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They had decided that only four nmen were required to stop the big car on the
narrow nmount ai n road, hold the occu-pants at bay and renove the cash that was
stuffed into the suitcases on the floor behind the front seat. At first Merle
Bachman—who woul d be driving away, alone, in the blue Chevrolet with the noney
| ocked safely in the trunk—-had insisted on a fifth man. Nunber five would have
been stationed at the bottomof the private lane to work an inter-cept routine
in the event that sonmeone turned off fromthe main highway while the robbery
was in progress. The others argued agai nst Bachman, because the private road
to the Baglio estate supported very little traffic, especially on the norning
of a biweekly cash transfer. Al so, no one wanted his share knocked to hell by
a fifth cut. Bachman clearly saw the econonic sense of using a spare crew,

t hough he insisted there was no other wi sdom behind this detail of the plan
and he reluctantly agreed to go ahead with the job as a foursome. Now, the
darkly dressed nen waited in their prearranged positions as the tine for
action drew near. Upsl ope, the macadam roadway on whi ch the robbery woul d
transpire made an abrupt appearance around a |inestone outcropping, ran a
hundred yards past a lay-by on the outside where two cars could pass if they
shoul d nmeet coming in opposite directions, went down for another four hundred
yards before turning a second |inestone cor-ner and continuing out of sight to
the main hi ghway. The two sharp tw sts beyond whi ch nothing was visible, and
the still morning air, generated the feeling that all the rest of the world
had vani shed in sone unexpl ai ned catas-trophe.|f you faced upslope, the |eft
side of the roadway was edged by a sheer stone wall slightly higher than a man
and, above that, by a thick pine forest and underbrush as green as new nobney.
Though the long grass at the brink of the woods stirred gently in the norning
breeze, it made no sound at all, bending down and unfol ding back up again in a
graceful, mute ballet. Lying at the high corner above the first turn in the
road, stretched out in the carbon-paper shadows of the big trees, oblivious of
t he dew danmpened grass and the quiet way it seened to be reaching for him
Jimy Shirillo watched the Baglio mansion through a pair of high-power field
gl asses. The | ong bl ades of grass had brushed Shirillo's face, |eaving bright
dropl ets of dew sus-pended on his fair skin, his only blem shes, giving hima
vul nerabl e | ook that pointed up his youth. On the other hand, his own

prof essional stillness, his econony of nmove-nent and the intensity w th which
he wat ched the mansion indicated the experienced professional beneath the
tender exterior.The binocular | enses were all that m ght have given Shirillo
away to soneone | ooking down fromthe great house, but they had been tinted to
elimnate any telltale glare. Mchael Tucker had thought of that, for he

t hought of everything. A hundred yards below Shirillo, on the left, sitting in
the brush along the top of the stone wall, Pete Harris cra-dled an old
Thonpson submachi ne gun, a souvenir fromWrld War 1. Harris had broken it
down, oiled it, packed it in cloth and nailed it fromParis in five packages
to his hone address in the States. Back then, at the end of the war, that sort
of thing was still quite possible. He had not contenplated putting the gun to
any illegal use, or indeed to any use at all, for he thought he was finished
with war. A civilian again, he had to face his inability to hold a
nine-to-five job, and in desperation he | aunched his own war against the
system agai nst boredom and respecta-bility and enduring poverty. Hs
inability to fit that systemdid not arise out of any great sensitivity or
intelligence. Harris was only averagely perceptive. However, he was al so
stubborn, very much his own man, with expensive tastes. This would have |ed
himinto crime eventually, be-cause he was only fit to be a clerk in any other
field. He was the ol dest of the four nmen here. At forty-eight he had ten years
on Bachman, twenty on M ke Tucker, twenty-five on the Shirillo boy, though he
didn't use his age and expe-rience to usurp power within the group as others
m ght have done. Al he cared about was nmaking the hit and getting the noney,
and he knew Tucker was a damm fine operator. Thi nki ng about the noney, he grew
unconfortabl e and shifted in the brush, stretching his long |l egs and working a
cranmp out of his thick, muscular thighs. When the vigil first began, he
occupi ed hinmsel f by pulling burrs out of his clothes, his heavily callused



fingers uninjured by the sharp points. Now, though his calluses remained
inviolate, he was too nervous to fool with such nminutiae, and he | onged to be
on the nove. On the right-hand side of the roadway, across fromHarris, the
gravel berm dropped abruptly into a rock-strewn ravine that bottonmed out nore
than three hundred feet below. The only safe place on that side was the
fifty-yard-long | ay-by where the Dodge and Chevrol et, both stolen, were now
parked facing slightly downhill. Tucker and Bachman waited there, the ol der
man behi nd the wheel of the Chevy, Tucker shielded fromthe |ane by the bul k
of the Dodge. Bachman carried a .32-caliber pistol in a chanois shoul der

hol ster, as did Tucker. Unlike Tucker, however, he kept touching it, like a
savage with his talisman. Wth danp fingertips he traced the Crosshatch
pattern on the solid butt, lifting the whole weapon slightly out of the

hol ster, testing the way it fit, |ooking for potential snags—though he had
worn this same piece for years and knew that it wouldn't snag, ever. Though
Bachman had only the one gun, Tucker held an additional shotgun with only
seven inches of barrel; both chanmbers were | oaded, and six spare cartridges
were dis-tributed in his jacket pockets. |If Bachman had been carry-ing the
shot gun, he woul d have been constantly patting his pockets to be sure the
cartridges were there. Tucker, how ever, stood quietly, moving as little as he
had to, waiting."“They should be here by now,” Bachman called through the open
wi ndow of the Chevy. He wi ped a slender hand across his face, nore than
covering his small, com pressed features, pulled off sonething invisible—+aybe
his own inpatience—and shook that off his fingertips. R ght now he was junpy,
and he was tal king too nuch, but when the tinme came for the job he would be
all grease and oil, as Tucker had discovered on the other three jobs they'd
wor ked on together. Tucker said, “Patience, Merle.” He was known for his
serenity, for maintaining a cool facade that never cracked under pressure.

I nsi de, though, he was all knotted up and bl eeding. Hi s stomach twi sted this
way and that, as if it were an animal trapped inside of him perspiration

gat h-ered over his whole body, a synbolic filmof his repressed terror.He had
not been born and raised to make his living this way, had never understood the
crimnal social stratum That he was now a success at what he did was a
testanent to an alnost fanatical determi nation to achi eve what he set out to
achi eve, and he was usually the undi sputed | eader of any group sinply because
others saw and admired his single-mndedness. At the top of the slope, Jinmmy
Shirillo dropped the field glasses and rolled onto his back, cupped his hands
around his nmouth and shouted, “Here they cone!” H's voice cracked on the |ast
word, but everyone understood what he had said.“Go!” Tucker shouted, slaming
a flat pal mdown on the hood of the stol en Dodge. Bachman stopped fiddling with
the pistol cradled under his arnpit and switched on the Chevrol et's engine,
revved it a fewtines and drove forward, blocking the road diago-nally.

W thout wasting a second, smooth and fluid, he put the car in park, pulled on
t he handbr ake, opened his door and junped out. He took cover at the very end
of the rear fender, where, if he saw there was going to be a collision, he
could leap to safety easily enough. As an afterthought he grasped the

grot esque Hal | oneen nask that dangled froman elastic band around his neck and
slipped it over his head. Hal | oween in June, he thought. It was the wong tine
to wear a rubber nmask, in this heat and humidity.On the hilltop Ji my had
crept to the edge of the |limestone outcropping, ready to junmp into the |ane
behind the Cadillac the nonent the big car had gone by. He funbled with his
goblin's face a nonent, felt the dew on it and thought—+nexplicabl y—+that the
wat er was bl ood. Fear. Green fear, pure and sinple. Angry with hinself, he got
the mask in place. Down at the |ay-by, behind the Dodge, Tucker becane a
scarred old witch with one quick novenment of his hand, grimaced at the odor of
| atex that he now drew with every breath, then | ooked across the road at the
brush above the stone wall. Where was Harris? There. Maintaining good cover
for a city boy, blending right in with the weeds. Cradling his Thonmpson, his
face that of a grotesque non-ster, he seened twi ce as big and dangerous as he
had ever | ooked before. Tucker raised his shotgun and propped the barrel on the
fender of the Dodge, cautioning himself to stay |oose. H s stomach burned;



gall stung the back of his throat. Be-hind the nask he could allow hinself a
wi nce, for none of the others would see it. The roar of the Cadillac's engine
was audi bl e now. Tucker wondered if it was noving too fast to stop in tine,
and he tried to calculate all the possible noves he could make if it slammed
into the barricade. Al though the shock of the collision would delay Baglio's
men's reaction tinme and ease the strain of getting themfirnmy under control
there was al so the danger of jamred doors. And of fire. Baglio' s nen could

bur n—but what about the noney, then? The building roar of the car's engine
sounded in that nmoment |ike flanmes devouring stacks of crisp dollar bills.The
Cadillac came into sight.The driver was quick. He hit the brakes, slewed the
bi g chronme machi ne sideways, then let up so that he could correct a dangerous
pl unge toward the precipice, brought the car to a jerking halt six feet away
fromthe Chevy's passenger door.C ouds of blue snmoke caught up with the
Cadill ac and swept past it.As planned, Pete Harris let go with a burst of

machi ne-gun fire, ainmed well above everyone's head, before any of the others
could nmove toward the linousine. The shots gl anced around the hillsides like a
series of hammer blows on an iron forge bed. The racket was al nost certain to
be audible the length of the slopes and woul d draw reinforce-nents fromthe
mansion. In five mnutes the site would be swarmng with Baglio' s gunmen.
Still, this was the quick-est, sinplest way to |l et those inside the |inousine
know that this was serious business, rough business, and that they were

hopel essly out gunned. When the echo di ed, Tucker was at the driver's w n-dow,

t he stubby shotgun leveled at the old man's neck. A blast fromthe first

barrel al one would shatter the wi ndow and fragnment the chauffeur's skul

before he could complete any dive for the floorboards. The ol d bastard knew
it; he sat where he was, notionless.The other man in the front seat was Vito
Chaka, Baglio's trusted “accountant,” forty years old, slimand al npbst

fem nine, graying at the tenples. He cultivated a tiny nustache that covered a
third of his upper lip |like a smudge of paint. In the 1930s he woul d have
driven the wormen wild, Tucker thought. And perhaps he still did, with the help
of his position and his bankroll. Chaka | ooked at him sizing himup, then
nodded and slowy placed both hands on the padded dash in front of him palns
turned up, everything in the open, in recognition of their
pro-fessionalism®“Get out!” Tucker said. H's voice sounded thick and nmean
through the slit of the rubber nouth. The chauffeur and Chaka obeyed at once.
When the two nuscle types in the back seat hesitated, Jimy Shirillo tapped on
the rear window with the barrel of his pistol. He had clinbed onto the trunk
of the Caddy wi thout making a sound, and his goblin mask seened to grin at the
gunmen when they junped in surprise.Shirillo was feeling good, better than he

had antici-pated he would feel, less afraid than he had been before things got
nmovi ng. He was sweating, and the full-head mask nade his neck itch; but those
were mnor troubles. Thirty seconds |later Baglio's men were all lined up al ong

the driver's side of the linobusine, their hands flat-tened on the roof or

hood, | egs spread wi de, leaning for-ward so they were of f bal ance, heads
tucked between shoul derbl ades, all very neat, very classic. Only Chaka | ooked
sure of hinself, dapper even in this huniliating pose. Bachman qui ckly opened
the rear door on the far side. “Three cases,” he said. No trace of his
previous anxiety remained in his voice.Jimy Shirillo | aughed
triunmphantly.“Hold the cel ebrations,” Tucker said. “Go hel p him”Bachman
lifted the heavi est suitcase and wal ked off toward the Chevy, severely bent by
t he draggi ng wei ght. He woul dn't have been content to pick up one of the
smal | er cases, of course—for the same reason that he wore high-waisted
trousers: he didn't |Iike anyone to think of himas a small man, even though he
was a small man. Ji my went around and got the last two bags, carried themwth
little trouble, dropped theminto the open trunk of the stolen Chevrol et and
slamred the lid while Bach-man scurried for the front door."Relax,” Tucker
told the nen lined against the car, though none of them had noved. No one
responded. Bachman started the Chevy, raced the engi ne once, shifted into
reverse, squeal ed backward, angling the car downhill."“Easy!” Tucker
shout ed. But he didn't need to caution Merle Bachman, for the small man al ways



gauged the situation properly and per-formed at the opti mum safe speed. He was
a good driver.Harris cane off the stone wall, grunting, the sound of his heavy
breat hi ng magni fied by the mask. Wil e Bach-man was backing the Chevy, Harris
cane around to Tucker and said, “Snpoth.”Again Tucker said, “Hold the

cel ebrations.”Bachman put the Chevy in gear, touched the gas lightly and

started downhill toward the second curve, shimering curtains of heat rising
fromthe roof and trunk of the car.“Get the Dodge,” Tucker ordered
Shirillo. The boy went after it.Pete Harris was the only one still watching the

Chevy, thinking about all that noney in the trunk, thinking about retirenent,
and he was the first to see that it was going to go sour. “Ch, shit!” he

sai d. He had not even finished the exclamati on when Tucker heard the hot cry of
the Chevrolet's brakes and whirled around to see what had gone

wr ong. Ever yt hi ng had gone w ong. Bef ore Bachnan had covered little nore than
hal f the distance to the bottom curve, a Cadillac had rounded the |inestone
down there, coming up. It was a match for the Caddy they had just hit, and it
was moving too fast, much too fast for these road conditions. The driver
pul l ed the wheel hard to the left and tried to run the bank; that was

hopel ess, because the shoul der of the road down there turned swiftly into the
stone wall that continued unbroken to the top of the rise. Atire blewwth
the force of a cannon shot. The car jolted, bucked up and down |ike an enraged
animal . Metal whined as a fender was conpressed into half the space it had
formerly occupied. Still braking, the Chevrolet wobbled crazily back and forth
as Bachman fought to regain control, veered suddenly and purposefully toward
the outside.“He can't get around a car as big as the Caddy!” Harris

sai d. Bachman tried it anyway. He was still in the mddle of ajob, still calm
and greased, quick and cal culating. He realized that he had only one chance of
pulling this off successfully, and no matter how infinitesinmal that chance
was, he took it. The Cadillac had come to a conplete halt now, pretty badly
crunpl ed on the one side, and the Chevy plowed into its rear door like a pig
nosing in the turf, reared up and caught its front axle on the top of the

rui ned door, sinmultaneously sliding to the left toward the three-hundred-foot
chasm The back wheels jolted off the bermand swng over enpty air, spinning
up clouds of yellow dust. For a second Tucker was sure the Chevy woul d break

| oose and fall, but then he saw it would hold, half-way up the other, |arger
car like a dog nounting a bitch. Bachman had tried it; he'd lost.Conpletely
undamaged on the passenger's side, the front door of the Cadillac opened and a
tall, dark-haired man got out, dazed. He shook his head to clear it, turned
and stared at the denolished Chevy angled crazily over him bent forward with
hi s hands on both knees to be sick. He seened to think of something nore

i mportant than that natural urge, for he straightened abruptly and | ooked into
the front seat, reached inside and hel ped a young wonan clinb out. She
appeared to be as uninjured as he, and she did not share his sickening
intimation of nortality. She wore a white bl ouse and a very short yell ow
skirt: a big, lovely blonde. Her long hair flapped |like a pennant in the
breeze as she | ooked up the road at Tucker and the others.“Here!” Jimy
Shirillo shouted. He had turned the Dodge around and was facing uphill.“Get in
the car,” Tucker told Harris. The big man obliged, the Thonpson held in both
hands tenderly.“Don't force me to shoot any of you in the back,” Tucker said,
backing to the open rear door of the Dodge.Baglio's men remrai ned silent. He
slid into the car, still facing them raised the shot-gun and fired at the sky
as Jimy tore rubber getting out of there, slamed the door after they were
nmovi ng and dropped onto the seat bel ow wi ndow | evel until he felt the car

swi ngi ng around the upper curve.“Are we just |eaving Bachman there?” Harris
asked. Tucker peeled off his mask and pushed his sweat-slicked hair out of his
face. H's stomach was bot hering himworse than ever. He said, “W don't have
the neans to get himout and hold off Baglio' s whole arny at the sane tine.”
He bel ched and tasted the orange juice that had been his entire
breakfast.“Still . . .” Harris began. Tucker interrupted him his voice tense
and bitter. “Bachman was right—we did need a fifth man.”



“We're boxed,” Shirillo said. Fromhere on out, the private road no | onger
hugged the edge of the ravine, struck toward the broad interior slopes of the
mountain with | and opening on both sides. Flanked by pines, it fed
ruler-straight into the circular driveway in front of Rossario Baglio's

gl eam ng white many-w ndowed nmonstrosity of a house only another mle ahead.
Just exiting that drive, a black Mistang arrowed directly for them “Not
boxed,” Tucker said, pointing ahead and to the left. “Is that a

turn-of f?”Jimmy stared. “Yeah, looks like it.”“Take it.” The boy wheel ed hard
left as they came up on the dirt track, braked, barely avoi ded ripping through

several small, sturdy pine trees, slamred brutally across a series of
wet - weat her ruts, apparently unperturbed by all of it. Tranp-ing down on the
accel erator, he grinned into the rear-view nmrror and said, “It's not ny

car.”Despite hinself Tucker |aughed. “Just keep your eyes on the road.”Ji my

| ooked ahead, straddled a |large stone in the nmddle of the way and built nore
speed. The wi nd hi ssed at an open wi ng wi ndow, and insects smacked agai nst the
glass like soft bullets.“They're right behind us,” Harris said. “Just turned
in.”Both Tucker and Harris stared through the back w n-dow, dizzied by the
green blur of trees and underbrush, branbles and grass that whi pped by on both
sides, waiting for the Mustang to bounce into view They were startled, then
when Shirillo braked to a full stop three quarters of the way up the |ong
hill. “What the hell . . .” Tucker said.“There's a | og across the road,”
Shirillo said. “Either we nove it or we go on foot from here.”“Everybody out,”
Tucker said, pushing open his door. “W nove it. Pete, bring the Thonpson.” The
| og was the corpse of a once mghty pine tree fully thirty feet long and as
many inches in dianeter, with a couple of thick branches that had been chopped
short with a sharp ax. It |ooked as if it had been put there to keep anyone
fromusing the road beyond this point, though it was just as likely that it
was spillage froma |ogging truck when the forests had served to feed a paper
mll or plank-ing factory. Tucker directed all three of themto get on the
same end of the |og, spaced three feet apart, one foot on each side of the
tree. Heaving together, stepping side-ways in an awkward little dance, they
managed to swing it around about a yard.“Not enough,” Shirillo said.Harris
said, “Were's the Mustang?’“lt can't nove as fast on these bad roads as our
heavy car can,” Tucker said. He sucked in his breath and said, “Again!”This
time they noved the barrier alnost far enough to squeeze the Dodge past, but
when they stood to catch their breaths, their backs cracking with a pain |ike
fire, Harris said, “I hear the other car.”Tucker |istened, heard it too, w ped
hi s brui sed hands agai nst his slacks to make them stop stinging. “Take your
Thonpson and get ready to neet the gentlenen, Pete.”Harris smled, picked up

t he machine gun and trotted to the rear of the Dodge, where he sprawied in the
m ddl e of the dusty road. He was a | arge man, over six feet, nore than two
hundred and forty pounds; when he went down, the dust rose around himin a
cloud. He raised the black barrel and centered it where the Mistang woul d be
when it rounded the bend below. The large circular cannister of anmmunition
that rose out of the machine gun gave the inpression of sonething insectoid,
somet hi ng that was sonehow using instead of being used, an enornous |eech
draining Harris's body of its blood. Tucker bent and slipped his hands around
the I og again, found as good a hold as he was going to get on the surprisingly
snoot h, round pine trunk. Perspiration ran fromhis arnpits down his sides;
his shirt soaked that up. “Ready?” he asked.“Ready,” Shirillo said. They
heaved, gasped as all their stomach rnuscles tightened painfully. Tucker felt
his back pop like a glass bottle full of pressurized soft drink, perspiration
fizzing out of him But he did not let go, no matter what the cost in strained
nmuscl es, raised the log a few inches, scraped sideways a frustratingly short

di stance before they had to drop it. This tine Shirillo sat down on the log to
regain his breath, panting |ike a dog that has run a long way in md-June
heat.“No | oafing,” Tucker said inmediately.He felt as bad as the boy did,

per haps even worse-he was, after all, five years older than Shirillo, five
years softer; and he had twenty-eight years of easy living to put up agai nst
the boy's twenty-three years of rough ghetto upbringi ng—but he knew that he



was the one who had to keep the others noving, had to generate the drive,
share some of his fanatical determ nation to see themthrough. It was not the
getting killed that Tucker feared so much. Mre than that he feared failure.
He said, “Come on, Jimy, for Christ's sake!”Shirillo sighed, got to his feet
and straddl ed the pine once nore. As he bent to get a grip onit, Harris
opened up with his Thonmpson, filling the woods about themw th a manic
chatter. Shirillo | ooked up, could not see anything because of the Dodge and
the angle of the trail beyond that, bent again and took hold of the l|og, put
everything he had into one final, frantic heave. Together they nuscled the
tree farther around than they had the last tinme before they were forced to |let
it go. Dropped, the tree landed in the baked roadway with a soft, dusty

t hunp. “ Far enough?” Shirill o asked.“Yes,” Tucker said. “Mve ass now "They ran
back to the car. Shirillo slid behind the wheel and started the engi ne. That
was enough of an alert for Harris, who had not used the Thonpson for al nost a
full mnute. The big man junmped up and got into the back of the Dodge again.
Tucker was sitting up front with Shirillo and was funbling with his seat belt.
He clicked it together as Jimmy pulled out, turned to Harris and said, “Cet
any tires?”“No,” Harris said. The adm ssion bothered him for he respected
Tucker and wanted the young man to return his respect. If this job had gone
right, it would have been his |ast; now, because they'd botched it, he would
need to work again, and he preferred to work with Tucker nmore than w th anyone
el se, even after this fiasco. “The bastards caught on too quick, shifted into
reverse before I'd nailed any tires.” He cursed softly and wi ped at his griny
neck, his voice too soft for Tucker to hear the individual words.“They

com ng?” Shirillo asked.“Like a cop with a broonstick up his ass,” Harris
said. Shirillo | aughed and said, “Hold on.” He tranped the accel erator hard,

pi nni ng t hem back against their seats for a nonent, cutting into a |ong,
shadow dappl ed section of road.“Wy don't they let us alone?” Harris asked,
facing front, the Thonpson across his lap. H s face matched his body: all hard
lines. Hi s forehead was nmassive, the black eyes sunk deep under it and filled
with cold, solid intelli-gence. H's nose, broken nore than once, was bul bous
but not silly, his mouth a lipless Iine that creased the top of a big square
chin. Al those harsh angles crashed together in a | ook of bitter

di sappointnment. “We didn't get their nmoney.”“We tried, though,” Tucker
said.“We even | ost Bachman. Isn't that enough?”“Not for them” Tucker
said.“The Iron Hand,” Shirillo said. He took a turn in the road too far on the
out si de: pi ne boughs scraped the roof like long, polished fingernails, and the
springs sang like a bad alto.“lron Hand?” Harris asked."“That's what ny father
used to call them” Shirillo said, never taking his eyes off the road
ahead. “Mel odramatic, isn't it?” Tucker asked.Shirillo shrugged. “The Mafia
itself isn't a staid and sober organization; it's as nelodramatic as an

aft ernoon soap opera. It's all the time playing scenes straight out of cheap
nmovi es: bunping off rivals, beating up store owners who don't want to pay for
protection, fire-bonbing, black-mailing, peddling dope to kids in junior high
school. The nel odrama doesn't nake it any less real.”“Yeah,” Harris said,

gl anci ng uneasily out the rear w ndow, “but could we go a little faster, do
you thi nk?”The road curved gradually eastward now and narrowed as the huge

pi nes and occasi onal elns and birches crowded cl oser—i ke patrons at a play
getting restless for the last act and the climax of the action. Abruptly, the
trail slid downward agai n, and the dust danmpened and becane a thin fil m of
mud. “ Under gr ound stream sonewhere nearby,” Tucker said.At the foot of the
hill, the | and bottomed for a hundred yards before tipping over another sl ope.
Here, shrouded by overhanging trees and flanked by thousand-I|ayer shale walls,
t he Dodge choked, coughed, rattled |ike Denpsthenes tal king around his
nmout hf ul of pebbles and expired with very little grace.“Wat's the matter?”
Harris asked. Shirillo was not at all surprised, for he' d been expect-ing this
for sone tinme now He was surprised, though, by his own serenity. “The gas
tank was hol ed when we turned onto the dirt track,” he told them *“I've been
wat ching the indicator drop little by little the Iast half hour—ust be a
smal |l hole—but | didn't see any sense in putting everyone on edge until we



were actually enpty.”They got out and stood in the small glen where a trace of

early-morning fog still drifted lazily through the trees, a ghost without a
house. Harris slung his machi ne gun over his left shoul der, by the black
| eat her strap, and he said, “Wll, the road's too damm narrow for themto get

around the Dodge. If we have to wal k, so do they.”Tucker said, “W're not
going to walk so long as they're right behind us with a good car.” H's tone
left no roomfor debate. “W'l|l take that Mustang away fromthem ”*“How?”
Shirillo asked.“You'll see in a mnute.” He ran around the nose of the Dodge,
opened the driver's door and threw the shotgun on the seat. He tossed their
rubber masks into the road. Un-springing the handbrake, he put the gear shift
in neutral. “The two of you get behind and push,” he said. They braced opposite
ends of the rear bunper, while Tucker put his shoulder to the doorfrane and
wal ked sl ow y forward, keeping one hand on the wheel to prevent the car from
wedgi ng agai nst the shale that | oomed cl ose on both sides. At the point where
the road began to dip, Tucker picked up the shotgun and | eaped out of the way.
“Let her go!”Shirillo and Harris stood back and wat ched the bl ack car runble
clumsily down the first few yards of the de-scending trail. As the slope grew
steeper, the car gathered speed, veered to the left. It struck the shale wall,
sparks flying, screeching, went toward the right |ike an ani mal seeking
shelter, slamred into the other stone bank, skidded as the trail abruptly
angl ed down, jolted in a rut they couldn't see fromthe top of the run. It
started to turn around as if it had had enough and woul d come back up the
hill, then it gracefully rolled onto its side with a re-sounding crash that

sl apped over themlike a wave. It slid another two hundred feet before it
stopped, its un-dercarriage facing them “The conservationists would | ove us,”
Shirillo said. “W've started our own war on the autonobil e today—three down
in less than an hour.”“You want themto think we wecked?” Harris asked. Wen
Tucker nodded he said, “What about our footprints here in the nud?”“We'll have
to hope they don't notice them” Half a mile behind them the steady drone of
t he Mustang engi ne becanme audi bl e. Tucker picked up the masks and distrib-uted
them slipped on his own. “Mwve ass,” he said. “Stay to the side of the road,
by the wall, so the prints going down won't be conspicuous. By the bank, there
shoul d be enough | oose shale to hide our trail.” He took off, the others close
behi nd, the fallen shale shifting under them danp and slick. Tw ce Tucker

t hought he would fall, but he kept his bal ance by running faster. They nmade it
behi nd the shelter of the overturned Dodge only a no-nent before the Mistang
appeared at the top of the hill.“What now?” Harris asked. He had unslung the
ma- chi ne gun. Tucker | ooked farther down the hill, behind them saw that the
shal e di m ni shed consi derably on both sides only a short di stance ahead. “Stay
down and follow nme,” he said, nmoving off in a fast duck wal k. When t hey reached
a point where they could get atop the banks that had hedged the trail all the
way down the slope, Tucker |ooked back to see how visible they were from
above. He couldn't see any of the road beyond the overturned Dodge; good, it
was safe to assune they couldn't be seen, either. He sent Pete Harris to the
left, took Shirillo with himon the right, clinbed the now di mi nutive bank

sl i pping once, scraping his knee on | oose shale, ignoring the flash of pain
When they were in the woodl ands that |ay above the road, he | ooked across and
waved at Harris, who signaled with his machine gun in response. Cautiously,
they made their way back to the spot where the Dodge had flipped on its side,
edged to the brink of the shale walls and | ooked down. The Miustang was parked
twenty feet above the weck, doors open. The two nen who had been in it noved
warily in on the Dodge, pistols drawn.“Don't nove at all,” Tucker told

t hem They were good, if surprised, and they |istened.“Renove the clips from
your pistol s—but keep them pointed at the ground. You' re covered from both
sides of the road.”The two nen did as they were told, reluctantly but with the
evi dent resignation of professionals who knew they were cornered. Both were
large in the shoulders, dressed in |ightweight sumer suits that didn't seem
to belong on them Corillas. Figuratively and alnost literally. They woul d

| ook nmuch nore at honme in a zoo, railing at visitors through iron bars.“Now,”
Tucker said, “look up at ne.” They | ooked up, shielded their eyes fromthe



bright sky, grimaced at the shotgun.“Now | ook across the road.” They turned as
if connected, stared up at the Thonp-son in Pete Harris's hands. Tucker
couldn't see their faces, but he knew they were properly inpressed, for he
could see their shoulders draw up in an instinctive urge to crouch and

run. “Now t hrow your guns up here,” he told them Wen he had both pistols
tucked into his belt, he pointed at the dirt-streaked Mustang and said, “Who
was driving?”“Me,” the taller of the gorillas said. He jamred both hands into
his pants pockets like a sulking child and | ooked up at Tucker from under his
brow, waiting to see what came next.“You a good driver?”“l do okay.”“Which of
you is better?”The nman who had not been driving pointed at the man who had and
said, “He is. He drives for M. Baglio when—="“Enough!” the driver snapped. The
smal | er man bl anched and shut up. He | ooked at Tucker, then at his partner. He
rubbed at his nmouth as if he could scrub out what he had al ready said. “ CGet
back in the Miustang,” Tucker told the driver, “and bring it right up to the
Dodge. " “Why?” the driver asked.“Because, if you don't, I'Il kill you,” Tucker
said. He smiled. “Good enough for you?”"“Good enough,” the driver said,
starting for the Mius-tang. Tucker said, “Don't try backing out of range. That
gent | eman over there could blow the car apart before you'd gone ten feet.” To
the second gorilla Tucker said, “Stand over against the wall. Stay out of the
way and be good.”“You won't get away with this,” the gorilla said. dearly,

t hough, he expected that they would. H s grainy, broad-nosed face was covered
with nore than a patina of defeat; the expression was deeply rooted. He was
one of those who hadn't any faith in hinself unless he could get his hands on
his adversary. At this distance he was feeling exceedingly inferior."“Let's get
this nmoving,” Tucker said.The driver stopped the Mistang when its front bunper
was a foot fromthe underside of the overturned Dodge. H s wi ndow was rolled
down, and he | eaned out and said, “Now what?”“Mve it ahead until you feel it
make contact.”The driver didn't ask questions. When a solid thunk proved he'd
obeyed, he | eaned out his wi ndow again and waited to hear the next part of it.
Whil e the man standi ng agai nst the wall across the road seemed unable to

com prehend what was happeni ng, the driver knew what Tucker wanted. He was
going to wait for Tucker to say it just the same. Tucker hunkered down at the
top of the bank, brushed away a swarm of gnats that rose out of the grass at
his feet, pointed the shotgun at the driver's face. “I want you to put the gas
toit, slowmy, build up the pressure until sonething happens. The Dodge isn't
wedged tight. It should slide | oose. The nonent it's nmoved enough for you to
squeeze your heap past it, do just that.”“And if | keep going?” the driver
asked. He smiled as if this were a joke between them and he had very nice

teeth.“We'll shoot out your tires, blow out the back w n-dow, very likely put
hal f a dozen slugs in the back of your head—and possibly bl ow up your gas
tank.” He smiled back; his own teeth weren't bad, either."l thought so,” the

driver said. He eased his foot down on the accel erator.For a nonent not hing
much happened. As the engine noise built into a scream a ring-necked pheasant
took off fromthe brush behind Tucker and Shirillo, startling the boy but not
the ol der man. The Miustang's bunper popped a bolt and crunched back onto the
grill. Still, the engine noise clinbed. The driver was gritting his good
teeth, aware that the Dodge nmight tilt the wong way, that he might slip off
it and careen into the shale wall hinsel f. Then the Dodge began to creak and
give. A section of the shale broke | oose fromthe wall and crashed down over

t he ruined automobile, rained on the Mistang, clattered at the feet of the
gorilla who stood against the far wall, above the, weck. Then the big car

twi sted sideways, its roof coming around flat against the shale wall across
the road. The driver of the Mustang pulled his car through the opening, badly
scraping the whole length of his side against the rock. He stopped where he
was supposed to, opened his door and got out.“Come back up here,” Tucker said.
He hadn't been sure that the Dodge woul d nove, but now he showed no surprise.
Tucker was never surprised. It would have danaged his reputation if he had
been. The driver cane back, stood beside his compani on and | ooked very

di sgusted with hinself. He had a right. How ever, unlike the other gorilla, he
didn't try to tell themthat they wouldn't get away with it. He | ooked at his



dusty shoes, w ped each of them against the back of a trouser leg and did a
good job of pretending boredom“Were's this road go?” Tucker asked. Wile he
hel d the shotgun on them Harris went downslope to the place where he'd
clinmbed the bank, gained the road again and wal ked back up toward

them “Nowhere,” the driver said.“lIt's a dead end?”“Yeah.” The snall er of
Baglio's men, the one who hadn't had enough sense to keep quiet before, |ooked
at the driver quizzically, then smled and | ooked up at Tucker. Hi s face m ght
as well be a blackboard with a huge, chal ked nessage on it. “You're never

going to get out of here. M. Baglio will get you sooner or later, 'cause this
is a dead end.” The driver |ooked scornfully at the other man, spat on the road
and si ghed, |eaned back against the shale wall,“ls he Baglio's son-in-law, or

somet hi ng?” Tucker asked the driver.“No,” the driver said. “But help's not
easy to get these days.”The smaller gorilla blinked stupidly, |ooked from one
to the other. “Son-in-law?” he asked.Wien they were all in the Mistang and
Jimy Shirillo had pulled away fromthe weck and the two gunmen, Harris said,
“Cbviously, it's not a dead end at all.”“Go to the front of the class,” Tucker
said.Harris's goblin mask hung below his chin like a second face in the mddle
of his chest, bobbing when he tal ked. “A dead end woul d be bad, but this is
somet hi ng worse, so why go on?”“Because we can't go back,” Tucker said.
“Cbviously Baglio knows we're on this road and has the other end sealed up
But we might come to sonething el se before we run into the roadbl ock.”"Like
what ?”“1 couldn't say, but I'lIl knowit when | see it.”



At the beginning of May, when the trees were just green-ing and the sumrer
ahead seened devoid of any job possibilities, a letter had arrived at Tucker's
m dt own Manhattan nmail drop, sealed in a white envelope with no return
address. He had known that it was fromdditus Felton before he opened it,
since he was accustoned to receiving letters like it on the average of ten
times a year. Half that often they contai ned sonething worthwhile. ditus
Felton, despite his unlikely name, earned his way as a contact point between
freel ancers on the East Coast, operating out of a small specialty bookshop in
Harri sburg, Pennsylvania. Once he had been in the business hinmself, expertly
pl anni ng and executing two or three substantial jobs a year. But age had
gotten to him-as had his wife, Dotty, who was afraid that the amazing Felton

| uck was soon going to be stopped by a cop's bullet or a long stretch behind
wal I s. However, a bookshop wasn't enough to keep Felton interested in life. He
was only six nonths behind the counter when he began to contact old friends
and offer his mddle-man service. He kept nanes, aliases and addresses all in
hi s head, and when soneone contacted hi mabout a perfect job with a need for
the proper part-ners, Felton considered the possibilities, wote a few letters
and tried to help out. For a percentage. Usually five, if the job worked out
as expected. Vicarious crine. He lived for it.This latest letter had intrigued
Tucker. He placed a couple of tel ephone calls, got the information that
couldn't be trusted to the mails and flew to Pittsburgh, from Ken-nedy
International, to meet with Jinmy Shirillo.Wen Shirillo wel coned himat the
ai rport, Tucker al nobst said thanks-but-no-thanks, alnost got right the hel

out of there before he had heard anything nore about the job. Shirillo | ooked
far too young, seventeen at the nost, and he didn't | ook any better to Tucker
when he said he was actually six years older than that. Despite the Italian
surname, he was fair-conpl exi oned, blue-eyed, with sandy brown hair. He was
only about five feet four, per-haps a hundred and thirty pounds. A well-placed
bull et wouldn't just kill him it would knock hima couple of blocks if there
was any breeze noving at all.Tucker wasn't such a big man hinsel f, standing
five feet nine and wei ghing a hundred and forty-odd pounds. He supposed, too,
that he didn't | ook the way a man in his profession should | ook. He was

dar k- hai red and dar k-eyed, w th hi gh cheekbones, a thin-boned nose, an air of
the aristocrat, and he had been told, at different tinmes, that he was sonewhat
fey. However, he | ooked like a bruiser conpared to the kid; he |ooked a

t housand tinmes nore experienced and cautious and capable. The kid inspired no
confidence at all, and he nade Tucker feel like a father neeting his

son. Shirillo, smling, reached out and took Tucker's single suitcase with one
hand while he offered the other to be shaken. H s handshake was surprisingly
firm though un-forced, the handshake of a man who was certain of himself. It
was enough to make Tucker hold his initial judgment in check.As Shirillo drove
theminto and then across the city during the first wave of norning rush-hour
traffic, handling his new Corvette with caution but with no restraint
what - soever, nmaking better time than Tucker woul d have thought possible, he
was forced to junk his first evaluation of the boy and come up with a

di fferent one altogether. Beneath that sonmewhat fragile exterior was a nan of
conpet ence and—as he proved again and again in that freeway war—not just a
little daring.“Wiy you?” Shirillo had asked, weaving around a | arge beer
truck, squeaking back into the proper lane with no nore than a thickness of
paint to spare.“Excuse me?” The boy grinned. “You've been sizing ne up ever
since | took your suitcase in the arrivals |ounge, and you seemto have
decided to trust me.”Tucker said nothing.“Now,” Shirillo said, “I'd like to
size you up. Wiy did Felton think you were especially right for this

j ob?” Tucker | eaned back in the bucket seat, found the roll of line-flavored
Life Savers he usually carried in a pocket, offered one to Shirillo, took one

for hinself and sucked on it. He said, “l only steal frominstitutions. |
guess that's why Felton thought of me.”"“lnstitutions?”“Yes. Banks, insurance
conpani es, departnent stores, dianond brokers, that sort of thing. |'ve never

taken any-thing froman individual, fromanyone who could be hurt by the
loss.”Shirillo mulled that over for a nmonent, then said, “You call the Mafia



an institution?”“One of the ol dest,” Tucker said.“But there are differences
bet ween the Mafia and—and a bank or an insurance conpany.”“A few, " Tucker
admtted. Already he felt at ease with the kid, despite the brief time he'd
known him despite the glittering cars that they sailed past and duel ed with,
despite the angry honki ng of horns, squeal of brakes. “Though there are fewer
di fferences than you might think.”“One difference,” Shirillo said, tramnping
hard on the accelerator to take advantage of an opening in traffic, “is that a
bank, if it catches up with you, will have you tossed in jail-while these boys
we're tal king about will sinply weight you down and drop you off a bridge
somewher e. " Tucker smiled, sucked his lime Life Saver, watched the hurtling
deat h machi nes around himas if they were play-ful animals. “They still do
things like that?"“Wrse,” Shirillo said. “I don't want anyone in this who
doesn't understand the risks.”“Do you?” Tucker asked.“l was raised in the Hil
section of Pittsburgh,” Shirillo said. H s manner was no |onger childlike. It
was grim His face set into tight lines, pinched up by bad nenories. “That's
nostly a bl ack nei ghbor hood—subst andard hous-ing, bad garbage pickup so you
get rats running in the streets |ike dogs, hardly any police patrols, streets
that haven't been paved in ny lifetinme, no famly counseling or city services
like in the white neighborhoods. It's the kind of place where pressures build
up and up until, one sumer night every couple of years, they just rip out
through the top.”“Ri ots?”"“You been keeping up with the news,” Shirillo said.
“But | prefer to think of them as nervous collapses; it's not a physical thing
but a psychol ogi cal one. Everyone clucks about it for a few days; all the
upstandi ng white citizens rush out and buy a | ot of guns they don't know how
to use; in anonth it's forgotten, and nothing's changed. Nothing at all. If
you' re not black or Spanish, you' ve got to be shit-poor to live in the Hil
section. And that's why we were there. My father tried to keep ends together
with a shoe-repair store, and did, too, until he kicked off at fifty-six from
too much damm work. My father has had to pay Rossario Baglio' s collectors for
the last fifteen years, sinmply for the privilege of remaining in business. An
old Italian custom” He snorted, but wasn't anused by his own joke. “Before
Baglio, it was sonmeone el se who got the weekly install-ments. |'ve seen what
they do to people who mss a week or who conme flat out and say no to
extortion. One of the rebels was a brother of mine, and ever since he said
"No' he linps. Badly. He's lucky that he walks at all.”"So you know t he

ri sks,” Tucker said.“Too well.”*l know themtoo. But | also know that, in a
job like this one, you gain advantages along with the risks. For my part,

t hi nk the advant ages outwei gh the additional risks.”"For instance?”"For

i nstance, you don't have to worry about organi zed police, the state or federa
apparatus, fingerprint experts or any of the rest of it.”“That too,” Shirillo
admtted. Qut of the city, noving east on the superhighway, the traffic thinned
out considerably. Shirillo put the Corvette up around seventy and held it
there. Neither of them spoke again until he braked, slowed and drove off into
a roadside picnic area fifteen mnutes later.“On foot fromhere,” Shirillo
said. He | ooked at his watch. “And we'll have to nake it fast.” He picked up
two pairs of field glasses fromthe back seat, handed one to Tucker and got
out of the car.Twenty minutes |later, having tranped a consi derabl e di stance

t hrough a pi ne woods, noving silently nost of the tine, they reached the
vantage point Shirillo had chosen, in the trees to the side of the private
road, halfway down the mle-long straightaway that fed into Baglio's driveway.
They stood well back in the shadows under the pines, watching the big white
mansi on. “ Some house,” Tucker said.“Twenty-nine roonms,” Shirillo said."“Been

i nsi de?”“Once,” the boy said. “When | was eighteen, | was a nunbers runner for
one of Baglio's Hill operatives, a man naned @Quita. Guita thought | was a
smart kid destined for big things in the organization, and he brought me here
with himonce to meet M. Baglio.”“Wat happened to your big career in the
underwor | d?” Tucker asked.“CGuita got hinself
killed.”“Police?”“No—Baglio.”"Wat for?"“l never knew.” Tucker said, “Somne
action up there at the house. Is this it?”Shirillo had not been using his

bi nocul ars for a few m nutes, but he lifted them and peered up the sl ope.



“Yes,” he said. “That's Henry Deffer, Baglio's personal driver, that old
bastard there. Wl king beside Deffer, the dandified one, is Chaka, Baglio's
accountant and troubl e-shooter. He's the second nost powerful man in the |oca
organ-ization.”“The other two?”“Just hoods.”"That the noney, in those

sui tcases?”“Yes. """ How nuch, do you think?”“l've asked around. No one could say
for sure except Baglio and Chaka. But it's likely to be somewhere between two
hundred and five hundred thousand, depending on what kind of two weeks it's
been.”“Where's it come fronP” Tucker asked.“Baglio's suburban ganbling
operations, the small stuff —punchboards in a couple of hundred gas stations,
smal | numbers operations out of |aundromats and newsstands and beauty parlors,
smal | sports betting from maybe sixty or seventy barroons. Each one of thenis
atiny situation initself. Miltiply a small stake by two thousand situations,
and it turns into big noney.”“Why only a twi ce-a-nmonth coll ection?”“Because it
is solittle conpared to inner-city numbers running, organization hookers,
protecti on nmoney, the dope take from both suburbs and inner city. It isn't
enough to warrant all those rounds every week. Besides, these situa-tions with
t he punchboards and the dollar bets are nostly legitimte businesses copping a
little dirty noney on the side that they don't have to report on the

i ncome-tax re-turns. They like holding onto Baglio's share, interest free, for
a couple of weeks; sonmetines, it mght help a guy nmake a paynent he'd
otherwi se be a few days late on. Baglio doesn't mind that so long as they turn
in an honest per-centage and don't get behind.”A black Cadillac |inousine had
pul l ed out of the drive-way and was on its way toward them down the narrow

| ane. They stepped even deeper into the shadows and watched it go
past.Shirillo said, “Baglio has about fifty collectors for the suburbs. Every
second and fourth Monday of every month they hit the road, picking up the
smal | change fromthese situations. They deliver it here starting

m dafternoon, until dinner. Monday night it's counted, packaged and put in
suitcases for the trip into town Tuesday norning.”“What's done with it
then?”“Bagli o owns a good piece of a bank in town, one of the big ones on
Forbes. Deffer parks the Caddy in the garage under the bank, while Chaka and
one of the body-guards use the bank president's private elevator to take the
suitcases to the president's sixteenth-floor office. What happens to it then

| don't know | imagine that it's all very cleverly |laundered and nade cl ean
again.”“Do you have a spot picked out to stop the car?"“Yes,” Shirillo said.
“Let's go look at it.”They spent that afternoon tranping the woods al ong the
private | ane, scouting prospective sites for the execu-tion of the robbery.
That done, they drove into the city again, where Tucker took a roomin the
hotel at Chatham Center. In his room for the rest of the afternoon and

eveni ng, they discussed the fine points of the plan, argued alternatives and
got it worked out to their nmutual satis-faction. It |ooked good. Back in
Manhatt an, Tucker needed only two weeks to |ocate and interest Bachnan and
Harris. The four of themhad met in Pittsburgh this past Sunday, had gone over
the details until they were exhausted. They nonitored the delivery of the cash
on Monday, went over everything one |ast tinme on Monday night in Tucker's
hotel room pulled the job off well. Quite well. Except for that dammed wonman
in the Cadillac. That damm unexpected Cadill ac. Tucker hated failure nore than
he hated | osing the noney, nore than the possibility of violence and death. He
meant to see that the job did not end here.



“1f Baglio's men are in front of us and behind us,” Jimy Shirillo said,
“what do we do next?” He'd slowed the Mustang to a craw, and he felt |ike
stopping it altogether. If he could freeze themhere, stop time, fix this
instant for eternity, they'd not have to face Baglio at all; nothing bad could
happen to them For his first major job he'd held up quite well, in the face
of alnost total failure, but he had his linmts. He renenbered his brother, the
weeks in the hospital, the linmp, and he didn't want to go on with this. Tucker
traced circles on the shotgun stock with his index finger and wondered how to
answer the kid's ques-tion. His own reaction to failure was different from
Shirillo's; his resourceful ness was increased, his deter-mnation magnified.
He said, “l've noticed branch roads |leading fromthis main track. W nust have
passed a dozen of them since we turned off the macadam "Shirill o nodded
quickly. “lI saw themtoo. They were narrower than this, nmore rutted than this,
grown full of weeds, and absolute disaster for anything | ess fornidable than a
Land Rover.”“l didn't pretend to nean we'd get all that far on one of them”
Tucker said patiently. He didn't like this dawn-ing note of pessimsmin the
kid, but he didn't conment on it. The best way to bring Shirillo around was to
be calm |ead himby exanple. He said, “At |east we ought to nake a nmile or so
before we have to start walking.”“l don't like it,” Shirillo said."“You like
facing Baglio' s roadbl ocks any better?”Shirillo didn't answer. Tucker said, “By
now t hey know that we have a nman with a machi ne gun, and they won't be
overpowered again.”Shirillo thought a nonment and said, “Wiy don't we just
abandon the car here and go into the woods, away fromany trails they m ght
wat ch?” “Because we'd never find our way overland; we'd be lost in ten m nutes.
Unl ess we can find that nmacadamroad again, we won't know where we are. None
of us is a woodsman.”“That's damm straight,” Harris said, clutching his
Thonpson tighter than before, his own pessimsmbottled up inside of him
behi nd a mask of stoic indifference that was not as good as Tucker's own
careful ly maintai ned facade. Harris's gl oomwas not based on inexperience, as
was Shirillo's, but on a growing certainty that he had been too long in this
busi ness and that he was nearer than ever to a big paynment of dues. He
renenbered his short tinme behind bars, and he knew he woul dn't go that route
here—thi s woul d be worse, nuch worse, and painful. Baglio wouldn't send himto
a cell but to a grave.“Ckay, then,” Shirillo said, resigned to the worst. “But
you pick the road, okay?” A thousand feet farther along, Tucker pointed to a
nar-row gap in the alnost solid wall of thick pine trunks, said, “That one, on
the right, ought to lead in the general direc-tion of the mansion.”Shirillo
drove into the weed-choked track with all the caution of a man who fully
expected it to be generously laced with |and m nes. The Mistang si ghed, sank
down in the danp earth with its thick carpet of pine needles, the springs
singi ng unpl easantly. It trenbled coltishly, bounced into and out of a nuddy
hol e, making a grinding noise as it pressed branbles, grass and m | kweed

pl ants out of the way, moving slowy but deliberately forward. They rode in
silence for nore than a nmile and a half before the compact car settled
abruptly into a pool of black muck and refused to cone out of it again, even

t hough Tucker and Harris assisted with a push.Shirillo finally shut off the
engi ne and got out of the car. He said, “She's wedged in there until soneone
brings a wecker after her.”“We'Il walk now,” Tucker said.Actually, Shirillo
was feeling better than he had fifteen minutes before, because he had never
expected a Mustang to get this far over that kind of terrain. That it had
lasted as long as this seened to be some sort of onen that the job woul dn't
turn out so bad after all.Tucker took the I ead as they foll owed the overgrown
trail into the woods, Shirillo second and Harris bringing up the rear with his
heavy artillery. The ol der man carried the Thonpson snout forward, at the hip,
like a wary infantryman goi ng through a suspected eneny position. That was, in
fact, pretty nmuch the case. Al though Tucker was aware of the woods around him
and was on the | ookout for Baglio's gunnen, the greatest part of his attention
was on the problem of the botched robbery. In the past three years he had
pull ed off thirteen perfect operations, a couple of which were already | egend
in the business. Each job had its hitches, of course, but each had turned put



right in the end. At twenty-eight he'd begun to build the kind of reputation
anong ot her free-lancers that Clitus Felton had retired on. Reliable M ke
Tucker. He liked the sound of that, even though the Tucker part of it was not
his real name. It had been his alias for three years, and he felt that, given
anot her five years of continued success, he wouldn't give a damm about any
nane except his assunmed one; he would be Tucker then. Already, he was nore
concer ned about uphol di ng Tucker's reputation than about what was sai d agai nst
his real name and family. There was nothing to be proud of in his real nane,

nothing at all. Tucker, however, was a nanme to be reckoned with. A botched-up
job . . . Remenber Tucker's first disaster, the Baglio robbery? After that, it
was all downhill for him right on to that job when he . . . No. Not failure

He woul dn't permit it to remain a failure, because that would be playing right
into his father's hands—not Tucker's father, of course; the real father. He
refused. He woul d not provide anyone with a reference point for the begi nning
of his decline. Before he was finished he woul d have those dammed suit cases,

or three others exactly like them filled with noney.He | ooked at his watch as
he wal ked al ong the rutted, unused track, was surprised to see that despite
all that had happened this norning it was still only a few m nutes past el even
o' clock. A great deal could be done yet today—f they were |ucky enough to
find their way off the nmpun-tain unobserved. Ten mnutes after they abandoned

t he Mustang, the woods began to thin out around them The trees were smaller
farther apart, the underbrush thicker. Tucker gave all of his attention to the
| andscape now, the plan-ning could wait until later. The woods seened deserted
except for them but Baglio m ght have nen stationed al ong the perineter

Whet her they had a chance or not was all dependent on how many gunmen he kept
in the mansi on on the day of a cash transfer. Spread out side by side now,
rather than strung out in one line, they slowy approached the edge of the
trees, circunspect, increasingly certain that they were alone. At the edge of
the forest, still in the darkness beneath the pines, they stopped and | ooked
down the | ong mani cured sl ope of a contoured hillside. The mansion rested at
the bottom a white flare in the mddle of all that green grass.



Sprawl ed on the ground at the edge of the woods, the three nmen watched the
activity down at the Baglio mansion. On the |long fl agstone promenade that
fronted the great house, two gunmen had taken up positions, one at either end,
| eani ng agai nst white wooden pillars fromwhich they could survey the circul ar
drive and both the east and west |awns. Tucker inmagined that, in the back of

t he house which he could not see fromhere, other hoods had also settled in
for the duration. Ot herwi se, the picture was serene, the wi ndows of the house
taking the bright sun-light and casting it back in doubled brilliance, a
willowtree lazily waving whiplike branches, a bird crying somewhere cl ose

by. Tucker put down the binoculars and said, “The white Thunderbird parked in
the driveway has MD plates.”“A doctor for Bachman?” Shirill o asked.“Mst
likely."Harris said, “Then they got himout of the weck, you think?” Tucker
nodded. “And they aren't likely to send himto the [ocal hospital, where
someone m ght wonder how and where he got so banged up.”“How bad do you think
Bachman is?” Shirillo asked.“lt has got to be nore than a bruise or
two."Harris seemed to be renmenbering the Chevy angled up onto the mangl ed
Cadill ac, and he grimaced sourly. “Wiy didn't they just kill hinP Wy go to
the trouble of bring-ing a doctor in for hin? This Baglio doesn't sound |ike
any humanitarian, fromwhat |'ve heard.” Tucker brushed away a determn ned ant
that had crept onto his coat sleeve, and he said, “Bachman nmust either be
unconscious or in too nmuch pain to talk coherently. Baglio sent for the doctor
to hel p get Bachman back in shape so he can ask hima few pointed
guestions.”“About the job,” Harris said.“Yes,” Tucker said. “About the job,
about us.”“Bachman won't say anything.”“Bullshit,” Shirillo said.Harris | ooked

at the boy, his square face reddening again. He said, “lI've worked with Merle
Bachman hal f a dozen tinmes before, and I can vouch for him”“lf the police had
him | wouldn't be the least bit wor-ried,” Shirillo said. “I'msure he's able

to withstand any nunber of |ate-night question-and-answer sessions in the
squad roomw th those boys, but | also know that no one is going to nmake it

t hrough much of Baglio's questioning. They'll sew himback together fromthe
wreck, ask hima few questions, and break every bone in his body, one at a
time, until he spills. They aren't as limted in their choice of techniques as
the police are.” Tucker picked up the glasses again, trained themon the front
doors whi ch opened on the promenade, followed two nen as they came out of the
house and wal ked toward the white Thunderbird. One was in a business suit and
carried a black satchel, obviously the physician. The other man was tall, dark
and di stinguished, with full sideburns and a mane of gray-white hair. Twenty
pounds too thick around the mddle but otherw se in good condition, he m ght
have been a Congressman or successful oilman. He had to be Baglio, and
Shirillo confirmed that he was.“Wat's going on, friend?” Harris asked. Tucker
said, “They're arguing, but not heatedly. |1'd guess the doctor wants Bachman
nmoved to a hospital, while Baglio disagrees. Ri ght now he's probably telling
the doc that he pays these exorbitant nedical fees to be able to disregard his
advi ce whenever it's convenient.” A nonent |ater the doctor got into the
Thunderbird and drove away, with Baglio waving at himin a friendly fashion. A
third person came out of the house then and stood beside Baglio: the rangy

bl onde who' d been driving the Cadillac which had cut off Bachman's escape
route. She wore shorts and a halter, and everything about her was zaftig, so
ri pe she would al ready have begun to decline by the age of thirty, when nany
worren were reaching the full-est bloom Right now though, at twenty-two or
twenty-three she was perfect, and she knew it; that was clear in the way she
carried herself, the conscious provocative tilt to her hips when she stood
besi de Bagli o. Tucker watched her as, with her arm around the old man, she
went back into the nmansion."“You know the girl?” he asked Shirillo. “The one
driving the Cadillac?”“No, but she's probably the latest in Baglio's string of
worren. "“Lives in?"“H s wonmen usual |y do.” Tucker watched the house, though no
one noved down there and the guards had sl unped back into attitudes of

boredom “Is there any way we can find out for certain how many people are in
that place at night, besides Baglio and this woman?”Shirill o consi dered that
for a noment and said, “l guess | could ask around, carefully, but I'm already



sure that there's going to be at |east four bodyguards. CQutside of that, |
just don't know.”“Why does it matter?” Harris asked. Tucker brushed the ant off
his sleeve again, flicked it gently away with his fingernail. “W're going to
have to go into that house and get Bachman away fromthem”“Are you crazy?”
Harris's face, for once, was not even pink but the color of a mld yell ow
cheese. All the lines showed in it now, and he | ooked as old and tired as he
was. He reached out and touched the Thonpson lying in the grass beside him
but that did not do any good this time.“Nane ne an alternative.”Harris said,
“We split and go quiet for a while.”“That's good,” Tucker said, a bit
sarcastically. “That would be fine if these were the cops out |ooking for us.
Cops have so damm nuch to do, they can't keep after you for long; no |eads for
a couple of nonths, and they put you in the back files and go on to sonething
el se. But these people, Pete, have the time and the resources. Baglio | ooks
and sounds like the kind of man who could hold a grudge and nurture it. He's

goi ng to punp Bachman for our names, for Felton's nane. He'll |ean on Felton
until he gets a mail-drop address for each of us. Then he just has to wait for
us to pick up the mail.”“Wien do we go in?” Shirillo asked.

“Toni ght ?”“Tomorrow night, | think.”Harris said, “You' re both nuts! Bachnman
will have spilled it all by then, anyway.”“Mybe not,” Tucker said. “Fromthe
way the doctor was pushing Baglio, |I'd guess Bachman's in a bad way right now
He's probably coked to the hairline and will be until tonorrow norning. Even

if he conmes out of it then, he won't be a good subject for interrogation
Especially not for Baglio's type of interrogation. Wat good is it to threaten
a man with torture when he's already in too nuch pain to think straight?”*And
if he isn't as racked up as you think?” Harris asked. “What if we go in there
and find out Bachman's tal ked, that he's dead and ready for planting in the
woods?”“Then we're no further behind than if we wal k away now. Either way,
Baglio will be after us then.”“Tucker's right,” Jimy Shirillo said.Harris
shook his burly head, some color back in his face now “l just don't know. [|'m
used to operating on comon sense. If a nman takes a fall, you let him That's
his business; we all take the sane risk.”“Wth the cops, yes,” Tucker said.

“I'f Bachman was being held by the cops, |1'd walk off.” That was not entirely
true, for there was still the noney they hadn't gotten, the failure he had to
erase fromthe record. “1I know he woul dn't name any of us. But these aren't
cops, Pete. Wth these boys, you have to throw out the old rules and adapt to
the circunstances.”Harris | ooked at the house, still dubious. “How can we do
it?”“1"mworking out a few angles right now,” Tucker said, tapping the side of
his head. “But | don't want to lay themout until |'ve thought everything

t hrough.” He got up and brushed off his clothes. “Ri ght now, we've got to get
off this damm nmountain before they shift the search away fromthe interior and
back toward the macadam road.”“Down at the hi ghway, do we just hitchhike back
to the city, friend?” Harris asked. “Wth a shotgun and a Thonpson in
hand?”“We can still use Shirillo's Corvette, as planned, though it'll have to
seat three of us instead of two. It's parked in the picnic area three quarters
of amle fromBaglio's lane. Shirillo can drive east, take the first exit,

get on com ng west again, take another exit after passing us, get on com ng
east again and pick us up at a prearranged spot along the berm”“That'l| be
fast enough,” Shirillo said. “The exits are still pretty close together this
near the city.”"“Let's hope you're right, friend,” Harris said. Tucker was

bot hered by a sudden energence of the “friend” tag on Harris's speech. The big
man was not new to this business, and his nervousness was far nore dan-gerous
than that of the inexperienced apprentice, since its roots went deeper. Tucker
knew t hat, when he was dis-turbed, the odd neans of address punctuated a | ot
of Har-ris's conversation. That he should be this upset already, before mnmuch
of anythi ng had happened, was not a good sign. “Let's nove ass, then,” Tucker
said. “lI've got a hell of a lot of arrangements to make.”



The suitcase in which Harris carried the machine gun in its | ess conspicuous,
fragnmented formwas in Shirillo's Corvette. If the job had gone well, Shirillo
and Harris would have left the stolen Dodge for the sportscar and driven back
to the city in that, while Tucker woul d have used the big car and di sposed of
it on sone quiet resi-dential street where it might not be noticed for a
coupl e of days. Now, janmed in the tiny, |ow slung machine, Shirillo and
Harris in the seats, Tucker sitting sideways in the shall ow storage
conpartnent behind them they suffered Harris's el bows as he broke the | arge
weapon down and fitted the pieces into the Styrofoam cups that were firmy
glued to the bottomof the suitcase. He took three tines |onger than usual to
conplete the chore, but at |east he was calnmed by it. Wen he was done he
smled at Tucker, patted the suitcase and said, “It's a beautiful tool, isn't
it?"“Beautiful,” Tucker agreed. “l see why you never got married and had
children.”Harris didn't catch the sarcasm but took that as a conplinment for

t he gun. They dropped Harris in front of his hotel after he prom sed to stay

| ow and keep to his room starting tonor-row norning when Tucker m ght be
expected to phone.“l still don't see how we can get in there,” he said.“I"'Il
work it out,” Tucker said.Harris closed the door and wal ked of f, carrying the
suitcase full of submachine gun as if it were only under-wear and shirts. Wen
Tucker got out of the Corvette in front of his Chatham Center hotel feeling as
if he had been folded into soneone's pocket, he left the shotgun wth
Shirillo, told himto wait for a tel ephone call and sent himhone. He went
upstairs to his room showered, dressed, packed his single suitcase and
checked out. He called the airport fromthe | obby, reserved a place on the
earliest flight to New York, got a cab and left the city. At 4:36 that
afternoon he | anded at Kennedy, not at all happy to be honme again, since it
was a tenporary failure that had driven himback.ln the main airport |ounge,
whi ch was static-filled by hundreds of chattering travelers, he took his
suitcase into a tel ephone booth and drew the door shut. He dialed the office
nunber of his fanmly's banker on the off chance that the man might still be at
wor k. President of the bank, he was still at his desk. Tucker l|icked dry Iips,
cleared his throat, wondered if there was any other way to handl e this,

deci ded there was not and identified hinself, though not with the Tucker

nane. “M chael! What can | do for you?” M. Mllio asked. He was warm sincere,
concerned. Bullshit. In truth, he was an icy bastard and conpletely in the old
man's tow. When he hung up in a couple of mnutes, he would i mnedi ately di al
Tucker's father and report, verbatim what had been said. Wen you were a
depositor of the position of the old man, bankers broke their professiona

codes and extended you certain extra services.“How long will you be in your
office this afternoon, M. Mllio?”"“l was just preparing to | eave.”“How early
can you be there in the norning?”“A quarter past eight?"“WIIl you see ne

t hen?” Tucker asked.“Wat did you have in mind, Mchael?"“1'd |like to borrow

”

agai nst my inheritance.” The state-ment was sinple enough, though it was
difficult to make. H s father would be pleased to hear Mellio's report;
Tuck-er's financial need, his first in nore than three years, would nake the
old man's whol e day. “Borrow?” Mellio asked, a banker who seened never to have
heard of such a thing. “Mchael, need | rem nd you that by signing one snall
paper you may pick up your accrued all owances fromthe trust and—="You needn't
rem nd nme,” Tucker said sharply. “May | see you at a quarter past eight in the
morning for a loan?”“OF course,” Mellio said. “I'Il leave word with the guards
to admt you then.”“Thank you, M. Mellio,” Tucker said. He hung up. H's
forehead was dotted with perspiration, though he felt cold clear through. He
wi ped his face with a paper tissue, then opened the booth door, stepped out,

pi cked up his suitcase and went outside to catch a taxi.The doornan at
Tucker's buil di ng—Park Avenue in the eighties; he had a nine-room apart nent
conplete with his own sauna; his father wondered nost about his ability to

mai ntain that—greeted himwith a smle and his nanme, turned himover to the
hal | man inside, who inquired after the success of his business trip."“Wl
enough,” Tucker said, though the words tasted bitter.He knew as soon as he
entered his tenth-floor apart-ment that Elise was hone, because the stereo



system was carryi ng Ri nski-Korsakov as interpreted by Ormandy's Phil adel phi a
Orchestra, her favorite conposer by her favorite orchestra. He controlled an
urge to go looking for her and attended to inportant details first. At the
wal | safe in the living-roomcloset he put away the billfold that contained

t he Tucker papers, took out his own wallet and slipped that into his pocket.
He cl osed the safe again and spun the dial. Then he went | ooking for Elise.On
his way down the main hall, he stopped before the fragment of an early
fifth-century Edo shield which had come into his possession only two nont hs
ago but which already seened an integral part of the apartnent. He and Elise
had spent hours finding the right place for it and bracing it on the wall, and
he had spent even |onger examining it in detail, w shing that nore than a
ragged half of the beaten copper piece had survived. O course, if the shield
had come through the ages intact, it would have been far too valuable for him
to afford it. As it was, he had paid close to forty thousand dollars for it
and felt that the noney was well spent. The oval shield, of well-worked copper
trimmed in silver, inlaid with small pieces of hand-carved purest ivory, was

t he product of a nation of African dreamers who had lived on the east bank of
the Niger River, constructing el aborate shields but rarely going to war, and
it was exquisitely beautiful.Besides, the acquisition hel ped substantiate his
cover as a freelance dealer in prinmtive art objects, a front which satisfied
Eli se and which his father found hard to crack. He really nmade little noney
fromhis dealing, but his rec-ords were a private matter between him and the
IRS, and his father's investigators could never be sure what he cleared as an
art deal er. He had paused before the shield as nmuch to absorb sone of its

i nnate peace as to adnire its beauty; now, having shifted out of the higher
gear that his Tucker persona denmanded, he felt in a better state of mind to
nmeet Elise.She was sitting in a black | eather chair in the den, a drink on the
tabl e beside her, a book open on her lap. Even in a confortable old quilted
housecoat a size too large for her, she radiated sensuality. She was a big
girl, with a showgirl's body, an inch shorter than Tucker at five feet eight,
wi th high round breasts, a narrow wai st, slimbut not boyish hips, and | egs
that went on forever. To date, however, her breaks in show business had been
because of her face, not the body under it. She was a natural blonde with
green eyes, a conplexion as flaw ess as good china. Oddly enough, she was in
demand for two kinds of television conmercials: those that required a sexy,
cone-hither chickee to peer at the home audi ence and solicit men for cigars,
beer and sportscars—and those that needed a stunning but innocent ingenue to
push nmakeups, soda pop, junior fashions and shanmpoo. Wth different makeups
and a change in hair styles, and with her not uninpressive acting ability, she
could be two different ages and tenperanents before a canmera, in the sane
sessi on. Tucker kissed her, felt it turn into sonething el se as she began to
kiss him“How d it go?” she asked when he went to make himself a drink.“It's
not finalized. I've got to go back in the norning.”“For how | ong?”“A coupl e of
days, no nore.”“Was sonmething wong with the bells?” she asked.He said, “It's
a question of which century they're fromtast half of the fifth or early part
of the sixth. | think they're nore nodern than the seller says they are, and
' m having them eval uated by Hei nenken in Chicago. He'll even do a carbon
dating on them if he has to.”The lies cane so easily, though he hated |ying
to her. He'd told her he was going to Denver to negotiate the sale of a good
set of Javanese tenple bells, and then he had gone to Pittsburgh to neet
Bachman and Harris and Jinmmy Shirillo.In all other aspects, their relationship
was an honest one. They both came and went as they pleased, with no phony

j eal ousy between them no lies or deceptions about whomthey m ght be seeing,
where they were going, their plans for the future. She gave hima check every
month to pay her portion of the rent and other bills, and when he had not
cashed the first two of these she had nmade hi m see that, unless they shared
responsibilities, they could not share anything el se. There was a respect and
trust between themthat Tucker had never found w th anyone el se—and yet, when
it came to the real nature of his business, he had to lie to her. Not because
he didn't trust her but because he didn't want her involved in anything where



a court mght find her an acconplice or contributing party. Besi des, neither
had professed a Great Love for the other, nerely a sweet affection. Wen this
finally came to an end, if it did cone to an end, he would feel much better
knowi ng that she was conpletely ignorant of his crimnal reputation.He sat
down at the foot of her chair on the thick shag carpet, kissed her knees and
then went to work on the drink that he'd built. He said, “How about you and
Madi - son Avenue?’“l got a call,” she said, grinning. “You' re never going to
guess what I'mselling this time.”“They're allowi ng that to be pushed on

tel evision now?” he asked.“CGutter mind,” she said.“l apol ogize. What are you
sel ling?"“Pickles.”"Pickles?” “Peter Piper Pickles,” she said, chuckling. He
was al ways delighted with that chuckle, alnost a giggle, be-cause it was so
out of place in a wonan as big as Elise, as sophisticated as Elise, and it
gave her another dinension altogether.“l thought pickles were-what do you cal
things like that?”“Fam |y goods,” she said.“That's it. You al ways say you
can't get jobs pushing famly goods even in your breathl ess teenager
role.”Elise had once explained, in detail, that housew ves were the purchasers
of fam |y goods—foodstuffs, kitchen utensils, waxes, soaps and the Ilike.
Housewi ves didn't want to see a stunningly attractive woman or precocious,
buddi ng teenager selling them products, because they were rem nded of their
own spreadi ng behinds and gradually bul ging m ddles. They didn't want to fee
as if they were conpeting with the women in the conmercials; therefore, fanily
goods were sold by cutesy wonen or plain types. Bonbshells like Elise were
reserved for pitches aimed at men: cigars, autonobiles, beer and hair-groom ng
prepara-tions.“They've conme up with a different approach for this one,” she
sai d. “Who has?”“Marcus, Marcus, Pliney and Plunket,” she said. To Tucker the
nane of the ad agency al ways sounded like the first line of a children's
nonsense rhyne. “What's the approach?”“Fellatio,” she said. Tucker al nbst spat
out a mouthful of good Scotch. Wen he did at |ast manage to swallowit, he
coughed and cleared his throat. “Beg pardon?”“lt's another one of Plunket's
brainstorms. My agent's gotten work for ne with Plunket before, both times for
crazy things. Plunket's convinced the Peter Piper Pickle people to try

somet hing different in hopes of boosting sales. He's cooked up quite an
argunent for making a sexy pickle comrercial, famly goods or not.”“lI"'d |ike
to hear it.”“Plunket says, with the new wave of femal e awareness, nodern
housewi ves are nore and nore dissatisfied with their husbands as bed partners
and, nmore and nore, have sex on the mnd, either subconsciously or

consci ously, and he uses polls, sociological studies and tons of other data to
make his point. He's sold the pickle people on the idea; he says they can't go
wrong by showing a sexy girl, full-face, slowy devouring a nice big Peter
Piper dill while the voice-over announcer gives the regular sort of pitch.”
She chuckl ed agai n, finished her drink and put down the glass. “Plunket says
that it'lIl inplant, in the woman's mind, the notion that pickles from Piper
are a sensual experience. A pickle is very phallic, you know. "“l never
noticed.”“Ch, yes, indeed.”He said, “WII the average housewife really go for
this, though?”She shrugged. “It's to be a linited approach, just one
commercial, playing only in a few selected test areas. No national exposure
unless it proves workable. So, | don't get any residuals, but a pretty good
flat fee for a day's work.”Tucker recalled the night that, watching a two-hour
networ k speci al sponsored by a soap company, they saw three comercials
featuring Elise, played three times each, which had earned her an additiona
five hundred and forty dollars under the residuals clause in her contract.

Most weeks, she averaged between a thousand and two thousand dollars as one of
t he nost popul ar current comnercial faces, all of it fromwork already
finished and on the air weeks before; and when she worked on a new one, she
doubl ed that particular week's take with her initial payment. It al nost seened
to Tucker that he should give up a life of crinme and start hawking

t oot hpaste. He finished his Scotch, stood up and put the glass on the stand. He
| ooked at her and said, “Do you feel |ike practicing?”“Practicing what?” she
asked. “The pickle comrercial, of course.”Mich later, finished with that
practice and a nunber of others, having eaten a late dinner and practiced sone



nore and having fallen asleep together in the big bed in the front room

Tucker woke, his heart beating |like a sledge driven against an iron bl ock, the
rhythmringi ng along his bones. He had been frightened by some night-nmare that
he could not recall, and he reached out and touched Elise's warm bare
buttocks, concentrated on her until he could see her lines draped across wth
sheeting. As her nearness sank in, as he realized he was not alone, his heart
sl owed and his mouth grew noist again, the fear subsiding. In a noment he was
even able to renenber what the ni ght mare had been about: his father



Even for the president of a Fifth Avenue bank, M. Mellio's office was too
rich, paneled in too nuch teak, carpeted in too deep a pile, furnished in nuch
too luxurious a style. The painting behind his desk was clearly an origina

Kl ee, and even though it was surely on loan fromthe bank's investnent art

coll ection and had not been purchased solely for M. Mllio, it gave you the
feeling that these people were not managi ng your noney very properly and were,
in fact, alnmost throwing it away on personal ag-grandi zenent, baubl es and
unnecessary luxuries.M. Mllio hinself, however, countered this inpres-sion
so conpletely that you could al nbst forget entirely about the riches of the
room and about the fate of your fortune. He radi ated confidence and ability.
He was a tall, w de-shoul dered man, and he would have fit right into an early
John Wayne novi e as one of those non-speaki ng cowpokes who step forward to
stand behind the Duke, grimlipped and resolute in the nane of good and honor
At fifty his hair was nore white than brown, full enough to be conbed over the
tips of his ears but certainly not nod. Hi s face was blocky, with a slab of a
forehead, rocky cheekbones, a stiff straight nose, a chin |ike an expertly
carved piece of granite. He thrust that chin forward and offered Tucker his
hand. The hand was enormous and applied just enough pressure to avoid the
extremes of a fish shake and a bone crusher. Like the handshake, every-thing
that M. Mellio did seened planned; you had the feeling he didn't take a
breath until he had assessed the need for it. Despite the decor of the room he
wor ked in, such a man woul d handl e noney as a priest handl ed the
Euchari st. “How have you been?” M. Mellio asked, taking his seat behind the
huge, dark, uncluttered desk. “lI haven't seen you in—tet's see—="Eight and a
hal f nonths,” Tucker said. “Not since the last time | had you and ny father in
court.”M. Mellio grimaced, smled through capped teeth and said, “Yes, of
course, an unfortunate afternoon.”"“For ne,” Tucker agreed.“For all of us,
especially your father,” Mellio said. “You know, M chael, he doesn't want to
fight with you over this thing. It grieves himterribly to—=“M/ father never
grieved over anything, M. Mllio, least of all his son.” He tried to say it

wi t hout emotion, cal mand easy as if he were nerely reading sonething froma

t ext book, sonething indisputable. He thought that he succeeded. “ Your father
does care about you, M chael, cares nore than you—~Tucker raised a hand and
waved the words away. He said, “If he cares so goddammed nuch, why doesn't he
turn over ny inheritance? It would make things a good deal easier for ne.”M.
Mellio | ooked pained, Iike a loving father who has to teach an unpl easant

| esson to a child. He | eaned back in his chair, Kl ee |ooning behind him and
said, “Your nother's will specifically stated that your father was to remin
the director of your trust until such a tinme as you matured to the point where
you could handle the funds yourself.”“Until such a time as he felt | had

mat ured,” Tucker corrected. “He weasel ed that out of ny nother when she was
sick, very sick, two weeks before she died.”“You pretend as if your father
attenpted to gain con-trol of your inheritance to enrich his own estate. In

the face of his own considerable wealth, that's absurd.”“l pretend no such
thing,” Tucker said. “He gained control of nmy inheritance in an attenpt to
gain control of me, but he lost the bet.”“Mchael,” Mellio said, |eaning

forward now, propping both el bows on the top of the desk, putting his chin in
his hands, trying to | ook somewhat pixie-like, failing mserably in that, “you
could see your father. You could make anends. |'msure that, if you tried to
wor k things out be-tween the two of you, he'd soon turn the estate over into
your hands.”“Fat chance,” Tucker said. “Perhaps after 1'd been a faithful
toady for eight or ten years, he'd give ne what | want. | don't wish to give
up that much tine to a corrupt, selfish old man.”“M chael, he is your

father!” Tucker | eaned forward in his own chair now, his face slightly flushed.
“M. Mellio, when | was a child | saw ny father on the average of tw ce a
week, for an hour each tinme. Once was at Sunday di nner when | was permitted to
dine with the adults, the other was on Wednesday ni ght when he quizzed ne on
nmy previous week's lessons. | was |earning French and German before grade
school, froma nanny who doubled as ny instructor, and ny father wanted to be
certain that he was getting his money's worth. For a period of eighteen



nmont hs, when | was twelve and thirteen, | saw nmy father not at all, because he
was consolidating his European ventures then. My secondary schooling was at a
boar di ng school considerably farther away from home than nmy first mlitary

academny had been. | saw nmy father at Christrmas for a couple of hours. By the
time | was in college, | stayed away from hone on purpose. That's how nuch
he's ny father. Christ, M. Mllio, | don't even know the man.”Mellio said
not hi ng. Tucker said, “l early decided that the last thing | wanted to be was

like ny father. If having noney neant you had to spend all of your tine
shepherding it and none of your time enjoying life, then noney wasn't for ne
at all.” He |l eaned back in his chair now, the intensity of his voice sliding
away. “Mney, to ne, is to be spent. That appalled the old man, and it was
because he found that | was unanmenable that he got that clause in ny nother's
will. He wanted ne to be an enpire builder like hinmself. Life's too short,
however, to waste in a series of board-roonms.”“To have noney you nust nake
nmoney,” M. Mellio said, as if he were reading the sentence froma | acquered
wal I plaque. “A fortune can be squandered qui ckly, M chael. Even one the size
of your inheritance—er the much greater size of your father's estate.”*MW
nmother left three mllion dollars, give or take a few thousand in snall

change. Even invested at a paltry six percent in tax-free bonds, that earns
back a hundred and eighty thousand a year. | could live with that very nicely,
M. Mellio.”"Your father believes you couldn't, that you'd start nibbling away
at the principal.”*M father doesn't give a damm about that,” Tucker said. “He
sinmply wants me under hand so he can nol d another corporate mastermind. In the
next step of the court tests, or the step after that, a judge is going to
agree with me. He can't continue to pay off every court official who cones up
One of themis going to be honest, especially the higher the courts
get.”Mellio dropped the pixie pose and picked up the role of the shocked
banker taken aback by irresponsi bl e accu-sations. He was even worse at that
than at playing pixie, about as believable as Elise would be if she tried to

play a sexless, weary housewife in a television comercial. “You can't be
seriously inplying that—=Tucker cut himshort. “Can we tal k about the |oan
pl ease?”Mellio noved his lips up and down, like a man with sonethi ng caught in

his throat, finally closed his mouth and ordered his thoughts. He said,

“M chael, there is an account in this bank conposed solely of the nonthly

al  owance checks from your trust—which you have not picked up or cashed in
nore than three years. | believe there are now thirty-seven deposits in the
account, each in the amount of ten thousand dollars. | cannot see why you
woul d wi sh to make a | oan when you have these funds available.”“Credit me with
at least a nodicumof intelligence, M. Mllio,” Tucker said. He sounded
tired, and he was tired. This sort of fencing was sonething he was no good at
and was, to boot, conpletely out of practice for. He was anx-ious to be done
with Mellio, the bank and the city so that he could get back to the npst
pressing problemof all—getting Merle Bachman out of Baglio' s nmountain estate
before the driver was forced to spill everything about the rest of them “I am
aware that ny father has conditioned the delivery of those checks, and | am

t horoughly ac-quainted with what | would be I osing by neeting his conditions.

| have a good | awyer. He and | have tal ked a great deal about all of this, al
of you.”Mellio | ooked shocked again, apparently decided that this was not one
of his better roles, gave up on it and got very businesslike. “Ckay, by
signing the waiver to get your allowance checks, you'd be endorsing your
father's control of the inheritance. But what does that matter, Mchael? It's
nothing nore than a formality, anyway. Your father, by virtue of your nother's
will, already has control.”Tucker sighed again, slunped down in his chair,

| ooked at his watch: a quarter of nine. The Kl ee was beginning to strain his
eyes, and the dark teak paneling seened to be closing in on him “Signing for
t he al |l owance checks, I'd be signing away nmy right to carry on with the suit
we now have in federal court. 1'd be limting nyself to the position of a

m nor for the rest of my life—er for the rest of my father's life,

anyway.”“But you've said you only care about having noney to spend,” Mellio
argued quietly. “This way, you would have that nice monthly check.”“l said



that | could get along on a hundred and eighty thousand a year, but | can't
possi bly make it on a hundred and twenty. One thing | did acquire fromny
father was expensive tastes.”“The all owances could be raised, naturally,”

Mel li o said. Tucker shook his head. “No. It's not just that. Once |'d signed

t he wai ver and no |l onger had a | ever to use against ny father, he'd have nore
control over nme than | want himto have. He could even cut back the allowances
until 1 had to knuckle under and go through the charade of |earning the

busi ness fromhim”“He wouldn't do that,” Mellio said.“You're full of it,”
Tucker said politely, smling.Mellio said, “You nmust hate him”“Not nerely
that; |I loathe him”“But why?”“l have ny reasons.”He thought of many things,
but nmost of all he thought of the wonmen his father had kept, a string of

m stresses which, cruelly, he hadn't hidden fromhis wife. In fact, he seened
to take some strange pleasure in flaunting his adultery in front of her
Tucker renenbered sitting with her, once when he had come hone over the
hol i days fromthe boardi ng school, listening to her as, hating herself, she
told him about his father's wonen. She had been a strong famly-oriented
woman, and this was an attack at her base, her sacred foundation. She had
huddl ed i n upon herself and cried, silently, shaking, her face cold to his
touch. If only his nother had had a bit of Elise in her, less of an

ol d- f ashi oned outl ook and nore nodern fire, she would have stood up to the old
man; she woul d have left him Instead, she had stayed on, unable to admt it
all had gone bad. Then the cancer, the long sl ow hospital death, when the old
man was too busy to visit her for nore than an hour or two a week, her know ng
that it wasn't only his financial affairs that took so nuch of his tine."Your
father is a fascinating man and one of the kind-est that |'ve ever known,” M.
Mellio said. “I can't inmagi ne what reasons he woul d have given you to | oathe
him”“Then you don't know himwell.”“Perhaps |I know himbetter than you

do.” Tucker smled frostily. “Considering that you' re a banker and that ny
father was always nore interested in noney than in his son, perhaps you
do.”For the first tine the banker seened to see beyond Tucker's facade and to
catch a glinpse of the man behind it. He | ooked quickly down at the bare top
of his nmassive desk, as if that single glinpse had frightened him and he
said, “What size |oan were you considering?"“Only ten thousand,” Tucker said.
“I"ve suddenly found mysel f short of operating cash.”“Collateral?” Mllio
asked, looking up as his courage flooded back in the course of a conversation
he must have gone through a thousand times before with a thousand different
customers. Famliarity always breeds confidence, especially in nen of
finance.“My trust,” Tucker said.“But you do not, strictly speaking, have the
right to put up the trust-fund nonies as collateral. Only the trust
ad-ministrator can do that.”*My father.”“Yes.”“Then | can put up that account
full of uncollected all owances.”“The sane holds true there,” Mellio said.
“Until you sign for the checks, they aren't legally yours.” Tucker sat up
straight in his chair, sensing a battle of wills that he had to win. “What
woul d you suggest | use as collateral, then?”“Wll, you seemto be running a
very profitable busi-ness,” M. Mellio said. “You live in the style you like,
wi t hout touching your inheritance, so you nust have ot her assets.”"“Forget
that,” Tucker said.Mellio | eaned back in his chair, testing the hinged
backrest to its Iimts, |ooking at Mchael across the curious perspective of
his raised knee. It was evident that he felt in conmand of the situation once
nmore. “Now, M chael, there isn't any sense in your attitude. If you' d give ne
a full picture of this art business of yours, initial capital and esti mated

i ncome, sources and projections, we could get you a loan. W could nake it a
sweat | oan on the power of your success thus far. And, | mght add, if you'd
tell your father exactly what you' ve been doing, he might very well be so

i npressed wi th your business acunen that he'd free your inheritance.”"No
chance,” Tucker said. “My business isn't in the enpire-building nold, but
erratic and highly chancy. | don't attend board neetings, float stock options
or enpl oy thousands of people. My father wouldn't be inpressed the way he'd
have to be to give ne a free hand with ny in-heritance.”Mellio' s voice
softened into a patently false sentinen-tality. “You might at least let him



know t he nature of your art dealings, informhimof some of your nore notable
triunphs, as a son extending the mnimal courtesy to a father. He's proud of
your evident success, believe ne. But he's nuch too proud to come and ask you
how you' ve achi eved it.” Tucker grinned and shook his head. “You're still ful

of it, M. Mellio. I'msure you know how many tinmes ny father's had ne

foll owed by private detectives, trying to |l earn what dealers | work with, what
prices have been paid for certain objects and what profits other sal es have
brought nme. Unfortunately for him 1've been cleverer than any of them 1've
spotted each new tail fromthe start.”Mellio sighed, still |ooking across his
knees. He said, “Your father wouldn't have you foll owed, Mchael. But, very
wel |, forget about your work. Is there any other collateral that you can offer
t he bank against this ten thousand you need?”“M furniture, autonobile, sone
art objects.”“lnadequate, |I'mafraid.””l have some very good artwork.”“Art may
be worth a fortune today, nothing tonorrow. The critics and the connoi sseurs
are fickle in their approval of any talent.”“And the bank is involved in such
unsound i nvest-nments?” Tucker asked, feigning innocence, pointing at the

Kl ee. Mel | i 0o said nothing. Tucker said, “These aren't paintings but primtive
artifacts, valuable as antiquities and as art.”“1'd have to have them
appraised,” Mellio said. “That would take a week, naybe | onger.”“l can send
you to a reputabl e apprai ser who woul d verify their value in half an
hour.”“We'd prefer to use our own man, and we'd need a week.”"“God,” Tucker
said, “lI can't wait for the next stock-holders' neeting so | can point out how
you people are throwi ng noney away on Kl ee paintings and ot her such claptrap
By your own adnission—=2“You're being childish,” Mellio said.“And you are being

di shonest, M. Mellio. I"'msure nmy father directed you to take every step to
deny me this loan and to force ne into signing the waiver. But you must see
that if | don't get the ten thousand now, right now, |'ve got excellent

grounds to |l evel yet another suit against you, the bank and the admni nistrator
of the trust. No judge is going to believe that you seriously fear |osing what

you loan to nme. It will be quite evident that your re-fusal is a spiteful
tactic and nothing nore.”Mellio sat up and reached for his intercomcontrols.
To Tucker he said, “I'll want a signed note fromyou, at |east.”Tucker said,

“I'f I approve of the note's wording.”“Of course.”Mellio called for his
secretary to bring the proper |oan papers, though he was clearly unhappy about
being forced into this."“I'Il want it in cash,” Tucker said. “I'Il tell you

t he denominations of the bills.”“Cash?” Mellio asked, raising his

eyebrows. “Yes,” Tucker said. “lI'mafraid your check m ght bounce.”



At nine-thirty, four blocks fromthe bank, with his ten thousand dollars
packed into a slimbriefcase, Mchael Tucker nmade three short tel ephone calls
froma public phone booth in a departnment store—ene to a nunber in Queens, one
to a nunber rather far out on Long Island and the third to Jimry Shirillo in
Pittsburgh. Satisfied that everything was noving al ong snoothly, he hailed a
cab and rode to a point two bl ocks fromthe Queens address, got out, paid the
driver, watched the taxi pull away and di sap-pear in heavy traffic, then

wal ked the rest of the way. That m ght have been an unnecessary precaution
even though the driver kept fare records that could be checked, but he had
grown accustomed to his father's occasional private detectives padding in his
wake, and he did not mind the slight inconvenience. No one followed himthe
rest of the way to Inrie's place.lnrie's place was a ground-fl oor show oom of
a three-story brick structure on a quiet side street in Queens. A sign
outside, reproduced in gilt lettering on the cracked gl ass door, said:
antiques and used furniture. Wien Tucker went inside, the opening door caused
a buzzer to shrill loudly far back in the stacks of chairs, tables, scarred
bookcases, | anps, hutches, beds and a considerable variety of bric-a-brac. A
monent later, as if unwillingly propelled forward by that noise, Inrie waddled
out of a shadowed aisle between stacks of chairs and picture frames both used
and antique. He said, “Just let ne attend to the door, and I'll be with you.”
And he went to attend to it.Inmrie was in his early fifties, bald except for a
fringe of curly gray hair that accentuated the snmoot hness of the top of his
skull, alnost |ike a nmedieval friar. He stood no taller than five feet six,

but he weighed an even two hun-dred pounds. Though his store | ooked like the
streets of a Florida town after a hurricane disaster, and though his own style
of dress was no style at all except confort, he was a tidy man when it canme to
his specialty. Hi s specialty was guns.“Upstairs,” he said, passing Tucker on
his way back into the maze of tarnished, tottering furnishings. At the back of
the store, through a yellow cloth curtain, they went up a set of narrow wooden
stairs, passed the second floor where Inrie lived, clinbed to the third and

| ast | evel where he kept his gun collection. Here, as on the first floor, the
partitions had been knocked out-to make one |l arge room Racked on the walls,
shel ved agai nst wooden display lifts, nestled in velvet-lined cases and—n the
case of new acquisitions not yet touched by Inrie—dunped uncerenoniously in
cardboard boxes, were nore than two thousand rifles, shotguns and handguns,

wi th the over-whel mi ng enphasis on the |ast category. Also in the room

against the far wall, were a nunber of netal-working machi nes, including a
conplete mniature gas-fired forge and cooling pot where nmetals could be
nmelted and shaped.“l think | have exactly what you want,” Inrie said. '"In the

store downstairs he'd seened bland, as gray as his fringe of hair, alittle
sl eazy but not sleazy enough to be colorful. Here, anong his weapons, he cane
alive like a puppet jerked up on strings and touched, magically, by some good
fairy. H's eyes, hooded and dull in the antique store, were w de, bright and
shifted quickly fromone thing to another—not ignoring, either, Tucker's
reaction to everything he said and, in a few nonents, to everything that he
showed hi m They stopped at a bookcase that filled half the wall to the right
of the door, and Inrie | ooked up over the bushy gray thatch of his eyebrows,
enbarrassed. He said, “M. Tucker, | hope you'll excuse the television
dramatics here.”*“ O course,” Tucker said. He had been in contact with Inrie
nine times before. Three tines Inrie had opened the hidden closet in Tucker's
presence—the sign of trust and respect he gave few custoners—and every tinme he
apol ogi zed for the nel odrama. “You can't be too careful these days,” Inrie
sai d, using both hands to renobve several volunmes of poetry fromthe fifth
shel f. He handed the books to Tucker, who took them and waited patiently.
“There was a tine, not so nany years ago, you could | eave everything out in
the open. If | was working on a gun—naki ng special changes—and | got sl eepy,
I'd leave it on the workbench while | caught a few wi nks, you know?” Tucker
said he knew. “But now you can't take any chances. Al this public uproar
about guns puts pressure on the cops and, directly, pressure on me too. You'd
think, listening to these anti-gun nuts, that every handgun in existence is



used in crime of some sort. Take a | ook around this workshop, though. | got
maybe twel ve hundred, thirteen hundred handguns. How nmany of them am | going
to sell to special custonmers like you? Thirty? Forty? No nore than that.” He
made a sound of disgust in the back of his throat, |ocated the | ock previously
covered by the books, used a key on his chain to open it. He stepped aside and
swung the bookcase out of the way, wal ked into a closet about four tinmes his
own size, pulled on a chain that lighted a forty-watt bulb, located a
card-board box he wanted, turned out the |light and stepped into the main room
again. He put the box down, closed and | ocked the bookcase door, took the
poetry vol umes from Tucker's hands and slipped themonto the shel f again.
“Makes ne feel like a crimnal,” he said, grunting in the back of his throat.
He sounded as t hough he were | ooking for soneone to spit on. At the main

wor kbench, Inrie showed Tucker what he had for him “Three Portuguese Nationa
Guard contract Lugers, all in excellent shape.”"Fakes?"Inrie |ooked hurt.
“Cenui ne, | assure you. A good fake, of course, would be sufficient for
anything you'd want to use it for. But these are the real article, 1906-type
wi th four-and-three-quarter-inch barrels.”In 7.65 m®”"“Yes.” Tucker worked the
unl oaded pistol."“See?” Inrie asked.“Wat about the silencers?” Tucker ran his
thunb over the threads that had been cut into the outer circunference of the
Liger's barrel.lnrie lifted three bright tubes fromthe box, handed one of
them over. “1 guarantee the continuity of the barrel.”"OF course.” Tucker
fitted the silencer to the Liuger and had al nost el even inches of barrel. The
effect was at once silly and deadly.“Amunition? Cips?’Inrie took those out
of the box and placed themnneatly on the table. He watched while Tucker fitted
the silencers to each of the weapons, |oaded them held them did every-thing
but shoot them He was not offended by the thorough-ness of the exam nation
for he knew that Tucker was maki ng no coment on his own trustworthi ness but
was merely taking as many precautions as he could. Indeed, he adnmired the

ot her man's professionalism Tucker broke the guns down and said, “How

much?” “You understand that a genuine Portuguese National Guard Lauger is a
collector's itenP”“Even nodified with a silencer?” Tucker asked.“Still,
yes.”“How rmuch?”*“1 paid four hundred and fifty dollars for each gun, thirteen
hundred and fifty altogether, the going market price.” Tucker knew that Inrie
had not purchased the weapons from anot her collector but from various

uni n-formed sources, probably for as little as fifty or a hundred dollars
each. He did not say anything. Inrie was good enough to be permitted as much
chiseling as he could reasonably expect was his due. “lI restored themto ful
functional status, supplied the anmmunition—onsi derabl e amruniti on—machi ned
the silencers, a delicate operation that takes no little amount of time—="How
much?” Tucker interrupted.Bright eyes flickering over his face, down at the
guns, up at his face again, Inrie realized Tucker was in a hurry, perhaps
pushed the price up a little because of that. “Twenty-two hundred for the
three.”“Two t housand,” Tucker said.“There is the added problemthat these
particul ar weapons were originally prepared for another gentleman, as an
advance order. He'll be around to collect themin two days. To fill that

order, I"'mgoing to have to close the store and stay up eighteen hours a
day—Tucker cut the fat man short. “Hardly likely,” he said. “W both know
that you al ways keep a bit ahead of the demand. That's one reason you keep the
hi dden cl oset. You've probably got two nore like thi s—aybe not Ligers but
somet hing as sufficient—+eady to hand behind the bookcase.”“Really—= Inmrie
began. “Two t housand.”“You'll want a case to carry themout of here?” Inrie
asked, folding thick fingers together.“Yes.”"Two thousand for the guns,
twenty-five dollars for the attaché case.” Tucker smled. “You're

unbel i evabl e. ”“The anti que busi ness has suffered through a recent economc
recessi on you mght have read about in the papers,” Inrie said. He took his
hands apart and put thempalnms up as if to ask, “Wat can | do?” Tucker counted
out the money while Inrie put the guns, silencers and amunition into a

pearl -gray attaché case with a silvery stainless-steel handle. He snapped it
shut, locked it and gave two keys to Tucker, in exchange for the proper cash
conpensation.“l think you'll be pleased,” Inrie said.“l hope I wll



be. ”“ Goodbye, then.”“Goodbye,” Tucker said.The fat man | ed himdown the stairs
again, into the darkened furniture store, past a row of old floor cabinet

radi os and a Granophone on a nmaple stand. The G ano-phone trunpet, once gil ded
and now tarni shed, nmade Tucker think of Elise Ranmsey. She had appeared in a
cigar commercial seated on a divan beside an anci ent G ampphone. That was one
of his favorite commercials, perhaps because she had been wearing a plunging,

| acy- necked dressing gown; he had always had the feeling that, as in a
cartoon, the G anmophone trunpet was alive and that its gapi ng nouth was opened
in awe of her formi dable cleavage.Inrie unlocked the front door. Tucker went
out and away w t hout saying anything nore. The tinme was 11: 06 on Wednesday

nor ni ng.



The small Long Island airport out of which Paul Norton and Ni ck Sinobnsen
operated their catch-all air service had two nacadanmed runways, one new and
even, the other cracked and eroding and hoved up at the center |ike the back
of an angry cat. Both runways were in use. Three buil di ngs—ene a war ehouse,
the second a hangar and the third a conbination office suite and three-plane
berth—had all seen better days. The corrugated roofing was badly rusted, and
t he wooden wal | s needed painting. Tucker paid the taxi driver, tipped himwell
for running out to such an unlikely spot fromwhich he'd hardly obtain a
re-turn fare, and went inside the nearest structure, which contained Norton's
of fice.Norton was there, behind a scarred desk that |ooked ready to coll apse,
| eani ng way back in a rickety spring-backed chair, his booted feet propped on
the stained, notation-cluttered blotter. He was a big man, five inches taller
and sixty pounds heavier than Tucker. H s face was broad and flat, since his
nose had been squashed and his cheeks scarred during his tour in Vietnam He'd
never told Tucker how or why that had happened, or even if the two injuries
were fromthe sane source. Perhaps, with un-linited resources and severa
maj or operations, a very good plastic surgeon could have rebuilt that ruined
nose so it would | ook as good as new, though no inproverment in his appearance
woul d have been noticeable until sone-thing was done with the white scars on
both cheeks. Looking at him Tucker had the eerie feeling that some enornous
cat had sneaked up behind Norton, dug its claws into his face and shredded the
fl esh backward in one powerful jerk. Despite the disfiguration, he was not a
particul arly ugly man—ust dammed nean-| ooki ng. When he spoke, however, your

i mpression of himshifted like the colored glass in the bottomof a

kal ei do- scope. The voice was soft, the tone even, the words nmeasured and warm
H s was the voice of a man who had seen too much and gone through nore than
his share of agony, the voice of a man who never wanted to have to kill or
hurt anything again. “A beer?” he asked.“This tine of day?"“lt's after noon,”
Norton observed, taking his feet off the desk and rising. He noved snoothly,
gracefully. Froman old refrigerator in the corner of the roomhe got two
chilled beers, opened them and put themon the desk without offering any

gl asses. Tucker sat down in the client's chair, both briefcases beside

hi m Norton did not give either of the satchels a glance. He knew that if they
were any of his business, Tucker would tell himso. Vietnam had not only nade
hima gentle nman but an extraordinarily wary one as well.“Ballantine's India
Pale Ale,” Norton said, lifting his own bottle. “I've tried everything, and
this is the only one that makes me happy.” He drank a third of his beer in one
l ong swall ow that set his Adami s apple bobbing like a dinghy in a

t yphoon. Tucker sipped his beer, agreed with the judgnent and said, “l need a
chauffeur.”“So you said on the phone.”“You have the copter ready?"“lt only
took a few mnutes.”“Efficiency.”"M trademark.” Tucker swall owed sonme beer

si ghed, put the bottle down, lifted the lighter of the two briefcases,
unsnapped the | atches and opened the top. He said, “All you have to know to
set your price is the destination. Pittsburgh. And the length of tinme Il

need you—perhaps it'll be as late as tonorrow noon before we get back here.
Maybe it'll be some tinme tonight. Your own conplicity involves nothing nore
than the alteration of the markings on the copter. It's damn unlikely that the
FAA will find out about that, and, besides, you're accustomed to risking as
much.”“Quite accustomed,” Norton agreed. “But you forget that, according to
the law, 1'll be aiding and abetting you with whatever you have in m nd
Understand me, Mke, | don't want to know what that is. | just want to point
out that I'lIl be liable for crimnal charges.”“This operation isn't directed
agai nst anyone the |law would rush to defend,” Tucker said.Norton raised his
eyebrows, picked up his beer and took another third of it in one

swal l ow. “That's the last factor you have to consider. W' re going up against a
man named Bagli o, against his entire nmachine.”“Organi zed?”“Let's call himan
ent repreneur.”“Successful ?”“Very.”Norton consi dered the angles for a nonent,
scrat chi ng unconsciously at the three long white nmarks on his right cheek
“Three thousand sound all right to you?”Tucker paid w thout any argunent,
closed his briefcase again. It was a fair enough price for everything that he



was going to ask of Norton and his nachine. The big nan put the noney in the

| ockbox in the bot-tomdrawer of a filing cabinet behind his desk, |ocked both
the box and the drawer, pocketed the keys and canme back to his desk."Soneone
could carry the whol e cabi net away,” Tucker said.“It's bolted to the

floor.” They drank the remai nder of their beer in silence, and when they were
finished Norton said, “You ready?”“Yes.”They left the office and wal ked to the
third berth in the sanme building, where a gray helicopter sat on a wheel ed
tow ng platform It was the sane four-seater quadra-prop that Norton had used
twi ce before when Tucker had required his services, though its own marKkings
had been expertly nmasked with col ored tape. New nunmbers, also formed with
tape, decorated the proper plates on the nose and both sides. The Pennsyl vani a
state seal, with its two rearing horses, was firmy attached to both doors of
the craft; belowthe seal, in white letters, were the words pennsylvania state
police. It all |ooked very genuine. It should have, since the insignia were
exact copies of those in use by the authorities, rendered by a friend of
Norton's who worked in an ad agency during the day and moon-I|ighted however he
could. He had drawn Norton nine sets of state seals so far, though Tucker had
not had the op-portunity, thus far, to operate in so nany different col onies.
Norton had ot her custoners.”“Good?” Norton asked.“Fine,” Tucker said.A golf
cart was al ready hooked up to the platformon which the copter stood, and
Norton hopped into this. He started it and drove slowy outside. Qut of the
hangar, he stopped, detached the cart fromthe platform drove it back inside
and parked it. They boarded the helicopter.“You' ve got a change of cl othes?”
Tucker asked.“l packed as soon as you called.”"Good.”“Even before | went out
to doctor the copter.”"Fine.”A few mnutes later, they drifted onto the
cracked macadam runway. Both Tucker and Norton sat in the forward seats;
behi nd themwas a pair of seats that folded dowmn to forma large cargo area
Most of Paulnik Air's freight work was handl ed with one of the two tw n-engi ne
Apaches that they maintained, though the dense, built-up New York area often
required a helicopter to |l and where there was no runway. Besides, the copter
was the nost lucrative of the three Paul nik craft, thanks to Tucker and to
others like himAs they lifted into the early-afternoon sky, Tucker wondered
where Sinonsen woul d be hiding. Sinmonsen professed to know absol utely not hing
about Norton's willingness to bend the |aw for a buck. He handl ed none of the
illegitimte work, though Norton knew his partner always stood at a w ndow and
wat ched proceedi ngs such as these, as if he secretly envied what he supposed
was a gl amorous m ssion. He would be down there now, watch-ing and a little
jealous, a little frightened. Then the airfield and the hangars were out of
sight as they banked west toward the city. The time was 2:12 as the copter

| aden with auxiliary fuel tanks, began the | ongest |eg of the journey. Tucker
wondered if Baglio had had an opportunity to question Merle Bachman. The
driver had been in the nan-sion nmore than a full day. If he was not badly
injured, that was plenty of time for Baglio to break him enough tine for

Bachman to spill everything he knew about Tucker and the others. Norton had
sai d somet hi ng which Tucker, lost in the reverie, had not heard.“What?” Tucker
asked.“l said, 'The pollution sure is nice today, isn't it?" "Norton waved one

burly armat the vista of yellowwhite mst that rose up fromall quarters of
the city, meshed high overhead and roiled like a ball of snakes, snoke snakes.
He indicated the awful scenery much as a legitimte guide mght gesture
grandly at the undeni able splendor of N agara Falls.“Beautiful.”“lt'll nmake a
grand sunset.”“Lovely.”“Too bad we can't see it.”“Too bad.”But Tucker could
not bring himself to think very | ong about sunsets and atnospheric

pol I uti on. Perhaps Bagli o' s people wouldn't be able to trace the Tucker nane
any farther than the downtown mail drop. They had contacts, yes, of course

t hey had, but they were not omiscient.Yet, even if they got that far and no
farther, he would have to forget the Tucker identity altogether, assume a new
nane, purchase all new credentials in that nane, and strictly avoid everyone
who had, to date, known himonly as Tucker.That would require an outlay of
cash and a period of relative inactivity, and it would be, in the vulgate, a
pain in the ass.And he could not expect an identity change to provide safety



for very long. Sooner or later, when one of themwas using a new nane hinsel f,
he woul d encounter an ol d acquai ntance who'd renenber the Tucker identity.
Then a second name change woul d be necessary—and after that, a third and a
fourth.He could see no end to it.Mich better to think the driver had not
talked yet. If Baglio didn't get through to Bachman in the next twelve hours,
they were all home safe.



Tucker | ooked at the map spread out on his knees, glanced through the front
wi ndow of the copter as Norton flew at an angle to the roadway bel ow them and
shout ed, “There! That's the highway that runs past the turn-off for Baglio's
estate—and | think the house is over that way, in those slopes. If I'mright,
the turn-off should be just ahead.”lt was.“CGood work!” he shouted at Norton
grinni ng. Perhaps he wouldn't have had to shout quite so loudly, for the cabin
was fairly well insulated against the roar of the overhead rotors. But after
several hours in the air, listening to that thunping racket, his ears buzzed
like the core of a beehive on a busy spring norning, and he shouted nostly to
hear hinsel f.Norton nodded and said, “lIs that a likely place to put down?” He
poi nted across the highway, alnost directly opposite the entrance to the
Baglio drive. A thousand yards fromthe road' s edge, the woodl ands broke for
several hundred feet, providing a clean, grassy, somewhat sloped expanse of

| and between arns of the forest."“God enough,” Tucker said.They went that way
and, five mnutes later, were on the ground. Norton cut the engines, let the
bl ades stutter down. The bees began to fly out of Tucker's ears, until the
nunbed ringi ng was gone and he coul d hear once nore.“Now what?” Norton

asked. “Now, you'll wait here while | go tel ephone a col-1eague,” Tucker said,
wor ki ng | oose of the seat belt and the shoul der harness which had bitten deep
into his flesh.Norton stretched his long legs as well as he could in the
recess below the control dash and | ooked around at the pine trees. “l know
you' re clever at organi zing opera-tions, Mke. God knows, |'ve been in the
thick of two of them and | could tell as nmuch about your expertise w thout
knowi ng just what in the hell was going on. But | can't believe that you've
had a branch line run into these woods just on the off chance that you m ght
have to tel ephone sonmeone from here.” Tucker snmiled. “No branch line. But
there's a picnic area not too far fromhere, along the main highway, with a
phone booth at the end of it. Sit tight until | get back.”He pushed open the
heavy copter door, junped out, reached up and sl amed the door shut. Fifteen
mnutes later he made his call fromthe booth in the picnic area. An hour
after that, Jimy Shirillo drove into the parking lot in his red Corvette, cut
t he engi ne and clinbed out, smling. Another nman got out of the | ow slung car
He was at |east twenty years ol der than Tucker, about Pete Harris's age,

t hough he was slimand al nost delicate-looking, like Shirillo, quite unlike
the bearish Harris. He wore heavy-rinmed gl asses with thick | enses, conbed his
hair back from his forehead and | ooked, fromthe neck up, rmuch like a

turn-of -the-century school master. Fromthe neck down he | ooked not unlike a

hi ppie, in bellbottomblue jeans and a runpled blue work shirt with the cuffs
rolled up. He | ooked at Tucker, smiled slightly, bent back into the Cor-vette
to get his equi pment which he had packed into a shoul der-slung | eat her satche
and a small netal suitcase.Shirillo introduced themKen WIlis, photographer—
and | et them shake hands. WIIlis's handshake was indiffer-ent, as if he felt
formalities of this sort were a waste of time. Close up, Tucker saw in himan
i npatience, a need to keep noving, a quality that was unsettlingly like his
own. “You know what we want?” he asked WIllis.“Jimy told me the nmost of it.”To
Shirillo Tucker said, “Are you sure of hinP"*Of course. He's my uncle, on ny
not her's side, by marriage.”“For one thing,” WIlis explained, “even if | were
will-ing to sell out on you, | wouldn't know where the hell to go to doit. Wy
line is nostly weddi ngs and freel ance nude photography for nen's
magazi nes. ”“ Good enough,” Tucker said. “It's a fifteen-mnute walk to the
helicopter. Jimy, you'll stay here with the car until we come back. You can
pretend you got sleepy driving and pulled off for a nap—that is, if a cop
stops and wants to know if you're just loitering. We'll be back be-fore dark

| hope.”Shirillo returned to the car. Tucker picked up WIlis's heavy netal

sui tcase and said, “Across the highway. W'll wait until there aren't any cars
com ng before we try it. W don't want to stir up anyone's curiosity.”The big
red summer sun had al ready touched the peak of the npuntain on which the
Bagli o mansion rested, caressed the gentle ridgeline with bright fingers and
slowy began to settle out of sight. Full darkness was still mnore than an hour
away, the true sunset obscured by the nountainside, but even so they were



going to have to scranmble to get done everything they had cone here for.Norton
took them over the roof of the huge white house, a dozen yards above the

tel evision antennae, peeled to the right when they had reached the end of the
l awn and circled back, swept over the house fromthe opposite direction, even
closer this time.“Can you get it like that?” Norton shouted. WIllis shook his
head vehenently, negatively. “1'll either have to hang out of the door or
shoot through the nose glass here.” He reached across the narrow dash and

t hunped hi s knuckl es on the wi ndshield. They nmade a hol | ow t ok, tok, tok
sound. “1 can stand her on end a little,” Norton said.“And do it going away
fromthe sun,” WIllis said, “so there's no glare against the glass.”Tucker sat
in the seat directly behind Norton, watching the mansion closely, waiting for
the first sign of Baglio' s bodyguards. He wondered what they'd think when they
cane dashing out and found a police helicopter buzzing their retreat. Norton
stood the helicopter on its nose at a thirty-five-degree angle, slanted enough
so that they all slid forward on their seats, testing the belts that bound
themin.“Good,” WIIlis said. The photographer had | oaded his canera, unfastened
his seat belt and was now out of his bucket-formchair, |eaning across the
dash, his face pressed close to the wi n-dow as he focused and shot one frane
after another.Paul Norton didn't like the fact that WIlis wasn't strapped
down, but he didn't say much about it. He con-centrated on keeping the
copter's flight path as even and steady as possible so that there was little
chance of WIllis being thrown around. Bel ow, two nmen came out of the front door
of the white house and | ooked up at the circling craft, raised flattened hands
to shield their eyes fromthe last direct glints of sunlight that touched the
pol i shed framework and the wi ndshield of the copter as it fluttered in a tight
l[ittle turn. They were, Tucker saw, the next thing to non-entities, two husky
nmuscl e types, their sports coats hangi ng open so that guns would be nore

qui ckly at hand. Tucker |eaned forward and said, alnobst in Norton's ear, “The
glass isn't bulletproof, is it?"“Plexiglass,” Norton said. “It'|Il deflect a

pi stol shot pretty well, even if we were close enough for themto use
handguns. Even when it cracks under rifle fire, it can throw the slug away
first.”Tucker remained forward in his seat, bracing hinmself against the back
of Norton's seat, staring down through the tilted nose wi ndow. “I think we
have enough front-to-back shots. Let's try cruising it fromend to end.”Norton
obl i ged, brought the copter around in a whine of engine noise, coasted the

l ength of the mansion while WIlis busily used his canera.Baglio hinself had
cone out of the house and stood in front of the pillared pronenade in the
circular driveway, |ooking up at the copter. Ri ght now he woul d be wonder-ing
whet her they knew that Bachnman was in the house or whether this was only
routi ne police harassnent. He woul d be wondering, too, how he coul d get
Bachman out of the nansion under their noses if they should Iand with a search
warrant. Tucker hoped that, when Norton took them away from here w thout

| andi ng, Baglio didn't panic and have Bachman killed and buried. It would be
so easy for himto have the driver tucked away in a grave beneath the pine
trees upslope of the house. O course, Bachman m ght already be dead. He m ght
have tal ked and been put to sleep without the proper honors. Tucker said, “Can
you take her down and parallel the house so WIlis can get sone ground shots
of all four sides?”“Sure,” Norton said.He |eveled the machi ne and, when they
wer e behind the mansion, took it down within five feet of the lawn while the
phot ogr apher took his shots through the side wi ndow. Wen they came around in
front of the house, where Baglio and his two men were standing, the hoods
danced qui ckly back out of the way of the chopping blades that were still nuch
too high to reach them but whi ch nust have | ooked sobering anyway. They were
too busy, then, to notice the copter's occupants.“Now up,” Tucker said. “Let's
get some shots of the house in perspective, the entire |awn and the perineter
of the forest.”VWen that was done, Norton said, “Next?"“That's it,” Tucker
said. “Let's get back to honme base.”By the tinme they |anded on the grassy
floor of the forest clearing nearly two mles fromBaglio' s mansion, WIlis
had packed away all of his gear and was ready to go. The nmonent the chattering
rotors began to stutter down into silence, he pushed open his door and junped



out, reached back inside and dragged his two cases of equip-nent after
him“Wait a moment,” Norton said as Tucker pushed WIlis's seat forward and
made to foll ow the photographer.“Yeah?” Norton said, “Qbviously, you' re going
in there. Since you told me to be ready for four passengers—and since |'ve
only heard about three of you so far—t seens likely you're going in to get
back a man of yours.”Tucker said nothing.Norton continued: “Wuldn't they be
expecting sone-thing like this—the copter and all ?”“No,” Tucker said. “They're
expecting small-tinme tactics, if they' re expecting anything at all. They're
very secure up there, or think they are. Besides, |'msure they were
altogether misled by the police insignia on the copter.”“That's anot her
thing,” Norton said. “Wuldn't they think it's pretty odd to be harassed |ike
this? Wuldn't they be making regul ar payoffs to elimnate just this kind of
hassl e?”“Not to state police,” Tucker said. “There are rotten apples in every
police force, and they probably do carry a couple of the state boys on their

payroll, but they can't buy off one of the toughest and best forces in the
country. The price would be too high.”Norton said, “Ckay. | wasn't being
nosey. | just wanted to know what to expect the next time | have to take this

crate in there. If they're going to have nme figured out and be waiting for ne,
then I want to know about it.” He stretched again, arched his back and pressed
upward agai nst his seat belt.“They won't be expecting you,” Tucker said. “A
flat guarantee.”“1'll be here when you need ne.” Tucker junped out, took the
two briefcases that Norton handed to him one with less than five thousand
cash packed into it, the other containing the guns. He al so handed down a soft
khaki tote bag with a heavy load in the bottom special equipnent that Tucker
had asked himto supply when he had originally called himfromthe

de- partnent-store phone that norning. Tucker carried the briefcases in one
hand, since they were both slim the tote bag in the other, led WIllis back
into the woods and, fifteen mnutes later, to the red Corvette where Ji my
Shirillo was still feigning sleep.By a quarter of ten they were in the city
again. Merle Bachman had been in Baglio's hands slightly over thirty-six

hour s.



In the dream he | ay upon a soft bed, the covers drawn away fromhim a
feather pillow propping his head up. The room was al nost conpletely dark

t hough swaths of soft blue light striped the thick carpeting and nade odd
shadows on the walls; the source of the light, though he | ooked for it, was
not apparent. Elise Ransey appeared on the far side of the room held for a
monent in a band of blue light, Iike a specinmen in a collection, on display,
then stepped for-ward i nto shadow. She was nude, striding toward himw th the
confidence of a lioness. She cane out of shadow into |ight again, cupping her
heavy breasts in her hands, making himan offering, one that he was instantly
willing to accept. She stepped into shadow again, reappeared in |light, al
slickly moving, sinuous curves. He would have been aroused to full ability in
anot her monent —except that he saw the incredi ble hand rising up behind her

the hand that she was clearly unaware of and which, even had he warned her

was moving too fast for her to avoid. It was |large enough to cup Elise inits
palm a giant's hand that faded away into the darkness of the ceiling just
beyond the thick wist. The fingers were spread to encircle her, the flesh
gray and cold and rigid in appearance. It was an iron fist, and it would crush
her in another nonment. What made the dream netanorphose into a ni ghtmare was
not the fact that she would be squashed |like an insect, or even the

under standi ng that the hand woul d conme after Tucker when it was finished with
the girl, but the cer-tainty that the hand did not belong to Baglio this tine.
This time, the iron hand was his father's. Shadow and blue light, bare
breasts, stiffened nipples and the convul sing grasp of iron digits

. “Hey!” Tucker blinked."“You all right?” Pete Harris asked, shaking his shoul der
gently but insistently. “You okay, friend?”“Yeah,” Tucker said, not opening
his eyes.“You sure?”“l'msure.” Tucker sat up and rubbed his eyes, massaged the
back of his neck and tried to decide what had crawled into his nouth and died
during his nap in Harris's hotel bed. He flicked his tongue around and didn't
find any corpse, de-cided that he must have swallowed it and that he woul d
have to scrub his teeth well to get rid of the last traces of its

dem se.“Jimy's here,” Harris said. “He's got everything you told himto bring
back.” Tucker | ooked up, saw Shirillo across the bed, sitting in a chair by the
st andar d- nodel hotel witing desk. Sev-eral paper bags with store nanes on
themrested on the floor near his feet. “Wat kind of job did your uncle do on
t he phot ographs?”"“Great,” Shirillo said. “Wait till you see them ”"“Have them
ready for ne,” Tucker said. He got up and went into the bathroom closed the
door behind him He felt like hell, stiff and weary, though he had been asl eep
for only an hour and a half. He | ooked at his watch. One o'clock in the

norni ng. Make it a two-hour nap. Still and all, he should not feel as bad as
this. He splashed water in his face, dried off, found Harris's toothpaste and
squeezed a wormof it onto his index finger, then scrubbed his teeth w thout
benefit of a genuine brush. It didn't do much good for the tartar that had
built up since this norning, but it freshened his breath and nade him fee
somewhat nore human t han he had when he woke up.Back in the main room he
found that they had posi-tioned the three chairs at the witing desk and had a
stack of 8 x 10 glossies lying there for his inspection. He took the mddle
chair which they had left for himand picked up the stack of pictures, went

t hrough them carefully, se-lected a dozen and gave the rest to Shirillo. The
boy put themin a plain brown envel ope and put the envel ope out of their

way. “We' || be ready to go in half an hour,” Tucker told them “if you pay
attention the whole way through.”“You have it all figured out?” Harris

asked. “Not all of it,” Tucker said, aware of Harris's streak of stubbornness.
The big man had gone along with every-thing Tucker ordered up to now, but he
woul d have his limts. It was best to nmake himthink he played an equal role
in at least part of the planning. “1'll want your comments and suggestions so
we can hamrer out the fine points.”“Wat if Bachman's dead?” Harris

asked. “Then we're wasting our time, but we don't |ose any-thing.”“W could get
killed,” Harris said."“Look at the photographs, please,” Tucker said. “They
cost me nearly three hundred dollars.”Harris shrugged and settled back in his
chair, quiet. He | ooked at the photographs, listened to what Tucker had to



say, |ooked as though he wanted to put his Thonpson together and caress it for
a while, began to nake a few suggestions and finally regained his nerve. He
was getting old, with twenty-five years in the business; no one blaned himfor
being a little nore on edge than his coll eagues. They'd be the same way in two
nore decades, if they lived that long.On the drive out of the city, Shirillo
behi nd the wheel of a stolen Buick that Tucker had picked up only a few bl ocks
fromthe hotel, Harris in back with his Thonpson across his | ap, Tucker
hungrily devoured two Hershey chocol ate bars and wat ched the occasi ona
headl i ghts of other cars blur by them He had not eaten since breakfast, but

t he candy stopped his stonmach growling and steadi ed his hands, which had
become slightly pal sied. The food did not, however, do anything about the
shakes that had hold of his insides, and he resisted an urge to hug hinsel f
for warnmt h. Eventually, they pulled off onto the famliar picnic area three
quarters of a mle beyond Baglio's private road and stopped behi nd anot her
car.“lt's enpty,” Shirillo said.Harris had | eaned forward, and he said,
“Coupl e of kids parking.”Shirillo grinned and shook his head. “If it was that,
the wi ndows woul d be all steaned.”“What do we do?” Harris asked. Wshing he had
anot her Hershey bar, Tucker said, “W sit here and wait, that's all.”“What if
nobody shows up, ny friend?”“We'l|l see,” Tucker said.A minute later two tall,
wel | -dressed bl ack nen wal ked out of the woods behind the picnic area, making
casually for the parked car, one of themstill zipping up his fly."“The call of
nature,” Shirillo said. “You' d think the state could afford a few confort
stations along a highway |like this.”The bl ack nmen gave the Buick only a
cursory glance, not at all afraid of whomthey m ght encounter in a lonely
spot like this, got into their own car, started up and drove away."“ Ckay,'
Tucker said, getting out of the car.Harris rolled down his w ndow and cal |l ed
to Tucker, “Maybe we ought to hide it better than we planned—n case there's
anyone else with a bad bl adder problem ”“You're right,” Tucker said.Using a
flashlight, Tucker inspected the edge of the woods, found a pl ace between the
trees where the Buick could squeeze through, notioned to Shirillo. The kid
drove the big car into the woods, follow ng Tucker as he cau-tiously picked
out a route that |ed deeper and deeper into the underbrush. Fifteen m nutes

| ater he signaled Shirillo to stop. They were nore than a hundred yards from
the last picnic table, two hundred fromthe road, screened by several clunps
of thickly grown nountain laurel.CGetting out of the car, Harris said, “Anybody
who' s prude enough to walk all this way fromthe road just to take a piss
deserves to be shot in the head.”Shirillo and Tucker quickly unloaded all the
gear fromthe Buick and put it on the car roof where everyone could get at it.
Qui ckly they undressed and changed into the clothes which Shirillo had
purchased earlier in the evening according to the sizes they had given him
Each man wore his own bl ack socks and shoes, dark jeans that fitted | oosely
enough to be confortable in al most any circum stance, mdnight-blue shirt and
dark wi ndbreaker with | arge pockets and a hood that could be pulled over the
head. Each man drew up his hood and fastened it beneath his chin, tied the
drawstrings in a double knot to keep them from | oosening.Harris said, “You
sure have rotten taste, Jimmy.”“Ch?"“What's the alligator patch on the

wi ndbreakers?”Shirill o reached down and fingered the enbroidered alligator on
his left breast. “I couldn't find any w nd-breakers wi thout them” he said."“l
feel like a kid,” Harris said. Tucker said, “Relax. It could have been worse
than an alligator. It m ght have been a kitten or a canary or
some-thing.”“They had kittens,” Shirillo said. “But | ruled those out. They

al so had el ephants and tigers, and | couldn't rmake up nmy mnd between those
and the alligators. If you don't like the alligators, Pete, we'll wait here
whi | e you exchange your jacket for another one.”“Maybe |'d have |iked the
tiger,” Harris said reflec-tively, letting the idea roll around in his nind
whi | e he spoke. Tucker said, “What's wong with el ephants?”“Ch, el ephants,”
Harris said. “Well, elephants always look a little stupid, don't you think?
They certainly aren't ferocious; they don't instill fear in anyone. Baglio saw
me coming in an el ephant-decorated w ndbreaker, he nmight think | was the | oca
Good Hunor man or soneone selling diaper service, sonething |like that.



Besides, |1've been a life-long Denocrat, and el ephants aren't ny
insignia.”"You vote?” Shirillo asked, surprised.“Sure, | vote.”Both Shirillo
and Tucker |aughed. Harris | ooked perpl exed, rubbed at the alligator on his
chest and said, “What's wong with that?”“lt just seens strange,” Tucker

expl ained, “that a wanted crimnal is a registered voter.”“l'mnot wanted
yet,” Harris said. “lI was wanted twi ce before, but | served |l ess than two
years both tines. I'ma clean citizen now | feel it's nmy duty to vote in
every elec-tion.” He | ooked at them at what he could see of themin the dark
“Don't you two vote?”“No,” Shirillo said. “lI've only been eligible a few
years, and | just never got around to it. | don't see what good it

does. "“You?” Harris asked Tucker. Tucker said, “Politics never interested ne. |
know peopl e who spend half their lives worrying about how everything' s going

to hell in a basket—and it all goes to hell in a basket anyway. | figure I'l
survive no matter what ni nconpoop the public puts in office next.”“That's just
terrible,” Harris said, clearly taken aback at their unpatriotic sloth. “It's

a good thing neither one of you has any kids. You' d be the kind of parents
who' d set rotten exanples.”Tucker and Shirill o |aughed again.“Conme on,” Tucker
said, prying the lid off a small can of greasepaint, “Let me bl acken your
face.”"What for?” Harris asked.“For one thing,” Tucker said, “it'll nake it
harder for anyone to see you in the dark. Mre inportant, with a hood over
your hair and bl ack paint covering your face, it's going to be difficult for
Baglio or any of themto make a positive identification of you later. Change a
man's facial color, and you alter himal nost as thoroughly as if he'd donned a
mask. And in the close work we'll be doing to-night, a mask woul dn't be good
it would just get in the way. The greasepaint will conceal you and give you
the optimumin mobility, the use of your eyes.”Gunting unhappily, Harris
submitted to this indignity, all the while fingering the outline of the raised

green alli-gator on his breast.Ten minutes |later they had all been

bl ack-faced, the paint put aside with the clothes they had taken of f." Now?”
Harris asked, plainly expecting yet another indignity.“l1'll show you the
guns,” Tucker said.“l always use the Thonpson,” Harris said, lifting it away
fromthe car where he had leaned it.“You'll take it along,” Tucker agreed.
“But you'll use it only if you have to. If at all possible, you'll keep it
shoul -der-slung and you'll use this.” He got out the three Ligers and three

silencers, fitted the parts and distributed the weapons. He divided up the
clips of ammunition, four each, and supervised the |oading.“Very nice,” Harris
sai d. Tucker relaxed as the big man strapped the submachi ne gun over his

shoul der and tested the pistol in his hand. “Keep the anmunition zipped into
the right-hand pocket of your w ndbreaker.”Harris said, “Holsters?”“None,”
Tucker said.“@un goes in |eft-hand pocket?”“No. Keep the pistol out at al
times.”“Sometinmes you need both hands for other things,” Harris said. “Not
tonight, | think. W' ve got to keep a gun ready. For one thing, getting that
damm |l ong silenced barrel out of a holster could be tricky in a pinch. For
anot her, once we're in the house, we could be come upon and shot before we had
time to draw. Renenber, Baglio keeps at |east four armed nen in that place,
four professionals. And it's their home ground, not ours.”Shirillo had been
unable to | earn exactly how many people lived in the Bagli o mansi on. Tucker
took out a special belt fromwhich hung a number of tools in thin plastic
pouches. He pulled up his wi ndbreaker, buckled the belt around his waist, drew
the jacket down again.“Shirillo get you that?” Harris asked."Yes.”"“Looks |ike
aniceset.”It is,” Shirillo said. “lI picked each piece nyself, spent a
coupl e of weeks honing them where that was necessary, made up the belt and the
pouches in my brother's shoe-repair shop.”Harris scratched his bl ackened chin,

| ooked at the tips of his fingers, said, “You think we'll have to break in,
then?”“1f all the main doors and unl ocked wi ndows | ook too damn inviting,”
Tucker said, “we'll make our own entrance.”Harris nodded.“One nore thing,”

Tucker said. He got the khaki tote bag that Paul Norton had given hi mthat
aft ernoon, opened it and took out two conpact wal ki e-tal kies. He gave one to
Shirillo and took one hinself, strapped it to his shoulder and let it hang
down against his right biceps. He explained the operation of the radios to



Shirillo, insisted that they test them was finally satisfied that the boy

knew what he was doing.“l don't get one?” Harris asked.“You' re already
carrying the machi ne gun,” Tucker pointed out. “It may be necessary to split
up and be out of each other's sight. | won't, however, have us cut into three
separate units. You'll always be with either Jinmy or me, and when we've gone
two different ways, we can keep in contact with these. Later on, of course,
we'll need themto get in touch with Paul.”“The copter jockey?” Harris

asked. “Yes.”"l'manxious to neet him”“You will before |ong.” They gathered up

everything that had not been in the Buick when they stole the car—the cl ot hes
they had taken off, the attaché case in which the three pistols had lain, the
bags the clothes they were now wearing had cone in, the black greasepaint, al
the sales slips—stuffed every-thing into the tote bag that the wal ki e-tal ki es
had been in. The bag was filled to bulging.“Back in a jiffy,” Tucker said. He
took a five-mnute walk into the woods, nmuch deeper than the car had gone,

and, when he felt he was far enough away fromthe Buick, he heaved the tote
bag away into the dark trees. It glanced off a pine trunk, struck some-thing
el se, landed with a crash in deep greenery and was still. Good enough, then

He went back to the others. They took ten minutes to wi pe down the Buick

i nside and out, until they were sure no one would pick up any prints fromit.
They had not worried about prints on the stolen Chevy and Dodge that had been
wracked up in Baglio's estate the day before, because they knew that Baglio
woul d have those wecks tucked away and that the police would never have a
chance to go over them This was different, for the Buick would be abandoned
here and woul d eventually be returned to its proper owner. Though Harris's
fingerprints were on file, neither Shirillo nor Tucker had been inked into
public records yet. Shirillo was too young to have been caught yet; Tucker was
sinmply too careful. Also, Tucker had never been printed in his real identity
as the man with the penthouse apartment on Park Avenue, and he nost likely
never would be; the rich are sel dom subjected to that kind of humliation

unl ess the case against themis as tight as an angry fist, and Tucker i ntended
to be perfectly lawabiding in his real identity. Printed as Tucker, then, his
true name and background coul d be kept a secret, even if he was arrested and
had to serve tine—al though, once out on bail, he could ditch the Tucker nane
forever and slip back into the Park Avenue world w thout nuch worry about
bei ng traced and appre-hended. As Tucker, however, having his prints on file
woul d severely limt his mobility. Tucker shut the |ast open door of the Buick
usi ng his handkerchief to keep it clean. He put the handkerchief in his pocket
and turned to Shirillo. “Time?"Shirillo | ooked at his watch in the pale yell ow
gl ow of the flashlight, and he said, “A quarter to three.”“Plenty of tine,”
Tucker said. Around them the darkness was conplete when Shirillo flicked off
the light. The thickly criss-crossed boughs of the pines even held back the

di m brightness of the stars. Tucker said, “Have we forgotten anything?” He knew
that they had not, but he wanted to give Pete Harris the feeling that he was
hel ping to guide the operation. No one responded. Checking the flinsy rubber
surgi cal gloves which they'd all put on when they'd changed cl ot hes, Tucker
said, “Let's go, then. W' ve got a good piece of walking to do, and we can use
the flashlight for only about half of it.”They struck out for Baglio's

mansi on, while the night closed in around them and the silenced crickets near
t he Bui ck, al one again, took up their chirruping.



Their line of march paralleled the main highway, though they remai ned out of
sight of it. In a while they came across Baglio' s private macadaned | ane.
Movi ng back into the woods again, still guided by the flashlight beam they
followed the twisting lane as it cut inland, and they began to nove upward
into worn linestone foothills. The trees were thick, as was the branbl ed

under brush. But deer, snaller aninmals and the run-off fromrainstorns had
pressed paths through the weaker vegetation. These natural trails often
wander ed consi derably between two points, but they afforded an easier way than
any of the men could have chosen with the junble of bushes, rocks, gullies and
brambl es on all sides. To nake up for the extra di stance they had to cover,
they jogged thirty paces for every ten they wal ked, running as far as they
could for three min-utes, cutting back to a wal k for one, running anot her

t hree, wal ki ng agai n. Tucker wanted to be within sight of the mansion by
three-thirty and inside of it no later than a quarter to four. That still gave
them plenty of tine before dawn to do everything they would need to do. Runni ng
t hrough the darkness with the crazily bob-bing Iight picking out the narrow
trail ahead of him Tucker was rem nded of the nightnmare that he had
experi-enced in Harris's hotel room the hand descendi ng sud-denly out of
shadows, noving stealthily through bands of darkness and blue light, stalking
the nude Elise.He could not shake off the insane conviction that the sane hand
was behind himnow, that it had al ready dis-posed of Harris in a nost brutal
fashion, that it was wap-ping around Shirillo at that very noment and woul d
be gripping himin cold iron fingers any tinme now He ran, then wal ked, then
ran some nore, listening to the matching steps of the two nen behind him Twi ce
they stopped to rest for exactly two mnutes at a stretch, but they did not
speak to each other. Drawing breath was all they cared about. They stared at

t he ground, w ped sweat out of their eyes and, when their tine was up, noved
on again. Harris's breathing was the nost | abored, whether from exhaustion

al one or fromfear as much as weariness Tucker couldn't say. Alife of crine
wasn't meant for any but young men.Fifteen mnutes after they had started out,
Tucker flicked off the flashlight and sl owed their pace consider-ably. At 3:35
in the norning they came to the perinmeter of the forest and the begi nning of
Baglio's imuacul ately cared-for lawn.In the forest, as they were on the way up
fromthe picnic area where they had changed clothes, a thin |ayer of ground
fog had clung to the bottonms of the trees and tw ned through the undergrow h
like a tangle of w spy rags, now and agai n obscured the way ahead, cold and
wet and clinging. Here in the open the aisles of trees fun-neled the fog

bet ween them poured it onto the shrub-dotted | awn where it lay like piles and
piles of heavy quilts. The lights on the front pronenade, under the pillars,
were diffused by it, as were the dinmrer lights that shone through a few
downstairs wi ndows. The result was an eerie wash of yellow light that filled
the i medi ate | awn about the house but illum nated nothing, |ay upon the dense
shadows but did not disperse them Tucker, Harris and Shirillo lay in the woods
at the edge of the nowed grass and studied the stillness of the early-norning
scene, not wanting to find any noverment up there but nore or less resigned to
it. Apparently there were no guards prow ing the grounds, though one or nore
of them mi ght be stationed at fixed points fromwhich they could scan the
entire | awn. Tucker knew that was a strong possibility, but he pretty much
rejected it anyway. Baglio would not be expecting themto return. There was no
reason for himto nount an extraordinary guard toni ght unl ess he had been
especially inpressed with the state-police helicopter during the day. That was
possi bl e, Tucker supposed, but not very likely. Baglio's sort did not I|ike
pol i cemen nuch, but they were not as paranoid about themas a | esser

crimnal —say, a common burglar or nug-ger—i ght have been. For Ross Bagli o,
there were always payoffs that could be made, influence that could be bought;
or, failing that, there were always top-notch |lawers, bail bonds and an
eventual dism ssal of the charges on one ground or another.“Probably inside
the house this early in the norning, this kind of weather,” Harris

whi spered. “OF course,” Tucker said."“As planned, then?”“As planned.”Harris went
first. He crouched so that he was only half his normal height, and he ran



toward a |ine of shrubbery that ringed the inside of the circular driveway and
pro-vided a well-conceal ed vantage point from which they could safely gauge
the presence of sentries at any of the front w ndows. For a nonent there was

t he sound of his receding footsteps, soft, wet hissing as he disturbed the
dewy grass. Then there was nothing at all. The fog swal -1 owed him
conpletely.“He'll be in place now,” Tucker whispered.“Right,” Shirillo
sai d. The boy ran now, naking even |l ess noise than Harris had, bent even | ower.
The heavy fog opened up and swal -l owed himtoo, in one gulp, |eaving Tucker
conpl etely al one. And al one, Tucker remenbered the nightmare nore vividly than
ever: the shadows and the light, the reaching hand. He felt an itch between
hi s shoul der bl ades, a dull cold ache of expectancy in the back of his neck.He
rose and, crouching, ran to join the others. They lay on their stomachs behi nd
the evenly trimred hedge on the inside of the driveway fifty yards fromthe
front doors of the mansion. Through breaks in the foliage they had a good
view. The fog was not thick enough to shroud the house altogether at such a
short distance, but it did dull the outlines of the roof and softened the
joints between slabs of siding so that the place appeared to be nade of a
single piece of expertly carved al abaster. Fromtheir position they could see
all the windows on the front of the house: four of them backed by dull yell ow
light, six of themperfectly dark on the first level; all ten wi ndows on the
second floor were dark.“Been watching,” Harris said.“And?”“l don't think
anyone's at the windows.”“That's unlikely.”*“Just the sane . . . Watch them and
see.”Five minutes later Shirillo said, “lI don't see anyone, either.”"Four

wi ndows are lighted,” Tucker said.Harris said, “I didn't say there wasn't
anyone inside there, awake. | just don't think there's anyone watching the

wi ndows. Probably that's because of the fog; they figure they wouldn't see
much of anything even if there was sonething to see.”In a few m nutes Tucker
was willing to agree that they were not being watched. If one of Baglio's nen
were standing at any of the front w ndows, on either floor, in a darkened
room he would nost certainly be visible as a |lighter gray blur against the
deeper bl ackness of the room behind him There was only half a noon, and the
light fromthat was considerably diluted by the fog; still, a man's face
positioned only inches fromthe glass ought to reflect enough light to stand
out plainly to any know edgeabl e observer. The |ighted w ndows, of course,
woul d have clearly reveal ed any posted guard; those wi ndows were enpty, the
roons beyond them apparently quiet and still.“Well?” Harris asked. Nerves. A
case of nerves. After all, he was twenty-five years in this business, with two
tours of a federal prison already behind him He was too old and had weat hered
too much to risk getting shot down by a Mafia gunman in the pursuit of

somet hing as qui xotic as tonight's goal; they would bury hi mabove the house,
in the woods, where his body woul d deconpose, the conmponent mnerals washing
down the slope to fertilize a hood's | andscaped estate. In the grave, the only
things that would survive the flesh were his bones—and the vinyl w ndbreaker
with its alligator insignia. So Harris had a case of nerves. O course,
every-one had nerves; that definition of his condition was inpre-cise. Still,
one day Tucker would be the same as Harris, tensed to the breaking point,

prom sing himself he would retire, taking that “one last job” over and over
again, until his case of nerves led to one final msjudgment.No. It would not
be that way for Tucker, because he woul d have his inheritance by then. His
father woul d be dead, his problens solved. It was, he thought, a sad way to
have to live: waiting for your father to croak. Tucker studied the house one
last tinme to nake sure he knew what he was doing. Al four of the ground-floor
wi ndows whi ch had |ight behind themwere to the left; the six dark w ndows on
that level were all on the right of the huge white doubl e doors. Tucker nodded
toward the un-lighted glass and said, “One of those.”“Not the doors?” Harris
asked. “Bound to be | ocked,” Tucker said. “Try for the next to the last w ndow.
The tel ephone wires feed in there, too.” The submachi ne gun held at hip | evel
in one hand, his finger on the trigger, clutching the silenced Liger in the
other hand, Harris got up and ran lightly, quickly, to a place along the front
wall to the left of the second window. No one cried out.“Go,” Tucker



said.Shirillo followed Harris w thout incident.Tucker brought up the rear

used a snmall set of shears that he carried in his w ndbreaker to cut the

tel ephone wires as planned. He had stopped directly before the wi ndow which he
was going to open, but he saw no use in shielding hinmself fromit. If anyone
was in the room be-yond, he was going to know about Tucker soon enough when he
cut the gl ass. Move ass. Tucker unbuckled his belt of tools and handed it to
Shirillo. He'd intended to break into the house hinself, because he trusted
his own ability to make the entrance in silence. Now, he belatedly realized
that Shirillo nust be good at this (why el se would he own a custom made set of
tool s?) and that the boy would get themin faster since the instrunments and

t he pouch were his and were nore famliar to himthan to Tucker. “Ever done

t hi s?” Tucker asked unnecessarily, in as low a voice as he could use and stil
be heard.“Often.” Tucker nodded, stepped back, took Shirillo's pistol and

wat ched himas he knelt before the dark glass.Pete Harris turned and faced the
| ongest length of the mansion, waiting for soneone to appear at the far end of
the promenade or to step out of the front doors. If they came through the
doors, they'd be near enough to be taken out with the pistol; if they cane
fromthe far end of the house, however, a pistol shot wouldn't be accurate,
and the Thonpson woul d come in handy. He held both weap-ons slack in his
hands, parallel with his legs, so that they would not unduly tire his arns but
so he could bring themup fast in an energency. There very well night be one,

t 0o. Tucker wi shed the place were less well lighted. Di-rectly above his head,
in the pronenade ceiling, a hundred-watt bulb burned inside a protective wire
cage. Tucker faced away fromHarris, in the opposite direc-tion, and thought it
m ght be a good idea to step to the corner of the house where he could comrand
a view of the side lawn as well as of the driveway. He took a single step in
that direction just before one of Baglio' s men appeared.He was tall and |ean
and broad across the shoul ders, not at all stupid-Iooking but stanped by the
same die as the gunnmen who had been riding in the back of the Cadillac when
Tucker and the others had forced it to stop on the mountain road only two days
ago. Perhaps he was one of them He was strolling along, distracted by his

t houghts, slouched into hinmself as if he had been folded at the nmid-dle. He
was | ooking at the ground in front of his feet. He didn't suspect a thing.
Abruptly, however, as if he had been warned by sonme extrasensory perception, a
sudden cl ai rvoyance, he snapped his head up, his eyes wi de, hand noving
beneath his jacket with the oiled sureness and the econony of novenent that
signified a trained professional.No, Tucker wanted to say. Don't nake ne.

Rel ax. You haven't got a chance, and you know it.The gunman had his pisto

hal f in the open when Tucker put a shot into him high in the chest, by the

ri ght shoul der. The gunman dropped his pistol.It clattered softly on the
concrete pronenade fl oor. The shot had pushed himhalf around, so that he

| eaned back agai nst the wall and, just now beginning to reach for his

shoul der, fell forward and lay still.



Despite the high risk associated with his profession, Tucker had only tw ce
been pressed into a position where he had no choice but to kill a man. Once,

it had been a crooked cop who tried to force his point with a handgun; the
sec-ond time it was a man who' d been working with Tucker on a job and who'd
decided there was really no sense in splitting the proceeds when one shot from
his mniature pearl-handled revolver would elimnate that economc

unpl easantry and make himtw ce as rich. The cop was fat and sl ow. The partner
with the pearl-handl ed revol ver was as affected in every habit as he was in
hi s choi ce of handguns. He didn't choose to shoot Tucker in the back, which
woul d have been the smartest nmove, but wanted instead to explain to Tucker, in
the course of a nelodramatic scene, in very theatrical terns what he intended
to do. He wanted to see Tucker's face as death approached, he said. He'd been
very surprised when Tucker took the revolver away fromhim and even nore
surprised when, during the brief struggle, he was shot.Both kills had been

cl ean and qui ck, on the surface; but both of themhad left an ugly residue

| ong after the bodies had been buried and begun to rot. For nonths after each
mur der Tucker was bot hered by hi deous nightmares in which the dead nen
appeared to himin a wide variety of guises, sonetinmes in funeral shrouds,
sonmetines cloaked in the rot of the grave, sonetines as part ani nmal —goat,

bull, horse, vulture, always with a human head-sone-tinmes as they | ooked when
they were alive, sonetinmes as children with the heads of adults, sonetines as
vol upt uous wonen with the heads of nen and as balls of |ight and cl ouds of
vapor and namel ess things that he was nonethe-less able to identify as the nen
he had killed. In the few nonths i mediately foll owi ng each kill, he woke
nearly every night, a scream caught in the back of his throat, his hands ful

of damp sheets.Elise was always there to confort himHe couldn't tell her what
had caused the dreams, and he would pretend that he didn't understand them or
some-times, that he didn't even remenber what they had been. She didn't believe
hi m He was sure of her disbelief, though she never showed it in her manner or
in her face and never probed with the traditional questions. She could not
know and could hardly suspect the real cause of them but she sinply didn't
care about that. Al she was interested in was hel ping himget over them Sone
ni ghts, when she cradl ed hi magai nst her breasts, he could take one of her
nipples in his nouth as a child nmght, and he would be, in tine, pacified in
the manner of a child. He wasn't ashanmed of this, only welconed it as a source
of relief, and he did not feel any less a man for having clung to her in this
manner. O ten, when the fear had subsided, his |lips would rove outward from
the ni pple, changing the formof confort she of fered, now offering her a
confort of his own.He wondered how ot her people who had killed handl ed the
aftermath, the residue of shanme and guilt, the deep sickness in the soul.How,
for instance, did Pete Harris handle it? He'd killed, by his own adm ssion

six men during the last twenty-five years, not w thout cause—and countl ess
others before that, during the war when he had carried the Thonpson and used
it indiscrimnately. Did Harris wake up at night pursued by denmons? Dead nen?
M notaurs and harpies with famliar human faces? If he did, how did he confort
hi nsel f, or who conforted hin? It was difficult to imagi ne that | unbering,
red-faced, bull-necked man in the arnms of soneone |ike Elise. Perhaps he never

had been consol ed and nursed out of his nightnares. Per-haps he still carried
themall inside him a pool of that dark, syrupy residue of death. That woul d
explain the bad nerves as well as anything.“l think his shoul der's broken,”

Shirillo said, |ooking up fromthe wounded gunman. “He's not dead?”"You didn't
mean himto be, did you?” the kid asked.“No,” Tucker said. “But a silenced

pi stol can kick off the mark, even if it's been well machined.”“He's

bl eeding,” Shirillo said. “But it's not arterial blood, and it won't Kil
him”“What now?” Harris asked. Tucker knelt and | ooked at the gunman's wound,
peel ed back his eyelids, felt for and found the rapid beat of his heart.
“He'Il cone to before long, but he'll be in shock. He won't be any threat if
we | eave himbehind.”“He could sound a warning,” Harris said.Shirillo said,
“He's not going to have the strength for that, even if he's thinking clearly
enough to try it.”“We could gag him”“And maybe kill himif the gag triggers



convul sions,” Tucker said. “No. We'll just take himinside with us and tuck
himin a closet and hope for the best.”Shirillo nodded, still cool, rmuch
cool er than Tucker woul d have expected himto be at a time like this, and he
went back to the wi ndow, finished applying the masking tape to the center
pane, cut a circle of glass, lifted that out of the way, reached in and
carefully felt around with his fingers. “Wres,” he said. “An alarm ”“Know t he
type?” Tucker whispered.“Maybe. Fl ashlight, please.”Tucker took that out of
hi s wi ndbreaker pocket and handed it over.Shirillo flicked the light on and
directed it through the hole he had cut in the wi ndow gl ass, angl ed the beam
left and right, grunted softly as if confirm ng sonething he al ready thought
to be true, flicked the light off and returned it to Tucker.“Well?”“] know
it.”“Built in?”“No. The wire | oops through two brass guide rings screwed into
t he base of the window Wien | lift the window, | stretch the wire and trip
the alarm—+f |'mstupid.”“You aren't stupid,” Harris said.“Thanks. | needed
your reassurance.” Tucker said, “How long to finish with it—+wo or three

m nut es?”“Less. ”“Go on, then.”Wrking nmore quickly than Tucker hinself would
have been able to, Shirillo taped and cut another pane in the bottomrow of

t he wi ndow segnents, lifted that out of the way and, using the special tools
in his pouch, reached inside and worked the guide rings free of the wood. That
done, the wire would lie in place on the sill no matter how high the w ndow

was lifted. Finished, he returned the tools to his pouch, belted that around
hi s wai st beneath his jacket. Reaching through the wi ndow with both hands, he
freed the latch and carefully slid the whole works up high enough for a man to
pass under it. The frame was a tight fit, and the w ndow remai ned open.*“You
first,” Tucker said.Shirillo hunched and went inside.“Help me with him”
Tucker said, indicating the wounded man who was still unconscious on the
promenade fl oor.He and Harris put their guns down and lifted the guard, worked
the man through the wi ndow and into the darkened room where Shirillo hel ped
settle himgently to the floor. They had to work nore carefully and take nore
time with the man than they would have if he'd been dead. But that was okay.
That was fine. At |least there wouldn't be any nightmares this way.“Now you,”
Tucker said.Harris handed his Thonpson through the open w ndow and went in
quickly after it, as if he would be unable to function if the weapon were out
of his hands and out of sight for nore than a brief noment. He had to tw st

hi nsel f around painfully to force his bulk through that narrow frane, but he
didn't protest, made no sound at all.Tucker picked up the circles of glass
that had been cut fromthe w ndow panes, peeled the tape off the wi ndow around
t he hol es and passed these through to Shirillo, then | ooked around to see if
they'd left any other trace of their work here. Bl ood. He studied the pattern of
t he bl ood on the pronenade floor where the wounded man had | ain. There was not
much of it, because the blood had come in a thick trickle rather than a spurt,
and the guard's cl othes had absorbed nost of it. Already, what little bl ood
there was had begun to darken and dry. Even if soneone passed this way—and
that seemed unlikely if this was the wounded man's patrol sector—he night not
properly interpret the stain. In any case, there was nothing to be done about
it.He | ooked around the fog-shrouded front | awn one last time, at the hoary
shrubbery, the mst that |aced the big trees, the grass made col orless by the
di m house lights. Nothing.He listened to the night.Sil ence. Except for the
wounded nman, no one el se had discov-ered them Now their chances were pretty
good. They would finish the job properly. He felt it, beyond intellect, beyond
reason. Success was theirs. Alnmpost. Unless Merle Bachman had tal ked, in which
case they were all blown.He followed Harris through the wi ndow and into the
house, closed the w ndow behi nd hinsel f.



“It's a library, friends,” Pete Harris said as Tucker let the flashlight play
across the big, confortable reading chairs, an outsized oak desk and hundreds
of shel ved books."“A cultured crook,” Shirillo said. Tucker noved cautiously
about the roomuntil he was sure that it was clear. He located a closet and
hel ped Shirillo nove the unconsci ous wounded guard into it.“No turning back
fromhere on out,” Harris said.“Too right,” Tucker said. Cautiously they opened
the main library door and filed into the dimy lighted first-floor corridor

cl osed the door after them Across the hall another door opened on steps that

| ed down into darkness.“Basenent,” Shirillo explained.“What's there?”"Sw mm ng
pool, sauna, gymasium ”“This the only entrance?”“Yeah. Nobody down there at
this hour anyway, not in the dark. It's safe enough.” Tucker stared down into

t he bl ackness, then shook his head. “Check it anyway,” he said.Shirillo didn't
argue. He took the flashlight and went down to the basenent, out of sight.The
silence in the house was oppressive, deep and still enough to touch and, in
their present state of mnd, subtly false, as if they were being witched every
nmonent and had been prepared for.Not three mnutes after Shirillo reached the
bottom of the cellar steps, Harris deserted his post fromwhich he had been
covering the corridor, went to the open cellar door and | ooked down into the

i nkiness. H s face was red, beaded with perspiration, and he was trenbling
slightly. He said, “Cone on, friend.”“Take it easy.”“Wiere is he?”*Gve hima
few nore minutes.”Harris turned back to the open corridor, obviously unhappy
with the waiting, both the nmachine gun and the pistol raised fromhis sides.
Tucker hoped no one woul d cone upon them accidentally, because Harris couldn't
be trusted to use the silenced pistol first. He'd open with the big Thonpson
out of habit, out of need, out of fear. He'd ruin any el ement of surprise.Two
mnutes later, as Shirillo had prom sed, he re-turned. “No one down there,” he
said.Harris snmiled and used the back of his pistol hand to w pe the
perspiration fromhis face. He wondered if he was sweating only because he was
scared, or because he was rapidly becom ng physically exhausted as well. God,
he felt old. He felt nuch older than he really was. This wouldn't be the | ast
job now, with the noney gone, but the next one would have to be."Let's
hustle,” Tucker said. He was afraid that if they remained still for much

| onger, he'd be unable to nmaintain the conposure he was known for. Al they
needed to | ouse up this operation was both he and Harris quaking in their
boots and only the green kid with any nerve left. Quickly they opened doors on
both sides of the cor-ridor and ascertained that all the rooms beyond were
de-serted. Past the front entrance to the house and the mmin staircase, past
the foyer with its eagle-print wallpaper, in the other ground-floor w ng where
the lighted rooms lay, they were alnost certain to find things nore difficult
than this.Harris watched the cl osed doors to the two |ighted roons, his Liger
and the machine gun raised into firing position. He was running with sweat and
breat hi ng harder and faster than either Tucker or Shirillo. Wile he stood
guard, the other two nmen opened each of the four doors at the back of the
house and examined the roons there: a small art room w ndow ess, the walls
tastefully hung with original oils; the ultranodern kitchen; a storage room
full of canned goods, racked w ne and whi skey still in card-board cases; a
full bathroom carpeted in white shag. No one was in any of these roons. They
closed the last two doors al nbst as one and turned to Harris, who | ooked as if
he were being pulled apart: neck strained so veins and arteries stood out |ike
thick strings, head thrust forward, shoulders drawn up tight toward his ears,
feet spread and |l egs tensed, |egs bent at the knees, arnms out from his sides
wi th white knuckl es bent around the weapons in each hand. Tucker notioned for
Shirillo to acconmpany himto the end door and directed Harris to take the
first. At a signal from Tucker, Shirillo and Harris stepped forward and opened
the doors on the lighted roons, throwing them w de without bangi ng them

agai nst wal |l s. Tucker saw Harris nmove quickly into the roomon the left as if
he had seen someone in there who woul d need settling down, but he did not wait
to see what happened. As the door of the end room began to swing slowy shut
again of its own nonmentum he preceded Shirillo into the room where he found
a pudgy, nustached, bal d-headed little man sitting up in a Hollywood-style



bed, a book open in his hands.“Who are you?” the pudgy man asked. Tucker

| evel ed the silenced Liger at the shiny forehead and said, “Shut up.”The
stranger shut up.He turned back to Shirillo and said, “lI can handle this one.
Go see if everything's all right with our friend.”Shirillo vani shed through

t he open doorway. Tucker pulled up a chair, facing the man on the Holly-wood
bed. “Wio are you?”“Who are you?” the stranger asked. The book he was readi ng
was a popul ar sociol ogical study of the crimnal nentality, and it had
recently reached the best-seller lists. Tucker supposed that was funny, though
he didn't | augh.“Wo are you?” he repeated, pushing the gun closer.The pudgy

man blinked. “Keesey. I'mthe cook.”“Sit still, Keesey, and don't try to sound
an alarm |f you open your mouth once when | don't tell you to, you'll never
open it again.”Keesey understood. He sat stiff, still, quiet, blinking at

Tucker until Shirillo and Harris entered the rooma couple of mnutes
later.“Well?" Tucker asked.“lt's all taken care of, ny friend,” Harris said.
“Next door's a big roomthat two of Baglio's nen share. One of themwas in
there drinking coffee when | opened the door. He | ooked like he'd just
swal | owed a frog when he saw nme.”"“And?”“l caught hi munder the chin with the
Thonpson's butt. | don't think |I broke his jaw, but he won't be up and around
for a while. Jimy tied himwith his own bed sheets, just to be sure.”“H s
room e?” Tucker asked.Harris said, “Mist be the one you got outside.” He
turned directly to Keesey. “Wat've we got here?” He was smiling wthout
hunor. It was clear to Tucker that Harris was noving closer to the edge, now
growi ng antagoni stic wthout reason."“The cook,” Tucker said.“Wat's he

say?” Tucker turned back to Keesey. “How many gunnmen does Baglio keep in the
house?” “None,” Keesey sai d. Tucker reached across the bed, gently lifted the
book out of the cook's hands, marked the man's place with a | eaf of the dust

j acket, put the book down, |eaned forward and sl ammed the barrel of the Liger
al ongsi de the pudgy man's head. Just in tinme Keesey renmenbered not to yelp. He
slid down in the bed and rubbed at his bruised skull, draw ng deep and
trenbling breaths.“How many gunmen does Baglio keep in the house?” Tucker
repeat ed. The cook said, “Just two.”“The two in the roomnext to this
one?”“Yes.”“They nount the night watch?”“Yes.” Tucker said, “No day shift?”The
cook rubbed his bald head, |ooked at his hand as if he expected to find it
covered with fresh bl ood, said, “W don't need a day guard nost of the tine.
M. Baglio has those only on Mondays and Tuesdays every ot her week.”“What do
you think?” Shirillo asked. He was | eani ng against the wall by the foot of the
bed, and he | ooked twice as thin and as ineffectual as ever. Tucker shrugged.
“I'f he's lying, | can't tell.”] wouldn't lie!” the cook said, raising a hand
to touch-his tender scal p. Tucker said, “Wo's upstairs right now?” The cook

st opped rubbing his head and said, “M. Baglio, Henry Deffer, Louise and
Martin Hal verson—and M ss Loraine.”“Deffer is the chauffeur?”“Yes.”"Wo are

t he Hal versons?”“Mai d and handyman. ”“How ol d?”“Fifties?” the cook asked,
guestioni ng hinmsel f. He nodded, grabbed his neck as the pain forced himto
stop nodding, said, “Yes, in their fifties somewhere.”“He pack a

gun?”“Hal verson?” the cook asked, incredul ous.“Yes, Halverson.”"Of course
not!” The cook chuckled. “Did you ever see Hal verson?”“No.”“Well, then—="Wo
is this Mss Loraine?” Tucker asked. The cook actually blushed and, for a
nmonent, forgot about his wounds. The blush carried over fromhis face and

stained the top of his gleamng skull. He said, “She is a very nice young
| ady, a very pleasant girl. She's M. Baglio' s—dh, his—ell, his |lady.”"They
sl eep together?”“Yes.”"ls she a big blonde, well built, tall?” Tucker asked,

renenbering the girl who had clinbed out of the denol-ished Cadillac. The cook
continued to blush and | ooked at the other two nen as if they might tell him
he didn't have to answer that. He | ooked as if he had never heard nuch about
sex and had certainly never tried it hinmself. Neither Harris nor Shirillo, of
course, told himhe was free not to answer. Reluctantly he said, “That's
her.” Tucker smiled. “Now, if you'd tell ne the location of each of their
roonms, |'d appreciate it immensely.”Keesey said, “What are you going to do
with then?”“That's not your concern.”“It is. | mght find nmyself without a
job.” He put one hand on his stomach, as if to illustrate the deprivations he



m ght have to face if he were out of his job. “WIIl you kill M.

Bagl i 0?” Tucker said, “No. Not unless he forces us into it.”Keesey | ooked at
them again, one at a tinme, reached sonme sort of judgnent about them nodded
and, briefly, explained the |ayout of the roons on the second floor. Deffer
and Hal verson and Hal verson's wife were all di-rectly overhead, while Baglio
and his woman were all alone in the |argest wing of the house, on the far side
of the main staircase.“Now, what about the man who was hurt in the weck?”

Tucker said, still smling, not smling inwardly, the Liger ready for another
slash at Keesey's head. This time he would use the side of the barrel with the
sight on it and tear a little of the cook's skin.“l don't know anything about

him” Keesey said."“Sure you do.”“No.”"You cooked for hinP”Keesey shook his
head back and forth. “He's only been allowed to take liquids.”“He's
upstairs?”“No.”“You just inplied he was when you nmentioned his restricted
diet.”“They noved himthis norning,” the cook said.“Alive?” Keesey squirned and

| ooked as if he had been insulted. “Wll, of course,” he said. “Aive, of
course.”“Where did they take hin?”More rubbing of his head. Scratching of his
must ache. “1 don't know anything about that.”"You didn't ask?”“l never ask M.

Bagl i o anyt hi ng. ” Tucker nodded, watched the pudgy man for a nmonent, sighed and
nmotioned to Shirillo. “Tie and gag him”"Shirillo conpleted the job in | ess
than five mnutes and joined Harris and Tucker where they waited in the
cor-ridor. He said, “Do we still go upstairs?”“Way not?”“lf Bachman isn't
there—2“He's there. I'msure he is,” Tucker said. “That little sonofabitch
Keesey was lying.”Shirillo said, “You sure?”Tucker's smle was broad, visible
even in that dimlight. “Don't you think Keesey's capable of trying to
ms-lead us?"“Truthfully, no.”“Why? Because he's fat and he bl ushes easily?”
Tucker shook his head, |ooked Shirillo up and down. “In that case, |'d say
you're too thin and too young to be worth a danm on a job like this. But here
you are, and you're holding up your end well enough.”“Ckay,” Shirillo said.
“Then Bachman's upstairs. That's a good sign, isn't it? It must mean he hasn't
tal ked yet.”“Maybe. "Harris said, “Friends, we're wasting time.”“Too right,”
Tucker said. “Let's go up and say hello to M. Baglio.”



They clinbed to the second floor by way of the back stairs and came out in
the wing where Deffer and the Hal versons had their quarters. Tucker |istened
to the stilled corridor, squinted at the deep shadows that lay the |Iength of
it, then motioned for Harris and Shirillo to take the door on the |eft, where,
according to Keesey, the maid and the handyman woul d be sl eeping, while he
went to the first door on the right and | eaned against it, listening. He
couldn't hear even the slightest sound behind it. If Henry Deffer had been
alerted by their nuffled voices in Keesey's roomjust bel ow his own, he was
playing it very cool indeed. Tucker slowy tw sted the knob as far around as
it would go and eased the bedroom door inward. As if that were a signal

Harris and Shirillo went into the Hal versons' room across the hall, flicked on
the Iight there and, briefly, backlighted Tucker until he could |locate the
switch just inside the door of Deffer's roomln the sudden burst of bright
light the old man sat up as if he'd been given a jolt of electricity, slid
quickly to the edge of the bed, janmed his white feet into a tattered pair of
slippers and started to stand up.“Sit down,” Tucker said.Deffer |ooked |ike a
pl ucked turkey, his scrawny neck bright red, the stubble of his beard Iike the
pi nfeat hers that the plucker had m ssed. He scow ed at Tucker and snacked his
lips as if he were considering pecking out his adversary's eyes.“Sit down and
be quiet,” Tucker said again.Deffer |ooked Iongingly at the top dresser drawer
only three steps away. He raised his arns like wings, let themdrop to his

si des when he realized he couldn't fly, caught hinself staring, |ooked away
fromthe dresser and back at Tucker again. “Punk,” he said. He evidently I|iked
the sound of it. He winkled up his gray face and said it again: “Punk!”
Satisfied that he hadn't been conpletely cowed, he sat down on the bed as
directed. Tucker went to the dresser and pulled open the top drawer, lifted out
a Marley .38 that lay on top of two piles of neatly fol ded underwear. It was a
beautiful gun, well cared for, and it was also fully | oaded.“That's nmine!l” the
chauf f eur snapped. Tucker turned to face himand raised the barrel of the Liger
to his lips, like a long finger, to signal the need for silence. In a thin

whi sper he said, “Be quiet, or I'll have to kill you with it.”Deffer tried not
to | ook upset. Tucker unl oaded the Marley, adnmiring the craftsman-ship and
desi gn even now when the situation would seemto rule out consideration of
anything but the job. He put the enpty gun and the bullets in the unused
pocket of his w ndbreaker, zipped the pocket shut.”You don't got a
chance—punk,” Deffer said.Smling fal sely, Tucker stepped up to the chauffeur
and put the cold end of the silenced barrel against Deffer's forehead. He
said, “l asked you to whisper.”Deffer scowed. H's teeth were in a gl ass of
water on the night stand, smling at Tucker like a fragment of the Cheshire
cat. Wthout his dentures he | ooked ol der than before. “Wat do you want?” he
asked in a whisper.“VWy don't you relax, just stretch out there on the bed,”
Tucker directed.” 'Cause | don't feel like it,” the turkey said, fluffing his
Wi ngs again, smacking his lips.“That wasn't a question,” Tucker said wearily,
motion-ing with the barrel of the Liuger.Deffer stretched out on his

back. Tucker got a chair and dragged it to the bed, sat down. He felt |ess
nervous sitting down, because he couldn't feel the weakness in his legs that

way. He said, “lI'mgoing to ask questions, and you're going to provide
answers. If you lie to ne, I'll make sure you don't get a chance to coll ect
your pension fromthe organization.”Deffer said nothing at all. He sinmply

gl ared at Tucker with mal evolent red-rinmred eyes, lying as stiff and straight
as if he were on a plank bed. Tucker said, “Wuere's Baglio keeping the man who
wr ecked the Chevrol et Tuesday norning?”Deffer's eyes brightened. Clearly he
had not connected this affair with the events of Tuesday norning. That was al
Tucker had to see to understand why Baglio, a nuch younger man, was in the
driver's seat figuratively, while Deffer was there literally. The chauffeur
cleared his throat and snmiled broadly. He said, “You can't get away with this.
You punks. Nice bunch of punks. There's guards all over this place.”“You're
lying,” Tucker said.“See if | am”"1've already tal ked to Keesey. Two guards.
One gagged and tied downstairs, the other knocked out by a bullet
wound. " “Dead?” the turkey asked, his grin fading.“Not yet.” Tucker asked about



Bachman agai n. “They noved him” Deffer said.He had lost all expression in his
wi zened, gray face. He only | ooked old and tired now But that wasn't genuine;
it was a poker face, and there was no way to tell what all it conceal ed.

Def fer m ght not be exceptionally bright, but he had a Iot of guts for an old
man and a canni ness that was not going to be easy to break down.“Killed hinP”
Tucker asked.Deffer |ooked at the silenced Liger with nore respect than he had
shown to this point, though that m ght be as much pretense as was his
expression of weariness. He said, “No.”""“Were'd they take hi n?”"Don't
know.”“Bul | shit. You're the chauffeur.”“They didn't nove hi m by
car.”“How?”“ Anmbul ance. "“That's a lie. The last thing that Baglio wants is a
pub-lic record of that man's injuries. The police come nosing around a

hospital, our man mght find it to his advantage to spill the beans about
Tuesday's caper. Baglio doesn't want anyone to know about those biweekly
shi pnments of cash.”“lt was a private anbul ance,” the turkey squawked. He

| ooked, just alittle, as if he were beginning to be afraid, a patently

manuf actured fear.“Wat's that got to do with anything?”"“They didn't
necessarily take himto a hospital.”“Were, then?”“l don't know. ”“The whol e
story's a lie,” Harris said. He had entered the roomw t hout Tucker hearing
him and he stood beside Tucker's chair, the nachine gun pointed directly at
Deffer.Deffer swall owed hard. Maybe he really did respect something as heavy
as the Thonpson. It was inmpossible to be certain.”“You questioned the

Hal ver sons?” Tucker asked.“Not yet.” Harris jabbed the gun toward Deffer

“But, friend, this old crock would lie to God and the angels. A whole life

wor ki ng for the organi zation, for Baglio? He'd have | ong ago forgot what truth
is.”1 think you're right,” Tucker said. “Qur man's still in the house—er
dead.”“l want to talk to you about that possibility,” Harris said. He was
still red-faced, still sweating.“In a mnute,” Tucker said. “First, | have to
make Grandpa secure.”“Takes much less than a minute,” Harris said. He stepped
forward, shifting his grip on the Thonpson, and slamed the heavy netal hip
rest of the gun into the underside of Deffer's chin. The old man gagged,

fl opped once and lay still. A light foamof blood frosted his win-kled lips,
and a spreading bruise the color of grape juice seeped out fromhis chin, sent
stains down his thin neck.“That wasn't necessary,” Tucker said.“He didn't have
any teeth to lose, friend,” Harris said. He was using the “friend” much too

often, further on the edge than he had ever been before.“l was going to tie
and gag him”"Harris | ooked at the old man, prodded himw th the barrel of the
machi ne gun and said, “He's only uncon-scious. He'll stay conpletely out of

the way and this saved us tine.” Tucker got out of his chair and felt the

qui veri ng weakness behind his knees again. “You said you wanted to tal k.”"“I
do,” Harris said. He crossed to the wi ndow, |ooked out, turned, sidestepped
and | eaned against the wall. Still in a whisper, he said, “Wat if Bachman

tal ked? What if they killed hinP”"Then we get out of here and go to ground for
a while, until they've given up on us.”Harris shook his head violently. “No.

can't afford that. |1've got nothing to show for this job, and | needed the
cash. | have another idea altogether.” Tucker knew what it was, but he asked
anyway. “1f they got it out of Bachman, got anything at all out of him we'll
have to kill Baglio, naybe Deffer—aybe the guard downstairs.”“Wat about the

girl, Mss Loraine?"Harris | ooked genui nely perplexed. “Wat about
her?"“Baglio's sleeping with her,” Tucker explained pa-tiently. “He's a
fifty-year-old man, and she isn't half that. She's one hell of a |ooker, the
ki nd of chick who sonmeti nes engenders gratitude in a man that old. It's
possi bl e that he could think of her as nore than just another |ay—that he

m ght be telling her nore about his affairs than he should. O her nmen have
been known to make fools of thenselves in the sane manner.” Harris thought
about it a nmoment, his deep-set eyes sinking even deeper. He said, “I don't
like it—but we kill her too if we have to.”“The Hal versons?”“They woul dn't
know anyt hing,” Harris said confi-dently. “A man |ike Baglio wouldn't be

bl abbi ng his busi-ness to the maid and butl er.”*“Handynan. " *“Wat ever.” Tucker
shook his head sadly and went to the bed, took Deffer's pul se and checked his
breat hing. He began to tear the pillowase apart to make strips of binding. He



said, “Pete, you're in a bad way. | recommend retirenent as soon as
possi bl e.”“You do, huh?”Tucker nodded, not bothering to | ook at him hoping to
avoid a show of tenper that way. He began to tie Deffer's ankles together. “If
you kill Baglio and the others, this becomes a police affair. This greasepaint
doesn't make us invisible. It would have been enough to thwart any search that
Baglio might be able to nount; but the police, when they get the descriptions
fromthe Hal versons and from Keesey, are going to be able to match those to
your photograph where it appears in about a mllion'" nug books. That's a small
chance of discovery, admttedly, but |arge enough to worry about. You want to
kill everyone in the house, then, even the maid and the handyman?”Harris
softly cleared his throat and stood away fromthe wall, though he coul dn't

thi nk of anything to say. He had nade a fool of hinmself in front of Tucker. He
couldn't afford that. Tucker flopped Deffer onto his stonmach, got his hands
behind himand tied themin place, rolled himonto his back again. Even if the
old man's throat permtted himto speak in nore than a whi sper when he

regai ned consci ous-ness, there did not seemto be any need to gag him By the
time he came to, everyone in the house woul d al ready know t he place had been
breached.“Still . . .” Harris said at last, trying to break the silence."“Even
if you kill everyone in the house,” Tucker inter-rupted, “how do you know
Bagli o hasn't conmmuni cated what Bachman told himto others, maybe to that
dandi fi ed accountant, Chaka? If he did, all your killing's for nothing.”"A
flaw in your reasoning,” Harris said. “This is al-ready a police affair. The
guard you shot nakes it that.”“Bullshit, and you know it,” Tucker said.
“Baglio will get his own doctor to fix his boy up.”Harris knew that, but he
still wouldn't let go of it. “I can't afford to go to ground for a year
danmit.”Because he had to get Harris off the subject, Tucker said, “Mybe by
the tine we | eave here you'll have a bank-roll to last you for a year or even
| onger.”“How?” “Wai t,” Tucker said, because he had no real answer.They |left
Deffer's room turning off the lights and clos-ing the door behind them Ji my
Shirillo was waiting with the Hal versons. He was standing just inside their
door, while they were sitting up against the brass headboard of their bed,
bound and gagged, their hands tied to the brass bars behind them She was thin
and somewhat pretty, though with the saggi ng | ook about the eyes that

i ndi cated a woman weari ed and al nost beaten by life. Her husband, a tall

thin, sallowfaced man with bushy eyebrows and ears that | ooked as if they had
been grafted froma hound, had been weat hered even worse by the years, servile
and eager to please. And terrified."“Questions?” Shirillo asked. Tucker | ooked
at the Hal versons again and saw exactly what Keesey had meant. “No questi ons.
If they even know what Baglio is, |'d be amazed. | have a feeling our nman
coul d have been kept in this house for the last nonth wthout these two ever
being aware of it,”Shirillo nodded. “They were so obliging, | thought they
were going to tie each other up.”“Let's check out the rest of the roonms on
this side,” Tucker said. “Just to be safe.”In the last two roons in that
smal l er of the mansion's two wi ngs, they found proof that both Keesey and
Deffer had lied to them two used bedroonms with full closets. A cursory

exam nati on of each was enough to convince Tucker that two nore gunmen were up
and about and currently unaccounted for.“l wouldn't have guessed the cook
would lie to us,” Harris said. He had pocketed his Liger and was using his
free hand to caress the sleek lines of the machine gun.“He did, though,”

Tucker said. “And when Deffer nentioned nore than two guards, | thought he was
lying.”“But where are they?” Harris asked. Anxiously he turned to face the
unlighted stairwell, the long armof the corridor, then the short one.Shirillo

said, “They have to be outside yet.” He wasn't ruffled at all. He had
surprised hinself, and Tucker, with the degree of his adaptability. If Harris
became unreliable, Tucker would still be able to count on Shirillo."“They nust
have seen us,” Harris insisted. H s voice was coarse, unsteady. “The way we've
been turning the lights off and on in this place, anyone outside woul d="“W
haven't, really,” Shirillo said. “W've nostly used the flashlight, and the
draperies would bl ock that rmuch froma nman outside. The only places we used
ceiling lights were the art room storage room and the Hal versons' bed-room



The first two don't have any wi ndows, and the third al one woul dn't necessarily
arouse suspicion. | think the guards must be behind the house; that's why |I'm
elimnat-ing what lights we turned on in the front roons.”God. C ean

reasoned thought. Tucker knew, if they got out of here, he'd use Shirillo
agai n, on another job. To Harris, whom he knew he woul d never use again, he

said, “lI agree with Jinmry.”“Well, friends, even if this is true, it doesn't
change anything. Even if those two | oose guards don't know we're in the house,
they're still down there, below us. Any time now they m ght go off duty or

step inside for a cup of coffee, and when they do it's over.” The last couple
of words came out of his throat |ike juice squeezed through a fine-web
strainer.“On the other hand,” Tucker said, “we night get finished before they

know anything at all.”“Unlikely,” Harris said. He revised that opinion
“I m possi bl e. ” Tucker said, “Just the sane, our best chance is to be quick, to
get this done and call in the copter. Let's go see M. Baglio.”They turned off

the lights in the Hal versons' room and cl osed the door, went quickly to the
main stairs, where Tucker stopped and turned to Harris. “Stay here with the
Thonpson. You're in a good position to guard the stairs—even the back stairs
i f anyone enters the corridor fromthose.”“G ve ne a wal ki e-tal ki e?”"“You won't
need one,” Tucker said. “Not if there's trouble. We'll hear the Thonpson
chatter no matter where we are.”“Ckay,” Harris said.He stepped back into the
shadows. For such a big man he was able to conceal hinself well, was all but

i nvisible. Quckly, then, Tucker and Shirillo split up and ex-plored all of the
remai ni ng roons except the one in which —according to Keesey—Baglio and M ss
Lorai ne were sleeping. Finding nothing worthwhile in any of those
rooms—ertainly not a sign of Merle Bachman—they nmet before the | ast door
tried the knob, twisted it, pushed the door inward and flicked on the beam of
the flashlight.



For a |l ong nonent Tucker thought that the bedroom was uni nhabited and t hat
Keesey had been lying to them again, for everything there remained in

sepul chral silence. Then the mound of junbl ed bedcl othes, cut across with an
intri-cate | acework of shadows, convul sed and was flung out-ward fromthe huge
bed as the wonan reacted to the light, rolled, bounced onto her feet, her face
taut, not unlike a groggy fighter conming out of a deliriumw th the sudden
realization that he's on the verge of unconsci ousness and may | ose the

mat ch. “What the hell's this?” she asked. She was wearing a floor-length flanne
ni ght gown, runpled and worn and obviously confortable. It was a sign that her
relationship with Baglio was nore than a tenporary one. If she'd nerely been a
bed partner, she'd have slept nude or in a frilly bikini outfit calculated to
make a man |ike Baglio keep her around awhile |onger. The flannel ni ghtgown
was a synbol of her independence and her security within the Baglio househol d.
She didn't need to advertise her sexuality. She was confident that Baglio was
al ways aware of it and that something nore than that was what made her
interesting to him Her hands were out at her sides, as if she were trying to
gauge her position and the chance she had of running past them “No chance at

all,” Tucker said.Shirillo said, “Watch Baglio!”The strongnan had gotten out
of bed on the far side and was reaching into the top drawer of the night
stand. As he came up with a small, heavy pistol, Tucker placed a shot in the

general direction of his hand. He didn't care if he ruined Baglio's golf grip
for Iife; but as it happened, he didn't hit flesh. The silenced shot snapped
of f the pistol case. Baglio cried out and dropped the gun. The woman was stil
unconvi nced and took a couple of steps toward the door. When Tucker put two
nore bullets in the floor a foot in front of her, she stopped cold, having
nore fully assessed the situation, and she satisfied herself with glaring at
him Even in the yell ow fl annel she was a spectacularly |ovely wonan, and she
rem nded himof Elise Ransey. The resenbl ance wasn't really one of | ooks or
nmeasurenents; but Mss Loraine had Elise's way of standing, her attitude of
self-control, an air of confidence and conpetence that was undeni ably
attractive. It was this about her which had tenporarily mesmerized himso that
he hadn't noticed Baglio going for the gun.On the other side of the bed,
Baglio, dressed in only a pair of blue shorts, was rubbing his nunbed hand. He
said, “You could have hit me, you idiot.” He sounded |ike a schoolteacher

repri mandi ng a thoughtl ess and irresponsi-ble child.“No chance,” Tucker said.
“I"man excellent shot.” He did not know if Baglio would believe that anyone
could have planned to hit the gun in that dark room wth that nuch space
between them wth a silenced pistol, but he didn't think it would hurt to
puff hinmself. “Don't get the idea |I'm shy about putting one through your hand
if you reach for anything else.”“l don't know what you're after,” Baglio said,
unaf -fected by Tucker's bravura. “But you' ve nade a m stake breaking into ny
house. Have you any idea who | an®?” A real schoolteacher.“The fanpbus Rossario
Baglio,” Tucker said. “Now, cone along with us.”Baglio was responding to the
situation with adm rable aplonmb, not at all frightened by the hooded,

greasepai nted specters carrying silenced pistols and not the least hunili-ated
at being caught in his shorts. He'd already figured out who they were, in a
general sense, and knew the threat they posed wasn't nortal. And he had | ess
to be ashamed of about his body than nost nmen fifteen years his junior: from
his wi de shoulders to his | oose-skinned but relatively flat stomach he was in
good shape; evidently he made use of the sw nmm ng pool, sauna and gymasi umin
t he baserment. Too, the Loraine wonman woul d give hima strong notivation for
staying fit. It was also the woman, Tucker deci ded, who hel ped Baglio neet the
situation with so nuch cool: a nan hated to be nade a fool of in front of a
worman he' d been beddi ng. Baglio said, “Cone along with you—where?”"“Across the
hall.”“As soon as | dress,” Baglio said, starting for the closet. He carried
hinsel f well, his back straight, head high. If he had had time to drag a conb
t hrough his silvery hair, he would al nost have been presentabl e enough for a
stint on nationw de tel evision—perhaps as a Presidential candi-date.“No tine
for that,” Tucker said.ln the study across the hall, Shirillo pulled out two
sturdy straight-backed chairs and placed them side by side in the niddle of



the room indicated themw th the barrel of his Liuger and stood out of the way
as the couple sat down.“You still haven't expl ained yourselves,” Baglio said.
He continued to be the schoolteacher: lips tight, eyes grim nostrils flared a
bit in indignation. He was going to give themdetention mnutes if they didn't
shape up damm soon.“We're | ooking for a friend,” Tucker said.“l don't
understand.”M ss Lorai ne |aughed slightly, though Tucker couldn't tell whether
the laugh was directed at himor Baglio. O at herself.“He was in the car
Tuesday norning,” Tucker said. “The driver.”M ss Loraine | ooked up and smil ed,
not nastily, not as a friend either but as if in renenbered pleasure of that
collision, as if the excitenment still lingered and still touched all the right
pl easure centers in the brain.“I"msorry you cane this far for so little,”
Baglio said.“Ch?"“Yes. The driver's dead.” Tucker smiled. “Of old age?"Baglio
said, “He was banged up pretty badly.” H's voice had a note, alnost, of
indifference. “He died yester-day.”“The body?”“Buried.”“Were?”“l"'ve a whol e
graveyard here,” Baglio said. His diction was excellent. Either he had gone to
t he best schools as a boy or he had hired private tutors in his middle age.
The last was far nore likely than the first. He seened to take pride in his
word choices, his conscious wit, his clear pronunciation, rmuch in the same way
a college boy might. “The pine trees are the markers, suitably engraved.” He

| ooked at the woman and grinned winningly, elicited a chuckle from her. Though
he forced hinmself to react enotionally, Tuck-er's next nove was gui ded solely
by intellect. It was clear that neither Baglio nor the woman expected any harm
to come to them and that neither of them would nake a good subject for
interrogation so long as he was comforted by this assunption. Gunting, then
Tucker | eaned in and raked the barrel of the Liger across Baglio's face, using
the sight point, gouging himfromtenple to chin. Blood popped up in a bright
line.“lIt"'s tine to stop playing ganes to inpress the lady,” Tucker said. “It's
time to come to grips with your decidedly di sadvantageous position.” He
wondered if Baglio under-stood, by his choice of words and tone, that Tucker
was m nmi cking himBaglio touched his bleeding face, stared at his car-nined
fingers in disbelief. Along mnute |ater he | ooked at Tucker, the hunmor in
his face met anorphosed into hatred. “You've just bought yourself one of those
pi ne- marked graves,” he said. H s voice had not deteriorated. School -naster
nmeting out punishnment to the bad boy. Di stasteful as he found this, Tucker
swung the Luger again and scored a red ribbon on Baglio's undamaged cheek. The
strongnman started out of his chair, head |lowered like a bull ready to ram

yel ped and crunpl ed backward as Shirillo delivered another brutal blow from
behind with his own pistol on Baglio's right shoulder. He clutched at the

brui sed and spasni ng nuscl es, hunched forward as if he m ght be sick

Gradual |y he'd begun to | ook his age. The girl |ooked ol der too.She |icked her
lips and shifted her gaze around the roomas if she thought she'd see

somet hing that woul d unexpectedly turn the tables. That fantasy |asted a brief
nonent, because she realized, as she nust have done often before, that her
best weapon was hersel f—-her body and her wits. She | ooked up, aware of
Tucker's eyes on her, and w t hout being obvious about it she shifted inside
her tentish yellow gown to mold it at strategic points to her. An offering.

But poi soned.He smled at her, for he had the vague idea that he mi ght need
her cooperation later, then turned back to Baglio. “W were tal king about a
friend of mne.”"Go to hell,” Baglio said.Shirillo, unbidden, stepped forward
and, judging the position of Baglio' s kidneys through the slatted back of the
chair, jamed the barrel of his Luger hard into the man's |eft side.
Odinarily this sort of tactic was beyond him Now, he kept thinking of his
father. And his brother. The shoe shop. Hs brother's linp.Baglio grunted,
sucked breath, reared up, then crumpled under Shirillo's second, sw ft chop
to his shoulder. He fell off the chair, to the floor.“M friend?” Tucker

asked. Bagli o got his hands under hinself and, feigning nore weakness than he
felt, started up, shifted toward Tucker's feet. That was a stupid nmove for a
man in his situation, the first indication that he'd been frightened and that
he was acting on a gut |evel. Tucker back-stepped and ki cked hi m al ongsi de the
head. Wien he went down this time he stayed down, unconscious.“Cet a gl ass of



wat er,” Tucker told Shirillo.The kid went after it.Mss Loraine smled at
Tucker. He smi |l ed back. Neither spoke.Shirillo returned with the water, but
before he could throw it in Baglio' s face Tucker said, “No vendetta, kid. W
can't afford it.” He had renmenbered Shirillo's nono-logue when they'd first
nmet several weeks ago, renenbered the worn-out father and the brother who'd

been badly beaten.”“1'mfinished,” Shirillo said. “I thought at first | wanted
to kill him But |'ve decided | don't want to pay himback in his own coin; |
don't want to be like he is.”“CGood,” Tucker said. “Think he'll recognize

you?”“No. He saw me once for five mnutes, a year and a half ago.”“Wke him
then.”Shirillo tossed the water into the bruised and bl oody face, went around
behind the two chairs again.Baglio blinked, |ooked up.“W were talking about
my friend,” Tucker said.Baglio's |lips were swollen, but that could not account
for the change in his voice. Behind the slurred words there was a different
tone, no nore haughtiness, the tone of a man suddenly brought down from a high
pl ace and nade to see his own nortality. “I told you, he's dead.”“Why does
your cook tell a different story?”“l wouldn't know "“And Deffer?”Baglio | ooked
up. The hate was still in his eyes, though it had been veiled now, as if he
knew it woul d be dangerous to show any sort of resolve. “Wat did they
say?”“An anmbul ance canme and took himaway.”“It did. To a grave in the

woods. "“Bul I shit.”“Again on the shoul der?” Shirillo asked from behind Bagli o.
“Or anot her kidney punch?”“Wait,” Tucker said, smling. He apol ogi zed

pl eas-antly to Baglio for his partner's overeager attitude. He said, “lI'msure
our friend' s in this house. O herw se every-one's story would match.

O herwi se—a |l ot of things. Now, where is he?”“No,” Baglio said. Tucker nodded,
| ooked at Shirillo. “Tie himto the chair, then go keep our friend conpany at
the stairwell. You could cover the back stairs while he watches the nain

ones. "“Expecting trouble?” Shirillo asked.“lt's going to take |longer than

t hought,” Tucker said. “And M. Baglio may be scream ng | oud enough to attract
hi s boys outside before I'"'mdone with him”Shirillo nodded, used a letter
opener to cut down the cords of the draw drapes and expertly | ashed Baglio to
t he straight-backed chair. The ol der man offered no resistance.“Wat about
her?” Shirillo asked.“l can handle her.”“Sure?"“Positive.”Shirillo left to
join Harris at the stairs. Tucker | ooked at his watch: 5:10 in the norning.
Shortly the dawn would come. Wuld the two men sta-tioned outside the house

| eave their posts when the sun had fully risen?Tucker shook off the thought
and directed the woman to nove her chair away from Baglio, which she did,
putting it down so that it faced himfromthe side. Wien she was seated again,
like a spectator at a sporting event, Tucker stood behind her, watching
Baglio, tracing his fingertips along her warm neck. Bagli o | aughed out | oud,
even though that nust have hurt his face."Sonething funny?” Tucker asked. He

| et his hand becone nore sure, lying full against her throat, feeling her

pul se. He hated hinself for trying to get to Baglio through whatever

rel ati onship he enjoyed with the woman. He kept thinking howit would be if
things were reversed, if he were in the chair and Bagli o were caressing
Elise.“That won't work,” Baglio said. Tucker nmoved his hand, traced the edge of
her jawline, tenderly tilted her head up. She responded to his touch, or he

i magi ned that she did.Baglio said, “l've always got a different woman around.
Wrnen are nothing to nme, nothing at all. 1've got nothing special with her. |
wasn't the first with her, and I know |I'm hot going to be the last, so go
ahead, be ny guest.” Al that talking nmade a tiny stream of thick bl ood run
fromthe corner of his mouth, down his blackening chin. He made no attenpt to
lick it away, perhaps because his tongue was cut and swol | en—er perhaps
because he didn't notice it, his entire attention riveted on Tucker's
proprietary hand.“l think you' re lying,” Tucker said."Think what you want.”"It
would get to a man like you if a stranger wal ked into his house and nmade him
wat ch, powerl ess, while—=“Powerless” was the word that did it. Baglio flared
up again, inwardly, hatred rising in his eyes and burning brightly a noment
before he veiled it again. “See if | care.”Tucker turned her face toward him
tilted it higher, |ooked into her green-blue eyes. “If | were to pistol-whip
her?” he asked Baglio. “Put a couple of scars on her face —say, fromthe



hairline straight down to the chin-break a few of those perfect teeth?” If
El i se coul d hear himnow, what woul d she say? It woul dn't be good.But Baglio

| aughed again, nmore genuinely this tine, or with his act nore under
control . The girl stiffened, |ooked worriedly up at Tucker, shifted her eyes

si deways, straining to see Baglio. She hadn't expected this. And in her eyes
was a hatred nore intense than Baglio's, not for Tucker but for her |over. Her
former |over. She'd been nade aware, in one brutal instant, that though there
m ght be nore between themthan just sex, the old man found her expendabl e.

Wat ch-ing her now, as her face set into grimlines, Tucker knew she woul d
performa vendetta far better than any Sicilian ever coul d. Now t hat her

ci rcumst ances were cl ear, she adjusted quickly, recovered her composure; and
deci ded what she nust do. Earlier, Tucker had inagined that she reacted
favorably to his caress, but now the reaction was real and not inmagi ned at

all. H's hand slid down her throat until it lay just above her heavy breasts;
and she sat up straighter, leaning into his hand, trying to accommodate him
tenpt-ing.Baglio noticed. She smled at Tucker, turned to Baglio and sniled at
hi mtoo, though differently. Somet hing was buil di ng here, maybe something quite
useful, though Tucker didn't see howit could help himjust yet.H s watch read
5:20. Time was passing too swiftly. Wat next? How could Baglio be broken? O
how coul d the woman be persuaded to tell himwhat he wanted to know? She was
on the verge of that, he knew, and she needed only the slightest push to ..

H s concentration was broken by the bark of an unsilenced revol ver shot
echoing in the confines of the second-floor corridor. That single explosion
was answered by the furious chatter of Pete Harris's Thonpson submachi ne gun
A man screaned, but not for long, his voice fading out into an unintelligible
gasp of meaningl ess words, and that into silence. Pete Harris nouthed a string
of obscenities; they were all bl own.



Down at the far end of the corridor, by the rear stairs, Jimy Shirillo

| ocated a panel of switches and fl ooded the second-floor hallway wth
startlingly white light. That didn't matter any |onger, because there was no
hope of keeping their presence a secret fromthe nmen who were standi ng guard
out side the house. Harris's burst of mar chine-gun fire had tossed the cards
into the air, and the only way to be sure the cards landed in the right suits
was to nove fast and cover all the contingencies. Tucker pushed the worman ahead
of him not rudely but firmy, as he hurried toward the main stairwell. He
didn't bother to keep the pistol trained on her. Alone, she had nothing to
gain by a grandstand play for escape, and she knew it.Pete Harris sat agai nst
the wall, just this side of the entrance to the stairs, the Thonpson |ying on
the carpet beside him He was trying to work the trouser |leg up over his right
knee wi thout touching the wound he'd suffered. Hi s greasepainted face
glistened with sweat that had popped through the black cover and had streaked
it.Shirillo waited at the back stairs, on guard for attack fromthat
direction. “You okay?” Tucker shouted."“Yeah!” Shirillo called back. Hal f way
between Shirillo and Harris, against the rear wall, lay a dead man. He was
stretched out on his back, one leg twi sted up under his buttocks, his arns

t hrown above his head, nearly cut in half by the burst of machine-gun fire. A
| ot of blood decorated the walls and spread darkly over the expensive
carpet.“How is it?” Tucker asked Harris.Harris |ooked up as he finally rolled
the trouser | eg above his knee. “He got me in the calf. It hurts like hell

but I don't think it's really too bad.” Tucker bent and | ooked at the wound,
squeezed it to force blood out of it, peered intently into the jagged sl ash

before it could fill with new blood. “It seens to be just a graze,” he said.
“Just a crease. You'll live, | believe.”“Thanks, friend,” Harris said.
“Christ, the shit has hit the fan, has it not?” He didn't seemto notice M ss
Lorai ne.“We've still got the advantage,” Tucker said. Too nmuch white showed

around the irises of Harris's eyes, giving himan expression of shocked
horror, no mat-ter what his lips were doing. “Sure, friend,” he said, none too
ent husi astically. “Were'd he cone fron?”Harris | ooked at the dead nman, cleared
his throat, spat on the rug. “l can't figure that one.”“Up the steps?”“No,”
Harris said. “And he couldn't have come up the back way without knocking Ji my
down to get a shot at me. My friend, he sinply popped up like a ghost be-tween
the two of us. | was hit before | saw him When | caught his outline, | didn't
waste tine.” He was upset. He had nmentioned Shirillo's first name in front of
the girl—as he had nentioned it in front of Keesey, the cook—and he | ooked on
the edge of hysteria. He patted the Thonmpson, though, and forced a weak

grin.“You think he was al ready upstairs?” Tucker asked."l know it.”“Where was
he hiding?”“lIn one of those rooms.”"“Couldn't have been. W searched them
all.”“Not well enough, friend.”Ws that possible? They'd |ooked in closets,

under beds, been nost professional about it. No. They hadn't overl ooked
anyt hi ng. Tucker stood up and | ooked at M ss Loraine. “Were wuld he have
been?” “Who?”“Don't be funny. The dead man.”“l woul dn't know.”He noved quickly,
grabbed her arm twisted it, levered it up behind her back, forcing her to
bend and grunt in pain. “Renmenber what | told Baglio about your face?”"You
woul dn't do that to nme.”She was right, but he couldn't afford to strengthen
her certainty, so he pushed harder on her arm*“l don't know where the hell he
was!” she snapped, jerking straight up and breaking his hold. He hadn't
applied full pressure, not what he woul d have used agai nst a man. The ease

wi th which she'd pulled away from himwas a warning not to m sjudge her
agai n. “Keep her covered,” Tucker told Harris. “You feel up to it?""“Sure,
friend,” he said, lifting the machi ne gun. Tucker went to talk with Shirillo
and found that the kid didn't know where the gunman had cone from “I didn't
know he was here until he shot Pete. Then I fell flat and stayed flat to keep
out of the way of ricochets fromthe Thonpson.” Tucker |ooked at his watch. He
exam ned the corridor again, stared at the corpse, tried to i magi ne where he'd
cone from He said, “Did you look in the closets in the Hal versons' roon?”"You
know | did.”“Wat about those roonms you checked out on your own, down there in
the other wing?"“Gve ne sonme credit.”“Dammit, he cane from



somewhere.'"Shirillo grimced and said, “He cane fromthe sane place they're
hol di ng Bachman. ” Tucker wi ped at his face as if there were cobwebs over it.
The greasepaint made his skin feel sticky. His vision was blurry, his mouth
hot and dry. He said, “How do you get that notion?"“lt's logical.”“The attic?”
Tucker said.“W can go | ook. But | doubt that's it, because | seemto be
standi ng under the attic door.” He pointed to a trap in the ceiling directly
over head, reached up and gripped the chromed handl e, pulled down a set of
folding metal steps that led up into darkness. Tucker went up and cane back in
less than five mn-utes. “Enpty,” he told Shirillo. “And this is the only door
inor out.” He left the stairs unfol ded because, according to the plan, they'd
need to use themlater.“Now?” Shirillo asked. He was in conplete control of
hinsel f, holding it all together.Tucker took a roll of lime-flavored Life
Savers fromthe pocket of his w ndbreaker, offered one to Shirillo, popped one
into his own nouth when the kid declined, sucked on the candy. He said, “How
do you go about finding a hidden roon?”Shirillo blinked, w ped a hand over his
hooded head as if he wanted to run fingers through his hair, said, “lsn't that
a bit nuch?”“You're the one who sold me on the idea that the Mafia is

nmel odramatic, renenber?”“But a hidden roon?P”*“Bachman's in this house
somewhere. | know it. But we've |ooked in every roomand cl oset fromthe
basement to the attic.” He janmed his hands into his trouser pockets and
worked at the ring of sweetness in his nmouth. “A man |like Baglio mght find a
hi dden room very useful. For one thing, he could store the noney there every
ot her Monday ni ght —and anyt hing el se he might think is too hot to | eave out in
the open or put into a safe-deposit vault that federal agents could get a
court order to open.” He cracked the Life Saver in two. Shirillo said, “But a
safe would do it. A hidden roomis a grandi ose way of 2“A safe woul dn't do
say, for a large drug shipment. And if cops showed up at the door with a
warrant, they'd be enmpowered to open a safe, whereas they'd bypass a hidden
room al t oget her.”“Maybe.”“So how woul d you go about | ooking for a hidden

roon?” Shirillo considered it awhile and finally said, “lI guess you'd have to
conpare partitions fromthe corridor and frominside the roonms, try to find a
di screpancy some-where.” Tucker nodded, |ooked at his watch.5:36.“1 better get

nmovi ng then,” he said.Shirillo nodded.“Qur nissing guard is either in the

hi dden room sone-where between you and Pete, or he was outside the house when
he heard the shots.”"If he was outside,” Shirillo said, “we would have heard
fromhimby this time.”“Unl ess he decided not to come in here after us.”“Wy
woul dn't he?”“Maybe he knows he's out nunmbered.”“He coul dn't know. " Tucker
finished the candy. An unpleasant possibility had occurred to him and he
didn't want to have to talk about it, though he knew that Shirillo had a right
to hear what he was thinking. OF course Harris had the sane right, though he'd
never tell Harris. The kid, he felt sure, would be able to think about it

wi t hout panicking. Harris mght break. “Maybe he was outside, heard the shots,
knew he woul dn't do any good rushing in here al one. Maybe he opened the garage
door, got out the linousine, managed to drift it down the drive and out of
earshot, started it and went after help.”“Christ.” For the first time during

t hose | ong evening hours Shirillo | ooked scared.“Don't worry about it,” Tucker

said. “It's just a thing | thought we should keep in mind.”“Sure.”“W'|ll be a
long time gone before he beats it back here with the reinforcenents.” He
snmi |l ed and sl apped Shirillo's shoulder, feeling like an ol der brother. “If he

went away after anyone.”“He did.”“W can't be sure.”“Yes, we can. It's the
wor st thing that coul d happen—and that's been par for this whol e operation.”
Despite his sincere pessimsm the kid wasn't ready to run for it. Tucker knew
what Shirillo said was true, and he felt the hard, enotional intolerance of
failure that had driven himthis far. He thought of his old man, of M. Mellio
at the bank, of the trust nonies held up in the long court battles, and he
knew he woul dn't louse this up. He couldn't fail like that."“Anyway,” he said,
“who's going to shoot at a state-police helicopter?”“If they fall for it,”
Shirillo qualified.“They did before.”“That's why they might not fall for it a
second tine. Famliarity breeds suspicion.”“Contenpt, | believe it is.”"“Not
with these guys.”“The old Iron Hand, huh?”Shirillo smled.Shirillo was



correct, of course, no matter how nmuch Tucker might attenpt to minimze their
problems. Still, Tucker couldn't see any good in standing together,
depress-ing each other with specul ations on the nature of their inmm nent

dem se. Soon they'd be in as bad a way as Pete Harris, junping at the
slightest noise, overreacting to every imagi ned novenent in the shadows.“ Got
to go,” Tucker said.He turned away fromthe kid and began to check the
partitions between the roons, searching for any obvious disparity. The tinme was
5:41 in the norning, well after dawn of a new day.



Five mnutes | ater Tucker knew where the hidden roomlay and where, by

ext ensi on, Merle Bachman was being kept. He entered the back roomin the short
wi ng where a guard—either the dead nman, the wounded man or the m ssing
gunman-sl ept, and he renoved the clothes fromthe closet. He wasn't worried
about wrinkling what he tossed out of the way, and he'd begun to exam ne the
closet walls with the beamof his flashlight when he heard the Thonpson start
to chatter again in the corridor.He went to see what was wong, went to
Harris, who stood at the head of the stairs with the big weapon ai med down at
the landing wall.“Tried to come up,” Harris said. H s wounded | eg didn't seem
to be bothering himas much as before That could be good or bad; it night nean
the wound was as shallow as it | ooked and had stopped bl eeding, or it m ght
mean that Harris was too afraid to register pain. “It was the sane bastard we
tied up dowmnstairs. | thought | put himout for a good | ong while.”"Get

hi n?”“No.” At | east the m ssing guard hadn't high-tailed it off the estate, as
he'd feared. Instead, the man had cone inside and revived his workmate and was
probably now trying to figure a way to get upstairs.Down at the end of the
hall Shirillo shouted sonething unintelligible. Wien Tucker turned he saw the
kid shoot-ing into the narrow confines of the rear stairs' shaft, though his
silenced Liger made very little sound.“Any luck?”“No!” Shirillo called."“There
are only two of them” Tucker said. “They can keep harassing us, but they
can't very well rush us.”“There's the cook,” Harris said.“Keesey may lie, but
he doesn't fight,” Tucker said. “Besides, one nore man isn't enough to put us
on the de-fensive. W could stand off a dozen fromhere.”Harris stepped away
fromthe head of the stairs so he could not see or be seen by anyone coning
up. He re-nmained facing the steps, though, with the machine gun at his hip,

but his attention was on Tucker. H's face was a ness of sweat, greasepaint,
deeply carved lines of fatigue, and when he spoke he didn't have to whisper
his voice was hoarse with fear. “Let's get the hell out of here. Bach-nan
isn't here. There's nothing here we want.”"“Bachman's here,” Tucker corrected
him*“Yeah?"“Definitely.”“l don't see him” Harris said, grinning. The grin was
mal i cious, and it threatened a further breakdown, one that would pernit himto
di sregard Tucker's orders and call his own shots.Harris was no | onger
trustworthy. Tucker did not let himsee that he'd reached that concl usion, and
he said, “Bachman's in a concealed room” He took two | arge steps to the back
wal | and rapped on the plaster with his knuckles. “Doesn't it seemodd there's
all this wall space and no roonms behind it?"Harris blinked at the | ong expanse
of unmarred plas-ter, looked right and | eft at the nearest doors. “l thought
those two roons accounted for it.”“You' ve been in the one in the short w ng.
The one adjacent to this enpty space in the long wing is about the sane size.
There's something in between them ”"Harris squinted, thought about it. He would
have pre-ferred to get out of there; he didn't want to have to think about
anyt hi ng besi des running, hiding, staying alive. However, he said, “Ckay. How

do we get hinP"“l think it's through a closet in one of the two adjacent
rooms, but | haven't found the door yet.”“Make it fast,” Harris said.He turned
back to the stairwell, waiting for sonething to happen, for sonmething to shoot

at.“Hold the fort,” Tucker said, turning back toward the room from which the
stuttering Thonpson had called him The walls of the closet were featurel ess

pl aster, too smooth to contain a secret doorway. He got down on his hands and
knees and gave the quarter round a careful inspection to see if any of it was
| oose or nmovable. None of it was. Satisfied that the entrance was in the other
roomin the long wing, he went to raid a second cl oset. Passing Harris and the

worman, he said, “We'll have himout in a couple of mnutes.”“Wait,” Mss
Lorai ne said. He al nost didn't hear her. \Wen she called again he turned and
said, “Yeah?”“l want to talk to you.”“No time,” Tucker said.“l want to nmake a
deal .” She spoke softly, but her voice carried well. “lI can help you.”“Too
late for that.”“No, it isn't.”“Sorry.”“l could save you half an hour finding
Bachman. " He said. “I doubt that. The entrance to that hi dden space has to be
inthe closet in that room |'ll have it worked out in . . .” He suddenly

realized that she'd used Bachnman's nane, that both he and Harris had given it
to her. What the hell. Was he losing his edge? He said, “Christ!”She wal ked



toward himand held out her hand as if to take his. “You can buy Bachman, and
my silence, if you want to.”“It'd be easier for Bachman to change his nane,”
he said.“Untrue. Besides, Ross would find himsonetinme.”That was right enough
But he said, “Buy your silence? Wth what?”"“Mney.”"“We haven't any.” He
sounded angry and bitter, but he couldn't help it. He'd had to keep up his
renowned facade too long already.“You will if you deal with nme,” the girl
sai d. She dropped the offered hand, waiting. She | ooked even nore |like Elise
now, a secret smle of self-satisfaction tinting her |ovely face. Tucker said,
“What's the deal ?”She pursed her lips, licked them She said, “Ckay, you're
going to find this Bachman on your own, | see that. You' re going to nake a
fool out of Ross |like no one's ever done before. He won't want ne around once
I've seen himhum liated, so | haven't any reason to stick around here. The
deal is—+ get twenty percent of whatever's in those three suitcases, plus a
free ride out of here.”Tucker blinked, felt his |l egs grow monentarily weaker,

then smled. “I'lIl be damed,” he said. “The Tuesday shi pnent?”“That's
it.”“The cash?”“Yes.”"l didn't think it'd be here yet.”"“It wasn't sent out a
second tine, for reasons I'll ex-plain if you'll deal.”He shook his head

ruefully. “Now that | know it's here, why do | need to deal at all?"“Because
you could waste hours hunting for it. There are a thousand places in a house
this size that three suit-cases could be hidden. And fromthe way you've been
act-ing, you can't spend nuch nore time in here—you' ve got someone coming to
pi ck you up.”He adm red her despite the fact that she'd started out on the
other side of the fence. When she saw that the cir-cunstances had gotten
beyond her control, she nmaneu-vered to increase the range of her power. He
could see why Baglio had respected her. The old man's only m stake was in not
respecti ng her even nore than he had. He was al so pl eased with her denands.
They were eminently reason-able if she could supply what she boasted. “Ckay,”
he sai d. “Deal ?”“Deal .”She frowned and said, “It's not as easy as that, though
We'll have to talk sonme nore.”“Talk,” he said. He reached into his pocket and
took out the roll of Life Savers, popped one into his nouth."Not
here.”“Where?”“In the roomyou're on your way to.” Tucker | ooked at his watch:
6:06. He didn't feel much Iike finishing the operation in broad daylight,

t hough it ap-peared as if they were going to have to do just that. He said,
“We can't take long bargaining. It's getting damm late.”“l"'ll need two

m nutes,” she said.“Come on, then.”She stepped over the corpse on the corridor
floor, her pretty bare toes squishing in the danp carpet, went with Tucker to
t he guard's bedroom Behind them Harris fared another burst down the main
stairwel I .



In the bedroom she sat down on the corner of the mattress and tucked her |ong
| egs under her, now very demure and innocent in the flannel gown. She said,
“How do you expect to get out of here?”He hesitated, then said, “A

heli copter.”She made a face. “lI'mserious.”“So am|.”She said, “I don't want
to make a deal if you're really a bunch of clowns who didn't think this thing
t hrough. "He expl ained, in detail but as rapidly as possible, about Norton and

the helicopter with the state-police markings."“l'minpressed,” she said."“Now,”
he said, “inmpress ne. Do you know what hap-pens to peopl e who upset Ross
Baglio?”“1 know. "“But you're willing to risk it?"“A girl has to provide for
hersel f,” she said. She sounded |ike an earnest, honely high-school freshman

deciding to take the sensible secretarial programto prepare to neet the bills
four years hence. She was delightful.“Baglio knows your name. It'll be easy to
track you down.”“A nane can be changed,” She was inplying that Loraine wasn't
her real name anyway.“You can't change the way you | ook. Every man who sees
you is going to remenber you.”“You're exaggerating ny appeal,” she said.

“Besi des, | know sonet hi ng about makeup and di sgui se.” She got off the bed and
said, “Are you trying to talk ne out of helping you?”“No,” he said. “l just
want to understand exactly why you're doing this so | have a better idea of
what's going to happen later. For instance, | wouldn't want you to go through
with this with the idea of bringing your twenty percent back to Baglio and
telling himall you | earned about us while you were counted as a friend.”"“1"'d
have to be a fool,” she said.“l know "“But |I'mnot.”He sighed. So nuch |ike
Elise. “I know that too.”“Wel|?"“Deal,” he said again. She went to the cl oset
and started tossing out suits, trousers and dress shirts. \Wen everythi ng was
cl eaned out of the way, she asked himto step back and to direct the
flashlight on the floor between them Kneeling, she studied the floorboards a
nmonent, got her nails into the cracks on both sides of one of them tugged at
it, let it go. She tried the one beside it, which |ooked identical to the
first, sighed when it rattled and cane away in her hands, a two-inch-w de and
four-foot-long strip of wood. She put it out of the way, revealing a |ever
that lay under the tightly fitted but unnailed board.“l"'d have found that in
no tine,” he said."O course,” she said. “And you'd have gotten Bach-nan too.
But 1'malong to help you get the noney, which you didn't even know was
here.”“Go on,” he said. She pressed the |l ever down with the heel of her hand.
On Tucker's right the entire back wall of the closet swung inward, a feature
that negated the need for a telltale seamin the mddle of the wall where an
ordi nary secret door night have been.He said, “Is Baglio a chronic

par anoi d?”*“ Among ot her things.” The wall swung w der open.“Don't feel you have
to catal ogue them ”The room beyond the closet was nearly as large as the
guard's bedroomon the other side, lighted by fluores-cent ceiling strips,

wi ndowl ess. Merl e Bachnman was strapped in the bed against the far wall,

| ooking their way and trying to grin.



Tucker saw at once why Bachman had not been forced to tell Baglio what he
knew, why he was still alive and why they still had a chance to keep their
identities intact. The crash in the Chevrolet had ruined the snmall man's
lovely snile by breaking | oose eighty percent of his teeth and splitting both
his lips. The upper lip was split clear to his septumand swollen four or five
times larger than it should have been. He had to breathe through his nouth,
since the lip closed off his nostrils, and his breathing was so noi sy Tucker
wonder ed why that hadn't been audi ble even through all these walls.Bachman
made a gaggi ng sound that was apparently sonme sort of greeting, though it
didn't succeed any better than his smle.“You can't tal k?” Tucker

asked. Bachman made chortling sounds.“Then don't try,” Tucker said. “You sound
di sgusting. And while you're at it, w pe that—smle?—eff your face.”Bachnman
didn't try to speak again, but he kept smling. Hs left eye was puffed shut
and his right was bl ackened, though not swollen |ike the other. Severa
fingers on both hands had been splinted and bandaged by Bagli o' s doctor

O herwi se, he | ooked well enough.“No broken | egs or arnms?” Tucker asked,
kneeling at the bed. “Just shake your head.”Bachman shook his head no.“Can you
wal k?” Bachman shook: no.“Wiy not?”1t was a badly phrased question. Bachman

| ooked ear-nest and began to nake gaggi ng noi ses again, trying to
explain.“Forget it,” Tucker said. “You' re drugged, aren't you?”Bachman si ghed
and nodded yes. M ss Loraine said, “Shall we get on with the second part of
it—the nmoney?”“It's here?” Tucker asked."Yes. But he doesn't know it,” she
added, nodding to Bachman.“CGet it, then.”She wal ked away fromthe bed to the
back of the room where she opened the door of a white metal storage cabinet
bolted to the wall.He stepped up beside her and said, “What gives?”“The wall.”
She slid away the netal back of the cab-inet, revealing another |ever exactly
like the one in the closet floor, pressed it down. The cabi net which was
bolted to the wall beside this one swung into the room revealing a narrow
storage space | arge enough for a few suitcases, or for a body. R ght nowit
contai ned just suitcases.“A hidden roominside a hidden room” Tucker said,
amazed. “He's a clever man,” she said. Tucker said, “Then why didn't he take
this into town? Wiwy'd he | eave it here?”“Ross didn't know who'd hit him” she
expl ai ned. “He thought it night be someone inside his own organization, and he
left the cash here because he didn't trust sending it into town agai n—hot
until he could get Bachman to talk.”“A careful man.”“This time he was too
careful ,” she said. “Let's get it out of here.” She hefted the small est
suitcase and carried it back to Bachman, while Tucker nuscled the other two
out of the niche and foll owed her. They put the cases on the low table next to
the bed and opened themone at a tinme. The two | argest were packed with
tightly wapped bills, while the smaller was half full and padded out with
but cher's paper.“Ahhh,” Merle Bachman said. He seened surprised that the cash
had been in the roomwith him apparently Mss Loraine was telling the truth
when she said he hadn't known about it.Tucker said, “W scored after all.”



VWhile Mss Loraine went to find suitable clothes to wear for an airborne
escape, Tucker explained the situation to Shirillo and Harris. The kid
accepted it, trusting Tucker, but Harris, nore agitated than ever, had sone
guestions.“She's a woman,” he said. “Can she keep her nmouth shut when we get
out of this?"“As well as you can,” Tucker said. Then, to soften that, he

added, “O as well as | can.”Harris said, “She'll run out of noney fast.
She' || squander it, and then she'll start making plans.”“l don't think so.”“If
she does, though, she'll cone back to one of us, sone way, and want nore.”"“She

won't.”“Ckay, she'll run back to Baglio.”“He'd kill her.”“Maybe she's too dunb
to know that.”"“She's not. She knows the risks, and she knows how to handl e
herself. W can trust her; we have to.”“Not necessarily,” Harris said. He

| ooked ugly. Maybe his wound was hurting himagai n—er maybe it had nothing to
do with that | ook. Tucker said, “We can't kill her, if that's what you

mean.” “Why not?”“l made a deal with her.”“So?” Tucker said, “ls that the way
you' d have ne do busi-ness? Renenber, |'ve nade a deal with you, too. If | can
give my word to her, then kill her, what's to keep me from working the sane
thing with you?” Before Harris could answer, he said, “No, we can't do

busi ness that way. Besides, killing her would make the whol e caper too hot.
Bagli o can cover up the death of one of his gunmen easily enough. But that
woman's got a famly sonmewhere, a life outside of the organization, and her
death woul d probably nean the police getting into the act sooner or
later.”Harris wiped at his face. H s gl oved hand cane away bl ack, and sone of
hi s di sgui se was gone. “l hope you're right about her,” he said.“l am And
cheer up. Now you can retire, like you want.”Tucker went back to the hidden
room leaving Harris and Shirillo to guard the stairs, and unstrapped Merle
Bachman, hel ped himout of the bed, tried to get himto stand on his own feet.
As Bachman had warned with a shake of his head, that proved inpossible.
Evidently he hadn't been permitted on his feet during the |last couple of days,
hadn't eaten anything in all that time—ouldn't have because of his ruined
nmout h—and had only drunk what he was forced to drink to keep from dehydrati ng.
H s weak-ened condition, magnified by the pain killers that the doc-tor had
prescribed, had turned his I egs to rubber which bent and tw sted under him

Fi nally, though, Tucker got himto the end of the corridor under the attic
door and left himwth Shirillo.Five mnutes after that he'd transferred al
three of the noney-stuffed suitcases to the sane spot. “Anything hap-pening
here?” he asked Shirillo.“No. They're too quiet down there.”Before Tucker
could respond, M ss Loraine came up behind himand said, “I'mready.”She was
wearing white levis and a dark-blue sweater, all of it cut to fit |ike second
skin, both functional and sensual. Tucker renenbered how she'd | ooked the day
of the robbery in the mniskirt and tight sweater, and he wondered why, wth
that canny head of hers, she still was so careful to keep her sex honed as a
bargaining tool.As if reading his mnd, she said, “It always pays to be
prepared for anything.”“lt does,” he agreed. He | ooked at his watch: 7:02.1t
was full daylight outside.He'd told Norton that the operation would be
con-cluded by dawn at the very |atest. Paul would be chewing his nails and
wonderi ng how nmuch | onger he should hold on. Tucker hoped he'd wait another
ten mnutes, until they could put a call through on the wal kie-talkie. No, he
wasn't just hoping for that—-he knew Norton would wait. He would wait. He was
sure of it. Damm, damm, damm.He slipped a new clip into his Liger, pocketed
the de-pleted clip and relieved Shirillo of his watch over the pear
stairs.“CGet the suitcases up first,” he said. The kid nodded, picked up the

| argest piece of luggage and struggled with it to the top of the nmetal steps,
nmuscled it overhead and slid it onto the attic floor. He didn't have the

physi que for heavy work, but he wasn't conplaining. By the tine he'd taken the
second case from M ss Loraine and worked it through the trap door overhead,
his face glistened, his black makeup streaked. \When he shoved the third bag
into place above, he leaned into the steps and let out a | ong wheeze of
exhaustion. “Want nme to get Bachman up?” Tucker asked.“No. | will.”The tinme was
7:10. Norton would be waiting.Shirillo exam ned Bachman, hel ped the battered
man to his feet, found an acceptable hold on himand went sideways up the



narrow col | apsi bl e steps. Near the top he had to let go of his burden. Bachnman
gri pped the top steps, his weakened hands clumsy with the splinted and
bandaged fingers. Shirillo scranbled quickly into the attic, turned, reached
down, took Bachman by the wrist and, with a little help from Merle hinself,

got himthrough the trap door and into the upper chanber.“Ready up here,”
Shirillo called down. “CGood work.”*“Just plenty of notivation,” Shirillo said,
grinning.7:14. “Mwve,” Tucker told the woman. She went up the | adder fast, took
Jimy's hand and was gathered into the overhead room 7: 15. Harri s | ooked up the
hal |, saw that nost of the work was done, nodded in response to Tucker's hand
signal . W're going to nmake it, Tucker thought. He'd done it. He'd nade a
botched job into a success; he'd persevered. Turning, he started up the
steps—but got no farther than the third rung as the w ndow shattered beside
himand two cl osely spaced slugs struck himhard on the |eft side.



He fell and struck his head on the last rung of the netal |adder before he
roll ed up against the corridor wall. Strangely, the nmoment he'd been hit, he

t hought: Iron Hand, recalling the nightmare. Then he was too nunbed fromthe
shock of being wounded to think of anything. Wen pain began to replace the
paral ysis, seconds |ater, he thought the man at the bottom of the back steps
had shot him but then he realized, as he sat up in the niddle of all that

br oken gl ass, that the shots had cone from outside the house. The shots were a
signal to the nman downstairs to try to cone up now that their attention was
diverted. Harris was prepared for that strategy, and he let out a long chatter
of machine-gun fire down the main stairwell.Shirillo cane off the attic steps
fast, drawi ng anot her shot from outside as he noved quickly past the w ndow
“How is it?"“The nerves are still nostly deadened fromthe inpact, but it's
starting to hurt pretty badly. | got it twice, | think, close together. Damm
hard punch.”“Rifle,” Shirillo said. “The garage roof connects with this end of

t he house. | saw himstandi ng out there when | went by the w ndow just now.”
As he spoke he rempved the shattered wal kie-tal kie from Tucker's arm and t hrew
it intothe mddle of the hallway. “l was going to tell you that you'd

overprepared by bringing two of these, since we never needed to use them
between us. Now I'mglad | kept ny nouth shut.”“The damm thing didn't take
both shots, did it?"“No,” Shirillo said. “There's bl ood.” He probed the wound
with a finger until Tucker was sweating with pain. “You only stopped one

bullet,” he said. “It passed through the back of your armand out the top of
your shoul der, right through the neaty part, then out again. At l|least, by the
way your jacket's all ripped up, 1'd say that's how it is. But | wouldn't want

to swear to it until we have you in the copter and can get your clothes off.
There's a good bit of bl ood.” Tucker winced at the pain, which, having held off

for several minutes, now throbbed relentlessly, and he said, “It's easy enough
to come down that |adder fast. But going up again is another thing altogether
He' Il have enough time to pick us off like painted targets.”“C early true,”

Shirillo said. Even now he did not appear to be shaken. Tucker thought he
could see in the kid' s manner, however, his own kind of bottled-up terror

bel ow a facade of calmmaintained at only the greatest expenditure of nervous
ener gy. Tucker said, “Now don't shout for him but get Pete. WAl k down there
and ask himto cone up here. | think, as long as there's one man on the garage
roof, there isn't any-one el se down there to come up the steps. Not unl ess
they untied Keesey, which | seriously doubt.”“Be right back,” Shirillo said.He
returned with Harris, who listened to Tucker explain the situation, which he
had figured out on his own anyway. He assured themthat he could use the

rapi d-firing Thonpson to clear the garage roof while running little risk of
getting hit hinsel f."“Just be dammed careful,” Tucker said. “You deserve your
share after making it this far.”“Don't worry your ass, friend,” Harris said,
grinning. He got up and flattened hinself against the wall next to the
shattered window. He let a long mnute pass, as if one unknown nonent were
better than another, then suddenly whirled around, facing the open w ndow, the
Thonpson up before him chattering away at the rifleman. No one screaned, but
a nonent later Harris turned to themand said, “He's finished. But one thing:
it wasn't one of the gunnen. It was Keesey.”“The cook?”“The cook.”“Shit,”
Tucker said. “Then there's still one of them downstairs, and he knows you're
no | onger guarding the stairs.”He got to his feet despite the thumnping
invisible stick that seened to be trying to drive himdown again. The pain in
his arm |l anced outward, crossed his entire back, over to his other shoul der
down to his kidneys."“You make the stairs yourself?” Harris asked.“l can. But
Jimy has to go first.”Shirillo began to protest, realized he was the one
carrying the | ast wal ki e-tal kie, nodded and scranbl ed up-ward into the
attic.“Follow me closely,” Tucker said.“Don't worry about that, friend.” Tucker
gripped the stair railing with his good hand and clinbed toward the square of
dar kness overhead which framed Jimy Shirillo's anxi ous face. He felt as if he
were with some Swedi sh nountaineering 'team but he finally made it, with the
kid' s hel p.“Mve ass!” he called down to Harris. The big nan started up the

st eps. Tucker | ooked at his watch.7:28. Norton would be waiting. He woul d.



After Harris drew up the attic steps, made certain the bottom pl ate was
closed firmy over the trap opening and threw the bolt back to keep it that
way, Jimy Shirillo got out his wal kie-tal kie and, follow ng Tucker's
instructions, attenpted to call up Paul Norton, the copter pilot.The open
frequency hunmed distantly, an eerie sound in the warm confines of the
attic.Shirillo repeated the call signal.“Wy doesn't he answer?” the wonman
asked. Tucker felt the future seeping away fromhim He be-gan to think of
Elise, of the peace and quiet of the Park Avenue apartnent.Abruptly, Norton's
voi ce crackl ed over the wal ki e-tal kie, strange and yet faniliar, acknow edgi ng
the sum nons. “Thank God!” Harris said, his voice weak.“How long will it take
himto get here?” Mss Loraine wanted to know. She was sitting between the two
| argest suitcases, one arm draped over each of them as if she were daring
Tucker, or any of them to |eave her behind. Tucker said, “Less than five

m nut es.” She | aughed and said, “Hell, then we're hone free.” Despite her good
hunor, she hung onto the pair of suit-cases.“Hold the celebrations,” Tucker
sai d. “You okay?” Shirillo asked.“Fine,” Tucker said. In reality, he felt as if
he'd been dragged several mles fromthe back of a horse, aching in every
muscl e, exhausted, the pain in his armspreading out until it was no |onger

| ocal i zed but hard and hot through-out his body. To get his mind off the pain,
he considered their situation and deci ded what nust be done next. "You better
go find the door that |leads onto the roof,” he told Shirillo. “According to

t hose phot ographs your uncle took, it's down at the other end of the

house.” Shirill o nodded, got up, hunched down sonewhat to keep from cracking
his head against the bare rafters and went down that way to have a | ook
around. In a couple of nonents he |ocated the overhead door, worked it | oose
of its pinnings, shoved it out of the way and called back to the others.“Let's
go,” Tucker said.He felt as if he were always telling someone to nove, in one
way or another. It would be good to get honme again, to pay back the

ten-t housand-dol lar loan and to relax, to take a couple of nonths off before
seriously considering any proposals that were forwarded to himby Citus
Felton out of Harrisburg, Pennsylvania. Maybe if he could set up a few good
deal s on sonme of his artwork he could take as nmuch as half a year off, and
he'd hardly have to nove at all.Pete Harris hel ped Merl e Bachman the | ength of
the lowceilinged attic, while Tucker was able to make it on his own. He had a
strong urge to grip his wounded armand to stop the rapidly vibrating pain
that made his bones sing, but he knew that would only make the pain worse. He
et his armhang at his side, and he tried not to think about anything but
getting out of there.The woman carried the snmallest suitcase, while Harris
went back to fetch the last two after depositing Merle Bachman under the door
to the mansi on roof. Tucker stood over Bachman, swaying, needing to sit,
refusing to allow hinmsel f that much. They were close, too close to stop being
alert and prepared.ln the distance the sound of a helicopter rattled through

the still nmorning air.“Got to hurry,” Tucker said.lt had occurred to himthat
t he gunman downstairs would hear the copter and m ght go outside where he
could, at such close range, nake an attenpt to kill the pilot.Shirillo was the

first onto the roof, making the nove with little trouble, and, with Harris
assisting himfrom bel ow, managed to get Merle Bachman outside just as Norton
brought the chopper in | ow over the house. The girl went next, |ooking back
only once at the three bags full of noney, and she did not require any aid.
Tucker followed her, his shoulder blazing with pain as he bunped it on the
beveled rimof the trap door, requiring Shirillo's help to nake the |ast part
of the trip. Pete Harris handed out the suitcases one at a tinme, alnost as if
they were filled with nitroglycerin, then followed them The tine was
7:38.“Fantastic!” the girl said, looking up at the chopper. Tucker said

not hi ng. An automati c rope | adder wound slowy out of the passenger door of the
heli copter, a feature which Paul Norton had installed for the benefit of his
string of less than legitimte custoners. In a half mnute fromthe tine it
had begun to unroll, the ladder's final henp rung scraped agai nst the mansi on
roof.“Who first?” Shirillo asked, grasping the |ladder and turning to | ook at
the others. He wasn't having any troubl e keeping his bal ance on the gently



sl anted roof, though to Tucker the angle seened precipitous and the shingles
seened to nmove under them Harris said, “lI'Il take Merle up first. | don't
think any of the rest of you can nanage himon that |adder.”"“Go,” Tucker
said.He longed to sit down and rest, even to sleep, but he knew that sleep was
a dangerous desire right now Harris gave Shirillo his Thonpson submachi ne gun
and said, “If you need it, do you know how to use it?"The kid checked it out,
nodded, said, “Yes."Harris turned, gathered up Merle Bachman as if the snaller
man were a child, slung himover his shoulder and held onto himw th his left
hand. He wasn't even bowed by the weight. Now, Tucker realized, despite the
danger he'd posed throughout the operation, Harris was doing his share and had
become as val uabl e as any nan on the team He gripped the rope |adder with his
right hand, stepped onto the bottomrung and held tight as Norton drew them up
toward the open copter door.A gentle wind swept over the nmansion and, in
conjunc-tion with the copter's wallowi ng notion, caused the | adder to swi ng
back and forth in a wide arc that threatened to dunp both of the men clinging
toit. However, Harris held on, and the sway declined as the |adder shortened.
Then the | adder stopped; Harris clinbed the |ast few steps, worked Bachnman
into the open door and foll owed the wounded man. The | adder ravel ed downward
once again.“You next,” Tucker told the woman. She was on the | adder the instant
it fell before her, and she didn't wait to ride it while it retracted. As it
pulled up into its mechani sm she clinbed and gained the copter door in short
order. Tucker wondered what Norton woul d think, whether he'd be nonplused by
her unexpected appear-ance. He was relieved when, after she'd been inside the
craft a nmonent, the | adder dropped swi ftly again. The copter bobbed but stayed
pretty much in one spot, riding the back of the wind. Shirillo shouted, “What
about the suitcases?” Tucker | ooked at them “Gve ne the 'Thonmpson. You take
the bags up one at a tinme.”Shirillo handed over the gun, lifted the small est
case, gripped the | adder and rode upward as it retracted. Harris, who was
waiting for him took the suitcase out of his hands. S hirillo started back
down. A rifle cracked from bel ow, the sharp noise muffled by the heavy thunmping
of the chopper's blades but nonethe-less frightening and recogni zable, |ike an
ax splitting wood. Tucker edged farther down the sloping roof until he could
see the gunman on the | awn. Bracing the Thonpson between his knees, weaker
than ever now, his head swimm ng back and forth and his vision too blurred to
t ake good aim he clenched his teeth and let go a long, rattling burst of
fire.Down there, where bullets were plowing up the grass |like rain, the gunman
turned and ran, dived for cover behind a cenment flower planter a hundred yards
out fromthe house. Tucker | ooked at Shirillo, saw the kid was just stepping
onto the | adder with the second suitcase in hand.“Mve!”Shirillo couldn't make
the | adder operate any faster than it was doing now, and he couldn't very well
climb it while carrying the |uggage, but Tucker couldn't repress the shout.

H s cal m facade was cracking, his carefully cultured composure slipping away.
It had been one hell of an operation, and it nmustn't go bad now because of one
gorilla with arifle, one punk out to inpress the boss with his bravery. The
man behi nd the concrete planter stood up | ong enough to aimand take a shot at
Tucker. The bullet tore across the shingle two feet on Tucker's right, spraying
chips of tarry fabric.He | oosened a chatter of nachine-gun fire, chipping the
cenment all to hell.Shirillo picked up the third suitcase and started up the

| adder again, jerked as the man behind the planter got himin the thigh. Son of
a bitch, Tucker thought. H s weariness and di zzi ness fl opped over and were
anger on the other side, anger enough to bring himinto sharp, fast novenent.
He pull ed hard on the Thonpson's trigger and was rewarded with the sight of

t he gunman stepping frantically back-ward out of the way of a line of dancing
bull ets. The man turned and ran, the rifle on the |lawn where he'd dropped it,
darting this way and that, seeking the shelter of shrubbery. You dunb bastard,
Tucker thought. | could have killed you, and what percentage woul d have been

i n that ?Everyone seemed anxious to die, as if they couldn't wait for it, like
this man and the nman he'd wounded on the pronenade earlier in the evening. And
like Baglio, ready to take a beating rather than tell where Bachman was. O
course, in this business you took a blood risk, be-cause you worked with



dangerous nen at dangerous tinmes. But a risk should be reasonable, the chances
of success greater than the chances for failure. O herw se you were no better
than a fool.“Hey!” Shirillo called down, breaking Tucker's reverie. He'd
gotten the last suitcase into the chopper and had foll owed cl ose behi nd
it.Strapping the Thonpson around his chest, Tucker got to his feet, al npst
fell, almost lost it all right there, grabbed desperately for the rope | adder
caught it, jerked as the device began to draw up into the hovering aircraft. A
bl ood risk: he'd taken it, and he'd won.Harris | eaned out of the open door
reaching for him grinning broadly. He said, “Been waiting for you,” and he
took Tucker's hands to pull himthe rest of the way. Tucker noted that Harris
hadn't added “friend.”



Dr. Walter Andrion was a tall, slim white-haired gentle-man who wore
tailored suits and fifty-dollar shirts, drove a new Cadillac and traveled in
the fastest social circles. He was narried to Evanne Andrion, a bl ack-haired,
bl ue-eyed lovely thirty years his junior, a young lady with incredibly
expensi ve tastes. Wen Junior called him he dropped everything and cane out
to the airfield right away, carrying two heavy bags instead of one, for he had
| ong ago | earned that he should neet any such call as fully pre-pared as he
could be. This was not orthodox medicine by any nmeans. He worked fast and was
cl ean, bored out wounds, flushed away clotted blood and dirt, stitched the nen
up as well as they could have been in a hospital. He didn't speak, and no one
spoke to himas he worked. He had made it abundantly clear to Tucker three
years ago that he did not want to have to hear anything about the origins of
such wounds and that he wanted these sessions to be term nated as rapidly as
possi bl e. Wen he was done, he insisted on taking Merle Bachman back to his
clinic for a couple of weeks' rest and recuperation, enough tinme to have his
entire nouth rebuilt as well. He accepted two thousand dollars from Tucker in
fifties and hundreds, tucked this into an already fat wallet, hel ped Bachman
into his Cadillac and drove away.“We' ||l take the doctor's fees fromthe

sui tcases,” Tucker said. “Before we decide on a split.”Everyone was in
agreement on that, except Mss Loraine, who didn't like it but didn't argue
ei ther. Wil e Sinonsen, Paul Norton's partner in the air-freight business, was
conveni ently out having supper, they opened the three suitcases in Norton's
of fice and counted the noney, which they found total ed $341, 890. Esti mating
Bachman's additional nmedical bills at nore than four thou-sand dollars, they
settled on splitting $335, 000. Wi ch wasn't bad, either.Mss Loraine | ooked at

her $67,000, frowned and said “l thought it was going to be a ot nore than
this.”"1t'll keep you,” Tucker said.“Not for long.”“A girl of your talents?
You'll build it into a fortune before the year is out.”"Does anyone have

something | can put this in?” she asked.Norton said, “Paper bag do?” She t ook
t he brown paper bag from himand tucked her cash away inside it, not having
bothered to respond to Tucker.Harris said, “lI want to know what you're going
to do, what your plans are.”“That's ny business,” she said.“It's all of our
busi ness,” Harris said. She | ooked around, saw t hem watching her, set her |ips
tighter and said, “WIIl each of you tell ne what you intend to do when we
split?"“Cf course not,” Harris said. “You're the intruder. You're the one

we' ve got to be sure about.”Paul Norton, sitting behind his dil api dated desk,
tilted back in his chair and drinking a bottle of India Pale Ale, had thus far
mai ntai ned a | ow profile. Now, however, he said, “You could stay here with ne
for a while, Mss.”She | ooked at him her face unreadable, her eyes cold, and

she said, “I don't even know you.” Norton blushed, his face reddeni ng except
for the white scars on his cheeks, and he said, “Well, | sure didn't nean
there were any conditions on the offer, if that's what you nmean. |'ve got a

ni ce apartnent here on the field with two bedroons, and the guest roomhas its
own private bath, real snug. You wouldn't have to see ne at all for days if
you didn't want to.”Tucker said, “l thought you never wanted to know anyt hi ng
about mnmy business or the people | deal with.”“l don't,” Norton said, raising
both hands, his big palns flat, and pushing themoff. “I wouldn't listen to
her even if she tried to tell me, and 1'd throw her out the first time she got
in atalkative nood. I"'mjust trying to help her, that's it, that's all.”She
stared hard at the pilot, obviously on the verge of turning himdown, then
seened to catch a glinpse of the shyness behind his tough-man front, knew that

he hadn't anything in mnd but hel ping her. She said, “Wll, | guess that'd be
all right. | need to go to ground for a while and think.”“It still doesn't
answer ny question,” Harris said impatiently. “What will you do when you

| eave here?” The woman turned, her face tight, anger boiling up.Before she
could say anything Norton said, “Wll, M. Harris, that's a |long way off,

don't you think? She'll need tine to consider that. You can't expect an answer
this instant.”Pete | ooked at the pilot and knew there would be no arguing with
him He shrugged and said, “The hell with it. I'mgoing to use ny split to buy
into alittle business, and I'mretiring. Wat do | care what she does?” He



turned and wal ked out of the office.lt was 5:29 p.m on Thursday.



At 9:04 that sane evening, his armin a sling, carrying a small, cheap

sui tcase and slightly whoozy frompain killers, Tucker entered his tenth-floor
Park Avenue apart-nment. He was dressed in a new black suit which didn't
exactly fit him in a new shirt, newtie, new shoes. Despite his wounds he was
feeling well.He went directly to the closet, opened it, stepped in-side,
opened the small wall safe. He tossed his Tucker credentials inside and took
out his real papers, pocketed those. He opened the cheap suitcase and lifted
out a large nunmber of noney bricks, depositing themone at a tine in the safe.
When that was done, he closed the safe, spun the dial, shut the suitcase and
shel ved that.ln the hallway he stopped and | ooked at his Edo shield, touched

t he beaten copper, the flared silver rim the hand-carved ivory inlays, and

t he cool ness of the materials, their worn edges, calned himlIn the bedroom he
found Elise sitting up watching television, dressed in her favorite old
quilted robe, ravish-ing. She said, “Howd it go with the bells?”“l got the
seller a price he was satisfied with and the buyer a price he could accept.
But it wasn't easy. How d your pickle comercial go with Plunket?”“Marvel ous,”
she said. “l seened to have this fantastic talent for it.” Then, as he
shrugged out of his suit jacket, she said, “Wuat's that? \Wat happened to your
arn?” He had al ready gone over, to hinself, the story he woul d have to tel

her. He said, “I was shot.” When she started up fromthe bed, he notioned her
back and said, “Don't make nme feel like an invalid, because it's only a flesh
wound. " “But how, why?” she asked.He said, “It was nothing nore serious than an
average all-American muggi ng, when | was on ny way to nmy hotel.”“A nugging? In

Denver?”“What's so strange about a nugging in Denver?” he asked. “We're living
i n dangerous times, honey. The world's full of dangerous

men.” ' ) * EF, % ° X Y e h r s W z
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