it?"“l think I'mpotted.”"You're

gorgeous. "“That too. But potted.”He took her in his arms and ki ssed her. Her
tongue was qui ck and searching like a tiny aninmal burrow ng between his lips.
He felt her slip one hand between his legs.“You' re ready,” she said.“lt's been
along tinme.”“Let's hurry hone.”In the car she | eaned agai nst himand, with
that scorch-ingly conplete vocabul ary of hers, told himprecisely what she
wanted to do with himwhen they were in bed. She wanted to do everything, over
and over again. They reached the house at ten minutes of one. He couldn't keep
hi s hands off her. They were no farther than the kitchen when he started

trying to undress her."“Woa!” she said. “It's better when it's slow "“Sure.
W'l take hours. I'mjust anxious to get started.”She pulled away from him
and went to the refrigerator. “I was here this afternoon. | brought sone

wi ne.” She held up a green bottle with a white foil-wapped neck.“l've had a

| ot of bourbon,” he said.“So what?”“Shouldn't mx ny drinks.”“That's a w ves
tale.”"Not by ny experience.”She pouted. On her it was an obscene expression



“There's only the one bottle. And you'll only have to drink your share.”“Stil
too much,” he said thickly.“Besides, this is Asti Spumante, a dessert wine.
W're at the end of the day, in case you haven't noticed. At the end of the

day it's time for dessert.”Reaching for her, he said, “I thought you were

dessert.”“l'mpart of it.” She backed away fromhim “Don't spoil everything,
Jack. | already opened the bottle this afternoon to see if it was good. If we
don't drink it to-night, it'll be flat tonorrow "He knew he was drunk. In the

nmorni ng he woul d have a hangover stomach and a headache fierce enough to make
hi mwi sh he were dead. That was already in the cards. But if he drank the wi ne
he m ght not be able to function at all. It was Sweepstakes Day. Hours away.
The whol e week had been funneling down to it, and there were going to be
probl ems he must sol ve: Zuverbeck, the forgery artist, God knew what el se. He
shoul d be sharp tonorrow “What a party pooper,” she said, opening the
re-frigerator door to put the wi ne back on the shelf.He said, “Wit.”She

| ooked at hi m expectantly.What in the hell was he worried about? Hadn't he
sol ved the Agroco problem at the begi nning of the week? Even Farley, Mtchell
and Dem inson had admred himfor that. And hadn't he stonped all over Harry
Zuver beck? Jeff Cassarian had said Zuverbeck woul d fold tonorrow w t hout

argunent. The Dutchman was desper-ate. And Jack Killigan had made him
desperate. So . . . VWat were a fewlittle m stakes? Everyone made mi st akes.
And if the forgery artist were still on the | oose—well, Cooper would trap the

bastard tonorrow. He had as good as promi sed that. There might be a few
surprises, a few unexpected crises, but he could handle themw th his hands
tied behind his back! Wiy had he been so depressed today? Wiy had he thought
he was slipping? The bourbon didn't really affect him No one could tell when
he was drunk. He was a good man. He'd been putting hinself down for too damed
long. He could breeze through any crisis. He would solve all the problens.

Hel |, he'd already solved the worst problem Rita was back. Rita was back
Everything was going to work out fine.“Well?” she said.“l"Il get two

gl asses. " “Dessert!” she said.“Both parts of it.” They went upstairs. The w ne
tasted like apricots. He drank it too fast. She always seenmed to be filling

his glass. He dribbled some of it on her breasts and licked it off.The gl ow
fromthe single bedside |lanmp touched her curves and |eft velvet shadows in her
hol | ows. “Beauti ful body,” he said. She said, “Use it.”“Yes, ma'am”"“Hard."”"“I
sure am”“Use it hard.”“Only way to use it.”She took himin and rolled her
hi ps on the half-beat of his every stroke. Poised over her, supported by his
knees and arms, he was a perfect target for her long fingernails. She
scratched him He hardly noticed the pain. She thrashed beneath him npaned,
jerked, twitched. . . . She seened to cone agai n and agai n. Then, pushing at
himplayfully, she said, “Another way.”"“How?”“Me on top.”“l've always |iked
t hat one.” They had nore wine first.Wen she was on top, nmoving up and down on
him tight as a fist on him he began to have trouble with his vision. One
nmonent she was nothing but a warmtan blur, and the next nonment she was nore
vivid, in sharper focus, nore real than he had ever before seen her. \Wen he
stared at her breasts, they appeared to swell, balloon out and out until it
seened |i ke he was nmaking | ove not to a woman but to a pair of disenbodied
breasts, fantasy breasts that belonged on a Ci neranma screen, breasts that
woul d snother him at any nmonent. He reached out to push them back. The nippl es
teased his palns. The il-lusion was shattered: her breasts were |arge but
definitely not gargantuan, no bigger than they had ever been. Hi s vision
blurred. H s head swam He felt Iight enough to float. The soft glow fromthe
| anp was now an explosion of brilliant colors: red, yellow orange, green
bl ue, purple, and pink threads of lights |eaped and danced all around the bed.
.“There's something in the wine,” he said in a brief moment of lucidity."l
want to go out somewhere tonight,” she said, con-tinuing to nmove upon him

“Way out somewhere. Past where |'ve ever been.”*Wat do you nmean?”“l spiked
it.”He was horrified.“Powdered a few pills,” she said. “Spiked it.” She sang
the sentence a fewtines. “I spiked it, | spiked it, | spiked it . . ."“Wth .

.” He alnost forgot what he wanted to ask. “Wth what, Rita?"“Mstly
LSD. " “Most | y?”“ Sonme speed too.”“How much?”“l don't really know. ” She grinned.



Her teeth were as big as tonbstones. She's crazy, he thought.ln ecstasy she
clutched her breasts. Her head was tilted to one side, her face half hidden by
bl ack hair, and her mouth was moving rapidly w thout naking a sound.CQut of her
m nd. Then as he poured his seed up into her, the bed seened to turn into

whi pped cream He sank into it. For mles. Down and down into sweet |ight and
a wonan's sugary | aughter. Several hours—er perhaps only several m nutes—tater
she said, “Hey, get up.”The walls of the roomwere nmoving in and out |ike the
pul si ng nmenbranes of a heart.“Wat is it?” he asked.“Get dressed,” she said,
pulling at his arm “I want to go for a ride. Cone on!”"“A ride? Were?"“W'I
figure that out when we get there.” She giggled. Bewi | dered, hallucinating, his
heart hammering furiously in its attenpt to burn up the drugs, he got into
sone clothes and went downstairs with her, went out to the car with her, sat
behi nd the wheel, stared unconprehendingly at the instrunents, finally got the
engi ne started, and took her for a ride. Wen he had a couple of hours free in
the mddl e of Friday afternoon, Danny Eugene Foxen took a drive in his

second- hand Mustang. He went to a supermarket and bought six |oaves of bread,
a big bag of potato chips, tw bags of pretzels, a package of marshmal |l ows,
and four big, individually wapped rolls of paper towels. In the back seat of
the Mustang, he took all of these things out of the supernmarket bags and put
themin two deep cardboard boxes which he had picked up at the back of a
liquor store several weeks ago. Then he drove to a shopping center on the East
Shore of Harrisburg, where he paid cash for two five-gallon gasoline cans.
Fromthere he went to a nearby Arco station and had the cans filled. The
service station attendant had some friendly advice. Wien he had put both ful
cans in the trunk of the Miustang, he said: “I hope you' re not going to carry
that for an emergency supply. It's dangerous as hell. Someone hits you from
behi nd—boom "“Ch, | know,” Danny said. “This is for nmy |awn nower.”"“Ten
gal l ons? You must have a lot of |awn.”“Acres,” Danny said.He went back to the
shoppi ng center and parked in a corner of the giant |ot where there were no
other cars. He took the gasoline cans fromthe trunk and put themin the boxes
on the back seat; he filled out the boxes and covered the cans with the

i ghtwei ght foodstuffs and paper towels. Twenty mnutes |ater he drove past the
enpl oyees' parking lot and up to the backstretch gate at Century CQaks.
“Groceries,” he told the guard who was standing on the steps at the gate

box. The Mel ki ns-Peterson man gl anced perfunctorily into the back seat. He
recogni zed Foxen and had no reason to be suspicious. “Go ahead, Danny.”He took
t he Mustang past the cenment-bl ock firehouse, past the rec roomand the TRPB

of fice, past the veteri-narian's quarters and a dozen stables. He stopped at
the backstretch “nmotel,” in front of the door to his own room Wat a deal, he
t hought. Perfect.Last night he had dreanmed, again, about fire. He was
extremely excited and anxi ous to do his work.Wen he had carried both the
grocery cartons into his room he drove out of the backstretch and parked in

t he enpl oyees' lot. Then he returned to his quarters and unpacked the gasoline
cans. He pulled on a pair of gloves and used a champis cloth to w pe every inch
of the cans. The TRPB maintained a file, conplete w th photographs and
fingerprints, on every backstretch enployee. It was possible that the fire
woul d destroy any prints on the can. He didn't know about that sort of thing.
And he wasn't taking chances. After a short nap—the sort of easily attained,
deep sl eep any backstretch hand acquired after years of early nornings and

| at e ni ght s—he nmucked sone stalls. He rubbed down a couple of horses and
prepared those nounts in his charge which were entered in Friday night's
races. Since none of his horses were running any later than the sixth race, he
was done with his duties and back in his roomwell before mdnight.He was too
nervous to eat his late snack. He hadn't eaten anything since breakfast early
that nmorning.He sat in a rocking chair in the corner and thought about the
fire that was to cone. He was grinning so fiercely that his face hurt.Earlier
in the evening he had not been so happy. In fact, he had been briefly

di sappointed to such a degree that he had even consi dered postponing his fire
for one full day. He had | earned that Mgic Pitcher, Shadow Show, Moonli ghter
M ke's Daughter, and the other six superhorses entered in tomorrow s Century



Oaks Sweep-stakes were not in their right stalls, the stalls they had occupied
since they'd been brought in during the first few days of the week. They had
been noved into one barn, Nunber 52, toward the rear of the backstretch, where
they were under a six-man TRPB ni ght watch. This extraordinary precaution was
bei ng taken, Danny di scovered, because of the size of the Sweepstakes purse:
$400, 000. Now, he had no chance of starting a fire in a stable that housed a
really big nmoney horse. And wasn't that the way the game shoul d be played: go
after big noney? Burn the nbst expensive things? Acquire, through a fiery

nmet anor phosi s, another man's profits? That was it. Sure. That's how the gane
was played. And when he | earned that he would have to shoot for meager stakes,
he had been awfully depressed.But he had rapidly cone to ternms with the new
situa-tion. He was l|like a financier who, having sat on his noney for nonths
and nonths waiting for the perfect invest-nent, gets so bored in his search
for the ideal that he settles for second best. Danny wanted to burn bi g- noney
horses. But after waiting all week, he couldn't tolerate a day's delay. He
woul d set a fire el sewhere on the backstretch and hope that it would spread to
the barn full of superhorses.At one o' clock in the nmorning, wearing his gl oves
agai n, Danny made two firebonbs. He uncapped the spouts on the gasoline cans.
In each spout he inserted a length of tightly rolled cotton rag which dropped
into the gasoline inside the can, sealed the spout, and trailed four inches on
the outside. Next, he got a ball of ordinary heavy-strength binder tw ne from
under a pile of shirts in a dresser drawer. He cut two thirty-inch pieces from

the roll. These were the fuses. Except for the flame which his match woul d
provide, the elenments of the bonbs were assenbl ed. This done, he sat down in
the rocking chair again.He let his mnd wander.Fire . . . At two-thirty in the

nmor ni ng, he stood the firebonbs beside the door and turned out the only Ianp
that was burning. Wien his eyes had adjusted to the darkness, he opened the
door and | ooked out at the backstretch. It was all silent and still as a

snow packed wi nter night in Connecticut where he'd spent his childhood. He saw
no one—and no one would see him The only real danger was that some insomi ac
in one of the other units m ght be | ooking out a wi ndow. But since he would be
nmovi ng away fromthe roons, and since his roomwas on the end of the building,
that was really no danger at all. He picked up one of the bonbs. He woul d have
to make two trips, for he could only safely handl e one of themat a tine.
Carrying a gasoline can in his right hand and the fuse and matches in his
left, Danny stepped out-side.He ran fifty yards along the high cycl one fence
until he came to a lilac bush which he used for cover while he caught his
breath. Only a vague crescent of the full noon was visible between the
fast-nmoving gray-white clouds that were packing tightly together as they
rushed eastward. The air was close. To the east heat |ightning rippled behind
t he overcast. Before norning Century Oaks woul d be doused by a brief but

vi ol ent thunder shower, and then the dawn woul d conme up blue and cl ean
However, the rain was still an hour or two away. He had plenty of time for his
wor k, and the deeper darkness furnished by the clouds would only make his job
easier, |ess dangerous than in full noonlight.Wen he was rested he crossed
the deserted |l ane. He entered the open stable row and turned left to Barn 24,
where the earthen wal kway under the pronmenade roof was inky. He ran along the
stable wall to the stall in the mddle of the building. There he stopped, put
down the gasoline can, and knelt in a pool of shadows. The horses were al

asl eep. The cats and dogs had crawed into the strawfilled corners of the
stalls, and two goats were sleeping out in the open stable row. Before very

| ong, they would be awake . . .Danny armed the firebonb. He picked up the
gasoline can and held it upside-down. In a few nmnutes the rag in the spout
was soaked through, and gasoline had be-gun to drip fromit onto the ground.
The air was rich with the deadly odor. He put the can down beside the stable
wal | . Next, he tied the fuse, the thirty-inch piece of dry binder twine, to

t he gasoline-soaked rag. The bonmb was ready. Wen he lit the fuse, after he
had pl anted the second bonb, the gasoline would expl ode approximately sixty to
ni nety seconds later.Snmling at his handiwork, he stood up—and whirled around
as he heard an autonobile engi ne behind him A hundred feet away the TRPB's



backstretch patrol wagon turned in at the end of the stable row, as if it were
fol-lowi ng the route Danny had taken to get here. The car noved slowy toward
himas its two occupants studied the stables on both sides.In that first

i nstant of paral ysis, Danny Foxen's thoughts fell one over the other |ike
toppl i ng dom noes: What the hell are they doing here, they only patrol for
fifteen minutes on the hour, it isn't time for them can't be tine for them
but they nmust be on to ne, no, that's inpossible, nust be a special patrol
schedul ed toni ght because of the Sweepstakes tonorrow and because of the

$400, 000 purse and because of the goddammed bi g npney horses, they probably

t hi nk everyone on the backstretch has a syringe hidden in his ass, they're

| ooking for dopesters in every shadow toni ght, the crazy stupid paranoid
sonsof bi tches! Then he turned and ran. He knew they coul dn't have seen himyet.
They were shining |l owwatt spotlights—which were bright enough to locate a
man hiding fromthem but not bright enough to startle the slunbering horses—en
the stable walls, not paying nmuch attention to what |ay ahead. Before their
headl i ghts or spotlights could pin himdown, Danny raced to the end of the
barn and turned the corner. He followed the service lane all the way to the
rear of the backstretch. Entering the short arm of the |ooping road, he went
past the blacksmths' sheds. He was breathing noisily. Every few seconds he

gl anced over his shoulder, positive that the TRPB stati on wagon was bearing
down on him They don't have any right being out on a random patrol, no right,
bastards, interlopers, interfering with ny work, they're screwi ng up ny deal
the sonsofbitches are trying to cheat ne! He passed several hundred neatly
stacked bal es of straw and turned the other bend in the | oop, coming at |ast
into that section of the lane which led right past the front of the notel-1like
units where he lived. Moving nore cautiously now, running quietly on his toes,
he moved of f the road onto the grassy verge and darted fromone bit of cover

to the next. Wien he reached the |lilac bush he paused only a nmonent, to be
sure the last fifty yards were clear. They were. The two TRPB nmen were
probably still searching around the stalls where they'd found the—christ!It

was only then that Danny Foxen realized he had left the firebonb back at the
stabl e. For a monment he was furious with hinself, and then he deci ded that
there was really nothing el se he could have done. The inportant thing had been
to get out of there—fast. In the second or two it would have taken himto
stoop over and pick up the gasoline can, they m ght have spotted him And if
he had been carrying five gallons of gasoline he couldn't have run as fast as
he had done. He should not blame hinself; those goddammed TRPB agents were the
real troubl emakers here! Enbol dened by his rage he ran across the last stretch
of bare ground to his door.No one shouted at himlIn his roomhe didn't dare
risk any nore light than that given off by a small hand torch laid beneath his
bed. He put the second firebonb in one of the card-board boxes. He took the
potato chips, pretzels, and paper towels out of the kitchen cabinets and
arranged them over the gasoline can. Wen he had stripped off his gloves and
put themin the bureau drawer, he took the flashlight from beneath the bed and
switched it off.At the front wi ndow he parted the drapes an inch and | ooked
out at the lane, the barns, the dimy lighted stable rows. For several m nutes
he saw nothing out of the ordinary. Then TRPB agents and Mel ki ns- Pet er son
guards seened to materialize out of the moist night air. They wal ked in pairs
down the service |lane and around all the stables. They were carrying

| ong- handl ed, w de-faced police lights and pistols, and they were being very
qui et. He soon grew tired of watching them“Fools,” he said, closing the
curtains. He undressed, crawled into bed, and pulled the covers up to his
chin.Fire . . .It wasn't fair. He'd been so patient! Planned so care-fully! But
he wasn't going to have his fire—not tonight, tonorrow night, or for many
nights to come. Until they knew who had built that unexpl oded firebonb, they
woul d patrol the backstretch heavily fromdusk to dawn. He was on the edge of a
bitter sleep when a fascinat-ing idea cane to him they would never expect him
to start a fire in broad daylight, in the mddle of a busy racing afternoon

on Sweepstakes Day! And he already knew how it could be done.“Ch, brother,” he
said. “Onh, boy!”He |aughed. At peace with hinmsel f, counting coins of fire, he



drifted off into a dreamin which naked wonen rode burning horses down an
avenue of dollar bills.



Part twoSweepstakes DayWt hdrawal s .



OneSavesti oM. Bishop, the stuttering man, was waiting in his Buick outside
Dom ni ck Savestio's notel roomat five o' clock Saturday norning, just as
Dom ni ck had re-quested. Thanks to daylight-saving time, there was still a
good hour of darkness left when they reached Bishop's airfield at
five-fifteen. The Kaman Huski e was parked on the oak platformoutside the |ast
hangar. Dom nick put his suitcases in the cargo bay, closed that sliding door
and turned to Bishop, “How rmuch?”“Wat d-d-do you nean?”“ Gasol i ne,

mai nt enance, storage . . . How rmuch?”“lt's taken c-c-care of.”Dom nick blinked
in surprise. “Who?"“St. Cyr.”“l pay nmy own bills.”“Then p-p-pay St
Cyr. " Dom ni ck nodded. “I will.” He clinbed up into the chopper, buckled

hinself in the pilot's seat, closed the door.Bi shop wal ked back to the hangar
doors, out of the way of the rotors, even though he was really in no danger
with the whole copter raised on a platform Dom nick cl anped on his headset.
The sound of his own rushing blood filled his ears.Switching on the flight
controls, he studied the gauges and neters, ran his tests, then kicked in the
turbi ne. When he was up to full power, he started the rotors. At twenty-five
m nutes past five, he lifted off fromBishop's airfield outside of Scranton.He
honed in on an all-night FMstation in Harrisburg and headed sout h- sout heast .
He maintained a flight al-titude of one hundred feet, trying to stay away from
any towns that |ay between himand his objective.He thought about the two
hundred acres. Way out somewhere. |In godforsaken country. No people around, or
just a few. Enough nmoney to buy solitude. . . . Enough noney to live on for
twenty or even thirty years, con-sidering howlittle he needed t hese days.
Money lor a |l ot of books, phonograph records, a good rifle and shot-gun and
ammunition to hunt with, a little good whi skey—and noney for those damed
sleeping pills.For a while the Susquehanna River glittered bl ackly under him
and then noved off out of sight to his right. He passed over farmhouses where
nmor ni ng chores had al ready begun and barn |ights were gl owi ng. Wodl ands rose
everywhere, often with small towns tucked in anong them Eventually the
Susquehanna returned, and he was flying around Harrisburg, Pennsylvania.ln the
first light of nmorning, Century Caks Race Course was easy to locate. He did
not fly over it. He came in behind it, on the nmountain side. He spotted the
clear-ing and put the Huskie down in the center of it ten m nutes of seven,
having flown only a hundred-sixty air mles.Wen the rotors stopped, he
switched off the batteries and clinbed out of the chopper. The grass in the
clearing was wet froma thunderstormthat had passed within the | ast couple of
hours. The sky was still spotted with clouds, but blue air dom nated. In the
trees on all sides, birds were singing and flitting frombranch to branch. A
squirrel was sitting on its hind feet in the |ow grass at the edge of the
woods; it seened fascinated by the Kaman Huskie.lt was a pleasant place to
pass ten or el even hours, Dom nick decided. Especially if you were waiting for
two mllion dollars.KilliganSonetime during the night they had stopped at a
country tavern and bought a six-pack of beer. Back on the road again, when she
gave him an open can of his own, he couldn't renenmber having stopped for

it. They stayed to the back roads. Several times they rocketed down narrow,

pat ched macadam | anes at over a hundred nmiles an hour. And other tines he
found himself parked on the crown of a hill, unable to say how |l ong they had
been sitting notionless. They | aughed a great deal —even though he was never
quite sure what was so funny. She had a nel odic | augh. At one point she told
himto pull over to the side of the road. Wen they had both, as Rita put it,
“heeded the call of nature with a good strong piss,” she gave hima white pil
to wash down with his beer. He took it while she took twd, and then she gave
hi m anot her. A vague sense of danger came over him even though he was having
such a wonderful time. “What's this?”“First was speed,” she said.“This one?”

He held up the pill in front of her nose.“Acid. | think.”“You think?"“l have
so many different ones here,” she said, turning her purse upside down and

dunping the contents all over her lap.“l don't think . . . | don't . . . This
is . .” He shook his head and dropped the second pill. Not sure what he had

been tal ki ng about, he put the car in gear and roared back onto the country
| ane. They passed very few other cars, a dozen all night. Wen they saw one,



they played chicken with it, trying to run it off the road. They didn't
succeed, although the side of the Thunderbird was lightly scraped in one of

t hese advent ures. Sonehow t hey had cone to the |ast two cans of beer.Wen she
opened those, Rita said, “You know |I'm a bastard?”He was driving. He | ooked at
her. “A worman's a bitch.”The car ran off the road. He al nost |ost control of
it. The wheels slamed into a shallow ditch but popped right out again and
slid onto the nmacadam The Thunderbird was noving too fast to be stopped that
easily.“Bastard,” she said again. She was slunped down agai nst her door, her

skirt rolled far above her knees, her |legs sprawed apart. “lllegitimate
child.”"You?"“Me. Down in Florida—you know the farm ny Daddy has there?”"“Sure,
I knowit. | been there. What do you think?”“Way back,” she said, “before

was around, there was this Indian stud working on Daddy's farmin Florida. Big
dude. Al'l dark-skinned and rmuscul ar. My Monma used to fuck him”He didn't know
what to say to that. He hoped another car would cone along so they could have
their adventure and forget all about these confessions.“Did you hear me?” she
asked. “Yeah. ”"“Fucked nmy Monma. My Daddy's al ways been kind of inpotent. So
Momma shopped around. And when she opened up the shopping bag, there was
little old me.”“You're wong.”“No. Monma hated Daddy. Really deep down hated
him Anything she could do to him. . . Wll, one thing she could do to him
was try to turn ne against him So she told nme. Daddy isn't Daddy. Daddy was
some name-less Indian stud in Florida.”He | ooked at the speedoneter: one-ten
He sl owed down, or thought he did.“That's where | get ny black hair and eyes
and what one gossip columist called ny 'lovely, dusky, sultry look!" I'ma
hal f - breed. That's why ny Daddy—ny Daddy Janifer, not my Daddy | ndi an—hates
me.”“He doesn't hate you.” He was dizzy, slightly sick, desperate for the

| aughter that had flowed so freely only nminutes ago.“You don't know,” she said
softly. “When | was a kid | couldn't understand it. He didn't want anything to
do with me. Avoided ne all the time. Sone days he wouldn't even talk to ne,
and | hadn't done anything wong. So when | was fourteen, six nmonths before
Momme di ed, she told ne what | was. |'ma half-breed. The old man's a cuckol d.
And since ny Daddy's a racist and a male chauvinist pig, that doesn't nake ne

popul ar.” She went on and on about it while he drove. “For a year or so

tried to explain to Daddy that | loved himlike a father even if he wasn't ny
real one. | didn't under-stand it was nmore the Indian than the bastard in ne
that he loathed. So by the time | was sixteen | was as rotten a barrel of
psychol ogi cal apples as you'll ever come across.”“l met you when you were

si xteen,” he said.“You rem nded me of ny father.”"Thanks!” She sat there and
cried for a while, and he put their speed back to a hundred-ten. Later she
said, “Your turn.”H s mnd had been wandering through valleys of col or and
wild noise. He suddenly realized that he had driven nmle after mle wthout
seeing the road. He straightened up in his seat, w ped the back of one hand
across his nmouth, and squinted at the wavy yellow | ine on the bl ack macadam
He didn't know where in the hell they were, and he was suddenly terrified. A
mnute later, he slunped in his seat again, calmer, just driving, go-ing
nowhere at a deadly speed.“Hey,” she said. “Confess.”l wouldn't know where to
begin.”“Begin where | did. Wo do you hate?”“Me,” he said. “lI hate ne.” And

t hen unbelievingly, he began to say the nost awful, ruinous things about
hinsel f. One part of his mind seemed to separate fromthe rest of him it
nmoved into the rear seat and was |i ke a passenger observing himas he
destroyed hinself. He talked for a long tine, crying as he tal ked, shouting
now and then, talking to hinmself and not to her.Incredibly, there was nore

| aughter. Dizziness. Color, light and hallucinated imge . . .Wen he woke up
he was sitting behind the steering wheel, but the Thunderbird was in the

m ddl e of a grassy field, out of sight of any highway. He | ooked down at

hi nsel f and saw that he was only wearing his shirt, shoes, and socks. Rita was
passed out on the seat beside him She was entirely naked. The inside of the
car snelled of urine.He |ooked at his watch: nine o' clock.In the

nor ni ng?Sweepst akes Day?“ Ch, Jesus!” \What was he doi ng here? How had he ended
up in this disgustingly filthied car in the mddle of nowhere?Doesn't matter
he thought. Not right now anyway. What mattered was getting honme. He had to



shower and dress. At ten o'clock he had a neeting with Harry Zuverbeck. And he
had to be on the track for Sweep-stakes Day. If anything went w ong—and
somet hi ng was bound to go wong if they got the enornobus crowd they were
antici pati ng—he would lose this one just like he'd | ost Hialeah and all the
others.He got out of the car to draw sone fresh air and to di scover how t hey
had wound up in the mddle of this field. On his third deep breath he gagged
and went to his knees and threw up. For ten mnutes after that he was too weak
to do anything but watch the butterflies kissing the tips of the |ong bl ades
of grass.



TwoGarri sonAt el even o' cl ock Edgar Garrison drove the Mazda al ong the old
hunting trail and into the clearing in the woods behind Century Oaks Race
Course. Annie Sherred fol-lowed in her black Corvette. He parked his car at
the edge of the clearing, facing out of it. He switched off the engine,

| eaving the keys in the ignition.Doninick Savestio wal ked over fromthe
helicopter. “Is that you, Garrison?”Edgar was sinply but effectively

di sgui sed. Yesterday Annie had shaved off his thick brown hair. She hadn't

m ssed a strand of it, and she hadn't nicked himeven once. H s skull was egg
bal d, as snooth as waxed marble. Wth the help of a sun |anp and nmakeup, the
new y ex-posed skin was the same tan shade as his weat hered face. Annie had
careful ly bl eached his eyebrows and | ashes fromdark brown to bl ond. Wen he
had been in New York City to buy the key card to the Century Gaks cash room
door, Lou Velinski had stopped at a costume shop where he bought a pair of

bl ack horn-rinmed gl asses with thick | enses of ordinary w ndow gl ass. Garrison
was wearing these. Changed as he was, dressed in a new suit rather than in
jeans and workshirt, he felt that he could mngle anonynmously with old

acquai ntances if he shoul d encounter any in the clubhouse this

af t ernoon. Savesti o shook his head, genuinely amazed. “Hell, even your own
not her woul dn't know you.”"“In nmore ways than one.” Looking at the Kaman
Huski e, Edgar said, “I didn't realize it was going to be this big.”“It'll hold

all the nmoney you can get your hands on. So don't forget the small
change.”“Once you drop us here you have to fly it all the way back up to
Scranton?”“That's the nearest safe port.”“Everyone in the state is going to be
on the | ookout for it,” Edgar said, frowning. “And as big as it is, bright

yellow . . .”“No sweat,” Savestio assured him “I've got enough fuel to keep
the air speed at one-fifty. It'll be a straight flight, dammed few detours.

Bef ore the general public even hears about the Century Oaks score, I'll be
sittin' in Scranton with the chopper tucked out of sight for a few days. The
state police'll need close to an hour to get their own choppers in the air—and
then they won't know which way to | ook.”“l guess you're right,” Edgar said,
only half con-vinced.“lIt's your plan.”“Originally,” Edgar said, “l thought the

hel i copter woul d be an old one—othing this big and expensi ve—that we could
abandon here in the clearing.”“Don't worry.” Checking his watch, Garrison said,
“lI haven't got tine to be worried. You have the bi nocul ars?” Savesti o nodded.
“I'"l1'l be on the ridge froma quarter past five till | get the signal.”“She's
wearing a yellow pantsuit.”“Should be easy to see.”"Good | uck.”Shaki ng Edgar's
hand Savestio said, “I'mnot the one takin' the big risks. The rest of you
need the |uck.”Wen Garrison wal ked back through the high grass and got into

t he passenger's seat of the Corvette, Annie said, “It looks like an airliner
parked out there.”Fromthe nonent he had seen the big Kaman Huskie, Garrison
realized that his plan was not as sinple and clean as it appeared to be on
paper. It was, in fact, terribly conplex. The whol e operation hinged on
mlitarily precise logistics. There was really no roomfor inprovisation to
conpensate for the unexpected. If one elenment came into play a few seconds too
early or too late, the whole dammed job would fall down around themin an
instant, a house of cards destroyed by a sneeze.“Domni ni ck knows what he's
doing,” Garrison said. She put the Corvette in gear. “He'd better.” She drove
out of the high grass and nursed the | owslung car along the badly rutted dirt
| ane. When they reached Century Oaks at noon, the traffic on all the approach
roads was heavy: hundreds upon hundreds of cars, a few chauffeured |inousines,
and a fair sprinkling of chartered buses. Edgar and Annie didn't get through
the gate and into the parking lot until twenty m nutes past twelve. Even as
early as that, nore than an hour before post tine, Annie had to park a |long
wal k fromthe main building.“Wat a crowd!” Edgar said enthusiastically.

“We'll hit this place for two mllion easy.” His large dry hands nade a

whi spery noi se when he rubbed them together. “Maybe three million!”But his
excitement was quickly tenpered by a sud-den recollection of the dream which
he had endured al nost every night for two weeks: tangl ed dead nen |ying on
granite steps, busy policenen nmoving around the bodies |ike gulls pecking at
refuse, and bl ood that sonehow rem nded himof a psychiatrist's ink-blot tests



spl ashed neaningfully on five- and ten-dollar bills.“O maybe nothing,” she

sai d. “What ?”“That's what you're thinking. Three million dollars—or naybe
nothing at all.” Despite her wi de nouth and | ong nose and freckl es, Annie now
appeared as pale and delicate as bl eached | ace. “Maybe jail. O worse.” She

gri pped the steering wheel so hard that her knuckles were bl oodl ess. Her snile
was a rictus, not the product of hunor.“W're going to make it,” he said,
wi shi ng he believed that as conpletely as he tried to nake her think he did."“l
started really getting scared this norning,” Annie said. “Until then | was too
self-righteous to be afraid. | knew that Joe and | had been given a rotten
deal, and | knew | had the right to strike back; but | should have realized
before this that the justice of what |'m doing doesn't guarantee success. Now
that we're coming down to the wire, |I'mbeginning to see the consequences

Sol worry. I'mterrified. But Joe was in the war a hundred-sixty days
before he was killed.”He wasn't sure what she nmeant by that.He waited. Swi mm ng
out of focus, her gazelle eyes seened to be staring through himto some world
beyond. She said, “I keep thinking of the terror of passing a hundred-sixty
days just waiting to die. If he could have gone through that, surely |I can go
t hrough this.”The sun steanmed through the wi ndshield. A rainbow of |ight
shi mrered on the consol e between them and the air inside the Corvette was
warm and cl ose.“If Helen hadn't pressed rape charges agai nst the son of that
weal t hy horseman when she was ni neteen and an exercise girl, the sane
sonof abi tch nmight not have driven us into bankruptcy ten years later. | keep
thinking of that. | keep thinking of Helen,” he said softly. “The oxygen tent.
The intravenous feeding. The way her beauty faded. The ugly green wads of
phl egm she coughed up—and the blood mxed with it near the end. The drugs that
made a vegetable of her and didn't altogether stop the pain. The nurses who
let her lie in her own urine for hours before they bothered thenselves to
change sheets. . . . If we'd had the noney she'd never have been over-worked,
never woul d have gotten sick. And once she was sick, the nmoney woul d have paid
for better doctors, private nurses. . . . | think of Helen—and | realize
can't risk marrying you unless there's noney for us. To keep the whole world
at bay. To buy protection. | won't see another woman | |ove di e because |'m
too poor to save her. Never. That feeling of helplessness . . .”She |eaned
over to be kissed. Garrison kissed her, running his fingers through her thick
auburn hair."“1f you have to,” she said, her eyes as bold as those of a gypsy
delivering a fearful prediction, “use the pistol.”The Browni ng was covered by
his suit jacket, tucked into his waistband, and felt |ike a cancerous tunor on

his right side.“If you're shot at, don't hesitate,” she said."“l've been

t hi nking about it,” he admitted.“If the roles were reversed,” she said, “any
one of themwould use it on you.”“It's like that now, is it?"“You nean Us

agai nst Then?”“Yes.”*"Of course it is,” she said.“Wll . . . It nakes things
easier.” He opened the car door. “Gve ne ten mnutes, before you go in. From

now on we shouldn't be seen together.” He got out of the Corvette and wal ked
across the crowded parking lot.Velinski“You don't seemnnervous at all,” Wllie
Denver said.Velinski sniled expansively. “Wy should | be ner-vous?’At el even
this nmorning they checked out of their hotel and put Wllie's car in a

downt own Harri sburg garage. Boardi ng one of the ractrack's chartered buses
that left Market Square every half hour beginning at ten-thirty in the

nmorni ng, they were bound for Century Gaks by eleven-thirty. WIlie conplai ned
that riding a bus was such a comon act for a Cadillac owner that it could
cause himto suffer a severe | oss of self-respect. However, he cooperated
because he knew that even if they went to the track in his Cadillac, they
woul d not be leaving init. There were only three ways for themto depart: in
a police car, in a dead nmeat wagon, or in a helicopter. Now, at twelve-thirty,
they were sitting at a mnuscule table for two in the huge gl ass-wall ed

cl ubhouse restau-rant. Wllie adjusted his shirt cuffs for the twentieth tine
inthe last fifteen minutes. The little nman was wearing a forest green suit
with white top stitching at the |apels, buttonholes, and pockets. He sinply
could not satisfy hinself as to whether or not he was displaying the proper
amount of line green shirt cuff.Amused, Lou Velinski said, “Are you



nervous?”“WIllie Denver is a little nervous,” WIllie admtted. The table was
so small that while they were at opposite sides of it they were still close
enough so that they did not have to whisper. Besides, with every table filled,
t he Gakvi ew Room echoed with a thousand conversations that provided a noisy
sort of privacy for any one con-versation among them Nevertheless, Wllie

| eaned across the table toward the fat man. “A person should be truth-ful with
his friends. In truth Wllie Denver's nore than just a little bit nervous. H's
guts are tied in knots.”Folding his hands on his belly, Velinski said, “You
shoul d see nore filnms.”“What do you nean?”“Mbtion pictures,” Velinski said.

“I'f you saw enough of them if you studied them you'd be able to control your
nerves.” The wai tress brought their drinks and took their orders for |unch.Wen
she was gone WIlie asked Velinski: “How do you figure—about the novies?”"They
gi ve you exanples to live by.”“WIllie Denver doesn't follow you.”Velinsk
waited until a burst of |aughter subsided at a larger table near the railing.
Then he said, “Do you know who | amright now, this mnute?”WIlie frowned.
“Lou Velinski.”"Only in part.”“You cracking up?”“l'm Lou Velinski,” the fat
man sai d, sanpling his Scotch. “But |'malso Dean Martin in Ccean's

El even.”“Dean Martin, huh?”Velinski's snmile was smug. “Ccean's Eleven is this
novi e about a group of thieves who knock over a casino in Las Vegas. These
guys have probl enms, conplications. But through the whole thing Dean Martin
never gets panicky. He's cool. So now I'mtrying to enulate the character he
played in Ccean's Eleven.”"And it's working?” WIIlie asked dubiously.“l" m not
nervous.”W Il lie adjusted his cuffs. “In this novie, did Dean Martin get away
with it?"“He wasn't caught,” Velinski said. “But the thieves |lost the noney in
the end.”“Wonderful. Do a person a favor?”“What's that?”“Stop bei ng Dean
Martin.”Smling, Velinski said, “I'malso partly Robert Red-ford in The Hot
Rock.”“You ki nd of have a funny inmage of yourself, don't you? First Dean
Martin. Now Robert Redford.”Unoffended, Velinski patted his stomach and said
“I"'mnot trying to look like them I'mtrying to be like them”“Did Redford
get away with it?"“Yes, he did.”“Ckay, you can be Redford,” WIlie said.The
wai tress brought their appetizers: two dishes full of gray grapefruit sections
and yel | owi sh orange slices.“Racetrack food,” Velinski said disdainfully—and
then proceeded to wolf it down.“Well,” WIllie said somewhat defensively,
“WIllie Den-ver isn't nervous just because this job scares him You can't put
WIllie on edge that easily. But he's got these unpleasant nenories froma
racetrack. They cone back to him”Around a nmout hful of grapefruit and orange
sections, Velinski said, “Wat are you tal king about?”WIllie hesitated as
several people went past the table on their way up to the nutuel w ndows

whi ch, according to the track announcer, had just opened. Wen the aisle
be-tween the tables was enpty once nore, Denver |eaned to-ward Lou and said,
“For two years after WIllie was sprung fromthe can last time, he had to see
his parole officer once a week and prove he was going straight Wllie had to
take this job as a clothing salesman in a nmen's store—honest work, but no
class toit. WIllie had sone cash tucked away from jobs he'd done before he
was sent up, but he couldn't touch it. Not with the parole officer hangi ng on
him It was a bad two years.”"l can synpathize,” Lou said.“Wen WIllie didn't
have to see his parole officer again, he kind of went wild. Tried to nake up
for those two awful years. As a result, he spent too much too fast. So he had
to get sone small cons working, nothing too danger-ous. One thing Wllie
did—he tied up with a booknmaking ring that operated at Aqueduct.”Velinsk
stopped eating. He | ooked around at the cus-toners at the nearest tables.
Nobody was paying any attention to them “You were a bookie's runner on a
track?”“Only for two nonths.”“Jesus, WIIlie—=The handsome little man bl ushed.
“Wllie knows how lowy the work was. But he needed cash.”“lIt's not how |l owy
it was that bothers ne,” Velinski said. He thought: Dean Martin, Robert

Redf ord, Dean Martin, Robert Redford . . . “You said you weren't working any
dangerous cons. Hell, running for a bookie on a track is as dangerous as they
cone. Track police are always |ooking for that sort of thing.”“A person |earns
by experience,” WIlls said, pushing at his grapefruit and orange pieces with a
spoon. “They caught you?”W I 1lie nodded. “You should be back in the canl”*Wllie



saved hinmself,” WIllie said. “The people WIllie was working for weren't
exactly Wllie's friends. So to save hinself WIllie named themfor the track
cops.”“And they let you go?” Velinski asked. “Just |ike that?”Taking his first
bite of grapefruit, as if he were trying to find a reason not to answer,
WIllie chewed slowly. At last he said, “A person isn't exactly proud of
ratting on his associates.”Velinski pushed his enpty fruit cup to the edge of
the table. “I'mnot concerned about that. | know you wouldn't rat on ne. \Wat
worries ne . . . You ever worked that racket on this track?”WIllie | ooked up
fromhis fruit, startled. “Of course not!”“You' re sure?” Velinski's voice was
crisp; he was a novie detective again, a good one.“Wat do you take Wllie
for?” WIllie asked. “He's never been on this track in his life. No one knows

himhere.”"Well . . .” Lou's bushy white eyebrows were drawn together in a
singl e bar over his bul bous nose."“Sonetimes a person should explain hinself to
his friends,” Wllie said. “So . . . WIllie wanted you to under-stand why he's

so nervous. He wanted you to understand about the bad menories fromthat other
track. He didn't want you to think he was nervous just because of this job.

O herwi se he woul dn't even have bored you with the subject.”Velinski caught

hi nsel f as he began to adjust his left shirt cuff. He quickly dropped his hand
and | eaned back in his chair. “Here's another time you could have | earned from
the novies.”“How s that?"Regaining his jolly Santa d aus | ook, Velinski said,
“Well, you'd never catch Dean Martin or Robert Redford running bets for a
booki e on a racetrack.”JessupThe di splay roomon the west end of the fourth
floor of the clubhouse building measured forty feet on a side. It had only one
entrance, a set of double doors that were now propped open. The walls were
hung wi t h phot o- graphs of horses and paintings of horses. Currently, the
center of attention was a seven-foot-high, four-foot-w de glass box which
stood in the nmiddle of the chanber. One million dollars in cash lay on a

vel vet -draped tabl e inside that box. The sight of it was drawi ng people to the
di s-play roomlike the sea drew | enmi ngs: nost of them | ooked as if they

t hought snothering in noney was the nicest of all possible deaths. Maybe it is,
Jessup thought as he wal ked slowy around the display case, studying the
casual ly arranged packets of twenties, fifties, and hundreds.“Pl ease don't
touch the glass, sir.”Jessup turned to his right and | ooked at the guard. The
man was tall, rangy, with a lopsided snmile. On the right breast of his blue
shirt was stenciled Ml kins-Peterson, and on the |left breast was the nane

M ke. “Excuse nme?” Jessup said, slightly bew ldered.“We'd prefer if you don't
touch the glass,” Mke said, |eavening the adnonition with another
smle.Followi ng the direction of Mke's gaze, Jessup saw that he was indeed
touching the glass. The fingertips of his right hand were pressed to the pane
as if reaching for the noney. He |l owered his hand and said, “Sure. Sorry.”The
guard went back to his post.Jessup continued around the display, but he was no
longer primarily interested in the noney. Instead, he counted the guards: one
by the doors, one on the south side of the case, one on the north side-al
arnmed. Furthernore, none of the Melkins-Peterson nmen were retired, fat-bellied
cops. They were all slim husky bastards who night get high on courage, the
sort who might risk a bullet in the head for a two-hundred-dollar salary check
every week. Sm ling sheepishly at Mke as he passed him Jessup threaded his
way through the crowd in the display roomand joined Vince Geenfield, who was
standing in front of a large oil painting of a race horse. “How s it | ook to
you?” he asked Greenfield.“Three of them”“That's the way | read it
too.”Geenfield kept his voice low but didn't attract at-tention with a

whi sper. “Any others that aren't in uni-forn?”“Maybe one.”“Qut on the
concourse?”“How woul d we know?”“| suppose.”A m ddl e-aged coupl e cane over to

| ook at the painting. She thought it was very nice. He thought it was the work
of a five-year-old drawing with crayons.“And two of us,” Geenfield said, when
the couple left. “Four of them counting the plainclothes nunber, and two of
us.” He rounded as if he were taking careful notes in his mnd.“And the
roses,” Jessup said. He nodded toward the |ong, red-ribboned florist's box
that Greenfield held under his left arm This norning Jessup had bought three
dozen roses, enptied the roses fromthe box, and replaced themw th the



conpact, |ightweight, Bel gi an-made subrmachi ne gun which he had gotten fromthe
cripple, Bill MGII. In Jessup's hands the box m ght have | ooked suspici ous
to a paranoid cop. In the hands of a clean-cut young execu-tive type |like
Vince Geenfield, it |ooked entirely innocent. “The roses bal ance sides,”

Jessup said.“lIt's along tine till the last race,” Geenfield said, “and these
roses are getting heavier by the mnute. Let's go back to our table.”"You go
ahead,” Jessup said. “lI want to get in a couple of bets on the daily

double.”Greenfield just couldn't understand that. He closed his eyes and

| eafed through his nmental notes for a monent, but decided that it just didn't
add up. “You aren't kid-ding, are you?"”“No.”“But it's a waste of time. There's
only one bet you have to win today.”“W have to play these ponies, don't we?”
Jessup asked, withdrawi ng a well-packed noney clip fromhis jacket pocket.
“For cover, anyway. If we don't play themwe' re going to | ook out of place.
And | always bet the daily double when | go to the track.”Rubbing thoughtfully
at his chin, Geenfield finally said, “I guess then you ought to make a bet
for me too.” He pointed to the program Jessup had bought. “What | ooks
good?”“For the daily doubl e?”“The daily double's nothing but a damed
lottery,” Geenfield said scornfully. “You can't handicap the nmixed bag in a
first race. So there's nothing directly about the double, nothing you can

anal yze. It's strictly chance.”“l know that,” Jessup said. “It's just a quirk
of mine. When I'min Vegas | stick with craps and bl ackj ack—but every once in
a while | have to sit at the roulette wheel. At the track | play the craps and
bl ackj ack races—+the ones | have sone chance of doping out. . . . But now and
then | need to let loose, like with the roulette wheel in Vegas. So sonetines
| play Exactas, and | always bet the daily double.”Geenfield nodded. “Sure. |
can see that. It's sort of like your ruby ring.”Jessup didn't get it. He said
so.“Never mind,” Geenfield said. “I'Il let |oose too. Wat |ooks good in the
doubl e?” Unfol ding his program Jessup said, “Neat 'n Clean in the first race
coupled with a three-year-old named Trigononetry in the second.”Geenfield' s
face brightened at once. He shifted the bul ky flower box fromone armto the
other and dug a five-dollar bill out of his wallet. “Get me two tickets on
that combo, will you? It sounds pretty good to nme.”Jessup smled. “I knew it
woul d. ”“You di d?”"“How could you not like it?"Geenfield didn't get it. He said
so. “Never mind,” Jessup said.Knowing full well that Geenfield would never
live to spend the noney if he won the double, Jessup went to place their bets.
While he was standing in line at a seller's wi ndow, Pat Jessup divided six
into two mllion dollars. It came out to $333,333.33 for each nurder rap that
he woul d hang around his own neck when he used the submachi ne gun to cut down
the others in that woodl and clearing this evening. He'd never have to work
again. $333,333.33 . . .It wasn't a bad deal at all.



ThreeThe Mneyln addition to the twelve clerks in the Horsemen's Cub on the
fifth level, forty nutuel wi ndows were open for business on each of the first
four levels of the clubhouse building. On each floor these forty were set

al ong the back wall of the concourse, evenly split into two groups, twenty in
the west wi ng—twelve sellers and eight cashiers —and twenty in the east wi ng.
The two banks of nutuel clerks were separated by the grandstand food
concession on the second floor, by the clubhouse entrance on the third | evel,
and by the restroons and the Saddl e Bar on the fourth floor. During the
twenty-five-nmnute betting period before each race, the twenty-four sellers on
each floor dispensed tickets alnost as fast as they could punch the mutue
buttons and make change. Since the first race of Sweepstakes Day had a post
time of one-thirty, the sellers' w ndows cl osed precisely on the half hour

al t hough the cashi ers remai ned open. Anyone who was still in line to place a
bet was out of luck. Post times at Century Oaks were strictly adhered to, and
the state | aws prohi bited wagering past that penulti-mate nmonent. The nonent
the wi ndows were cl osed, each seller pulled open his cash drawer. He put a
bill-sized yell ow paper nmarker on the top of each stack of noney in the
drawer, not taking time to count it first. This marker bore his w ndow number,
and he nade certain that all noney passing fromhis hands was properly

| abel ed. At the end of the day he woul d be responsible for having a bal anced
drawer; if the sales figures in the nutuel machine did not tally with the
recei pts he'd sent down to the cash room he would have to dip into his own
pocket to nmake up for any deficiency. Markers all in place, the clerk now
slipped a rubber band around each pile of currency. Then, on the back of

anot her marker, he jotted down his total sales for the |last betting period, a
figure which was represented in a wi ndow on the front of the mutue

machi ne. One cashier acted as a “row boss” in each rank of twenty w ndows. He
went to each of his twelve sellers, starting fromthe cashiers' side near the
center of the building and working out to the last seller near the

out - si de—east or west—end of the building. He held open a gray canvas sack
into which the clerks dropped the packets of bound noney, and he coll ected
fromeach of themthe paper marker bearing the window s sales figure for that
race. He dragged the bank sack ten feet past the last seller to the very end
of the aisle behind the nmutuel w ndow row, stopped in front of a pair of blue
el evator doors. dancing quickly at the twelve sales figures, he added themin
hi s head, deducted fifteen per-cent, and wote down the resultant figure on
the top of a brilliant pink notepad which he carried in his shirt pocket. Then
the row boss waited for the el evator doors to open.Less than two m nutes had
passed since post time for the first race. Qut on the track the pony girls and
pony boys were having the usual trouble getting high-strung thoroughbreds to
and into the bays of the starting gate. The race woul d not begin for perhaps
as much as another full mnute.Just before post tine two Mel Kkins-Peterson
guards and two pl ai ncl ot hesmen had come out of the cash room door at the
bott om of the cl ubhouse. They brought with themtwo deep | aundry carts on
wheel s. Two men—ene uni-forned, one not—paired at each laundry cart, and the
teans went to opposite ends of the |ong basenent cor-ridor. The men who
boarded the elevator at the extrene east end of the corridor rode to the fifth
| evel of the clubhouse; their elevator doors opened on the aisle be-hind the
nmut uel windows in the exclusive Horsenen's Club. At the west end of the track
t he second el evator stopped on the fourth floor, behind one of the two ranks
of wi ndows on the topnost clubhouse |level. As both el evators descended fl oor
by floor, row bosses tossed their bank sacks into the |laundry carts and handed
the pink slips of notepaper to the Melkins-Peterson nen. By the tinme the
horses left the starting gate, the cash fromthat race had already reached the
baserment. And by the time the winner of the first race, Buttercup's Beau, was
hal fway down the stretch with a four-I|engths advantage, the two carts and four
men were back in the cash room and the conputerized door was safely seal ed
behi nd t hem The Mel ki ns- Pet erson men handed the row bosses' pink slips to
Leroy Franson, the track accountant, who was sitting at the counting table
nearest the open vault. The number on a pink paper represented the sum each



row boss estimated his cashiers would require in order to make payoffs on the
first race. Franson and his four assistants pulled open the vault drawers that
contai ned the start-up cash—+three hundred thousand dollars of it —which had
been delivered fromthe bank this norning. They counted out nine separate
pil es of cash and put theminto the nine bank sacks that the Ml kins-Peterson
guards had enptied onto the counting tables.Upstairs, outside, the first race
had been run. The nunber six horse, Buttercup's Beau, was the undisputed

wi nner. However, there was sone doubt as to whether Gol den Rul ah or Absolute
Triunph had fini shed second. The el ectronic tote board in the infield listed
ol den Rul ah to show, but the track announcer warned every-one to hold on to
all tickets; the order of finish had not yet been approved by the judges and
was not final. At least another m nute would pass before the judges commtted
t hensel ves to a decision and the payoffs flashed on the tote. Only then woul d
the rush to the cashiers' w ndows begin.ln the basement the two uniforned
guards and the two pl ai ncl ot hesnen |l eft the cash room-+five bank sacks in one
laundry cart and four in the other—and went to their respective el evators.
They stopped at every floor on the way up and passed the payoff noney to the
row bosses who signed for it and then distributed it to the eight cashiers in
each row At thirty-six mnutes past one, the judges posted the official order
of finish: Buttercup's Beau, Absolute Triunph, CGolden Rul ah. The cashiers

wi ndows opened for payoffs. The sellers were al ready di spensing mnutuel
tickets, for the standard twenty-five-mnute betting period prior to the next
race had begun a minute ago. On every |level the concourses were crowded with
happy wi nners who were anxi ous to exchange a pi ece of cardboard for sone

fol ding nmoney —and with disgruntled | osers who were all certain that they
could make up for their losses in the next race or, at the very worst, in the
one after that.In the cash room Leroy Franson and his assistants counted the
take fromthe first race. They conpared their figures with those kept by the
mut uel system conput er, checked thensel ves and then one another, entered the
figures in the books, and began to package bills for dis-tribution to the
cashiers at the conclusion of the second race. The noney had begun to flow Iike
wat er gushing through a conpl ex network of shiny pipes.



Four Cooper Bud Teagarten was one of the two TRPB agents on duty in the east
wi ng of the top clubhouse concourse. An ex-FBlI man, |ike many others in the
organi zati on, Teagarten was not quite so husky as Henry Cooper or as

cl ean-cut. He had bushy sideburns and a nmustache. Hi s quick dark eyes seened
to be able to | ook everywhere at once. Cooper knew himto be an anbitious
agent who was reliable and thorough. A Daily Racing Form fol ded under his |eft
arm Cooper rapidly worked his way across the crowded, noi sy con-course floor
and stood beside Teagarten. “How s it goi ng?”“Too nany people,” Teagarten
said, frowning. “Sonme-times | think | can feel the floor bendi ng under the

wei ght.”"“Got your eye on anyone?”“No. Just scanning.”“l think I mght have a
| ead,” Cooper said.“What sort?”“There's soneone familiar in line at the
five-dollar ticket window | know I've seen himbefore, but I can't guess

where. Come have a | ook.” They went to the cluster of closed-circuit tel evision
screens near the sellers' windows in that wing. Pretending to watch the odds
changi ng on the horses in the second race, they | ooked past the nmonitors to
the five-dollar w n-dow “Wich one is he?” Teagarten asked."You can get a good
| ook at himright now He's just reached the front of the line. He's placing
his bet.”“The short fellow?”“Yes.” At that monment the short nan turned away
fromthe wi ndow, holding a pair of five-dollar tickets in his right

hand. “Coni ng this way,” Cooper said. The stranger was quite handsone, though
smal | enough to be a jockey. He stood no taller than five-four and wei ghed no
nore than one-ten. He was deeply tanned and had thick, wavy black hair. He was
wearing a forest green suit with white top stitching around the pockets and

| apel s and buttonholes, a lime green shirt, and a white necktie.“Nfty
dresser,” Teagarten said. The short man passed them went down a set of steps
into the clubhouse restaurant. He went down three tiers and sat at a snall
table with a white-haired fat man to whom he gave one of the nutuel
tickets.“Ever seen himbefore?” Cooper asked. Teagarten nodded hesitantly. “The
face is famliar. But fromwhere? The nug books?” The TRPB mmi nt ai ned vol unes
of phot ographs, de-scriptions, and backgrounds of hundreds upon hundreds of
con artists, bookies, pickpockets, and other crimnals whose natural habitat
was the racetrack. In the five-room TRPB headquarters on the backstretch,
there were six al bumsized mug books, constantly updated by inserts nail ed
fromthe national office, detailing the careers of crooks who had operated at
Century Oaks and, nostly, at other tracks in the United States and Canada.
Every agent paged through these books once or tw ce a week, hoping to get the
mug shots firmy in mnd so that he woul d recogni ze one of these grifters when
he saw him“Has to be the nmug books,” Cooper said worriedly. “Were

el se?”Standing at the railing that separated the restaurant fromthe
concourse, staring at the two men who were sitting three tiers bel ow,
Teagarten said, “Do you re-cognize the fat man?”“No.”“Me neit her.” Cooper said,
“I want you to go out to the office and | ook through those books. See if the
little man's in them anywhere. If he is, get back to ne right away.”“You think

maybe we've got our forgery artists?’“l just don't know. ”"Teagarten pulled on
one earlobe. H's dark eyes were troubled. “He doesn't resenble the description
you got fromthat Baltinore schoolteacher.”Cooper nodded. “I know. "*“Coul d be
several of themin this thing, | guess.”"Yeah,” Cooper said. “O this little
man m ght not have anything at all to do with our forgery artist. He may
represent some altogether new sort of trouble.”“Ni ce thought.”“l want to know
what that might be.”“I"Il get to the mug books right now,” Teagarten
said.KilliganAt two o' clock Saturday afternoon Jack Killigan made it hone. He

turned off the country road and parked the white Thunderbird in the driveway
besi de the kitchen door.Rita woke up and rai sed her head. She was stil
strikingly beautiful, but not nearly so alluring as she had been the night
before. Her black hair was tangled, stringy, and lusterless. Her |ipstick was
sneared. Her eyes were watery, her ripe nouth |oose |ike that of a sinpleton
She was still naked, but streaked with dirt. She said, “Are we stopping for
nore beer?”“No.”“l want nore.”“You' ve had enough.”“Never enough.”“CGo to
sleep.”Surprisingly, she did just that, instantly.“Christ,” Killigan said, “if
you' d al ways been so damed obedi ent -how heavenl y! " She snored. Swi t chi ng of f



t he engi ne, he |l eaned his sweat-fil ned forehead agai nst the steering wheel and
took a monment to collect his wits. He was still somewhat under the in-fluence
of the drugs Rita had given him his vision be-came extrenely blurry for a
mnute or two at a stretch; his heartbeat was frantic; he caught hinself

hunm ng tune-lessly; and every once in a while he would shake his head and

[ augh, utterly without reason.But |I'm honme, he thought. And I'Il get to the
track. 1'll be there to solve the problems. | won't lose this one like all the
others before it. Dammit, | won't!He got out of the air-conditioned car and

sighed wearily as the humid spring air settled over himlike a thick bl anket.
He went around to the passenger's door, opened it, and shook Rita's
shoul der. “Fuck you,” she said sullenly.“You ve got to go in the house.”She was
al ready asleep.“Rita?"She didn't respond. “Bitch!"Despite his dizziness and
weakness he managed to get her off the hideously soiled car seat and into his
arms. He staggered, alnost went to his knees, got his balance at the | ast
nmonent. Not even pausing to wonder what the neighbors would think if they saw
hi m now, he carried her to the kitchen door, which they hadn't bothered to

cl ose when they went for their wild ride. In the house he made it only as far
as the living room where he had to put her on the sofa so that he could catch
his breath.No tinme to rest. R ght now he was | osing Century Gaks, losing his

| ast chance . . . Seconds counted. M nutes were inval uabl e. He picked her up
once nmore and carried her upstairs, frequently pausing to | ean agai nst the
bani ster. He put her down in the master bedroom and pulled the sheets up to

her chin.Her onyx eyes flashed open like the eyes on a baby doll. “Hey, where
are we?”“Home. " " Your place?”"“Yes.”"W going to screw?”“Not now,” he
said.“Let's screw."“Rita, | don't have tine.”“The only tine Daddy was ever
proud of me was when | made it in Hollywood,” she said. Her throaty voice was
di stant, haunted. She reached up and gripped Kil-ligan by the front of his
shirt. Her fingers were like talons, and he could not pull |oose. “I ever tel
you that? It was the only time . . .”“You told nme,” he said, trying to free

hi nsel f.“When Daddy heard about the big noney | was maki ng, he saw a kind of
a kind of kinship between us.”“Rita, you've told me all of this.”She had
such surprising strength in her slender arnms that she was al nost able to
unbal ance himand pull himall the way down on top of her. “Did you really
kill your nother?”He cl osed his eyes. She shook him “Did you?"He tried to
wrench | oose of her. He gripped her wists and tried desperately to tw st her
hands fromhis shirt. But while the drugs drained himof his energy and
strength, they seenmed to give Rita a superhuman power. She held on, a |l eech
that wanted every last drop of his blood.“Did you kill her?” she asked.“Of
course not.""“Last night you said you did.”“l was crazy |ast night.”She pulled
herself into a sitting position, her face only inches fromhis. “Qpen your
eyes, Jack.”He opened them Her eyes were oily pits. “Your poor old nmomhad a
stroke, you told ne.”“Stop it.”“She couldn't talk,” Rita said. “Renenber? One
arm paral yzed. Her face paralyzed.” Rita's eyes held himthe way a shark's
perpetual smle nmesnerized its prey. “Your daddy dead for ten years. No npney.
You had to live with that bitchy aunt of yours. You were fifteen, your sister
thirteen. Renenber? Huh? Your poor old nmomwas hal f paral yzed, and you were
screwi ng your sister on the sly.” She grinned lewdly at him Her teeth were
yel low, her tongue all silvery like a slice of spoiled ham He was trenbling.
Why had he ever told her this? Wiy had he made hinself so horribly vul nerable
to Rita of all people? “It wasn't like that,” he said. “We didn't actually do
anything. We were just naked to-gether.”“Sanme difference.”“lt wasn't!”"“Poor
ol d nom shoul dn't have been up and around that late at night,” Rita said. “But
she didn't know what she was doing or where she really was.”Tears streaned
down Killigan's face. “That house,” he said pathetically. “If you' d known what
it was like. My sister . . . W didn't have anyone but each other. W
didn't—2Rta | aughed. “Wat did you say when poor old nmomwal ked in on the two
of you?”He didn't answer her.“Right there in bed, renenber?”“lIt was very
i nnocent.”"“Ch, Jack!” she said peevishly. “Don't try to back out on your
confession. You made it, nowlive with it. Wallowin it. That's what you
Catholics need to do, isn't it?"“l'mnot a Catholic anynore.”"Because you



never made your confession until last night! O course, you aren't a Catholic!
Can't be. Not a good one, anyway. You waited too damed | ong to con-fess. But
it's okay now. |'mgiving you absolution!” She tried to kiss himon the
lips.Gagging on her fetid breath, Killigan suddenly felt that she was nore
than just a disturbed, unbal anced woman. She was denonic. Her eyes were

bl oodshot, and her flesh stank. Her face and body were i nhumanly beauti ful

i nhumanly perfect. Although it may have been the deranged del usion of a
drug-altered m nd, he saw her now as an evil spirit, a succubus that spent
some nights in the formof a man and transferred Killigan's seed into the
bodi es of strange wonen. Ch, Jesus, Mary, |I'mso sick. So sick . . .She giggled
softly as if she had sonmehow heard the adnission, the strangled plea. Then she
let go of himand fell back against the pillows and instantly to

sl eep. Frightened and confused, Killigan went to take his shower. The hot water
scoured away the grime—and sonme of the despair. By the tine he had towel ed dry
and was choosing a suit, he was again thinking about saving his job at Century
Oaks. The fear remained, but the con-fusion was replaced by resolution

det erm nati on, pur-pose. Just as the shower had sluiced away his despair, he
woul d wash away the problenms that nmust have devel oped at the track during the
early hours of Sweepstakes Day.It's going to be fine.There was the forgery
artist to worry about. But Cooper night already have found the nman. He had

m ssed this nmorning's nmeeting with Zuverbeck and the County Board of
Assessors. Ckay. Jeff Cassarian woul d be upset. Zuverbeck woul d be furious.

But i mpotent. Another neeting could be scheduled. In the end the results
woul d be the same—wouldn't they? Alittle extra time wouldn't buy the board an
advant age—woul d it?Naturally, there would have been problenms noving a huge
cromd onto the parking lots, fromthe lots to the grandstand and cl ubhouse.

But the track was excellent. He'd hired hundreds of good people in the |ast
few nont hs. They woul d have handl ed the crowds well.It's going to be fine.



FiveGinmeslf he were going to win, Ely Ginmes had decided Friday night, then
he was going to have to stop living like a loser. Al week he had been running
scared, desperately counting his bankroll a dozen tines a day. Mnday through
Friday he had paid only grandstand adm ssion, conserving for the nutue

wi ndows the extra two dollars it would have cost himto get into the

cl ubhouse. He hadn't eaten any of the over-priced racetrack food. And each

ni ght he had gone back to that cheap little Lazy Tinme Motel with its scarred
furniture and threadbare carpet. Today he was acting |like a wi nner. He was
sitting at a tiny table in the clubhouse restaurant. He had tipped the naitre
d well in order to obtain a table that, on such a busy day, would otherw se
have been saved for two custoners. And he was nursing a full bottle of white
wine.He felt certain he would win today. H s handi cappi ng system had been

wor ki ng all week, but he had not done well sinply because his frame of mind
was terrible. That was all behind him Fromnow on he was picking only

Wi nners. He knew it.He was placing bets in just two races today, the fourth
and the last. The other seven events were for anmateurs who wagered on names
they liked, on nunbers that cor-responded to their ages and birthdates and
weddi ng anni versaries, or on hopel ess nags that they had “handi-capped” with
some idiotic systemthey' d concocted over lunch. But Gimes was selective. He
had spent all morn-ing working with his charts, graphs, and notebooks. In the
fourth race he would put five hundred dollars on Lucky Bucky to win; he was
certain she would | eave the gate at eight-to-one, a handsone payoff. And in
the I ast race, the Sweepstakes, he was wagering two thousand on Magic Pitcher
to win—+f the odds were as splendid as he ex-pected themto be.O the eight

t housand dollars with which he had be-gun the week—oney fromthe savings
account and the new nortgage—Ely now had only twenty-five hundred. But he
wasn't worried. Hell, twenty-five hundred could make himtwenty thousand if he
played it right. It wouldn't nake the fortune that he'd hoped for, but twenty
t housand was certainly enough to help O ara over the rough spots in the nonths
i medi ately after the cancer had finally . . .He sipped some nore w ne. He
smled smugly at the excited, chattering people at the tables all around him
They were throwi ng noney away, treating the whole thing as a | ark instead of
as a business. Sone of them had bought a dozen or nore two-dollar tickets on
the daily double. They were playing Exactas and Quinellas. They were rank

amat eurs, and their cash would pay for his big winnings in the fourth and
ninth races. CooperWaiting for Teagarten's report, Henry Cooper stationed
hinself at the railing above the clubhouse restaurant where he could watch the
nattily dressed man who was sitting with the fat man at a table three tiers
bel ow. A few dozen racing fans had claimed places at the rail from which they
could watch the tote board, the parading horses, and the races thensel ves.
Referring frequently to his Daily Racing Form Cooper nade use of this cover.
In the last hour the subjects under surveillance had done nothing suspicious.
They drank a great deal of coffee, nursed two brandi es, and each went to the
men's roomonce. Neither of themwas carrying a briefcase that m ght have
contained a forger's tools, and neither of them had remained in the restroom
nore than a couple of mnutes. They had placed bets in the second, third, and
now the fourth races, but they had torn up the tickets for the second and
third when their horses did not w n. Cooper avoi ded boredom by occasionally
shifting his attention to the prettier wonen in that half of the club-house
restaurant. One of the nost interesting was a blonde in her late twenties who
was sitting alone at a table two tiers below She was wearing a | ow cut dress,
a bright sumer print, that reveal ed a considerable anount of big, creany
breasts. From where Cooper stood, he could | ook straight down the bodi ce—and

t he show was not h-ing short of spectacul ar. Cooper was refreshing hinself with
a |l ook at the blonde's breasts when Arthur Hudson, the neek little

school teacher fromBaltinore, sat down at the table with her. The bl onde gave
Hudson a dazzling snile—and Cooper imagined that he could feel the heat of it
even this far away. Al t hough Henry Cooper was nore interested in police work
than in women, he was by no neans a celibate. He'd spent his share of tine
chasing after them He knew he wasn't ugly, stupid, or mannerless, that he was



as good a sex object as nost other men. Yet he had never connected up with
anyone as fabulous as this blonde.How did a runt |ike Hudson get her—and how s
he ever expect to hold on to her?Even as he asked hinmsel f the question, he saw
t he answer: the schoolteacher passed a thick wad of cash—at |east severa
hundred and perhaps several thousand—to the bl onde, and she dropped it into
her purse. Wnnings? Was Art hur Hudson a master handi capper, a mathemnatics
teacher who'd finally discovered the perfect systemthat half the mathematics
teachers in the country were al -ways tal king about ?After he had snoot hed out
the white tabl ecloth, Hudson began to lay out nutuel tickets like cards in a
gane of solitaire. He had at |east twenty of them none fromtwo-dollar

wi ndows. Mast er handi capper ?Or was Arthur Hudson sonet hing el se
altogether?“l've got it.”Startled, Cooper turned and saw Teagarten at his
side. “He's in the nug book?”“CQur little man's nane is WIllie Denver,”
Teagarten said. He stood with his back to the railing while Cooper faced him
and the restaurant. Face to face, they could talk quietly w thout nuch chance
of being overheard by the fans on both sides of them “He's taken two falls
for arned robbery.”“Wiy does the TRPB have a file on hin?”“Ten nonths ago he
was running bets for a bookie at Agueduct.”“On the track?” Cooper

asked. “Fool i sh, huh?”“Why isn't he in jail ?"“He cooperated.”"How?”"“ Turned over
t he booki e and everyone el se involved.”“He should still be banned from
racetracks.”“Ch, he is,” Teagarten said."“Then what's he doing here?”“You're

t he one's been watching him”Cooper said, “But there's nothing to see.
Absolutely nothing. . . . Maybe they're just here for the races.”“Could be,”
Teagarten said, turning around and star-ing down at WIllie Denver. “But you
don't believe it.”“No,” Cooper said. “What about the fat man?”“Not in our
books,” Teagarten said. The horses were in the gate for the fourth race. The
lights di med. The conversations quieted to a duller roar."“Should we pick them
up?” Teagarten asked. Cooper thought about it for a monent. “No. You take over
here. Watch them”"“I1f they do sonething wong?”“Use your own judgment.”“Were
will you be?”“Real close,” Cooper said. “There's soneone else | don't want to
et out of my sight.”*“Wwo?"“lf you knew you'd divide your attention,” Cooper
said. “Just keep your eye on this WIllie Denver and his pal.”“I"Il follow him
into the toilet stall if | have to, chief,” Teagarten sai d. Cooper sniled.
“Yeah. And get yourself arrested on a norals charge.”A bell rang.“They're

of f!” the announcer said. The cheering began. A horse named Lucky Bucky led from
the gate but broke stride halfway through and fell to the rear of the pack
Elmo's Fire cane hone the wi nner by a neck, paying approximtely

Si x-t0-one. When the race was over, Henry Cooper wal ked away from Teagarten
went forty feet along the rail, and took up another position by hinmself. He
ignored WIllie Den-ver and the fat man. He waited, instead, to see if Arthur
Hudson and the bl onde had any nore wi nning tickets. The MoneyThe crowd for
Sweepst akes Day was by far the largest in the four-year history of Century
Oaks Race Course. For a seat in the permanent grandstand or for a sonewhat

| ess desirable seat on the tenporary bl eachers that had been erected on the

ei ghty-foot-w de macadam apron that fronted the entire cl ubhouse buil di ng,
exactly 25,262 people had paid two dollars apiece at the door. Another 8,710
had paid four dollars to be admtted to the club-house. Two hundred passes,
all that had been issued for the season, had been used. The gate receipts
total ed $85, 364, even with the passes.All of it was in the cash room The
parking lots were overflowing with 7,800 cars. The take fromthis part of the
operation, including the extra dollar that one thousand cars had paid for
val et service, was $8,800 even.It was in the cash room Thus far 24, 200
programs had been sold at fifty cents apiece. Except for the necessary changes
in the pro-gramsellers' registers, this $12,100 was al so in the base-nent
cash room The handle for the first four races of Sweepstakes Day stood at

$1, 685,480, and approximately fifteen per-cent of that-—$252,822—was in the
cash room No noney had been collected fromthe mutuel wi ndow in the jockeys
quarters or fromthat in the news room but what cash remained there and in
the cashiers' drawers all over the track amounted to little nore than the

Br eakage. By now $300, 000 had been packaged and returned to a special set of



open vault drawers at the end of the room This noney replaced the start-up
cash which had been used for payoffs after the first race. The track was now
functioning entirely on its own revenue flow Not counting the pocket noney of
the Century Oaks enpl oyees, and not counting the small bags of nobney that had
been sent down fromthe various grandstand food concessions for safekeeping,
there was nearly $660,000 in the cash room And not even half the races had
been run. Cooperl nmedi ately after the judges had posted the official order of
finish in the fourth race, Arthur Hudson picked up the tickets on the table in
front of him He put four of themin his shirt pocket and the other sixteen in
a pants pocket. He said sonething to the blonde that nade her snmile again,
then he stood up and left the table and clinbed the steps fromthe restaurant
to the top cl ubhouse con-course. Pushing his way through the cromd he made for
the twenty-dollar cashier's wi ndow Turning away fromthe railing, Cooper

foll owed hi m Hudson turned in four wi nning tickets, collected his noney and
put it in a breast pocket wallet. Then he headed straight for the nen's

room Cooper waited outside.At three-eighteen, seven mnutes after he'd gone
in, Arthur Hudson came out of the restroom He passed in front of Henry Cooper
wi t hout seeing him The teacher was distracted and tense; he wal ked stiffly
with his head held high and his eyes ainmed, robotlike, straight ahead of

him No briefcase, Cooper thought. Nothing to carry all the tools a forgery
artist needs. And he wasn't in there any-where near |ong enough to doctor
sixteen tickets.He foll owed hi manyway. Hudson went to the tel evision nonitors
and studi ed the odds on the next race—udntil he was approached by an old nman
who passed hi m noney. Hudson shook the old fell ow s hand, gave hima
ten-dollar bill, and pocketed the rest.Were did the old geezer come from
Cooper wondered. Cbviously an innocent front. But where had Hudson made the
connection? In the bathroom wthout the at-tendant noticing?Wen the old nman
had gone, Hudson went to the twenty-dollar cashier's wi ndow on the west end of
t he cl ubhouse concourse. There, he cashed two nobre wi nning tickets. Against

all the rules of his racket, he was passing the fakes hinself.l've got him
And no wonder it had taken Cooper so long to nail Hudson. The school t eacher
was not the sort of man you | ooked for when you were tracking a forgery
artist. Hudson had a respectabl e past, an acceptable job. He was neek, plain,
and easily frightened—yet even after Cooper had caught him passing the tickets
at the start of Sweepstakes Week, Hudson was still taking the risk instead of
cashing the tickets exclusively through in-nocent fronts. Only soneone sharp
on details, soneone who realized it was odd for Hudson to be with a knock-out
bl onde, coul d have gotten anywhere with this one. Cooper felt

tri unphant. Pocketing the noney, Hudson crossed the concourse and rode an

escal ator down to the third floor, the |ower clubhouse |evel. He bought a pack
of cigarettes at a concessions stand and struck up a conversation with a
pretty young woman—and soon sent her off to a cashier's wi ndow. Wen he had
that noney he went down to the first grandstand | evel and wal ked up to a
ten-doll ar wi ndow, fished in his shirt pocket, and put down two nore w nni ng
mut uel tickets. Cooper stepped up beside him He put one hand over the tickets
before the cashier could touch them “TRPB,” he said. He picked up the tickets
and studied themcare-fully.“0Oh, hello,” Hudson said, blinking stupidly.
“Somet hi ng wong?”“These your tickets?” Cooper asked. Suddenly aghast, Hudson
said, “Do you nean |'ve been used agai n?” Cooper |aughed.“Di d you catch your
forger?” Hudson asked.Brazen little bastard, aren't you? Cooper said: “You

mean that tall, blond, blue-eyed man with the Ronman nose and dark
conpl exi on?"“Yes, him” Hudson sai d, noddi ng eagerly.“Haven't found himyet.
But that's okay. |'ve just got myself another forger, so it all comes out even
in the end. Doesn't it?"Hudson still tried to pretend that he didn't know what

Cooper was tal ki ng about.



Si xKi | I i ganWwhen he woke at four o' clock, Jack Killigan was stretched out on
the bed beside Rita, one hand on her bare thigh. He was wearing the suit he
had put on nearly an hour ago, and he could not renenber when he'd | ain down.
He had been in such a hurry to get to Century Gaks . . .And | still am Stil
have to get there. Now He sat up on the edge of the bed, noaned softly, and
held his head in both hands.Rita murnmured, as if she were goading himto
con-tinue.He got to his feet and took a few tentative steps, wob-bling like a

new colt with the wonb matter still clinging to it. He was dizzy and headachy,
but sonmehow he made it to the bedroom door and then to the end of the second
floor hall. However, when he got that far, he had to sit down and rest awhile

bef ore he dared to descend the steps. Cooper Two Mel ki ns- Pet erson guards—ene a
burly man with a sour face, the other a strong but slender black man—ane from
the corridor into the waiting roomthat connected with the track manager's

of fice. The burly one shook his head at Cooper and said, “I can't find M.
Killigan anywhere. A lot of other people want him been after himall day. It

| ooks |ike maybe he didn't make it to work.”“On Sweepstakes Day?” Cooper asked
i ncredul ously. The guard shrugged. Cooper was sitting in MIlly Barnes's sw vel
chair which he had put in the mddle of the roombetween the door and the

bl ack | eatherette couch on which Arthur Hud-son sat. He turned to the bl ack
man and said, “What about the blonde?”“She wasn't at the table,” the guard
said. “So | faded back and waited for her to show up.”“She never did,” Cooper
guessed. “Maybe it was female intuition,” the black man said. “Or maybe she saw
you start to follow this guy when he first came out of the restaurant. Anyway,
I went down to the guardroom and sent out your description of her to all the
MP s in the building.” He patted the tiny radio receiver clipped to his belt.
“Told them she was tied up with this ticket-forging business and that if

anyone found her he was to bring her to M. Killigan's office.”*“That'll have
to do,” Cooper said. “The two of you stay here. | mght need you.” He swung
around to Hudson, who was intimdated by the three big nen who were aligned
against him “Well, Arthur, | had hoped to question you in the presence of the

racetrack nmanager. But we sinply can't wait any |onger.”The school t eacher
brushed at his lips with long pale fingers, cleared his throat, |ooked at the
floor between his feet. He was no | onger pretending to be innocent. In the

| ast hal f hour, while Cooper waited for Killigan to be found, Hudson had
apparently decided that he was safe so long as he refused to speak. Now, al

he woul d say was: “I want a lawyer.”lgnoring the request, Cooper said, “You
lied to me when | talked to you at the begi nning of the week. You aren't
staying at the motel you naned. Okay. So we don't know where the bl onde went.
But sooner or later we'll nab her. She can't possibly get away cl ean. So why
don't you give us her name?”Hudson was silent.“Are you really a
school t eacher ?”“You know I am ”“How d you get mixed up in this?”Silence."She
turned your head all the way around, didn't she?” Hudson gl ared at hi m “What
ki nd of teacher?”“Art,” Hudson said before he thought. Wen it had slipped
out, he | ooked angry with hinself.Pleased with hinmself, relaxed for the first
time in a week, Cooper said, “I'lIl bet you're a pretty good artist.”Hudson

| ooked at his hands.“Good at rendering anyway,” Cooper said. “You prob-ably
paint very realistic, very detailed scenes. That would explain why you didn't
need a fancy kit to forge tickets. You traveled so |ight you were hard to
spot. You didn't counterfeit nunmber plates and stencil plates. Al you needed
was an eraser to take off the original nunber, and several colored pencils to
draw in the new one. You could do it free hand!”“Maybe some could. Not ne. |'m
really not that good at rendering,” Hudson said. But he was clearly worried
now. “Ch, you're too nodest,” Cooper said. He turned to the Ml kins-Peterson
men and said, “He's got to be carrying those pencils and erasers—as well as a
nunber of doctored mutuel tickets. Search him wll you?”Hudson's head snapped
up. “You can't!”“Wayever not?”“l have a right to see a |l awer!”“Later,” Cooper
sai d. “Now " Al t hough t he school t eacher struggled, the Ml kins-Peterson nen
found everything Cooper had said they would. They arranged all these itens—as
well as a small, plastic straight-edge, several colored pens, and Hudson's

wal | et —eatly on Molly Barnes's desk.“This proves nothing,” Hudson said,



biting his lower lip.“There's a bar in M. Killigan's office,” Cooper told the
bl ack guard. “If you'll take a couple of whiskey glasses fromit and fill them
with warmwater fromM. Killigan's private bathroom we can test these
tickets right now "When the first two tickets—those which Hudson had been
trying to redeem when he'd been apprehended—were thoroughly soaked, they

di scol ored the water in the whiskey glass. But none of the other ten
tickets—all twenty-dollar place bets on the nunber one horse in the fourth
race—had been altered.“Wre you going to throw these away?” Cooper asked
Hudson. Hudson just stared at himGetting up to pace, Cooper asked the guards:
“Ei ther of you know what the place payoff was in the fourth?”“Had sone noney
onit,” the burly man said. “The favorite cane in to place. He paid |like
two-eighty for two dollars.”"Lousy,” Cooper said synpathetically. Then he
turned to the school teacher. “You take both win and place tickets, so that

you' ve covered yourself in case one or the other payoff is low This time, the
payof f on the w nning horse was high, but the payoff on the place horse was
negligi ble. You made so nmuch off the forged win tickets that it wasn't worth
the risk to try to pass the place tickets.”“Even if | was guilty,” Hudson
said, nore denoralized by the m nute, “you're going about this all wong. You
searched ne without a warrant. You aren't even real police. Even if | was
guilty, any court in the country'd throw out the case after what you've done
to ne!” Cooper stood over him stared straight down into his round face. “You

m sunder stood, M. Hudson. | don't really care if you go to jail or
not.”“Sure.”“l mean it.”Watching himclosely, Hudson said, “l don't get
you.”“My i medi ate concern is to find that bl onde—and the noney the two of you
have stolen fromus during the week. | want the noney back, all of it. Then
want to see that you're banned fromevery racetrack in the country. | want
your face in our private mug books. If you also go to jail—waell, that's just a
bonus.” He smiled at the snaller man; his was not a pleasant smle. “She took
you for a ride, Hudson. Face it. Sonehow she stunbled across you and saw how
to use you. You were so dammed desperate to hold on to her that you tried to
pass nore tickets than you could find frontmen to handle. So you passed sone
of them yourself. Probably nore and nore of them as the week went on and she
nagged at you to take nore, nore, always nore. . . . Look, 1've worked ny ass
of f for seven days now. | haven't had the right sleep. | haven't eaten very
well. 1'd even begun to doubt ny ability to do police work. M. Hudson, |'m
full of the worst kind of tension. | mean—+ need damed little provocation to
work off that tension. On you.”Hudson stared at Cooper's fists and shuddered.
He said to the Ml kins-Peterson nen: “You wouldn't let him would you?” The
burly one shrugged. The bl ack man grinned. “Ckay,” Hudson said. “Ckay, okay!
Let's get it over with.”KilliganOn his way down the stairs, Killigan suddenly
t hought that he mi ght be dehydrating. He'd eaten nothing in twenty-four hours
and coul d have gotten no water fromfood. He'd only drunk beer, bourbon, and
wi ne. He knew t hat al cohol burned away sone of the body's water supply. That
was why nost people who drank too nmuch woke thirsty in the mddle of the
night. And God al one knew what Rita's drugs mi ght have done to anplify the
dehydrating properties of alcohol.In the kitchen he | eaned agai nst the sink
and drank six glasses of water, one right after the other, and found that he
needed all of it. Hs |lips were cracked so badly that even water stung them

H s throat was parched and sore. Wen he finished the sixth glassful he wasn't
nearly so dizzy and confused as he had been since he'd awak-ened in the car in
the middle of that field. Water was all he needed. Just a little bit of water.
Then everything woul d be perfect.He | ooked at the cl ock above the
refrigerator: four-thirty.He drank another glass of water.He went out to the
car. The stench in the Thunderbird—beer, perspiration, urine—hit himlike a
hamrer in the stomach. Turning away fromthe open car door, he tottered half a
dozen steps. He sat down on the | awn and discovered that, dehydration or no
dehydration, his tender stomach did not want seven gl asses of water. The

Ameri can Broadcasti ngConpanyAt 5:06, the tel evision nmonitors on the concourse
at Cen-tury Oaks wound up the replay of the eighth race and switched to a
full-col or coverage of those portions of ABC s Wde Wrld of Sports which were



concerned with the big race. The caneras were now on the back-stretch, and the
screens held the images of a man and a wonan agai nst a backdrop of red barns
and anbling horses. The man was an ABC sports reporter, and the wonman was
Penny El |l en Rupert, the jockey who was scheduled to ride Monlighter in the
Sweepst akes. When the Century Qaks' screens tuned into the ongoing broad-cast,
the reporter was just concluding his |ead-in: ABC.—are wi thout a doubt some of
the finest, npbst exciting thoroughbreds in racing today. Everyone is anxious
to see how they'll perform But it seens to ne, Penny, that there's another
factor here that nakes this race a major sporting event. And that's nobney.
Wthout this big purse, none of these horses would have conme here to

Pennsyl vani a. Wthout the big-nane horses, half of these fans woul d be
somewhere el se this afternoon. And without the fans, we wouldn't be seeing

t hese incredible sunms of nobney passing through the rmutuel w ndows. The purse
for the ninth race today is $400,000, three-fourths of it contributed by
Century Oaks and one-fourth by the owners of the horses running in the

Sweepst akes. Now i f Moon-lighter wins, what will you receive for riding
him Penny?(Cut to Penny's face, full)Penny: Well, first of all the owner of
Moonl i ghter will deduct ten thousand dollars fromhis w nnings. That's what he

paid as an entry fee for the Sweepstakes. Then you got to understand that the
wi nni ng horse only gets sixty-five percent of what you call your purse. ABC
That woul d be—$260, 000. Penny: Yeah. Now, your second horse gets twenty-five
percent. And what you call your show horse gets only ten. At least in this
race. Your other seven horses just get a good workout.(Cut to reporter's

face) ABC. (Laughing) Well, then . . . if Monlighter comes in first and picks
up $260, 000, do you get a flat fee or a percentage?Penny: |If Moonlighter wns
| get ten percent. If he just places or shows, | get five percent. That's the

deal my agent got for me. But it's pretty much your standard split in a race
like this. ABC: So, if you win, place, or show, you stand to rmake either

$25, 000 or $4,500 or maybe only $1,500. But what happens if you aren't in the
nmoney at all ?Penny: | get what you call your standard fee. Forty bucks, no
handshake. ABC. There sure is a big difference between w nning and | osing a
race, isn't there, Penny?Penny: There is in anything. (A sudden, sharp

expl osi on on the backstretch) ABC. Wat the devil FoxenAt five o' clock Saturday
aft ernoon when everyone on the backstretch was either preparing for the big
race or clustering around the ABC news caneras, Danny Foxen came out of his
roomcarrying a |l arge cardboard box full of bottles, cans, and jars of various
horse lininents, salves, and nedicines as well as a nunber of elastic leg
bandages. It wasn't an unusual assortnent of things for a groomto be
carrying, and no one gave Danny a second gl ance. He wal ked all the way down the
service lane to the end of the backstretch where he stopped at the straw
sup-ply. He put the box down on one of the hundreds of bales of straw Sitting
beside it, he appeared to be resting. When he saw that no one was nearby and
that he was not being watched, he set imediately to work. He re-noved the
l'ininments, salves, and nedicines fromthe carton, lifted out of the
five-gallon gasoline can, and tucked the can into a corner forned by two bal es
of straw. Then he put everything else back in the box and set it on the
ground, out of his way.He |ooked all around. He was still alone.Wth any | uck
at all, the initial explosion would hurl burning straw onto the roofs of the
nearby stables and to the blacksnmth's sheds. In mnutes the whole rear
section of the backstretch would be aflame. And maybe one or two of the

bi g- money horses, which had not yet departed for the paddock on the far side
of the track, might perish in the blaze.He took his box of kitchen matches
froma pocket in his jeans, struck one, and snmiled at the flame. He lit the
fuse.For the first time in his career, Danny Foxen had made a deadly error. So
that it would be ready whenever the opportunity arose for himto use it, he
had primed the firebonb early this afternoon. He had turned the can upside
down until the cotton cloth wick was full of gas-oline. Then he had tied it to
the thirty-inch piece of dry binder tw ne. However, in the ensuing four hours
the twi ne had become saturated with the gasoline by the gradual process of
osnosi s. When the flame touched it, the twine did not burn slowy. It flashed.



In an instant the flame was cutting in through the cotton cloth and then into
the can itself. Before Danny Foxen even had tine to scream the firebonb
exploded in his face.lt was |like a hastily nmade i nvestment, acquired in a
monent of irrational greed, destroying the overextended financier.Danny saw
gol d coi ns. Then bl ackness. Sil ent and afl ame, he was still twtching and
jerking spasnodically when the fire truck arrived fromthe front of the
backstretch a minute later. But he was dead. CooperHenry Cooper was

t ape-recordi ng Hudson's confessi on when Bud Teagarten | eaned in the open
doorway. Cooper shut off the machine at once and said, “Sonething

hap- peni ng?”“There's been an explosion and fire on the backstretch,” Teagarten
said. “One man burned to death.”"“Good God!” At hur Hudson made a strangl ed sound
as if to say that he'd had his fill of violence and threats of viol ence."“The
dead man was right on top of the blast,” Tea-garten said. “Qtherw se, no one
seens to be hurt. No horses touched. The only building that burned was one of
the bl acksmith's sheds.”“They know what caused it?” asked Cooper. Teagarten
nodded. “Last night they found an un-expl oded firebonb under a stable
promenade. Five-gallon gasoline can all ready to go. You hear about it?”"“No,”
Copper said. “l've been too wapped up in this forgery business to notice

anyt hing el se.”“Probably the sane nut who was going to try it |ast night
before the TRPB patrol wagon scared himoff,” Teagarten said."“Any idea
who?”“He m ght have been the guy who was burned. O that could have been a
passerby. The body's a ness, too charred for anyone but a dentist to identify
it. Until they know for sure, Oscar wants the whol e backstretch seal ed up

ti ght -Aobody gets out until it's settled. He's calling in every avail able
agent fromthe clubhouse. | was wondering if | should go or not.”*“Wat about
Denver and that fat man?” Cooper asked. A | ook of disappoi ntnent on his face,
Teagarten said, “Nothing. | think they're really just here to play the ponies.
The day's al nbst over—and nothin'.”"“Ckay,” Cooper said. “Don't upset the boss.
You go to the backstretch and help out there. 1'Il finish up here. As soon as
| get word about the worman who was half of this forgery team 1'Il skip on
down and take a | ook at Denver and his friend.”“1t's been a damed good crowd
today,” Teagarten said. “You can probably hold the fort yourself.” He sniled
and | eft. Aspi nFor the purposes of ABC s Wde Wrld of Sports, the last race,
the Century Oaks Sweepstakes, had to be noved up fromfive-thirty to a quarter
of six. This left fifteen nmnutes nore time between the eighth and ninth races

t han between any other two races all day long. Partly to fill this time and
partly because it was a natural culmna-tion of a week-1ong pronotional stunt,
there was to be a thousand-dollar drawing at five-fifteen. Jack Killigan was
supposed to officiate fromthe winner's circle in front of the clubhouse. But
Killigan had di sappeared. Ten mnutes after the draw ng shoul d have been hel d,
Roy Aspin, publicity director for Century Oaks, felt that he could not

post pone the event any |longer. He took Killigan's place beside the large wire

lottery drum which contained a stub fromevery admi ssion ticket sold for
Sweepst akes Day. He waited while the track announcer—who was al so in the
winner's circle, trailing the cord froma hand m crophone—gave the drum a good
spin to mix up the thousands of bits of cardboard. Then he opened the door in
the top of the drum reached inside, and plucked out the w nning nunber. He
gave it to the announcer.“The lucky ticket is . " The announcer paused for
dramatic effect, and Aspin w shed he'd get the hell on with it. “Check the
bottom of your tickets, now. . . W has nunber . . . 000224? That's 0 . . .0
.0 . .2, . .2 . . .4, One of the first adm ssions of the day. If
you' ve got the lucky ticket, go to the nearest uniformed track policeman and
ask himto bring you down here to the winner's circle. Come on now, M.
000224! " GarrisonAt five-thirty Edgar Garrison left his seat in the crowded,
snoke-filled Saddl e Bar and wal ked to the extrene east end of the top
cl ubhouse concourse. Boldly, w thout |ooking around to see if he were being
wat ched, Edgar pushed open a bl ack door | abeled no public admttance. He was
counting on the throng of racing fans behind himto bl ock himfromthe view of
any security guard who happened to be |ooking this way. He went through the
door, let it swing shut behind him and waited to see if he had been foll owed.



When no one cane after him he went down eight flights of concrete steps and
stopped just inside the archway that opened onto the | ong base-nent
corridor.He unbuttoned his suit jacket and took the Browni ng M 35 hi gh- power

pi stol from his wai stband. He checked his right pants pocket to be sure that
he had the spare thirteen-shot magazine. dicking off the Browning' s safety,
he jacked a bullet into the chanmber. Now he was ready. Foot st eps sounded in the
stai rway overhead. Edgar rai sed the pistol and aimed at the center of the

| andi ng. Hi s hand was trenbling, but not nmuch. He was surprised at how cool he
was. Wl lie Denver came around the corner onto the land-ing, saw the gun, and
said, “How dead would Wllie be if he wasn't WIllie?"“Very,” Garrison
sai d. “You sound nmean.”"1l guess | can be.”Edgar no | onger had the slightest
doubt that he would kill if he were left with no other reasonabl e choice. Not

| ong ago he woul d have been incapabl e of nmurder. How ever, having contenpl ated
it over the |last several weeks, he no longer found it unthinkable. The
conception was nore than father to the act; it was the act in an infant stage.
First, he had realized that he could kill in certain circunstances. And then
he deci ded that there were no de-grees of villainy when it cane to nurder: a
man was either a killer or he was not; he could no nore be in between than a
worman could be a little bit pregnant. And if he were a killer, then he mnust
face it and enploy his ruthlessness any tinme he needed to save hinself.
Ini-tially he had been depressed at this thought and wondered if he were, in
essence, no better than Pat Jessup. But he soon saw that he was indeed

di fferent from Jessup—because Jessup would enjoy killing someone.“Lou's
waiting up there to see if anyone followed himand Wllie,” Wllie said. A few
seconds | ater Velinski appeared on the | anding, enornous in the confined
space. Unlike WIllie, he had made no sound comi ng down the steps. “You know
who | feel like?” the fat man asked them “Robert Redford,” WIlie said."Not
anynore,” Velinski said. “Now | feel like Richard Burton in \Were Eagles Dare.
You know what | mean? The hero far behind the German |ines, skulking through
the enemy installation, risking discovery with every step he takes

."“You're spooking Wllie,” WIllie said.“Definitely R chard Burton. And maybe
Gregory Peck in The Guns of Navarone. Same difference.”Garrison shook his
head. “You're sonething else.”“Thank you.”“You ready to do sone skul ki ng?”"“As
pl anned,” Velinski said.WIllie said, “You first.”Turing away fromthem Edgar
went down the last step and put his back to the concrete wall next to the
archway. It is like an old novie, he thought. He peer ed cautiously around
the corner into t he basenment corridor. It was enpty. The rotating canera
slung fromthe ceiling in the center of the hall was just beginning to grind
through this half of its circular track. He pulled his head back and counted
seconds, just as Annie did when she exercised before bed each ni ght. One,

el e- phan-tine. Two, el e-phan-tine. When she'd taken her tour of the racetrack a
week ago today, Annie had found that the cash room guardi an canera took
twenty-ei ght seconds to make a full sweep. Three, el e- phan-tine. Four

el e-phan-tine. Therefore, this half of the hall would be nmonitored for fourteen
seconds, then unnmonitored for fourteen nore. Five, ele-phan-tine. They woul d
have to run, one at a tine in order not to get in each other's way, to the
blind spot that lay directly beneath the camera nount. Six,

el e-phan-tine. Seven . . .Once they were assenbl ed under the canera, they could
take the cash room by surprise.Eight, ele-phan-tine.The trick was not to cover
the distance in fourteen seconds—al t hough maki ng ninety yards in that tinme was
not an easy mark for the average man—but to cover it quietly in fourteen
seconds. If they nade too much noi se, they were finished. N ne,

el e-phan-tine. Ten, el e-phan-tine.El even . . .They had all been practicing the
run and had managed to beat the clock in practice. But under the pressure of
the real thing, they might not do as well as they had done at hone. Twel ve,

el e-phan-tine. Thirteen, ele-phan-tine.He thought of shattering glass and
ripping bullets and granite steps marbled with scarl et threads. Fourteen! Edgar
gl anced around the corner.The |l ens swng away fromthis half of the hall.He
ran as if pursued. He stayed up on his toes, naking not much nore noise than a
cat. His arnms were out at his sides |like wings half-furled, the Browning



thrust in front of him He reached the blind spot and al nost ran past it into
the west end of the hall where, with a second or two of its track renaining,

t he caneras woul d have picked himup and set off an alarm Wth not an inch to
spare, he caught hinself. He swayed on his toes, waved his arms in circles,
regai ned his bal ance, and canme down flat on his feet.Crouching, he whirled
around and | ooked back at the archway. Having observed his flight Wllie and
Lou | eaned back out of sight as the canera swing toward them The next fourteen
seconds were the longest of Gar-rison's life. He was expecting the cash room
door to roll open, and he knew he woul d never be able to hold off the guard
all by hinself.\Wen the canera finally began a new circuit, WIllie canme out of
the stairwell, running lightly, his head tucked down, his white tie flapping.
H s eyes bul ged, and his mouth was drawn wide in a silent scream He made
consi derably more noi se than Garrison had done, but not enough to attract the
attention of the nmen inside the cash room Each of the next fourteen seconds
was an eternity.Like a creature froma cartoon, his vast gut bounc-ing and
jiggling in advance of him Lou Velinski ran out into the corridor. He skipped
rather than wal ked. His feet seened absurdly tiny for the rest of him he was
a hi ppopot anus that had been given the graceful hooves of a deer. Four

el e-phan-tine. Five, ele-phan-tine.He held his fat arns out at his sides, his
st ubby-fingered hands poised daintily as if they were holding priceless china
dem t asse cups. Si x, ele-phan-tine.If their lives had not depended upon his
success, Lou Velinski mght have been a comc figure. |Instead, he terrified
Garrison. He made far |less noise than either Wllie or Edgar had done—but he
was so sl ow. Seven, el e-phan-tine.Velinski wasn't hal fway through the run yet,
but he had used up half his tinme.Ei ght, ele-phan-tine.Conscious of the cash
room door on their right, WIllie whispered in the | omest voice he could
manage: “Hurry!”Ni ne, el e-phan-tine. Abruptly Velinski's expression changed.
He had been scowing fiercely, his white brows beetled, jow s strained, mouth
grim and eyes al nost squeezed shut. But now he nmust have renenbered that he
was partly Richard Bur-ton and partly Gregory Peck, for his face becane
brighter. The lines of it softened. He was al nbst smiling. And, by God, he was
runni ng faster! Ten, ele-phan-tine.El even . . .Edgar |ooked up at the
television canmera. It was grinding inexorably around toward Velinski. He
prayed for a power failure.Twelve, ele-phan-tine.Thirteen

el e-phan-tine. Bouncing at themlike a gigantic beach ball, Velinski glanced at
the canera for the first time. He gasped. He threw everything he had into one
| ast | eap. Fourteen . . .The fat nman bounded into the blind spot precisely as

the canera swung into the eastern armof the long hall-way. Carried away by
his momentum Velinski ran five or six mincing steps into the west end of the
corridor before he could stop hinmself. Ginning, he came back to them No one
spoke. Shaki ng, pal e beneath his tan, WIllie took his pistol fromunder his
belt, slipped off the safety, and jacked a shell into the firing
chanber. Vel i nski did the sanme. Then he unbuttoned his inside jacket pocket and
brought out the white plastic key card that woul d—+f he had not been cheated
by his New York contact, a possibility that haunted all of them —epen the cash
room door. He | ooked inquiringly at Garrison. Edgar nodded. Stepping up to the
steel door, Velinski slid the card into the slot where the track computer
could read it. For a monent nothi ng happened, and intimations of disaster
flashed through all their mnds. Then the card was ejected into Velinski's
hand, and the door rolled open. They went inside—fast.Ten men were in the room
Five civilians were count-ing cash at the tables near the open vault. At this
end of the roomthere were three uniforned guards and two pl ai ncl ot hesnen.
Everyone | ooked surprised when Gar-rison, Denver, and Velinski came in with
their guns drawn. A Mel ki ns-Peterson man shouted sonething un-intelligible and
went for his .38 Special.“Freeze!l” Garrison said. “Or you'll be a
gut-shot.”GimesEly Gines followed the track policeman down the out-side

cl ubhouse steps, along the white paddock fence to the winner's circle. Even
with the musky odor of horses, the warmair snelled fresh and cl ean. The sky
was high, wide, and blue. Ely had not felt so good in nonths.Wen his nunber
cane up in the thousand-dollar drawing, Ely saw this as nmore than an isol at ed



bit of good luck. It was an onen of bright tines ahead, a fresh start, a new
begi nni ng. From now on, he couldn't |ose. He knew it. Somehow Lucky Bucky had
lost in the fourth race. The odds on that horse had been an incredible
twel ve-t 0o-one when the mutuel wi ndows closed. Ely's five hundred dollars to
wi n woul d have returned six thou-sand! And the damed horse had been a
shoo-in! Look at the bloodlines, the past performances, the class in which it
was running! It broke well fromthe gate. Straight-away it noved ahead of the
field. That dammed horse had everything going for it: a fast track, a strong
heart, a de-sire to conpete, great form a working jockey . . . and then it
had broken stride, cantered off toward the rail, fell to the very end of the
pack. Sonething had startled it. Maybe there had been a stone or gutter on the
track—er a piece of w nd-blow cell ophane that, glittering with sunlight, had
caught Lucky Bucky's eye. The goddammed track was supposed to be fine-graded.
Fi ne- graded between every race! Wat had happened?Wel |, it's past history,
Ginmes told hinmself happily. Forget it. Al you' ve got to think about nowis
the future, the last race, Magic Pitcher ronping in at six-to-one.Wile the
track publicity director, Roy Aspin, wote Gimes's nane on the
t housand- dol I ar check, the announ-cer said, “Qur winner is M. Ely Gines from
Tenafly, New Jersey. One of the real early birds for Sweepstakes Day.” He
turned to Ely. “What will you do with the thousand dollars, M. Ginmes? Ely
tried to back away fromthe nicrophone the other nman had thrust into his face.
“Uh . . . Bet it,” he said. “On a horse.”The fans liked his spirit. There were
cheers and ap-plause fromthe grandstand and fromthe tenporary
bl eachers. Wi | e phot ographs were taken, Roy Aspin presented the check to Ely
and shook his hand. Three newspaper reporters, two with caneras, were the only
other people in the winner's circle now that the announcer had re-turned to
his roost on the fifth floor.Not bothering to smle for the camera, Ely said,
“WIl this pass at one of your nutuel w ndows?”"“The check?” Aspin asked. “No.
By state law they're only allowed to take currency.” They stopped shaki ng hands
as the reporters began to put away their caneras. Hol di ng out the check Gines
said, “Then will you please cash this for me?”“Now?”“ R ght now, yes.”"“Wel
sure,” Aspin said. “As soon as the Sweep-stakes is over, I'Il—=2"] need it
for that last race,” Ely said. Aspin scratched his head and thought about it
for a noment. Looking at the tote board in the infield, Aspin said, “There's

only nine mnutes left until post tine. I don't see how we could cash it fast
enough for you to make it to a window. |—=2Ely was desperate. If he were to go
hone with a real nest egg for Clara, then he had to get this noney down on
Magic Pitcher. Hi s voice rose as he said, “If you can't cash it, then |I don't

want it.”One of the reporters noved in closer. “What's this?”Taking the check
fromEy's hand, Aspin said, “Nothing.”“He doesn't want the check,” the
reporter said.“He wants betting noney instead,” Aspin said. He sniled at Ely
and then at each of the reporters. “And we'll certainly oblige.”“Now?” Ely
asked. “The track accountant's in the basenent cash room” Aspin said. “He'l
aut horize it and give you your noney. You should be able to make the nutue

wi ndow. "“Let's hurry,” Ely said. He followed Aspin out of the winner's circle.



SevenJessupHe stepped through the double doors, and G eenfield came in right
behi nd him Ei ght m nutes before post time for the Sweepstakes, only five
peopl e remained in the display roomon the fourth |l evel of the clubhouse
buil di ng. Most of the fans had either returned to their seats in anticipation
of the big race or were lined up at the mutuel wi ndows. An attractive young
couple stood in front of the glass case which held the nmillion dollars; they
wer e aski ng questions of a Ml kins-Peterson guard, and he was giving them
detail ed answers while he ogled the girl. The other two guards, too confi dent
now that they had come to the end of an uneventful week, were standing

toget her at one end of the room They gave Jessup and Greenfield a once-over,
di sm ssed them and went back to a heated argu-nent about the relative nerits
of the thoroughbreds entered in the Sweepstakes. “Look good?” Jessup
said.“Perfect,” Geenfield said.“Let's hit "em”Geenfield put down the |arge
bri efcase that he was carrying, reached into it, and brought out a foot-square
cardboard sign. The sign canme conplete with a string to hang it by, and it
said closed in red letters against a white background. G eenfield had nade it
hinself. Trying to act with casual authority, not wanting to call the guards
attention away fromtheir argument, he slipped the sign over one of the
out si de door knobs, then turned back into the room Stopping half a dozen steps
fromthe door, Pat Jessup dropped the lid fromthe flower box he was carrying.
At the same nonent Geenfield pulled the double doors shut and put his
back to them“Hey, what's this!” one of the guards said.Jessup let the bottom
of the box fall to the floor, and he swung the w cked-1 ooki ng Bel gi an weapon
up against his hip. Fromthat position, he could make one sudden arc that
woul d chop all five of theminto dead neat. He grinned. The Mel ki ns-Pet erson
men stared intently at the air-cooled barrel of the submachi ne gun. They had
all seen their share of war novies, and now those celluloid slaugh-ters cane
back to haunt them the tatatatatatatatatat, the bl ood-curdling screans, the

i npassable wall of bullets, the tunbling lines of eneny soldiers. . . . None
of themtried for his revolver.“Nobody's going to get hurt if everyone plays
the gane,” Jessup told them“You won't get away with it,” the guard naned M ke
said.lgnoring him Jessup used the barrel of the gun to notion to the other
guard and the young couple. “Over with those two and be quick about it.” They
did what he asked, lining up to one side of the glass noney case.“Good,”
Jessup said. “Now all but the girl lay down on your stomach, flat on the
floor.” The guy who was with the young worman frowned. “Wat are you going to do
to her?”“Nothing,” Jessup said. “Unless you start getting wise. If you start
getting wise, I'Il kill her.”Nobody noved. “Down, you bastards!”They flinched
as he gestured with the submachine gun, and they did as they were told. The
girl stood behind them arns slack at her sides, face pale, waiting."“Now, "~
Jessup said, “no matter how vul nerable you may think | am at any given nonent,
don't try to go for a gun. |I'mnever vulnerable. |I've done this sort of thing
a hundred tines, and |'ve never even cone close to getting shot. Ckay?”No one
said anything. Geenfield | eft the doors. He carried his briefcase across the
roomand put it down beside the girl. He took several pieces of equipnent from
it, including a pair of gloves, and then he went straight to the far side of

t he gl ass case.Jessup circled warily behind the prone nen, keeping the gun
steady on them “Ckay,” he said, “hold hands with yoursel f behind your back.”
A couple of themdidn't get it. He had to tell themagain, in an ugly tone of
voice this time. Wen they all had their hands behind their backs, he said to
the girl: “What's your nane?”“My nanme?”“That's the question.”She was a slim
brunette with dark eyes and a wide mouth. Nice |large breasts. A showgirl's

l egs. Cass. “Panela,” she said. She was subdued but not frightened.“Panela,”
Jessup said, “in that briefcase you'll find four big rolls of two-inch-w de
adhesi ve tape. And a pair of scissors. | want you to go down the line here and
tape toget her each man's hands. But don't cut the roll when you go fromone to
t he other. Wen you're done, each set of hands shoul d be taped together—and to
every other set of hands. Understand?” She nodded. “Then tape their nouths,
separately. Then do their ankles just |like you did their hands, not wasting
any time to cut the tape. Don't try to give themroomto work loose. I'll see



right away. It won't work.”She bent toward the briefcase.“And Panel a?” She

| ooked up at him“Don't get any idea about the scissors,” Jessup said,

smling. “Before you could get to me, |I'd have punped twenty bullets into
those pretty tits of yours.”There was pure loathing in her face. She glared at
himfor a nonent, then set to work. She wasted no tinme on the chore and was
finished three m nutes before post time, when Geenfield was in the fina
stages of his work on the gl ass noney case. She had done a sloppy job, but the
tape woul d hold them | ong enough for Jessup's purposes.“On your belly,” Jessup
told her.She stretched out and put her hands behi nd her back.He noved in on
her, lowered the barrel of the gun, and raised her skirt to her hips.“Nce,”
he said. She didn't reply.He gently poked the barrel of the gun between her
snoot h, stockinged thighs. She stiffened. Laughing softly Jessup used the
submachi ne gun to probe intimately at her ripe buttocks. Wen she said nothing
and did not even squirmunder the netallic caress, he gave up. He knelt beside
her and bound her with adhesive tape. She was too smart to struggle with him
and get her-self killed, but she wasn't going to give in as neekly as the four
men had done. Wen Jessup tried to tape her nmouth, she bit his fingers. It
hurt, but he would not let her know that. He | aughed again and sl apped her
face twice. Stunned by the blows, she could not avoid the tape this time.On
the other side of the bulletproof, shatterproof dis-play case, Vince
Greenfield was al nost through to the noney. He had planted two nine-inch
suction cups firmy in the center line of the seven-by-four-foot pane. Using a
di anond-ti pped glass cutter he outlined a five-by-two-foot rectangle in the

m ddl e of the pane and re-peatedly scored the glass along the sane |ines.

Next, he used a stainless steel and rubber eye-dropper to transfer acid froma
smal |l steel bottle to the shall ow grooves he had nade in the display case.
Where the yellowish fluid streamed across the snooth, glazed surface there was
no reaction whatsoever; but where it seeped into the grooves that were cut
bel ow the protective glaze, it bubbled and snmoked furiously.Sniffing at the
fumes Jessup said, “Stinks.”Geenfield nodded. “What would it do to your
skin?”“Not nuch. It's a conbination of two acids that are specific agents. One
works on silicate nolecules; the other eats lead.”“There's lead in the
glass?"“Sure. It's bulletproof, full of |ead conpounds. But it can't stand up
to this stuff.”“W hope.” Jessup | ooked back at the five prisoners. They were
behavi ng t hensel ves. “How | ong?” he asked G eenfield."“About now. "“It's nearly
post time.”“Don't worry,” Geenfield said.“l"mnot worried. Just rem nding
you.”“Get the briefcase,” Geenfield said.Jessup did that.CGetting to his feet
Greenfield gripped the hard plastic handl es on the backs of the two suction
cups. He tugged once, twice, waited a noment and tugged again. The third tinme
a five-by-two-foot piece of glass cane away, and he cautiously lowered it to
the floor. By going in the side of the box, they had bypassed the | ock and the
al arm connected to the |l ock; there was a sizeable hole in the side of the

di spl ay case, but no bells were ringing. GinmesWen the door opened on the
basement cash room Ely Ginmes followed Roy Aspin into a roomfull of arned
nmen. “You nove you're dead,” a bald man told them He was a tall, tough-Iooking
sonof abi tch. Even com ng by surprise, the scenario was clear to Gines. There
were seven people, including two uniformed track guards, |ined up against the
far wall. They had their hands flat on the wall and their legs spread as if
they were waiting to be frisked. Three other men, only one of these in
uniform were lying on the floor, bound wth adhesive tape. The bald nan and
the two armed nen with himwere quite obviously thieves.“Up against the wall
with the others,” the bald nan said. Aspin said, “You'll never get away wth
it.”“The wall,” the bald man said inpatiently. Aspin went over to join the
lineup.As if listening froma very great distance, Ely heard hinsel f say,

“No.” The thieves stared at him incredul ous. Magi c Pitcher at six-to-one. Last
chance. CGot to give Oara sonething. Magic Pitcher. Sure thing!“This is no
time for jokes,” the fat one said, as if he were scolding a child. He had a
beautiful smle that didn't go with the pistol in his hand."“You don't realize
. . Ginmes said. “I've got to cash ny check so | can put it on Mgic
Pitcher. It's a sure thing. If you'll just cash ny check and let me go place a



bet, I won't tell anyone you're down here. | swear! | really
swear!”“Babbling,” the fat man said, starting purposefully to-ward himeEly

backed up a step. “No, wait. I've lost six thousand bucks this week. Crazy
system But it works! And the nortgage, the noney | took fromthe savings
account! |'ve got to make it good, you see. | have to give Cara a nest egg.
Wen |'mdead . . . I . . . Don't you under-stand?”“Sure, sure,” the fat man

said, smiling warmy and reaching for his arm*“Danmit, no!” Ginmes shouted. He
turned and ran through the open door into the basenment corridor.The fat man
shout ed. Runni ng, Ely | ooked over his shoul der and saw the fat man pointing a
pistol. He was kicked in the back. He heard a thunderous roar, slipped, fell
and slid along the concrete on his face.H s |ast thoughts were |ike the

expl odi ng fragments of a hand grenade: Life insurance, ten grand, double
in-demmity, so make it twenty grand, Clara's nest egg, some systens do work,
they really do, twenty thousand and it's a sure thing—and why didn't | ever
look at it Iike that before?Then he heard a horse's hooves poundi ng toward
him even though he could not see any horse. Pounding . . . pounding . . . And
when the invisible beast went past there wasn't anything behind it except an
endlessly flowing tail as black as the depths of space.JessupGeenfield cane
out of the display case with the last of the nillion dollars. He managed to
jamit down into the briefcase. “You couldn't get another buck in there,” he
said.“One minute until post tine.” The announcer's voi ce booned out of the
over head speakers.“Cutting it close,” Jessup said. Geenfield knelt to |latch
the briefcase. “Better put your gun back in the flower box.”Standi ng behind

hi m Jessup said, “Sure. You're right.” Then he reversed the subrmachi ne gun

got a good grip on it, raised it over his head, and slanmed the steel butt
into the back of the other man's skull.Geenfield fell across the briefcase
and rolled onto his back. Blood ran fromhis ears, and his eyes were open

wi de, unnoving, quite sightless.“That's $333,333.33 in the pocket,” Jessup
sai d. The prisoners had seen the nmurder, and now they were suddenly restless.
They withed and kicked, struggled to free thensel ves.“Rel ax,” Jessup told
them *“1 don't make anything fromkilling you people.”He put the subnachine
gun in the flower box and held the box under his left arm He picked up the
brief-case in his right hand. It was fairly heavy, but Jessup was a strong
man. He went to the doors, opened one of them sidled through, and let it

cl ose behind him The top cl ubhouse concourse was jamed with people chattering
excitedly about the big race. The rail above the clubhouse restaurant was
lined with anxi ous nmen, and the floor space around the clusters of television
nmoni tors was nobbed. Jessup pushed his way through them and headed to-ward the
down escal at or. Cooper The bl onde's nane was El sa Dorsey. She was twenty-nine
years old, born in Macon and raised in Philadel phia. She had worked as a
mutuel clerk at several racetracks before she met Arthur Hudson and persuaded
himto turn his talents to ticket forgery. She had been narried tw ce,

di vorced tw ce; and al though Hudson thought that she really didn't enjoy sex
hersel f, she was dammed good at it.Wen the call came through that El sa had
been ap-prehended as she was | eaving her notel roomw th a shopping bag ful

of nmoney, Henry Cooper shouted in triunph. He relinquished custody of Arthur
Hudson and gave the schoolteacher to the state policemen who had cone for him
Despite the | ong days and nearly sl eepless nights he had put in this week,
Cooper was at the top of his form He could not stop whistling. H went down to
the fourth floor to spend the |ast few m nutes of the day watching over Wllie
Denver and his fat friend. But when he got to the railing and | ooked down into
t he Cakvi ew Room he saw that their table was enpty.“Post tine,” the track
announcer said. “The mutuel wi ndows are closed.”Intuitively, with that sixth
sense that made a good cop, Cooper knew that something was wong. The big race
was about to start, and the fans were in their seats or at the rail to watch
and cheer for their favorites. Wen he had cone past the nutuel w ndows,

Cooper had seen only a handful of bettors buying tickets. Denver and the fat
man had not been anong them The noney was down now, the w ndows were cl osed;
the horses were noving into the gate; Denver and his pal should be at that
table for which they nust have tipped the maitre d' enough to support an Asian



famly for six months. Wy shoul d they | eave just before the nost inportant
race of the day? It stank.He felt something stir in the back of his mind
somet hing that he should have taken notice of earlier in the day. He strained
for it. Like a firefly fleeing froma boy with a jar, it eluded himAll week,
and especially today, you' ve had this forgery artist on your nind, Cooper told
hi nsel f. You haven't thought about anything else. You' ve been blind to other
devel opnents. So what if the big trouble has nothing to do with Arthur Hudson?
What if you' ve chased after Hudson whil e sonething worse was buil ding up
around you?He knew that was exactly what had happened. The air felt charged
the way it was before a summer storm The firefly di pped and swirled and
clinmbed and dived in the darkness at the back of his mind—and then he caught
it!“Ch, ny CGod,” he said.Since Teagarten's report Cooper had been thinking of
Wllie Denver as nothing nore than a bookie's runner, for that was what made
hi m an undesirabl e on any race-track. But Teagarten had al so said that Denver
had been jailed twice for armed robbery. Abruptly, Cooper was certain that it
was in this capacity, and not in his role as a bookie's runner, that Denver
was to be feared.But what in the nane of God could they steal ? A race-track
was tighter than a Swi ss bank, especially this one with its Pro-Teck system
for cash novenment between wi ndows and basement. |In nost tracks, the noney was
nmoved on carts along the concourses and down the freight el evators between
each race. Not here. Here, it was drumtight. Did they plan to stick up a

mut uel wi ndow? One | ousy w ndow? Take a couple of thousand dollars at a
tremendous risk and run for it? Were they that desperate or stupid or snall

ti me?He suddenly realized that he didn't even know if this WIllie Denver had
been sent to jail for nickel and dinme hol dups or for major crimes.“They're in
the gate,” the track announcer said. The roar of conversation dropped froma
waterfall to a running faucet. The people in the restaurant sat up straight in
their seats. The wonen nervously played with the nutuel tickets, and the nen
tapped their fingers or puffed on cigarettes or worked at their drinks.No

ti me, Cooper thought desperately. No time at all. If there's going to be a
robbery of sone sort, then it's either already happened or will happen any
second now. Fi ghting panic, he turned away fromthe railing and pressed back to
the center of the concourse. And thanks to all the uproar over the backstretch
fire, I"'mnost likely the only agent on this |level of the club-house. Mybe
the only one in the whol e dammed buil di ng! Jostl ed by the crowd around a group
of closed circuit television screens, Cooper hesitated, not sure where or how
or even if WIlie Denver would strike. Briefly he wondered if he were being
paranoi d. And then he thought of the display room the one nmillion dollars in
cash, and he knew that was it. He ran down the concourse, weavi ng between
startled fans, and cried out when he saw the closed sign on the display room
doors.



Ei ght The MoneyThe el ectronic tote board was full of interesting nunbers. In
addition to the time, tenperature, odds, and pool totals for win, place, and
show bets, it announced the hi ghest payoff figure of the afternoon: $2,340 for
an Exacta conmbination in the sixth race. It listed the handle for the first

ei ght races of the day: $3,485,900. Below that figure was the handle for the
ninth race, the Sweep-stakes, in which the high rollers had rolled very high

i ndeed: $640, 100. By post tine for the ninth race, the cash room con-tained
nearly $850, 000—and the nine cl ubhouse row bosses were hol ding nobst of the
$640, 100 whi ch had been wagered on the | ast race. SherredDuring the eighth race
Anni e Sherred had left the grand-stand seat where she'd spent nobst of the
afternoon. On her way toward the clubhouse stairs, she had taken the phony
press badge—whi ch she had drawn according to Edgar's nenory of what Century
Oaks' press badges | ooked Iike—eut of her purse and pinned it to the right

| apel of her pantsuit. The Mel ki ns- Peterson guard on duty between the
grandstand and cl ubhouse had smiled at her and admitted her to the upper

| evel s without ques-tion.On the fourth floor she had | ocated the proper black
door with its red-lettered no public adnittance warning, and she had gone up
to the fifth level as if she were on her way to the press box. Instead, she
proceeded quickly to the tiny file room where she closed the door and sat
down to wait for post time in the ninth race. At a quarter of six she stood
next to the wi ndow and peered cautiously out at the racetrack. Wen she saw
that the horses were in the starting gate and that the Sweepstakes had not,
for whatever possible reason, been del ayed, she stepped to the niddle of the
wi ndow to signal Savestio.She kept expecting the door to open behind her. It
did not.This signal was necessary so that Savestio would not reach the

cl ubhouse roof too early. A helicopter swooping across the track and | andi ng
on the roof would not go uninvestigated for long. If he cane much sooner than
he was needed, the result would be as disastrous as if he had conme too

| ate. When a full minute had passed, Annie turned away fromthe w ndow and went
to the door. She opened it a crack and recoiled as she saw two state policenen
and a third man pass by in the hall. The man between the cops was clearly
under arrest. He was small, slender—and for a nmonent she thought that he was
Wllie. Had sonething gone wong with the plan already? She eased open the
door and | eaned out to take a good | ook at their backs, and then she realized
that this little man could not pos-sibly be WIllie Denver, for he was rather
carelessly dressed in a runpled, off-the-rack suit that did not quite fit

hi m When the long hall was enpty again, she went out of the file room and back
down to the fourth | evel concourse. Fromthere she took the escalator to the
third fl oor and pushed through the mlling racing fans. She passed be-tween
the turnstiles and |l eft the building through the main clubhouse entrance. She
kept thinking that soneone woul d shout at her and grab her from behind, and
she wal ked with her shoul ders hunched.In the parking | ot she saw Pat Jessup
He was two hundred feet away, hurrying through the shimreri ng snakes of
super-heated air that rose off the macadam hurrying toward a bl ue Chevrol et
that he had stolen off a side street in Harrisburg only an hour before com ng
to the track. Vince Geenfield was apparently already in the car, for he was
nowhere to be seen. She went directly to her black Corvette, got behind the
wheel , buckl ed up, and started the engine. Suddenly, she was shaking so badly
that she didn't dare drive. Savesti oHal fway down the ridge Dom nick suddenly,
vividly remenbered that forest trail in Vietnamwhere the booby trap had

expl oded as he was stepping over it. Startled, he tripped and fell. He rolled
t hrough a | oose tangle of briars, flailed helplessly, and cried out as the

t horns gouged his bare arns and face. He grabbed at a clunp of young mountain
laurel. The |l eaves stripped away in his eager hands, coating his abraded
fingers with a thin green juice. The sl ender branches bent and snapped. He
canme up hard agai nst a boulder and struck his head on a |inestone projection
Dar kness | oomed at the back of his mnd.Struggling to his knees, he worked his
hands i nto depressions on the boulder as if he were a nmountaineer scaling a
sheer rock face. He had trouble getting his breath; he felt as if there were a
wei ght bearing down on his chest. He pulled hinself up. Wen he regained his



feet he took only half a dozen steps before he stunmbled and fell again. Bl ood
streamed down his face froma cut on his fore-head. It lubricated his right
eye and brought tears, fouled his nouth and made hi m gag. He was di zzy and
wracked with pain. He didn't want to get up this tine. Two hundred acres, he

t hought . He conti nued down the slope. Garri sonLeroy Franson, the black
accountant, said, “But you can't cramall six of us into the vault!”"Shut up
and nove,” Garrison said irritably, prodding at the black man with the barre
of the Browning. “We don't have tine to tie up the lot of you. It's either the
vault or a bullet in the head. Take your pick.”“There isn't enough air in
there for six of us.”“Of course there is.”*W won't last fifteen
mnutes!”“That's all the longer you'll need to last,” Garrison said. “This
place is going to be crawling with cops in ten mnutes, and they'll get you
out in tinme.”The other four accounting departnent enpl oyees and Roy Aspin
stood behind Franson as if they had el ected himtheir spokesman, yet they were
clearly surprised at his resistance. The black nan said, “I refuse—=Surprised
by his own brutality, Garrison cracked Fran-son under the chin with the barre
of the Browning. He saw the man spit bl ood, and he said, “Mve, dam

you! "Edgar knew they had to expect the unexpected. Any operation as conpl ex as
this was certain to have its sur-prises, its unanticipated crises. Yet he had
been profoundly unbal anced by the shooting and the death of the stranger who
had come to the cash roomwi th Roy Aspin. H s nerves were tied in knots. He
kept renmenbering how t hose bank robbers, sixteen years ago, had weat hered j ust
such a surprise.Reluctantly the accountant and the other five nen crowded into
the vault. They endured a snug fit.Edgar swng the heavy door shut and spun

t he wheel | ock. The vault was seal ed. They will be found in fifteen mnutes, he
told himself.He went to the other end of the roomwhere WIlie had just
finished | oading bags of noney into the two laundry carts. “Are we ready?”
Edgar asked.“By ny watch it's just about post tinme,” Velinski said. He was
standi ng beside the three men who were bound and gagged on the floor, and he
was hol ding a gun on two uniformed Melkins-Peterson men who had not been tied
up but who had been relieved of their own weapons. “Into the hall,” Velinsk
told the guards. Sullenly they obeyed. WIlie and Edgar pushed the | aundry carts
out of the cash roomand closed the door.“Be sure to wait for me,” Velinsk
said.“Ch, Christ,” WIllie said with gruff affection, “you got too nmuch of the
nmoney for anyone to abandon you.” The fat man took one of the uniforned guards
with himdown to the west end el evator. The guard pushed the |aundry
cart.Edgar and Wllie followed their guard and their laundry cart to the east
el evator. They passed the dead nan on their way.“You think it's wise to | eave
hi m here?” Garrison asked. “If someone cones along . . .”“But there's so nuch
bl ood, you see,” WIllie said. “If the body were hidden you'd still have the
blood. No time to scour it away. So the body m ght as well be left here

t 0oo. " Edgar nodded. “You okay?”“Fine.” After the Mel ki ns-Peterson man boarded t he
lift with the nmoney, Garrison followed himand got behind him WIIlie renai ned
in the hall. The row bosses were accus-toned to a certain routine which called
for one uniforned guard and one pl ainclothesman in the elevator. If they saw
three nen in the cage they m ght become suspicious. Therefore, when he reached
the fifth floor, Edgar would | eave the elevator and send it to the basenent
for Wllie.“It's going sweet,” Wllie said, as if he sensed Gar-rison's
uneasiness.“So far.”The Iift doors slid shut, and they rode up to the first
level. On the way Edgar said to the guard, “lI have ny gun in ny jacket pocket.
| don't have to pull it to fire. I can shoot you in the spine before you get
out two words.”“Don't worry,” the guard said. “I"'mnot the type to play the
hero. Besides, we'll get you in the end.” The doors opened. A row boss was
standi ng outside. He was a short, thickset man with recedi ng hair and bushy
sideburns. He smled at them and tossed a gray sack full of nobney into the
cart and handed a pink slip of paper to the uni-formed guard. Evidently he had
not been watching the floor indicator or, if he had been watching it, he had
not realized they were going up instead of com ng down on the collection
route, their only break with routine. He scratched one of his sideburns and
said, “Hell of a handle this tinme.” Hs voice didn't contain the slightest



trace of suspicion. The doors cl osed. The el evator rose.lt was working. But,
Garrison thought, what about the other surprises that mght be waiting
above?FransonAfter a few seconds of silence in the dark vault, one of the nen
fromthe accounting department said, “My God, Leroy, you're sone fine
actor.”“Acadenmy Award quality,” soneone el se said.“Bought nyself a split lip,”
Franson said, “but I"'mthink-ing it was worth it.”A fourth man said, “It isn't
going to be easy, con-sidering howtight we're jammed in here.” He grunted as
someone nmoved and el bowed himin the stomach. Roy Aspin nervously cleared his
throat. His voice was shaky. “Do you mind telling me what in the fuck you
peopl e are tal ki ng about ?”Squinting into the inkiness but unable to nmake out
even the vaguest silhouette, Leroy Franson said, “There's an in-house

tel ephone in one of these drawers.”“Jesus, which one?” Aspin said.“l'mtrying
to figure,” Franson said. “But I'ma little bit claustrophobic and disoriented
."Arattling sound rose on his left, and another nman said, “l have it

here, right beside nmy head.”Before he could respond, the phone was passed
across the tiny chanber and shoved into Franson's groping hands. He lifted the
receiver and waited for the track operator to cone on the line. But all he
heard was a steady buzzing noise. He clicked the buttons up and down, faster
and faster, but he couldn't rouse her.“Wat's wong?” Aspin said."“That damed
bitch!” Franson said. “There are so few calls to handl e when the races are on
that these operators sonetimes sneak away fromthe switchboard to get a bite
at one of the concessions stands.”“And she's sneaked away now?” Aspin asked

m ser-ably.Jiggling the buttons, listening to the buzzing line, Fran-son said,
“I"'mafraid so.” A minute passed. Then another.The walls and ceiling seened to
close in on themStill, the operator did not respond.“l'Il kill her,” Aspin

said.“You'll have to wait your turn,” Franson said.



Ni neGarri sonEdgar, the guard, and the laundry cart exited the east el evator
into the aisle behind the mutuel wi ndows in the Horsenen's Club on the fifth
floor. Edgar sent the lift back down to the basenment for WIllie Denver.“Wat's
up?” the row boss asked, curious about this deviation fromroutine. Edgar
showed hi mthe Browni ng, because he knew there was no hope of fooling the nman
for long. “Thirteen shots,” he said coldly. “And |I'mgood with it. That neans
there's one for you, one for each of your cashiers and sellers, and one for ny
friend here from Mel ki ns-Peterson.”“Wy—= the row boss began. “You don't have
to know why,” Garrison said. “Just make sure everybody keeps quiet for a
couple of mnutes.” He glanced to his left, through the windowin the row
door. “Everyone in the restaurant's |ooking at the track. Even the Pony
Express Grls. As long as that's the case, no one gets killed.” He stared hard
at the row boss. “Understand? You want to be responsi ble for soneone here
getting killed?” The row boss was a dark, slender man with a nustache and a
sharply tri mmed goatee. He shook his head: no! The point of his beard acted as
an excl amation point. He swall owed hard enough to be heard in another room The
el evator came up behind Garrison, and WIllie Denver got out of it."“Two guns
now,” Edgar told the row boss and the Ml ki ns-Pet erson man—and the el even

ot her mutuel clerks who, by this time, had becone aware of what was happeni ng.
“Two guns. Twenty-six shots.” They stared at himas if he were a cobra that
had mesnerized themwith his flared mantle. “You have only two ways of
get-ting out of this aisle: down the elevator to the basement, or through this
door on mmy left into the restaurant. But in either case you've got to wal k
right over me. Don't try it.” He kept talking to them quietly saying the sane
thing over and over, for he knew that as long as they were listening to him
they could not so easily think of a way to trick him A bell rang. Edgar

junped. “They're off!” the track announcer shouted. Vel i nski When they cane out
of the elevator at the west end of the fifth floor corridor, the

Mel ki ns- Pet erson man went first, pushing the cart full of money. Velinsk

foll owed, ready to shoot himin the back if the guard nade any w ong noves. The
potentially dangerous, hurried walk down the |long corridor went so fast and so
wel | that Velinski thought it seemed scripted, and he wondered who woul d have
done the screenplay if this were a novie. Soneone with a strong sense of pace.
Her man Manki ewi cz or Lillian Hell man? No, probably someone as tal ented but
someone who did nore action-filled scripts—perhaps WIliam Goldman or David S.
Ward. Or Peter Stone?Velinski kept his gun ready, but he had no need for it.
They passed the deserted offices and storage roons. It was Saturday, and in
spite of Sweepstakes Day, no one worked on weekends in the secretarial and
adm nistrative staffs. The doors to the stewards' and the judges' chanbers
wer e open, but those gentlenen were watching the race-track. Likew se, the
reporters in the newsroomhad their backs turned to the hall.Wen they reached
the door to the Horsenmen's Club, they heard the track announcer cry: “They're
off1”“No tine to dawdl e,” Velinski told the stiff-necked Mel ki ns-Peterson

man. They went into the Horsemen's O ub. Except for the goggl e-eyed nutue

cl erks—ho were covered by Edgar and W 1ie—behind the wi ndows on the left, no
one in the restaurant was | ooking toward the back of the room All eyes were
riveted by the thoroughbreds that were running, at last, in the

m | e- and-a-quarter Century Oaks Sweepstakes. Wien they had crossed two-thirds
of the large room and reached the door at the east end of the Club's betting
wi ndows, Edgar came out into the restaurant and no-tioned Velinski's guard
into the aisle behind the nutuel row. The nan hesitated—then obeyed quickly
when Vel inski threatened to shoot himin the ass.“And it's Monlighter by a
neck, M ke's Daughter on the rail, and Shadow Show novi ng up on the outside,”
the track announcer said with great enthusiasm Lou wheel ed the | aundry cart
the rest of the way across the room and opened the door to the roof. Leaving
WIllie to cover the track enpl oyees behind the nutuel w ndows, Edgar hel ped
Velinski lift the nmoney-filled cart. They struggled with it to the top of the
steps, through another door, and onto the cl ubhouse roof. The helicopter wasn't
there.“1It will be,” Edgar said.“Better be.”They ran back down the steps into
the Horsenen's Club. This is going to kill me, Velinski thought as he |istened



to his heart boom i ke background music to a jungle novie.The track announcer
was al nost hysterical: “Now it's Shadow Show taking the | ead and Ironcl ad
pushing for second! In the third slot it's a dead heat between M ke's Daught er
and Moonlighter!”Rushing the second | aundry cart to the steps, Edgar and Lou
breat hed deeply, lifted the cart high, and weaved fromwall to wall of the
stairwell on their way to the roof. They put it down beside the first

cart. Even up here on the roof the announcer's voice was audible: “And it's
Shadow Show, Shadow Show by a nose! It's Shadow Show! "W I lie cane up the steps
at a run. “Were's the god-damed chopper?” He spun around, as if it were

hi di ng behind him “All hell's gonna break loose in a mnute!”"Wllie's |ast
word was drowned out as the big machine roared in on them The four wheels

ki ssed the roof and then enbraced it. The rotors beat the air wth deafening
force, and the down-draft was a fraction less fierce than that which would
have bl own them off their feet. The rescue bay door in the side of the Kaman
Huski e slid open automatically. Stooping to save their heads fromthe bl ades,
Edgar and Velinski rolled the laundry carts to the wi de bay door and heaved
themone at a time into the chopper. Gasping for breath, his heart punping |ike
a piston in a racing engine, dizzy and terrified, Velinski thought: Christ,
it's never like this in the novies! It's so easy in the novies!FransonThe
operator still had not returned to her switchboard.“Killing's too dammed good
for her,” Roy Aspin said. “W've got to torture her first.”As he seened to
have been doing for an eternity now, Franson jiggled the buttons on the
phone. “Hel | 0?” a woman sai d. Franson had waited for it so long that he didn't
believe his ears. “Mnerva?”“Wat's going on here?” the operator asked.
“Whoever's on this line, stop playing with your cut-off spikes.”Franson
stopped playing with his cut-off spikes. He said, “Mnerva, this is Leroy
Franson.”“Ch, hi!” she said brightly.“Mnerva, put ne straight through to the
TRPB of fice on the backstretch and then you nake a call to the state police
and tell themwe' ve—2“State police? Watever for?”“We're being robbed,” Leroy
said. “And we—2“We're what?”“Mnerva, |'mlocked in the cash roomvault,”
Fran-son said. “Three nen have just taken the day's recei pts and—=M nerva

gi ggl ed. “Leroy, what kind of dumb bunny do you think | anP” she giggled

agai n. Exasperated, driven near the edge of a screaming fit by his

cl austrophobi a, Franson shouted: “M nerva, you stupid bitch, open your ears
and use your brain! This is no joke! W' ve been held up! Held up, held up
hel d up! Put ne through to the TRPB fast, and then call the state
troopers!”“Well, there's no need to be rude,” Mnerva said huffily. “I'm
connecting you with the TRPB right now " CooperWen he found the dead man and
the prisoners in the display room Henry Cooper didn't bother to take any

pul ses or untie any hands. He ran out of there and down the concourse to the

t el ephone behind the counter in the Saddl e Bar. He picked it up and |i stened
to the humon the line, and he jiggled the buttons. M nerva wasn't at her

swi t chboard. “Shit!”Rather than waste ten mnutes or even nore waiting for her
Cooper dropped the phone and left the Saddle Bar. Qut on the concourse he
stopped a Mel ki ns-Pet er-son guard and told himabout the ness in the display
room Then he hurried to the steps and went down to the first level of the

cl ubhouse. He left the building by the enpl oyee entrance and dashed around the
corner into the paddock where the teen-aged paddock attendant was sweepi ng
horse manure into a hinged dustpan.“And it's Monlighter by a neck, Mke's
Daughter on the rail, and Shadow Show novi ng up on the out-side,” the track
announcer sai d. The paddock was that fenced corral-like section near the
grandst and where horses were brought to wait twenty m nutes before they raced.
A well-lighted tunnel led fromthe paddock, underneath the track and the
infield, and into the backstretch. The horses were brought to the paddock

t hrough the tunnel and, after the race, were returned to the backstretch by

t he sane route. Cooper's footsteps echoed |ike shotgun blasts in the tunnel and
bl anked out all but the |oudest of the an-nouncer's continuous chatter. Wen
he cane out on the backstretch near the TRPB offices, Cooper heard the
announcer say: “lIt's Shadow Show by a nose, Shadow Show It's Shadow
Show! " Fl ushed, sweating, breathing in great racking sobs, Cooper burst into



the public roomat the front of the TRPB building and saw a dozen agents
rushi ng out of the back roonms. They were all either reaching for guns in their
hol sters or were checking the safeties on guns already in hand. One of them
was Bud Teagarten, and Cooper grabbed him “But, there's been

robbery!”“We know,” Teagarten said.“About the display roon?” Cooper wheezed,
unable to figure out who could have told them “Di splay roonP” Teagarten wasn't
tracking.“The mllion in cash. CGone.”“Jesus!” Teagarten said. “They hit that
t00?"“Too?”“They knocked over the cash roomin the basement,” Teagarten said.
“And they probably hit all the major nutuel wi ndows for the handle fromthe

| ast race.” Cooper was stunned. “You're talking about a couple of hundred
pounds of noney—n maybe two dozen bank sacks. How in the name of God do they
expect to get off the track with it?”“ln a helicopter,” Teagarten said. “A
huge fucking helicopter cane in across the backstretch and | anded on the

cl ubhouse roof a few seconds ago.”Funbling for his own pistol, suddenly aware
of the distant stutter of the aircraft's rotors, Cooper foll owed Teagarten
out si de.



GarrisonAs soon as the carts of nmoney were both securely in the chopper, Edgar
clinmbed over the partition between the cargo hold and the flight deck. He
settled into the co-pilot's seat and pulled on the safety harness.“d ean?”
Dom ni ck Savestio shouted.“So far!”“Then we're honme free!”Savestio's head was
gashed, and a sticky mask of blood was drying on his face. Blood was crusted
in his laugh lines and in his sideburns.“Wat happened to you?” Edgar
asked.“Fell on the ridge. Al nost blacked out.”Garrison w nced.“l'm okay

now. "“You sure?”“A little dizzy,” Dom nick shouted. “It's nothing.”Looking
back over the partition, Edgar saw Lou Velinski help Wllie into the cargo
hold. “Al'l aboard,” he told Domnick. “Close up and fly!"Wth a

st omach-w enchi ng surge of power, the Kaman Huski e popped up into the spring
sky. It swung around like a bunblebee riding the air currents near a flower,
hovered for a second, then chattered off across the race-track, over the
infield toward the stately Iine of oak trees.“Two mllion?” Savestio

asked. “Easy!” Garrison shouted.“Cd ean?”"“You al ready asked.”“l did?” Savestio
wi ped one hand across his eyes, his fingers cane away glistening with

bl ood. Whien they topped the oaks and started over the back-stretch, at least a
dozen men opened fire on themw th handguns.“ldiots!” Savestio said. “If they
hit us right, we'll crash into the horse barns!”Bull ets clanged off the netal
hul | and cracked loudly against the inch-thick Plexiglas of the pilot's
bubbl e. The Pl exiglas chipped directly in front of Edgar's chest, but it
didn't crack. Qther shots slammed into the under-carriage. Savesti o took the
chopper up another hundred feet. He picked up air speed as they left the
backstretch and soared toward the top of the ridge, the woods, and the

cl eari ng beyond where the Mazda was waiting. Garrison held tightly to the edge
of his seat. They were flying with the craft's nose tilted sharply down, and
t he sensational view nauseated him He hardly breathed as the forest flashed
past under themand then he suddenly took a very deep breath indeed as the
hel i copter angl ed sharply down toward the trees. He glanced at Savestio and
saw that the pilot had coll apsed over the controls and was lolling like a
hel pl ess drunkard at the wheel of a runaway autonobile.The fall on the ridge.
The goddammed fall on the ridge! Edgar thought bitterly. Another goddamed
sur-prise. Asimple little fall on the ridge . . . to be tripped up by that
after we've come through so nuch. . . . It isn't fair!He | eaned sideways as
far as the safety harness would allow, and he grabbed Savestio by the

shoul der. He shook hi mand shouted at him The pil ot was unconsci ous. Droni ng
mour nful Iy, the Kaman Huski e glided down, down, skinmng the tops of the
trees. The cl eari ng appeared ahead. So cl ose, Edgar thought.Behind him Wllie
shout ed somet hing unintelligible.“Dom nick!” Garrison said urgently. Savesti o
hung linply in his harness.“Controls!” WIllie shouted, thrusting his head over
the partition that separated the cabin fromthe cargo hold. Hi s upper lip was
badly cut, and his teeth were bl oody. “Got to get to the dammed control s!”*I
can't fly it!” Edgar said.At the perimeter of the clearing, the helicopter's
fixed wheel s were snared by the highest branches of the trees. The piercing
shriek of tortured steel and the gunshot reports of rivets splitting head from
shaft filled the cabin. They bounced and pitched as if they had suddenly been
transported froman aircraft into the rollicking command deck of a Shernman
tank. The copter turned a soner-sault in midair—and then it was over the
center of the clearing, a hundred feet above the earth, standing on its tai
like a moon ship leaving the | aunching pad. Garri son saw t he sky, nothing but
the sky, on all sides.CQut, got to get out, now, out . . .lrrational in the
face of death, desperate to escape its wide nouth, he tried to unbuckle his
safety harness. He would just slip out of the harness, open the door, and get
out before it crashed. Yes. O course. Wiy hadn't he thought of that before?
If he could just rel ease the dammed harness! And then the ground came up
underneath, and the tail section of the big craft telescoped in toward the
flight deck. The rotors tore | oose. The world was nothi ng but deadly

noi se. Ki I I i ganWhen he cane off the escalator onto the top cl ubhouse concourse,
m nutes after the running of the Century Oaks Sweepstakes, Killigan was caught
up in an angry nob. Hundreds of fans, men and wonen alike, had laid a rowdy



siege to the cashiers' wi ndows. They were wavi ng nutuel tickets, shouting,
cursing, gesticulating, and arguing with the ashen-faced Mel ki ns-Peterson
guards who obviously could not control themwi thout resorting to violence.

Vi ol ence was unthinkable. But it was in the air. Killigan had never seen
anything like it on a race-track. Thoroughbred racing enthusiasts were the
best be-haved, |east destructive fans in all of professional sports. Except
now. Except here. Except today, when they seened to have gone crazy.Killigan
forced his way across the concourse and went up the steps to the fifth floor
At the door to his office, he collided with Roy Aspin. “What's going on

here?”“Where in the hell have you been?” Aspin asked breathl essly.
“Everything's a shanbles. | just got out of the vault. They had me | ocked in
the vault! And now there's no noney to pay the winners. There's going to be a
full-scale riot here!”Killigan gripped Aspin's shoulder. He was still weak

fromthe drugs, and his grip was not firm but it was firmenough to make Roy
shut up. “You're not meking sense. Slow down. Tell me.”Aspin told him
starting with the three men who'd taken over the cash room junping back to

t he back-stretch fire, speaking so rapidly that his words fell one over the
other.By the tine he had slunped in his chair behind the Steinway desk,
Killigan understood the nature of the crisis. He was in the mddle of a

di saster greater than any he had i magi ned while in the deepest troughs of drug
depression. “What are you going to do?” Aspin asked. Wthout answering him
Killigan picked up the tel e-phone and put a call through to the kitchen
manager for the Harry M Stevens Conpany. “Peter, how nmuch wi ne do you
have?”“What sort of wi ne?” the kitchen manager asked."“All kinds. Wne,

period.”“A thousand bottles. Maybe el even hundred.”“That'|l|l be enough.”"For
what ?”“Break out every bottle of wine you have. Get your waiters off their
duffs. Let's throw a free wine party for all the custonmers still in the

bui | di ng. " Peter was astoni shed. “Free?”“W've got naybe three thousand w nners
waiting to cash tickets on the last race. But we don't have any noney to pay
themw th right now So let's avoid a riot, huh? Let's keep them happy until |

can get sone cash in here. As soon as | hang up, I'mcalling the Saddl e Bar
and ordering it to open for free drinks. Between that and the wi ne, naybe we
can cal mthem down.”“The track will reinburse us, | suppose.”“Incl udi ng
handsome tips for every one of your waiters,” Killigan said. “Now w |l you
nmove ass?”“Moving now,” Peter said.Killigan hung up. H s hands were shaking.
Droplets of cold sweat, |like an endl ess procession of centipedes, trickled
down his spine and between his buttocks.“Hell of an idea,” Aspin said
admiringly. “1'll go down and see that our guests get the word. Free |iquor

That ought to nake the waiting a whole Iot easier.” He hur-ried out of the
room smling at the floor as he went. After he had tal ked to the manager of
the Saddl e Bar, Killigan put through a call to the home of the president of
the Harrisburg bank with which Century OGaks did business. Although it was

Sat urday eveni ng and the bank was closed, Killigan managed to secure the
banker's promise that a half mllion dollars in cash woul d be rounded up and
shi pped to Century Oaks within the next hour and a half.Killigan had just hung
up on the banker when a Pennsylvania state police officer—tall, clean-cut,

rugged-| ooki ng, his broad chin creased by the strap from his soup-dish-1like
hel met —eanme in to get the details. He spoke calmy but quickly. “W'll need
descriptions to put on the wire,” he said when he di scovered who Killigan

was. “You don't want ne,” Killigan said. He gave directions to the display room
and to the cash roomin the base-nment. “There are nen both places who saw

t hese guys. They can give you what you want.”“Thank you, sir,” the trooper
said. He, and another cop who had cone in behind him turned to |l eave.“VWit a
mnute,” Killigan said. They | ooked back at him “Wat's bei ng done now?”“It's
only fifteen m nutes since we got the robbery report,” the trooper said
defensively. “We'll have state choppers in the air in fifteen or twenty nore
mnutes. And in ten minutes | can have their descriptions on the wire.”"“l
see.”“They won't get away.”“Sure,” Killigan said. They left.Aspin cane up from
downstairs to report on the re-actions of the guests to the delay in obtaining
their winnings. “It's amazing,” he said. “The wine and liquor are doing it.



And the news of the robbery. Big excitenment and booze. Perfect conbination.
Twenty mnutes ago we were on the brink of a riot. Now the clubhouse is as
festive as ever |I've seen it. And the grandstand's even better.” He shook his
head. “Jack, you're pulling it all together. You' re going to save Century QGaks
singl e-handedly."Killigan smled weakly.“You are!”“l guess | am” But he knew
that no matter how well he weathered these crises, he had | ost Century QGaks,
at least for hinself.GarrisonHe was not hurt. Wen the rear sections of the
Kaman Huski e tel escoped on inpact, the front cabin buckled slightly but didn't
collapse. Slowy, alnost gracefully, the helicopter toppled onto its side and
was still at last. The pilot's bubble, thick enough to withstand small arns
fire and the other pressures of combat operations, hadn't been smashed; there
was no di sastrous shower of Plexi-glas shards. The only danger now was fire.
The wreck-age reeked of gasoline, the ruined craft m ght explode at any
nmonent. He hadn't been hurt yet; but he couldn't expect his luck to hold nmuch
| onger. “Edgar?” The voice was fanmiliar yet alien: thin, weak, froma throat
choked with blood. It came fromthe cargo hold directly behind
Garrison.“WIllie? That you?”WIlie coughed, cleared his throat, spat with sone
diffi-culty."You okay?” Garrison asked.“Can't nmove . . . hurt pretty .

bad. "Edgar struggled with his harness, too close to panic to function well,
frustrated nuch as a small child would be when trying to nake his first cat's
cradle with a piece of string. “Just hold on.”“Can't . . . afraid can't
."“Yes, you can.”“Real bad . . . lot of blood . . .”"“Dammit, hold on! Fight
it!” Garrison knew he was scream ng and that he was irrational, but he
couldn't control hinself. They had the noney—yet everything had gone w ong. And
now t hi s goddammed st ubborn harness had himtrapped. He was lying in the
copilot's seat. The earth was on his right side, tight up against that door

On his left, suspended above himin the overturned chopper, was Domi nick
Savestio and the only door to escape. If he could get out of this harness, he
could clinb up there, squeeze past the unconsci ous Savestio, get the door
open, westle Dominick and then Wllie out into the clearing before the
gasol i ne went up. But the harness was jamed. “Lou's dead,” WIllie told
him“No. Can't be.”WIlie produced a sour, hunorless |augh that skirted the
edge of hysteria. “Ch, yes he can. Real dead. He took a . . . steel rod

t hrough the chest.”Edgar's low spirits sank even lower. In pursuit of fortune,
everyone around himwas finding death instead. And any of them m ght have been
Edgar hinself. O he might die next. He said, “Just hold on. WIl you do that
for me, Wllie? Don't give up, okay? WIllie?"Silence.“WIllie, dam you!” The
stench of gasoline was al nbst unbearabl e now. The funes made Edgar's eyes
water and filled his mouth with an acrid taste. He was having trouble getting
hi s breath. Suddenly the interlocking hal ves of the harness buckle parted. He
was free. He struggl ed out of his seat and clanbered up the cabin floor. He got
a grip on Savestio's chair and nuscled hinmself around behind it where he

| eaned agai nst the waist-high cargo-hold partitions; his palnms and the toes of
his shoes were pressed firmy against the back of the pilot's seat. If he

rel axed he would fall down where he had cone from and he would surely break
an arm or knock hinself cold. Savesti o munbl ed and coughed. “ Domi ni ck?” But the
pilot had already drifted back into his coma. Gasping for air and getting
nostly gasoline funes, Garrison quickly becane dizzy and weak. Hi s vision
blurred. He had to get the hell out of here within the next few seconds, or he
was going to pass out. And once he fainted he woul d never wake up again. He
would die in here, either of suffocation or immolation.N ce choice, he thought
bitterly. He squeezed past Savestio and wedged hinself into the narrow space
between the pilot's chair and the door. He found the port rel ease handl e and
pressed it down. He shoved hard on the door.It wouldn't budge. Maybe the frane
was twi sted. O the | atch smashed?Jesus, no!H s lungs felt hot. H s eyes were
burni ng. He was begin-ning to wonder if he shouldn't just give up, lie there
and sleep, relax . . .He put his shoulder to the door and strained until he
could feel the veins and arteries bulging at his tenples. Insanely, he thought
of how the bl ood vessels raised up in bas relief on a horse that had just run
a fast race. He was coughi ng and sobbing and muttering sensel essly. Tears



streamed down his cheeks. The door held, held, held as if it were welded in

pl ace—and then abruptly flew open with a hi deous squealing and grating of
jagged netal fragnments. Sparks! he thought.But the friction did not cause an
expl osion. He pulled hinmself out of the cabin and sprawl ed on the side of the
Kaman Huskie. The country air was as sweet as cow s nilk taken fromthe
pail.Two minutes |later, when he was pretty nuch recovered, he set about
getting Savestio out of the wecked air-craft. A smaller man than
Garrison could not have managed it; but inside of five m nutes Edgar had
the pilot stretched out on the back seat of the Mazda. The helicopter was stil
not afire.Garrison went back to it. He clinbed up to the door, hesitated only
an instant, then went down into the cabin. The odor of gasoline was still
strong, but the fresh air pouring through the open door kept it from being as
deadly as it had been a few m nutes ago. He crossed over the partition into
the cargo hold and knelt beside WIllie Denver.The little nan | ooked Iike a rag
doll with nost of the stuffing beaten out of it. He was |ying on what should
have been a side wall of the aircraft but which was now the floor. WIllie was
trapped under part of the chopper's super-structure which had crashed down

t hrough the roof of the rescue bay. His legs were nearly severed from his body
trunk. He had bled a great deal. He had not bled to death solely because the
wei ght of the steel that crossed his thighs acted as a tourniquet on the wound

it had caused.“WIllie?” Garrison said softly.H s eyes fluttered open.“l'm
going to get you out of here.”“Hard to . . . breathe.”“It's the gas
fumes.”“More than . . . that.”"You just hold on.”"“Can't be . . . can't be

noved. " “Nonsense.”W I |ie coughed, and a thick stream of dark bl ood dri bbl ed
frombetween his pale |lips.Grrison began to exam ne the coll apsed steel work
to see if there was any way he coul d get enough | everage to nove it."“Listen!”
WIllie insisted in a hoarse whisper. “Listen to Wllie.”Garrison | ooked at
him*“Leave a person be. WII you? WIllie's finished. You stay here
you'll get nabbed. Cops. Must be coming. Whole thing mght goup . . . in
flames any second now.” His white face was dotted with jewel-1i ke beads of
sweat.“Wllie, | don't want to | eave you. How can | ?"Fury replaced the pain in
the little man's face. “You got to get away . . . with the noney. Got to! For
the first time . . . first time in his nothing life . . . WIlie Denver was
part of . . . sonmething big. One of the biggest! They'll be talking for years
about that shrinp Denver . . . that little spic who changed his nane .
that nothing little bastard who . . . was in on a big one. For years! You
can't . . . let it fall through. That's not fair to ne. Wat good is it
being in on one . . . of the biggest fucking failures . . . of all tine?
Soneone has to get off with the nmoney. Someone. Anyone. You can't . . . can't
take this away fromWIllie. He finally made it. You can't take it . . . from
him Can't!”“Wllie, |I-2“You got Annie,” WIllie said. Hs tongue was a scarl et
ri bbon. “Beautiful. She's great. Don't she mean . . . anything to you? Mve
your ass. Cet the . . . get the nobney out. And you get out. Get back . . . to
Annie.” He tried to smle but winced instead. “And you . . . tell Annie how .
well . . . WIlie kind of loved her. Ch, Christ!” He coughed and spat.
“Tell her . . . | kind of loved her. Ckay?”Edgar nodded. *“Ckay,
Wlilie.”"You'll tell her . . . how!l saidit? | didn't say . . . Wllie |oved
her. | said . . . | loved her. | loved her.”"l understand, Wllie,” Garrison
said gently.“l did make it. Finally made it. | am sonebody.”"“You are,”"Prom se
you'll have fun.”“l'Ill sure try, Wllie.”“Prom se! You got to . . . have fun
CGot to enjoy . . . the noney. Money was the . . . whole point. Qherw se
it's afailure . . . agreat big. . . zero. Got nme?"“CGot you.”WIlie sighed.
The sigh becanme a vonitous retching noi se. He shuddered, and the bl ood gushed
fromhis nostrils. He closed his eyes and kept them cl osed. Feeling a
conmitment to the dead nan as well as to Annie and hinsel f, Garrison gathered
up the heavy canvas bank sacks that were strewn throughout the badly damaged
cargo hold. Two of them were wei ghted down by Lou Velinski's corpse, and
prying themloose fromthe fat man was one of the nobst unpl easant chores of
Edgar's life. He got all the bags into the main cabin. Then he heaved them one
at a tine through the open door overhead. Several of themfell back inside and



had to be throwm a second time. However, arns aching, he was soon finished. He
need only two or three mnutes to | oad the noney into the Mazda. He was ready
to | eave. As an afterthought he fished a packet of ten-dollar bills fromone of
t he bank bags and used the Mazda's cigarette lighter to set fire to one end of
the noney. When the bills were burning well, he turned and gently lofted them
into the ruined helicopter. The spilled gasoline went up with a whoosh! Now, if
the police located the helicopter, they wouldn't be able to get into it unti
it cooled. Until they learned differently, they might think all the thieves
had died in the crash. Edgar tossed his suit jacket into the car, took off his
tie, and opened the neck of his shirt. He got into the Mazda and cl osed the
door . CooperBreathing only slightly faster than nornal despite the |ong run
Henry Cooper gained the top of the ridge which |ay behind the Century Gaks
backstretch. He entered the woods and stopped to give the other four nen a
chance to catch up with him*“Cone on! Hurry!” he shouted down to them Al ready,
too nuch time had been wasted. He had been certain fromthe start that the
hel i copter had put down nearby, sonewhere in the forest. The pilot had been
handling it poorly. The nmachi ne had pitched and yawed as it approached the
crest of the ridge, and it had skinmed the trees too close for confort. Maybe
one of the TRPB men had put a lucky shot through the Plexiglas pilot's bubble.
What ever the case, his policeman's instinct told himthe chopper was down.
However, he'd wasted at |east five mnutes trying to convince the others that
this was true. The nonment the aircraft had di sappeared over the trees, their
confidence had evaporated. And even when he did manage to persuade four of
themto come with him nore precious tinme was wasted convinci ng Gscar

Fl etcher, their boss, to let themfollowin hot pursuit where they had no
jurisdiction as law officers. Then, dammit, they'd had trouble getting rifles
and ammunition fromthe | ocked gun case in the TRPB headquarters; no one had
been able to find the key and Cooper had finally smashed in the glass front.
Once they'd | oaded the guns and made the long run to the top of the ridge, so
much time had passed that Cooper wondered if the pursuit was any | onger
wort hwhi | e. Bud Teagarten and three other agents staggered up the slope and
into the shadowy, birch-franmed clearing.“A nmnute to catch your breath,”
Cooper said. “Not a second |longer. Wien we nove out, we put twenty or thirty
foot between one nman and the next. Go down the ridge in a straight line. Don't
worry about a thorough search until we reach the bottomland. They won't have
parked that chopper on a slope. There's going to be lots of woods to search
once we get down there, but maybe we'll be lucky. It's about tine for sone
luck.”“Too true,” Teagarten said.“Everbody ready?” Cooper asked. They were
ready. Garrisonln the car he picked up a man's brown wi g that was |lying on the
passenger's seat and carefully worked it onto his shaved head. He had al ready
thrown away the horn-rimred gl asses. A new man, he belted up, started the

engi ne, and drove out of the clearing just as one of the helicopter's
unruptured auxiliary fuel tanks exploded |ike a two-hundred-pound bonb. As he
had done six days ago, Garrison pushed the Mazda to its limts. He knew there
woul d be state police choppers in the air soon, and he wanted to be out of the
area before they becanme a serious threat. He made all the sudden turns on two
wheel s. He sl ammed across the wet-weather ruts and barrel ed reckl essly between
the el ns, birches, and scraggly pines that left barely enough road for himto
drive upon.He came to the top of the wooded hill on which he'd had sone
trouble last Sunday. He started down the half-mle grade toward the nuddy
stretch of flat ground that lay at the bottom toward the dark tunnel of pine
boughs that waited for himbeyond the mud. It was all fanmiliar, like a grand
prix circuit to a veteran driver. He didn't find the track treacherous at al
this time. It was a piece of cake. O it would have been a piece of cake—f
Pat Jessup hadn't been bl ocki ng the way. Anni e had been right: Jessup was not a
man to be trusted when there was so nmuch noney invol ved. “You' ve nade a

m stake,” Garrison said, as if Jessup could hear him “You really have.”In the
back seat Savestio mpaned.“lf you can hear ne,” Garrison shouted to the
wounded pilot, “brace yourself.”CooperThey were three-quarters of the way down
the ridge when the expl osion thundered through the trees and echoed be-neath



t he canopy of tightly |aced branches. Everyone but Cooper stopped dead. One
man dropped to his knees and brought up his rifle and tried to find sonethi ng
to bl ow apart. Looki ng back at them Cooper said, “Cone on, for God's sake!
They aren't tossing bonbs at you.”Not a minute |ater they reached the clearing
and cautiously circled the burning helicopter.“You were right!” Teagarten
shouted over the hiss and roar of the flanes. “You think they're
i nsi de?” Bef ore Cooper could answer him machine-gun fire crackl ed around them
They all went flat, hugged the earth, and craw ed frantically for
cover.d ancing around at the trees, taking a nmonent to regain his wits, Cooper
said, “That wasn't close. Maybe a mle away. And it wasn't directed at
us.”“You think they're shooting each other?” Teagarten asked. “A falling out
anong t hi eves?” Cooper nodded. “Could be. Were did it seemto cone from do
you think?"“East,” Teagarten said wi thout hesitation.“l thought so too,”
Cooper said. He raised his rifle and pointed to the east end of the clearing.
“See the brush over there? Look to you like a car went through there
re-cently?”“Yeah. You're right.”Cooper got to his feet. “If they're gunning
each other, they aren't in a car now. Let's go see what they're up
to.”GarrisonHal fway along the stretch of nuddy road at the bottom of the
grade, Jessup had angl ed the stol en Chevrolet across the narrow right of way.
He was standing fifty feet away fromit, the submachine gun held in both
hands, as if he were guarding the Chevy from Garri son. Braki ng repeatedly as he
descended the hill, Edgar brought the Mazda down to five miles an hour when he
reached the flat ground. He drifted slowy forward, straight toward
Jessup. Jessup was grinning. He stepped out of the middle of the road and st ood
on the right-hand shoul der, giving Garrison plenty of roomto stop. He
apparently thought that Garrison was going to just pull up and surrender his
share of the take.Maybe | woul d have—ence. Not now. You made a nistake, Pat.
Oh, brother, have you made a m stake!l That was precisely what Edgar wanted the
bastard to think. Wen Jessup, much too sure of hinself, |lowered the gun an
inch or two, Garrison stanped down on the accel erator and swung the Mazda in
Jessup's direction. The ruby ring glinted with refracted sunlight as the brown
man jerked the gun up again. He was fast. But not fast enough. The Mazda
caught his right hip, lifted himoff the ground, and tossed himaway into the
brush. Edgar stopped the car and got out.He found the Bel gi an nachi ne gun and
t hen found Jessup. The brown man's hip was crushed, and his | eg was broken in
several places. White bone tipped with bl ood, poked through his torn trousers.
He was conscious. But the pain was so bad that the grinding of his teeth was
audi bl e several feet away.“Wiat the hell ?” Jessup asked when Garrison canme to
stand over him H s face was disfigured with pain and con-fusion. A ci cada
cried shrilly in the brush nearby."“You really should have shot up the car when
I was coming down the hill. But | suppose that woul dn't have been enough fun
You wanted to see ny face when you killed ne. You're that type.”“l wasn't
goi ng to shoot you!”"“Yes. And then what woul d you have done to Annie? You'd
have gone out to the farm Raped her. Beat her up maybe. Then you'd have
killed her too. | guess you've always been the way you are.” Edgar gazed down
at Jessup as if the man were an animal in a trap, an unusual and | oathsone
speci es. “Even when you were a kid you nust have been the sane. Capabl e of
anyt hi ng. Sonething in your genes maybe. O just-sonmething left out of you,
some vital part.”“For Christ's sake, help nme!” Jessup said, paw ng uselessly
at his shattered | eg. “Because you never changed,” Edgar said, “you prob-ably
thi nk no one el se ever changes either. You can't conceive of it. To you, a man
is what he is—and he'll never be anything else.”Jessup tried to get up by
hinself. He couldn't do it. He fell back into a puddle of thick nud.“Wen you
first net me,” Garrison said, “lI was a nice guy who let the world wal k over
him Harmess fellow You thought that's what | still was, down deep. So you
stood there in the road and trusted ne. But | changed.| wanted the noney, and
I changed to get it. | just hope, nowthat I've got it, | can change part way
back to what | was.”Jessup reached up with his right hand. “W're buddi es.
Buddi es! W pulled a job together.”“Were's Geenfiel d?”Jessup | ooked
bl ank. “Dead?”“ Dead? O course not! No!”“Sorry,” Garrison said. “l can't do it.



| can't trust you. \Wenever you're better you'll cone after me. You don't

change, renenber. You're a constant. If the cops nail you, you'll spill your
guts to get a reduced sentence. No. | have the noney—and now | have a banker's
good busi-ness sense. I'msorry. | really am” He brought up the machi ne gun

and used it on Pat Jessup. The tatatatatatatatat silenced the

ci cada. Cooper Trying not to | ook at the dead man's face, trying not to get

bl ood on his hands, Henry Cooper was goi ng through the pockets in the brown
suit when Teagarten knelt be-side him Teagarten and the other three nmen had
been searching the Chevrol et that someone had backed into the roadside

drai nage ditch. He didn't | ook happy.“Wll?” Cooper asked.“No noney.”“Didn't
think there would be.”"Unl ess naybe they pulled out the seats and put the cash
in the body recess and then popped the seats back in place.”“Didn't have
time.”"1 guess they didn't,” Teagarten said, crestfallen. They both stood up
and listened to the cicada for a nmoment. Then Cooper sighed and said, “Well,
that's it. One or nore of themgot away with it.”“For now,” Teagarten said.

“State cops'll get them”“l don't think so,” Cooper said. “They had all the
bad luck that's com ng their way. We had our chance. If we'd been a coupl e of
m nutes faster we'd have got them But we blewit.”“Well . . . | hate to adnit
it. But maybe you're right.”“1 know | am” Cooper said. “lnstinct. Never fails

nme. ” Teagarten | ooked at the corpse, frowned, and turned his back on it. “Well,
no matter who el se goes down the tube, you' re going to come up snelling Iike
roses.”“How do you figure?”“Easy,” Teagarten said. “You were the one who
nailed the forgery artist. You were the one who spotted that WIlie Denver.
You were the one who di scovered the display roomrobbery. You were the one who
i nsisted the chopper had come down in the woods. Hell . . . home office's
going to take notice. Meanwhile, Oscar Fletcher sonehow | et an arsoni st get on
hi s backstretch. He pulled the agents out of the clubhouse just when they

m ght have interfered with a robbery. And—2“He coul dn't have known there was
going to be a robbery,” Cooper said. “Let's be fair.”“The hone office won't
care whether or not he could have known. They'll just |ook at what he did and
at what happened—and judge him by that. Besides, when you wanted to cone out
here to the woods, he's the one who del ayed you.” He reached out and pul | ed
off the top of a mlkweed plant that was |left over fromlast sumnmer. “You're

going to be pushed up to the top spot at Century Caks. I'Il lay you noney at a
hundred-to-one.”“You're crazy,” Cooper said. “They won't can Fletcher.”“He's
about retirenent age. They'll retire him”Cooper listened to an ow that had
begun to hoot far back in the trees. Finally he | aughed and said, “You know,
maybe you're right.”“You'd rather have that pronotion than the couple mllion
bucks these crooks got away with, wouldn't you?” Teagarten
asked.“Sure.”“You're sonething.”“I'mjust a cop. | like it,” Cooper said.

“Money isn't the only thing | get paid. There's other currencies, you know.”



Epi | ogueSweepst ake DayRita was waiting for himwhen he came hone fromthe
racetrack at ten o'clock that night. She had set two places at the breakfast
nook in the kitchen, and two tall candles provided the only light. Wen they
got hungry there were baked potatoes in the oven and two one-pound steaks
ready to be thrown on the broiler. She led himto the nook and made him sit
down, and she kissed himchastely on the forehead.“l1'll get you a drink,” she
said.“No,” he said. “lI don't want one.”"“Nonsense.” She brought hima bourbon
on the rocks.He let it sit on the table in front of him*“Wll,” she said, “I
hear there was a lot of excitement at the track today.” She knelt on the floor
besi de himand took his hands in hers. “Tell ne all about it,”"1"'ve |ost
Century QOaks.”“That's silly.”“It's true.”“Wo sai d?”“Nobody yet.”"You

see! "“Tonorrow, though.”“Nobody's going to throw you out on your ear,” she
said. “Or on your ass, either. 1'll talk to Daddy about it. Now drink your
bourbon like a good little boy.”He | ooked away from her and wat ched the
guttering candle flane. “Sonetine last night, | don't know just when,

| ear ned somet hi ng about nysel f. Not something pretty. |I'man enotiona
cripple. You know the only thing that gives me joy in |life? Mney. Managing
nmoney for nyself and for others, manipul ating people with noney, letting

nmysel f be manipulated by it. I"ma hell of a businessman. |'m a whiz! Agroco,

Zuver beck, the way | handl ed that mob scene this evening. . . . But | can't

control my own enotions. And when ny private life spills over into business .
."“Ch, dear,” she said. “I can't stand deep, introspective nen.” She was

wearing a long, sheer, white negligee which he had never seen before. Now, she
slid into the booth with himand |lifted one of his hands and placed it on her
breasts, which swung | oose and full beneath the gossaner robe. Her nipples

were swollen and stiff. “I like romantic nmen,” she said.“If | lose Century
OGaks, | lose nmy last chance at a big noney job, a job with power. I'll never
again be able to do what | like to do nost.”Wth one quick hand she unzi pped

his fly, reached inside his trousers, and found him Her ringers found the
nost sensitive spot and teased it with soft expertise.“Rita, no. Not
tonight.”“Bullshit,” she said in that famliar nasty tone. “lI know you better
t han you know yoursel f.”Al'though he stiffened in her hand, he felt as nuch

di sgust as desire.“You know what you |ike nore than noney, nore than wheeling
and deal i ng and being a whiz?"He wanted to reach down and take hold of her
hand and pull it out of his trousers. Instead, he | eaned back and sighed as
she took his penis out through the open fly and began to stroke it. He hated
hi nsel f. Neverthel ess, he watched her graceful ringers as they perforned their
obscene massage. “You like to hate yourself,” she said. “Mrre than you like
your job. Mre than you like nmoney. If you ever had to stop hating yourself,
darling, you'd go mad.”“That isn't . . . isn't true.”“Cf course it's true,”
she said. “And what you better realize is that you could end up | osing both
Century Oaks and ne. And then what in the hell would you do?”He | ooked at her
and he saw, beneath her magnificent beauty, that well-known corruption
scintillating like a naked corpse floating just beneath the surface of a

nmoon- dappl ed | ake.“1 can do wi thout you,” he said. She | aughed. It was funny, he
decided. Gimy funny.She et go of his erection and picked up his whiskey

gl ass. She held the bourbon to his lips. “Drink up, baby. Then I'll get you
anot her one. Then we'll go outside on the lawn, in the dew, and fuck |ike
bunny rabbits.”Sighing, he took the glass fromher hand and drained it.June
10Domi ni ck enptied the mllion dollars fromthe brief-case onto the top of the
scarred desk. It nade an i mpressive pile.“Holy shit!” Barry St. Cyr said. He
went out to the kitchen to get a six-pack of beer. Wen he canme back he just
stood and stared at the noney. Savestio took a Budwei ser fromthe pack and
popped it open. “You think you can fence it at say fifty percent face

val ue?” St. Cyr nodded. “Ckay, we'll split down the middle.”“No.”“That's the
only way.”“You can't get it through your dunb honky head that you don't owe ne

anything. | owe you.”Doninick drank some beer. “Things have changed, Barry. |
appreci ate what you' ve done for me. But | can't let you keep on helpin' ne
out. It's no good like that. Now that | got this noney, | can buy ny own way.

And this is only part of what | got out of the racetrack job. The split was



only three ways. | got a couple of hundred thousand besides this. And if | can
buy my own way for a change—well, I'ma little bit of a nan again. Even
without . . . without wonen, I'ma little bit of a man if | can pay nmy own
way. You get it?"St. Cyr stared at himfor a long nonent, then smled."Yeah. |
get it, Dom”"“Fifty-fifty?”“l accept.” Septenber 15The horse arrived in a
special van at two o' clock that afternoon. It was a handsonme bl ack
two-year-old male with a triangular white marking on its nose. It had been
sired by a descendant of Bold Ruler and was foal ed out of Narragansett, a mare
wi th excellent bloodlines. At auction two weeks ago, it had brought fifty

t housand dollars. And now it was the crown jewel of the Garrison Stables at
Hol | ywook Park, California. Edgar and Anni e spent alnost three hours with the
ani mal that afternoon. They rubbed it down, put it through an easy workout,

and fed it nore sugar cubes than they should have done.“Wat will we call it?”
she asked.“Well, considering how he's flirting with you to get those bits of
sugar —how about Annie's Beau?”*Or Edgar's Rival.”He winced.“l really do have a

nane,” she said. “But it's kind of sentinental. Maybe you won't Iike
it.”“Let's hear.”“WIllie's Menory.”His snile froze for an instant, then

t hawed. “Ckay, but with no tears. WIllie brought us noney. This Wllie is
going to win races and bring us a lot of nmoney too. It's appropriate. And it's
better than a granite nmenorial.”At five o' clock they went honme to the

si xteen-room hill side house where the caterers were already putting up the
tables for the party which Wllie's Menory had in-spired. By eight, the guests
were arriving in tw's and four's. The wine flowed. The food was only a little
short of exquisite. And when the | ast guest was gone at three in the norning,
Edgar and Anni e went skinny-dipping in the huge heated pool that was the focal
point of their U shaped flagstone house. Hol ding her in the water, Kkissing her
wet breasts and and then pressing his face into her shining auburn hair, Edgar
said, “You know that old saying?"“Wat old saying?”“ 'Mney can't buy

happi ness. ' ”She kissed himlightly on the |lips and put her arns around him
bobbled in the water. “What about it?"“lIt"'s bullshit,” Edgar
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