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Wary, not actually expecting trouble but prepared for it, he parked his
car across the street fromthe four-story brownstone apartment house.
VWen he switched off the engine, he heard a siren wail in the street
behi nd him

They're coming for ne, he thought. Somehow they've found out I'mthe
one.

He smiled. He wouldn't let them put the handcuffs on him He wouldn't
go easily. That wasn't his style.

Frank Bol linger was not easily frightened. 1In fact, he couldn't
renenmber ever having been frightened. He knew how to take care of
hinsel f. He had reached six feet when he was thirteen years old, and he
hadn't quit growing until he was six-four. He had a thick neck, broad
shoul ders and the biceps of a young weightlifter. At thirty-seven he
was in virtually the same good condition, at |east outwardly, as he had
been when he was twenty-seven-or even seventeen.

Curiously enough, he never exercised. He had neither the tinme nor the
tenperanment for endl ess series of push-ups and sit-ups and running in
place. His size and his hard-packed nuscles were nature's gifts, sinply
a matter of genetics. Although he had a voracious appetite and never
dieted, he was not girdled with rings of extra weight in the hips and
stomach, as were nost nen his age. H's doctor had explained to him

t hat, because he suffered constantly from extreme nervous tension and
because he refused to take the drugs that would bring his condition
under control, he would nmost likely die young of hypertension. Strain,
anxi ety, nervous tension-these were what kept the weight off him said
the doctor. Wound tight, roaring inside |like a perpetually accelerating
engi ne, he burned away the fat, regardl ess of how much he ate.

But Bollinger found that he could agree with only half of that

di agnosis. Nervous: no. Tension: yes. He was never nervous; that word
had no neaning for him However, he was always tense. He strove for
tension, worked at building it, for he thought of it as a surviva
factor. He was always watchful. Always aware. Al ways tense. Al ways
ready. Ready for anything. That was why there was nothing that he
feared: nothing on earth could surprise him

As the siren grew | ouder, he glanced at the rear-view mrror. A bit
nore than a block away, a revolving red light pulsed in the night.

He took the .38 revol ver out of his shoul der holster. He put one hand
on the door and waited for the right monent to throw it open.

The squad car bore down on himthen swept past. It turned the corner



two bl ocks away.
They weren't on his trail after all
He felt slightly disappointed.

He put the gun away and studied the street. Six nercury vapor street

| anps-two at each end of the block and two in the mddl e-drenched the
paverent and the autonobiles and the buildings in an eerie purple-white
light. The street was lined with three- and four-story townhouses, sone
of them brownstones and sone brick, nost of themin good repair. There
didn't seemto be anyone at any of the |lighted windows. That was good,;
he did not want to be seen. A few trees struggled for life at the edges
of the sidewal ks, the scrawny plane trees and napl es and birches that
were all that New York City could boast beyond the boundaries of its
public parks, all of themstunted trees, skeletal, their branches |ike
charred bones reaching for the mdnight sky. A gentle but chilly
January wi nd pushed scraps of paper along the gutters; and when the w nd
gusted, the branches of the trees rattled like children's sticks on a
rail fence. The other parked cars |ooked |ike animals huddling against
the cold air; they were enpty.

Both sidewal ks were deserted for the I ength of the block

He got out of the car, quickly crossed the street and went up the front
steps of the apartment house.

The foyer was clean and brightly lighted. The conplex nosaic floor-a
garl and of faded roses on a bei ge background-was hi ghly polished, and
there were no pieces of tile mssing fromit. The inner foyer door was
| ocked and could only be opened by key or with a |ock release button in
one of the apartnents.

There were three apartnents on the top floor, three on the second fl oor
and two on the ground |level. Apartnent 1A belonged to M. and Ms.
Harol d Nagly, the owners of the building, who were on their annua
pilgrimage to Mam Beach. The snmall apartment at the rear of the first
fl oor was occupi ed by Edna Mowy, and he supposed that right now Edna
woul d be having a m dni ght snack or a well-deserved nartini to help her
relax after a long night's work.

He had come to see Edna. He knew she woul d be home. He had foll owed
her for six nights now, and he knew that she lived by strict routine,
much too strict for such a young and attractive woman. She al ways
arrived home fromwork at twelve, seldomnore than five mnutes |ater
Pretty little Edna, he thought. You've got such long and | ovely | egs.
He smil ed.

He pressed the call button for M. and Ms. Yardley on the third
floor.

A man's voice echoed tinnily fromthe speaker at the top of the mail box.
“Who is it?"

"I's this the Hutchinson apartnent?" Bollinger asked, knowi ng full wel



that it was not.

"You pressed the wong button, mister. The Hutchinsons are on the
second floor. Their mailbox is next to ours.”

"Sorry," Bollinger said as Yardl ey broke the connection
He rang the Hutchi nson apartnent.

The Hut chi nsons, apparently expecting visitors and | ess cautious than
the Yardl eys, buzzed himthrough the inner door w thout aski ng who he
was.

The downstairs hall was pleasantly warm The brown tile floor and tan
wal | s were spotless. Halfway along the corridor, a nmarble bench stood
on the left, and a large beveled mrror hung above it. Both apartnment
doors, dark wood with brassy fixtures, were on the right.

He stopped in front of the second door and flexed his gloved fingers. He
pull ed his wallet froman inside coat pocket and took a knife froman
overcoat pocket. Wen he touched the button on the burnished handl e,

t he springhi nged bl ade popped into sight; it was seven inches long, thin
and nearly as sharp as a razor

The gl eam ng bl ade transfixed Bollinger and caused bright inages to
flicker behind his eyes.

He was an admirer of WIIliam Bl ake's poetry; indeed, he fancied hinself
an intimate spiritual student of Blake's. It was not surprising, then,
that a passage from Bl ake's work should come to himat that nonent,
flowi ng through his mnd Iike blood running down the troughs in an

aut opsy tabl e.

Then the inhabitants of those cities Felt their nerves change into
marrow, And the hardeni ng bones began In sw ft diseases and tornments, in
shootings and t hrobbings and grindings through all the coasts, till,
weakened, The senses inward rushed, shrinking Beneath the dark net of

i nfection.

"Il change their bones to marrow, sure as hell, Bollinger thought. I'l
have the inhabitants of this city hiding behind their doors at night.
Except that I'mnot the infection; I'mthe cure. |'mthe cure for al

that's wong with this world.

He rang the bell. After a nonment he heard her on the other side of the
door, and he rang the bell again

"Who is it?" she asked. She had a pleasant, alnost nusical voice,
marked now with a thin note of apprehension

"Mss Mowy?" he asked.
"Yes? "

Police."

She didn't reply.



"Mss Mowy? Are you there?"

"What's it about ?"

"Sonme trouble where you work."

"I never cause trouble."

"I didn't say that. The trouble doesn't involve you.

At least not directly. But you mi ght have seen sonething inportant. You
m ght have been a witness."

"To what ?"

"That will take a while to explain."

"I couldn't have been a witness. Not nme. | wear blinders in that
pl ace."

"Mss Mowy," he said sternly, "if |I rmust get a warrant in order to
qguestion you, | will."

"How do | know you're really the police?"
"New York," Bollinger said with nmock exasperation
"Isn't it just wonderful ? Everyone suspects everyone el se.

"They have to."

He sighed. "Perhaps. Look, Mss Mowy, do you have a security chain on
t he door ?"

"OF course."

"Of course. Well, leave the chain on and open up. 1'Il show you ny

identification."

Hesitantly, she slid back a bolt lock. The chain |ock allowed the door
to open an inch and no farther

He held up his wallet. "Detective Bollinger, " he said. The knife was
in his left hand, pointed at the floor, pressed flat against his
over coat .

She squinted through the narrow crack. She peered for a nonent at the
badge that was pinned to the inside of his wallet, then carefully
studi ed the photo identification card in the plastic w ndow bel ow t he
badge.

VWhen she stopped squinting at the ID and | ooked up at him he saw that
her eyes were not blue, as he had thought-having seen her no closer than
when she was on stage and he was in the shadowed audi ence but a deep
shade of green. They were truly the nost attractive eyes he had ever
seen. "Satisfied?" he asked.



Her thick dark hair had fallen across one eye. She pushed it away from
her face. Her fingers were long and perfectly formed, the nails painted
bl ood red. When she was on stage, bathed in that intense spotlight, her
nail s appeared to be black. She said, "What's this trouble you
nment i oned?"

"I have quite a number of questions to ask you, Mss Mowy. Mist we
di scuss this through a crack in the door for the next twenty m nutes?"

Frowni ng, she said, "I suppose not. Wit there just a mnute while
put on a robe."

"I can wait. Patience is the key to content."
She | ooked at himcuriously.

Mohanmed, " he sai d.

"A cop who quotes Mhamed?"

"Why not ?"

"Are you-of that religion?"

"No." He was anused at the way she phrased the question. "It's just
that |'ve acquired a considerable anbunt of know edge for the sole

pur pose of shocking those people who think all policenmen are hopel essly
i gnor ant .

" She winced. "Sorry." Then she smled. He had not seen her snile
before, not once in the entire week since he had first seen her

She had stood in that spotlight, noving with the music, shedding her
cl ot hes, bumpi ng, grinding, caressing her own bare breasts, observing
her audi ence with the cold eyes and al nost |ipless expression of a
snake. Her smile was dazzling.

"CGet your robe, Mss MryS he closed the door.

Bol I i nger watched the foyer door at the end of the hall, hoping no one
woul d cone in or go out while he was standing there, exposed.

He put away his wallet.
He kept the knife in his left hand.

in less than a mnute she returned. She renoved the security chain,
opened t he door and said, "Conme in."

He stepped past her, inside.

She cl osed the door and put the bolt lock in place and turned to hima
hi m and said, "Whatever trouble-" Mving quickly for such a | arge man he
sl ammed her agai nst the door, brought up the knife, shifted it fromhis
left hand to his right hand, and lightly pricked her throat with the
poi nt of the bl ade.



Her green eyes were very wide. She'd had the breath knocked out of her
and coul d not scream

"No noise," Bollinger said fiercely. "if you try to call for help, Il
push this pig sticker straight into your |lovely throat.

["lI'l ramit right out the back of your neck. Do you understand?"
She stared at him
"Do you understand?"

"Yes," she said thinly.

"Are you going to cooperate?"
She said nothing. Her gaze traveled down fromhis eyes, over his proud

nose and full lips and strong jawline, down to his fist and to the
handl e of the knife.

"I'f you aren't going to cooperate,” he said quietly, "I can skewer you
right here. 1'll pin you to the damm door." He was breathing hard

A trenor passed through her

He grinned.

Still trenbling, she said, "Wat do you want?"

"Not much. Not very nuch at all. just alittle loving." She closed

her eyes. "Are you-hin®"

Dew R Kovatz A slender, all but invisible thread of blood trickled from
beneat h the needl eli ke point of the knife, slid along her throat to the
neck of her bright red robe. Watching the mnuscule flow of blood as if
he were a an extrenely rare scientist observing bacteriumthrough a
m croscope, pleased by it, nearly nesmerized by it, he said, "H n? Wo
is "him? | don't know what you're tal king about."

"You know, " she said weakly.
"I"'mafraid not."

"Are you hinmP" she bit her Iip. "The one who-who's cut up all those
ot her women?"

Looking up fromher throat, he said, "I see. | see howit is. O
course. You mean the one they call the Butcher. You think I'mthe
But cher . "

"Are you?"
"I'"ve been reading a great deal about himin the Daily News. He slits

their throats, doesn't he? Fromone ear to the other. |Isn't that
right?" He was teasing her and enjoying hinmself inmmensely.



"Someti nes he even di senmbowels them Doesn't he? Correct me if I'm
wong. But that's what he does sonetines, isn't it?"

She sai d not hi ng.

"I believe | read in the News that he sliced the ears off one of them
When the police found her, her ears were on the nightstand besi de her
bed. "

She shuddered nore violently than ever.

"Poor little Edna. You think I'"'mthe Butcher. No wonder you're so
frightened." He patted her shoul der, smoothed her dark hair as if he

were quieting an animal. "l1'd be scared too if | were in your shoes
ri ght now.
But I'"'mnot. [|'mnot in your shoes and |'mnot this guy they call the

But cher. You can rel ax."

She opened her eyes and searched his, trying to tell whether he spoke
the truth.

, What kind of man do you think | am Edna?" he asked, pretending to

have been hurt by her suspicion. "I don't want to harmyou. | wll if
I must. | will cause you a great deal of harmif you don't cooperate
with ne. But if you're docile, if you're good to ne, I'Il be good to
you. |'ll nake you very happy, and I'Il leave you just like | found
you. Flaw ess. You are flaw ess, you know Perfectly beautiful. And
your breath snells like strawberries. 1Isn't that nice?

That's such a nice touch, that scentful way for us to begin, snell of
strawberries on your breath. Wre you eating when | knocked?"

"You're crazy," she said softly.

"Now, Edna, let's have cooperation. Wre you eating strawberries?
" Tears began to formin the corners of her eyes.
He pressed a bit harder with the knife.

She whi nper ed.

"Wl ?" he said.

"W ne."

"\hat ?"

"It was wne."

"Strawberry w ne?"

"Yes."

"I's there any left?"



"Yes.

“I"'d like to have sone."

whi ch Graham had suddenly found hinself so unconfortable
"You're a nost interesting guest, M. Harris."

"Thank you. You're interesting yourself. | don't see how you can keep
your wits about you. | nean, doing this much live television, five

ni ghts a week-"

"But the fact that it's live is what makes it so exciting, " Prine said.
"Being on the air live, risking all, taking a chance of making a fool of
yoursel f-that keeps the juices flow ng.

That's why | hesitate to accept one of these offers to syndicate the
show or to go network with it. They'd want it on tape, all neatly
edited down fromtwo hours to ninety mnutes. And that wouldn't be the
same. "

The programdirector, a heavyset man in a white turtleneck sweater and
houndst oot h- check sl acks, said, "Twenty seconds, Tony."

"Relax," Prine told Harris. "You'll be off in fifteen nbre m nutes."”

Harris nodded. Prine seenmed friendly-yet he could not shake the feeling
that the night was going to go sour for him and soon

Ant hony Prine was the host of Manhattan at M dnight, an informa

two- hour-long interview programthat originated froma |ocal New York
City station. Manhattan at M dni ght provided the sanme sort of
entertainnment to be found on all other talk shows-actors and actresses
pl uggi ng their |atest novies, authors plugging their |atest books,
nusi ci ans plugging their latest records, politicians plugging their

| at est canpai gns (as yet unannounced canpai gns and thus unfettered by
the equal -time provisions of the election |aws)-except that it presented
a greater nunber of mnd readers and psychics and UFO "experts" than did
nost talk shows. Prine was a Believer. He was also dammed good at his
job, so good there were runors ABC wanted to pick himup for a

nati onwi de audi ence. He was not so witty as Johnny Carson or so honey
as M ke Dougl as, but no one asked better or nore probing questions than
he did.

nost of the tinme he was serene, in lazy conmand of his show, and when
t hi ngs were going well, he | ooked sonewhat |ike a slinmed-down Santa
Claus: conpletely white hair, a round face and nerry bl ue eyes.

He appeared to be incapable of rudeness. However, there were

occasi ons-no nore often than once a night, sonetinmes only once a
week-when he would | ash out at a guest, prove hima liar or in sone

ot her way thoroughly enbarrass and hunmiliate himwith a series of

wi ckedly pointed questions. The attack never |asted nore than three or
four minutes, but it was as brutal and as relentless as it was
surprising.

Manhattan at M dni ght conmmanded a | arge and faithful audience prinmarily



because of this element O surprise that nmagnified the ferocity of

Prine's interrogations. |[|f he had subjected every guest to this abuse,
he woul d have been a bore; but his calculated style nade him as
fascinating as a cobra. Those millions of people who spend nost of

their leisure hours in front of a television set apparently enjoyed
secondhand vi ol ence nore than they did any other form of entertainnent.

They wat ched the police shows to see peopl e beaten, robbed and nurdered;
they watched Primarily for those unexpected nmoments when he bl udgeoned a
guest with words that were nearly as devastating as cl ubs.

He had started twenty-five years earlier as a nightclub conmic and
i mpressionist, doing old jokes and m m cking fanmpbus voices in cheap
| ounges. He had conme a | ong way.

The director signaled Prine. A red light shone on one carmera.

Addressing his unseen audi ence, Prine said, "lI'mtalking with M. G aham
Hans, a resident of Manhattan who calls hinself a 'clairvoyant," a seer
of visions. |Is that the proper definition of the term M. Hans?"

"I't'"ll do," Graham said. "Although when you put it that way, it sounds
a bit religious. Wich it isn't. | don't attribute nmy extrasensory
perception to God nor to any other supernatural force."

"As you said earlier, you' re convinced-that the clairvoyance is a result
of a head injury you received in a rather serious accident.

Subsequent to that, you began to have these visions. |If that's God's
work, Hi s nmethods are even nore roundabout than we m ght have thought."

Graham smiled. "Precisely."

Now, anyone who reads the newspapers knows that you' ve been asked to
assist the police in uncovering a clue to the identity of this nman they
call the Butcher. But what about your |ast case, the nmurder of the
Havel ock sisters in Boston? That was very interesting too. Tell us
about that."

Graham shifted uneasily in his chair. He still sensed trouble com ng
but he couldn't imagine what it might be or how he might avoid it.

"The Havel ock sisters.. - " -two-year-old N neteen-year-old Paula and
twenty-two year old paige Havel ock had |ived together in a cozy Boston
apartnment near the university where Paul a was an undergraduat e student
and where Paige was working for her master's degree in sociology. On
the norning of |ast Novenber second, M chael Shute had stopped by the
apartment to take Paige to lunch. The date had been made by tel ephone
t he previous evening. Shute and the el der Havel ock sister were |overs,
and he had a key to the apartnent. Wen no one responded to the bell
he decided to let hinself in and wait for them

I nsi de, however, he discovered that they were at honme. Paula and Paige
had been awakened in the night by one or nore intruders who had stripped
t hem naked; pajamas and robes were strewn on the floor. The wonen had
been tied with a heavy cord, sexually nolested and finally shot to death
in their own living room Because the proper authorities were unable to



cone up with a single major lead in the case, the parents of the dead
girls got in touch with Gcahamon the tenth of Novenber and asked for
his assistance. He arrived in Boston two days later. Although the
police were skeptical of his talents-a nunber of them were downri ght
hostile toward himthey were anxi ous to placate the Havel ocks, who had
sone political influence in the city. He was taken to the seal ed
apartnment and permtted to exam ne the scene of the crinme. But he got
absol utely nothing fromthat: no emanati ons, no psychic visionjust a
chill that slithered down his spine and coiled in his stomach. Later
under the suspicious gaze of a police property officer, he was all owed
to handle the pillow that the killer had used to nuffle the gunshots-and
then the pajamas and the robes that had been found next to the bodies.
As he caressed the blood-stiffened fabric, his paranormal talent
abruptly bl ossoned; his mind was inundated with clairvoyant images |ike
a series of choppy, frothing waves breaki ng on a beach

Ant hony Prine interrupted Gaham "Wait a minute. | think we need sone
el aboration on this point. W need to make it much clearer

Do you nean that the sinple act of touching the bl oodstai ned paj anas
caused your cl airvoyant visions?"

“"No. It didn't cause them it freed them The pajamas were |ike a key
t hat unl ocked the clairvoyant part of nmy mind. That's a quality common
to nearly all nurder weapons and to the |ast garnents worn by the
victims."

"Why do you think that is?"

"l don't know," Graham sai d.

"You' ve never thought about it?"

"I"ve thought about it endlessly," Grahamsaid. "But |I've never reached

any concl usions."

Al t hough Prine's voice held not even the slightest note of hostility,
Graham was al nost certain that the man was searching for an opening to
[ aunch one of his fanpus attacks.

For a noment he thought that m ght be the oncom ng trouble which he had
known about, in a sonmewhat psychic fashion, for the past quarter of an
hour. Then he suddenly understood, through the powers of his sixth
sense, that the trouble would happen to someone el se, beyond the walls
of this studio.

"When you touched the pajanms," Prine said, ,did you see the nurders as
if they were actually taking place in front of you at that very noment?"

"Not exactly. | sawit all take place-well, behind ny eyes."
"What do you nean by that? Are your visions sort of |ike daydreans?"

"In a way. But much nore vivid than daydreans full of color and sound
and texture."

F "Did you see the Havel ocks' killer in this vision?"



"Yes. Qite clearly."
"Did you also intuit his name?"

"No," Grahamsaid. "But | was able to give the police a thorough
description of him- He was in his early thirties, not shorter than
five-ten or taller than six feet. Slightly heavy. Receding hairline.

Blue eyes. A thin nose, generally sharp features. A snall strawberry
birthmark on his chin.... As it turned out, that was a perfect
description of the building superintendent."”

"And you'd never seen hin®"

"My first glinpse of himwas in the vision."
"You' d never seen a photograph of hin®"
"No. "

"Had he been a suspect before you gave the police this description?"
Pri ne asked.

"Yes. But the nurders took place in the early norning hours of his day
off - He swore that he had gone to his sister's house to spend the

ni ght, hours before the Havel ock girls were killed; and his sister
supported his story. Since she lived over eighty mles away, he seened
out of the running."

"Was his sister |ying?"
"Yes.
"How did you prove it?"

Wil e handling the dead girls' clothing, G aham sensed that the killer
had gone to his sister's house a full two hours after the murder had

t aken pl ace-not early the previous evening as she insisted. He also
sensed that the weapon-a Smith & Wesson Terrier .-was hidden in the
sister's house, in the bottomdrawer of a china closet.

He acconpani ed a Boston city detective and two state troopers to the
sister's place. Arriving unannounced and uninvited, they told her they
wanted to question her on some new evidence in the case. Ten seconds
after he stepped into her house, while the woman was still surprised at
the 'sight of them Graham asked her why she had said that her brother
had come to stay on the evening of Novenber first when in fact he
actually had not arrived until well after dawn on Novenber second.

Bef ore she could answer that, before she could get her wits about her,
he asked her why she was hiding the nurder weapon in the bottom drawer
of her china closet. Shocked by his know edge, she withstood only half
a dozen questions fromthe detective before she finally admtted the
truth.

"Amazing," Prine said. "And you had never seen the inside of her house
bef ore you had that vision?"



"1'd never even seen the outside of it," G aham said

, Why woul d she protect her brother when she knew he was guilty of such a
horrible crime?"

"I don't know. | can see things that have happened and very
occasionally, things that soon will happen in places where |'ve never
been. But | can't read minds. | can't explain human notivations."

The program director signaled Prine: five mnutes until they broke for
t he conmerci al s.

Leaning toward Harris, Prine said, "Wo asked you to help catch this man
they're calling the Butcher? Parents of one of the nurdered wonmen?"

"No. One of the detectives assigned to the case isn't as skeptical as
nost Policemen. He believes that | can do what | say | can do. He
wants to give nme a chance."

"Have you gone to the scenes of the nine nurders?"

"I"ve seen five of them"

" ' And handl ed the clothes of the victinms?"

"Some of them"

Prine slid forward on his chair, |leaning conspiratorially toward Harris.
"What can you tell us about the Butcher?

"Not nmuch," Graham Harris said, and he frowned, because that bothered
him He was having nore trouble than usual on this case.

"He's a big nman. Good-Ilooking. Young. Very sure of hinself and sure
of the-"

"How much are you bei ng pai d? Prine asked.

Confused by the question, G aham said, "For what?"

"For hel ping the police," Prine said.

"I"mnot being paid anything."

"You're just doing it for the good of society, then?"

"i"mconpelled. i'mdoing it because |-"

"How much did the Havel ocks pay you?"

He realized that Prine had been | eaning toward himnot conspiratorially
but hungrily, like a beast preparing to pounce on its prey. H s hunch
had been correct: that son of a bitch had chosen himfor the nightly

trounci ng. But why?

"M. Harris?"



Graham had tenporarily forgotten the canmeras (and the audi ence beyond),
but now he was unconfortably aware of them again. "The Havel ocks didn't
pay me anyt hi ng.

"You're certain of that?"

"Of course |I'mcertain.”

"You are sonetines paid for your services, aren't you?

"No. | earn ny living by-"

"Si xteen nonths ago a young boy was brutally rmurdered in the M dwest.
We' Il skip the nane of the town to spare the family publicity. His

not her asked for your assistance in uncovering the killer. | spoke with

her yesterday. She says that she paid you slightly nore than one
t housand dol | ars-and then you failed to find the killer

VWhat the hell is he trying to prove? Graham wondered. He knows |'m
far frompoor. He knows | don't need to run hal fway across the country
to hustle a few hundred dollars. "First of all, I did tell them who

killed the child and where they could | ook for the evidence that would
make their case. But both the police and this wonan refused to foll ow
up on the lead that | gave them

"Why woul d they refuse?"

"Because the man | fingered for the murder is the son of a wealthy
famly in that town. He's also a respected clergyman in his own right,
and the stepfather of the dead boy."

Prine's expression was proof enough that the woman had not told himthis
part of it. Nevertheless, he pressed the attack. That was
uncharacteristic of him

ordinarily, he was vicious with a guest only when he knew that he had
evi dence enough to ruin him He was not entirely an admrable man;
however, he usually didn't make mi stakes. "But she did pay you the

t housand dol lars? "

"That was for ny expenses. Airline fares, car rentals, neals and
| odgi ng while | was working on the case."

Smiling as if he had nade his point, Prine said, "Do they usually pay
your expenses?"

"Naturally. | can't be expected to travel all about, spending thousands
of my own money for-"

"Did the Havel ocks pay you?"
"My expenses."

"But didn't you lust tell us a mnute ago that the Havel ocks didn't pay
you anyt hi ng?"



Exasperated, Graham said, "They didn't pay ne. They just reinbursed ne
for-"

"M. Harris, forgive ne if | seemto be accusing you of sonething you

haven't done. But it occurs to ne that a man with your reputation for

perform ng psychic miracles could easily take many thousands of dollars
a year that is."

fromthe gullible. |If he was unscrupul ous, ,Look here-"

"When you're on one of these investigations, do you ever pad your
expenses?" Prine asked.

Graham was stunned. He slid forward on his chair, |eaned toward Prine.
"That's outrageous!" He realized that Prine had settled back and
crossed his legs the instant that he got a strong reaction. That was a
cl ever naneuver that nmade Graham s response seem exaggerated. He
suddenly felt as if he were the predator. He supposed that his
justifiable indignation | ooked |ike the desperate and weak sel f-defense
of a guilty man. "You know | don't need the noney. |'mnot a
millionaire, but I"'mwell fixed. M father was a successful publisher

| received a substantial trust fund. Furthernore, |'ve got a noderately
successful business of nmy own."

"I know you publish two expensive nagazi nes about mountain clinbing,"
Prine said. "But they do have small circulations. As for the trust
fund.... | hadn't heard about that."

He's lying, Grahamthought. He prepares neticulously for these shows.
When | wal ked into this studio, he knew al nost as much about ne as |
know about nyself. So why is he lying? Wat will he gain by

sl andering ne? \Wat in hell is happening here?

The wonman has green eyes, clear and beautiful green eyes, but there is
terror in themnow, and she stares up at the bl ade, the shining blade,
and she sucks in her breath to scream and the blade starts its
downwar d, arc. .

The i mages passed as suddenly as they had cone, |eaving himbadly
shaken. He knew that sone clairvoyantincludi ng the two nost fanous,
Peter Hurkos and his fellow Dutchman Gerard Croiset-could receive

i nterpret and catal ogue their psychic perceptions while holding an
uni nterrupted conversation. Only rarely could G aham nanage that.
Usual |y he was distracted by the visions.

Cccasionally, when they had to do with a particularly violent nurder, he
was so overwhel med by themthat he bl anked out reality altogether

The visions were nore than an intellectual experience; they affected him
emotionally and spiritually as well. For a nonent, seeing the
green-eyed wonman behind his eyes, he had not been fully aware of the
world around him the television audi ence, the studio, the caneras,
Prine. He was trenbling.

"M. Harris?" Prine said.



He | ooked up from hi s hands.

"I asked you a question," Prine said.

,I'"'msorry. | didn't hear it.

As the bl ood exploded fromher throat and her cream eyes he watched it
run down, down with a stream down between her bare breasts, and he
nearly | augh mani a tber scow s nor guns, and he does not ally but goes
about the killing in a workmanli ke manner, as if this is his profession
as if this is just a job, as if this is no different froma nman selling
cars for a living or washing w ndows, Merely a tluk to be it rite a e

| ood ni shedstaband pand ar ndbringth b welling up in Pools ... and then
stand up and go honme and sleep contentedly, satisfied with a job well
done.

Graham was shaki ng uncontrollably. H's face was greasy wth
perspiration, yet he felt as if he were sitting in a cool draft. His
own power scared him Ever since the accident in which he had nearly
di ed, he had been frightened of many things; but these inexplicable
visions were the ultimte fear

"M. Harris?" Prine said. "Are you feeling all right?"
The second wave of inpressions had |asted only three or four seconds,

al t hough it had seemed nuch longer than that. During that time he was
totally unaware of the studio and the caneras.

"He's doing it again," Gahamsaid softly. "Right now, this mnute."
Frowni ng, Prine said, '."Wo? Doi ng what ?"

"Killing."

"You' re tal ki ng about -the Butcher?"

Graham nodded and licked his lips. His throat was so dry that it hurt
hima bit to speak. There was an unpleasant netallic taste in his

nout h.

Prine was excited. He faced one of the cameras and said, "Remenber, New
York, you heard it and saw it here first." He turned back to G aham and
said, "Who is he killing?" He was suddenly charged with ghoulish
.Inticipation.

"A wonman. Geen eyes. Pretty."

"What's her name?"

Perspiration trickled into the corners of G ahanmis eyes and stung them
He wi ped his forehead with the back of his hand-and wondered how foolish
he | ooked to the hundreds of thousands who were wat chi ng.

"“Can you tell nme her name?" Prine asked.

Edna ... pretty littleEdna ... poor little Edna...



"Edna, " G aham sai d.

"Last name?"

“l don't ... can't see it!"

"Try. You nust try."

"Maybe ... dancer."

"Edna Dancer ?"

"I don't . naybe not... naybe the dancer part isn't right

maybe just... just the Edna "Reach for it"l Prine said. Try harder.
Can't you force it out?"

"No use!" Hs name "Daryl ... no ... Dwight!"

"Li ke Dwi ght Ei senhower?"

“"I"'mnot certain that it's actually his first name ... O even first or
Last... but people have Called himthat

Dwight ... yes... and he's answered to it!" ,Incredible," prine said,
apparently having forgotten that he had been in the process of
destroying his guest's reputation. "Do you see his other name, first or
[ast?" -No. But | sense ... the police already know him...

sonehow ... and they ... they know himwell."

, You nean that he's already a suspect?" Prine asked.
The caneras seemed to nove in closer.
Graham wi shed they would go away. He wi shed prine would go away.
He shoul d never have cone here tonight. Mdst of all, he w shed his
cl airvoyant powers woul d go away, vani sh back into that | ocked box deep
within his mind fromwhich they had been sprung by the accident.
"I don't know," Graham said. "l suppose ...
he must be a suspect. But whatever the situation ... they know him
They-" He shuddered.
"What is it?" Prine asked.
"Edna ...
"Yes?"
"She's dead now. "

Graham felt as if he were going to be sick.



"Where did it happen?" Prine asked.

Graham sank back in his arncthair, struggling to keep control of hinself.
He felt alnost as if he were Edna, as if the knife had been plunged into
hi m

"\Where was she nurdered?" Prine asked again.

"I'n her apartnent.”

"What's the address?"

"I don't know "

"But if the police could get there in tinme-"

"I"'ve lost it," Grahamsaid. "It's gone. I'msorry. |It's all gone for
now. "

He felt cold and hol | ow i nsi de.

Shortly before two o' clock in the norning, after a conference on the set
with the director, Anthony Prine left the studio and went down the hal
to his suite, which served himas office, dressing roomand hone away
fromhonme. Inside, he wal ked straight to the bar, put two ice cubes in
a glass and reached for the bottle of bourbon

H s manager and busi ness partner, Paul Stevenson, was sitting on the
couch. He wore expensive, welltailored clothes. Prine was a snart
dresser, and he appreciated that quality in other men. The problem was
that Stevenson al ways destroyed the effect of his outfit with one

bi zarre accessory. Tonight he was wearing a Seville Row suit-a
hard-fi ni shed gray worsted with a nidnight-blue That silk lining-a
hand-sewn |ight blue shirt, maroon tie, black alligator shoes. And
bright pink socks-with green clocks on the sides. Like cockroaches on a
weddi ng cake.

For two reasons, Stevenson was a perfect business partner: he had noney,
and he did what he was told to do.

Prine had great respect for the dollar. And he did not believe that
anyone |ived who had the experience, the intelligence or the right to
tell himwhat to do.

"Were there any calls for ne on the private |ine?"

Prine asked.

“No calls."

"You're certain?"

"OF course."

"You were here all the tinme?"



"Wat chi ng the show on that set,"” Stevenson said.
"I was expecting a call."

“"I"'msorry. There wasn't one."

Prine scow ed.

"Terrific show," Stevenson said.

"Just the first thirty mnutes. Following Harris, the other guests
| ooked duller than they were. Did we get viewer calls?"

"Over a hundred, all favorable. Do you believe he really saw the
killing take place?"

"You heard the details he gave. The color of her eyes. Her nane.
He convinced ne."

"Until the next victims found, you don't know that his details were
accurate."

"They were accurate,” Prine said. He finished his bourbon and refilled
his glass. He could drink a great deal of whiskey without becom ng
drunk. Likew se, when he ate he gorged hinself, yet he had never been
overwei ght. He was constantly on the prowl for pretty young wonen, and
when he paid for sex he usually went to bed with two call girls. He was
not sinmply a niddl e-aged man desperately trying to prove his youth. He
needed those fuel s-whi skey, food and wonen-in | arge doses. For nost of
his life he had been fighting ennui, a deep and abi ding boredomw th the
way the world was.

Paci ng energetically, sipping his bourbon, he said, "A green-eyed woman
naned Edna.... He's right about that. W'Il be reading it in the papers
tonmorrow - "

"You can't know"

"if you'd been sitting there beside him Paul, you'd have no doubts
about it."

"But wasn't it odd that he had his 'vision' just when you about had him
nai | ed?"

"Nai | ed for what?" Prine asked.

"Well ... for taking nmoney. For "if he's ever been paid nore than his
expenses for that kind of work, |I've no proof of it," Prine said

Per pl exed, Stevenson said, "Then why did you go after hin®"

"I wanted to break him Reduce himto a babbling, defenseless fool."
Prine smiled.

"But if he wasn't guilty-"



"He's guilty of other things."

"Li ke what ?"
"You'll know eventually."
St evenson sighed. "You enjoy humliating themright there on

tel evision.”
"Of course."
"\ 2"

"\Why not ?"

"I's it the sense of power?"

"Not at all,"” Prine said. "l enjoy exposing themas fools because they
are fools. Mst nen are fools. Politicians, clergymen, poets,

phi | osophers, busi nessmen, generals and admrals. Gadually, I'm
exposing the |l eaders in every profession. |'mgoing to show the

i gnorant masses that their |leaders are as dull-witted as they are.” He

swal | owed sonme bourbon. Wen he spoke again, his voice was hard.

"Maybe soneday all those fools will go at one another's throats and
| eave the world to the few of us who can appreciate it."

"What are you sayi ng?"

"I spoke English, didn't |?"

"You sound so-bitter."

"I"ve got a right to."

"You? After your success?"
"Aren't you drinking, Paul?"

"No. Tony, | don't understand-"
"I think you should have a drink."

St evenson knew when he was expected to change the subject. "I really
don't want a drink."

"Have you ever gotten blind drunk?"

"No. [I'mnot much of a drinker."

"Ever gone to bed with two girls at once?"

"What's that got to do with anything?"

"You don't reach out for life like you should," Prine said. "You don't

experience. You don't get |oose enough often enough. That's the only
thing wong with you, Paulthere than your socks."



St evenson | ooked at his feet. "What's wong with nmy socks?"

Prine went to the windows. He didn't |look at the bright city beyond but
stared instead at his reflection in the glass. He grinned at hinself.
He felt marvel ous. Better than he had felt in weeks, and all thanks to
Harris. The clairvoyant had brought sone excitenent and danger into his
life, new purpose and interest.

Al t hough Graham Harris didn't know it as yet, he was the nobst inportant
target of Prine's career. W'I|l destroy him Prine thought happily;

wi pe himout, finish himoff for good. He turned to Stevenson. "Are
you certain about the phone? | must have gotten a call."
, No. Nothing."

"Maybe you stepped out of here for a minute.”

"Tony, I"'mnot a fool. Gve nme sonme credit. | was here all the tine,
and the private |line never rang."

Prine finished his second bourbon. It burned his throat. A welcone and
pl easant heat rose in him "Wy don't you have a drink with nme?"

St evenson stood and stretched. "No. |I've really got to go."

Prine went to the bar.

"You're drinking those awmfully fast, Tony."

"Cel ebrating," Prine said as he added ice and bourbon to his gl ass.

"Cel ebrati ng what ?"

"The downfall of another fool."

Conni e Davis was waiting for Graham when he cane hone to the townhouse
they shared in Greenwich Village. She took his coat and hung it in the

cl oset.

She was pretty. Thirty-four years old. Slender. Brunette. Gay eyes.
Proud nose. Wde nouth. Sexy.

She owned a prosperous hole-in-the-wall antique shop on Tenth Street. In
busi ness she was every bit as tough as she was pretty.

For the past eighteen nonths she and Graham had |ived together

Their relationship was the closest thing to genuine romance that either
of them had ever known.

However, it was nore than a romance. She was his doctor and nurse as
well as his lover. Since the accident five years ago, he had been
losing faith in hinself. His self-respect faded year by year. She was
here to help him to heal him She was not certain that he understood
stood this; but she sawit as the nobst inportant task of her life.



"Where have you been?" she asked. "It's two thirty.

"I had to think. | went wal king. You saw the progran?

"We'll talk about it. But first you need to get warm"™

"Do | ever. It must be twenty bel ow out there."

"Go into the study and sit down. Relax," she said. "l've got a fire
going. I'Il bring you a drink."

" Brandy?

"What else on a night like this?"
"You're nearly perfect."

"Near | y?"

"Mustn't give you a swelled head."
"I"'mtoo perfect to be i modest."
He | aughed.

She turned from himand went to the bar at the far end of the living
room

Wth a sixth sense of her own, she knew that he stared after her for a

nonent before he left the room Good. just as planned. He was neant
to watch. She was wearing a clinging white sweater and tight blue jeans
t hat accentuated her waistline and her bottom |If he hadn't stared

after her, she woul d have been di sappointed. After what he had been
t hrough tonight, he needed nore than a seat in front of the fireplace
and a snifter of brandy. He needed her. Touching. Kissing.

Maki ng | ove. And she was willing-nore than willing, delighted-to
provide it.

She was not nerely plunging into her Earth Mother role again

Unquesti onably, she did have a tendency to overwhel m her nen, to be so
excessively affectionate and understandi ng and dependabl e that she
snmothered their self-reliance. However, this affair was different from
all the others. She wanted to depend on Graham as nuch as he depended
on her. This time she wanted to receive as much as she gave. He was
the first man to whom she had ever responded in quite that fashion

She wanted to nake love to himin order to soothe him but she wanted to
soot he herself as well. She had al ways had strong, healthy sexua
drives, but Graham had put a new and sharper edge on her desire.

She carried the glasses of Reny Martin into the den. She sat beside him
on the sofa.



After a nonment of silence, still staring at the fire, he said, "Wy the
interrogation? \What was he after?, "Prine?"

"Who el se?”
"You' ve seen his show often enough. You know what he's |ike."

"But he usually has a reason for his attacks. And he's always got proof
of what he says."

"Well, at least you shut himup with your visions of the tenth nurder."
"They were real ," he said.

"I know they were."

"It was so vivid ... as if | were right there.

"Was it bad? Bl oody?"

"One of the worst. | saw him... ramthe knife into her throat and then
twist it." He quickly sipped his brandy.

She | eaned agai nst him kissed himon the cheek.

"I - can't figure this Butcher," he said worriedly. "I've never had so
nmuch trouble getting an imge of a killer."

"You sensed his nane."

"Maybe. Dwight.... I'"'mnot entirely sure."

You' ve given the police a fairly good description of him"But | can't
pi ck up much nore about him" he said. "When the visions cone and | try
to force an imge of this man, this Butcher, to the center of them al

| get are waves of ... evil. Not illness, not an inpression of a sick
mnd. just overwhelming evil. | don't know how to explain this-but the

Butcher isn't a lunatic. At least not in the classical sense. He
doesn't kill in a maniacal frenzy.

"He's chopped up nine innocent wonen," Connie said. "Ten if you count
the one they haven't found yet. He cuts off their ears and fingers
sonmetines. Sonetinmes he di senmbowels them And you say he isn't crazy?"

"He's not a lunatic, not by any definition we have of the word.
I'd stake ny life onit."

"Maybe you don't sense nental illness because he doesn't know he's sick
Amesi a-"

"No. No ammesia. No schizophrenia. He's very aware of his nurders.
He's no Dr. Jekyll and M. Hyde. |1'Il bet he'd pass any psychiatric
exami nation you'd care to give him and with flying col ors.

This isn't easy to explain. But | have the feeling that if he is a
lunatic, he's a whole new breed. No one's ever encountered anything



like himbefore. | think-dammt, | know he's not even angry or
particularly excited when he kills these wonen. He's just-nethodical."

“"You're giving ne the shivers."

"You? | feel as if I've been inside his head. |[|'ve got a chronic case
of shivers."

A coal popped in the firepl ace.

She took hold of his free hand. "Let's not talk about Prine or the
killings."

"After tonight, how can | not tal k about then®"

"You | ooked wonderful on television," she said, working himaway from
t he subj ect.

"Ch, yeah. Wbnderful. Sweating, pale, shaking” Not during the visions.
Before them You're a natural for television. Even for novies.

Leadi ng-man type."

Graham Harris was handsonme. Thick reddi sh-blond hair. Blue eyes,
heavily crinkled at the corners. Leathery skin with sharply carved
lines fromall the years he had spent in an outdoor life. Five-ten; not
tall, but lean and hard. He was thirty-eight, yet he still had a trace
of boyish vulnerability about him

"Leadi ng-man type?" he said. He smiled at her. "Maybe you're right.
"Il give up the publishing business and all this nessy psychic stuff.
"Il go into the novies."

"The next Robert Redford."

"Robert Redford? | was thinking maybe the next Boris Karloff."

"Redford," Connie insisted.

Karl of f was a rather el egant | ooking man out of

“"Cone to think of it,
"I'l try for being the next \Wallace Beery."

makeup. Perhaps |
"if you're Wallace Beery, then |'m Marie Dressier."
“H, Mrie."

"Do you really have an inferiority conplex, or do you cultivate it as
part of your charnP"

He grinned, then sipped the brandy. "Renenber that Tughoat Annie novie
with Beery and Dressler? Do you think Annie ever went to bed with her
husband?"

"Sur e!

"They were always fighting. He lied to her every chance he got-and nost
of the time he was drunk."



"But in their own way they |oved each other,"
couldn't have been married to anyone el se."

Conni e said. "They
"I wonder what it was like for them He was such a weak man, and she
was such a strong woman. "

"Remenber, though, he was always strong when the chips were down: right
near the end of the picture, for exanple.

"Some good in all of us, huh?"

"He coul d have been strong fromthe start. He just didn't respect
hi nsel f enough. "

Graham stared at the fire. He turned the brandy snifter around and
around in his hand.

"What about WIIiam Powell and Myrna Loy?" she asked. -"The Thin Man
novi es. "

"Both of themwere strong,"” she said. "That's who we coul d be.
Ni ck and Nora Charles."

"I always liked their dog. Asta. Now that was a good part.
"How do you think Nick and Nora made | ove?"

she asked.

"Passi onatel y."

"But with a lot of fun."

"Little jokes."

"That's it." She took the brandy gl ass out of his hand and put it on
the hearth with her own snifter. She kissed himlightly, teasing his
lips with her tongue. "I bet we could play Nick and Nora."

"I don't know. It's such a strain naking |love and being witty at the
same tinme."

She sat in his lap. She put her arnms around his neck and kissed him
nore fully this tine and drew back and smiled when he slid a hand
beneat h her sweater

"Nora?" he said.

"Yes, Nicky?"

"Where's Asta?"

"I put himto bed."

"W wouldn't want himinterrupting.”



"He's asl eep.”

"Mght traumatize the little fella if he saw"
"l made sure he'd be asleep.”

" Oh?"

"I drugged his Al po."

"Such a smart girl."

"And now we belong in bed."
"Such a very smart girl."

"Wth a |l ovely body," she said.
"Yes, you're ravishing."
"Am | ?"

"Ch, yes."

"Ravi sh ne, then."

"Wth pleasure.™

"I would hope so."

An hour |ater he was asl eep, but Connie was not.

She lay on her side, studying his face in the soft gl ow of the bedside
| anp.

Hi s experience and attitudes were stanped on his features. His
t oughness shone through clearly, yet there was the boyish quality too.

Ki ndness. Intelligence. Hunor. Sensitivity. He was a deep-down good
man. But the fear shone through as well, the fear of falling, and al
of the ugly things that had grown fromit.

During his twenties and early thirties, G aham had been one of the best
mountain clinbers in the world. He lived for the vertical trek, for the
risk and the triunmph. Nothing else in his |life mattered half so nuch as
that. He had been an active clinber fromthe age of thirteen, year by
year setting higher and nore difficult goals for hinmself. At twenty-six
he was organizing parties to scale the npst taxing peaks in Europe, Asia
and South America. Wen he was thirty he I ed an expedition up the South
Col route of Everest, clinbed the West Ridge to traverse the nountain
and returned down the South Col.

At thirty-one he tackled the Eiger Direct with an Al pine-style single
push up the hideously sheer face wi thout using fixed ropes.

Acconpl i shments such as these, his good | ooks, his wit, and his



reputation as a Casanova (exaggerated by both his friends and the press)
made hi mthe nost colorful and popular figure in nountaineering at that
tinme.

Five years ago, with only a few challenging clinbs renmaining, he put
together a teamto assault the nost dangerous wall of rock known to man,
t he Sout hwest Face of Everest, a route that had never been taken to the
top. Two-thirds of the way through the clinb, he fell, breaking sixteen
bones and suffering internal injuries. He was given first aid in Nepal
then flown to Europe with a doctor and two friends at his side in what
everyone assuned woul d conclude as a death watch. Instead of adding one
nore outstandi ng achi evenent to his record, he spent seven nonths in a
private Swiss clinic. However, the ordeal was not at an end when he
left the hospital. This Goliath had not been beaten, and had left this
David with a warning: G ahamlinped.

The doctors told himhe could still scale easy cliffs and ridges as a
weekend sport if he wished. Wth sufficient practice he mght even
learn to compensate for his partially game right |eg and nove on to nore
anmbitious clinbs. Not Eiger. Not Everest, by any route. But there
wer e hundreds of |esser palisades that should interest him

At first he was convinced that he would be back on Everest within a
year. Three times he tried to clinb, and three tines he was reduced to
panic in the first hundred feet of the ascent.

Forced to retreat fromeven the sinplest clinbs, he quickly saw t hat
Everest or anything renotely like it would nmost likely scare himto
deat h.

Over the years, that fear had undergone a netanorphosis- had grown and
spread |ike a fungus. His fear of clinbing had beconme a generalized
fear that affected every aspect of his life. He was convinced that his
i nheritance would be lost in bad investnents, and he began follow ng the
stock market with a nervous interest that nade himthe bane of his
broker. He started his three lowcirculation, high-priced
nount ai ncl i mbi ng magazi nes as a hedge agai nst a coll apse of the narket;
and al though they were quite profitable, he periodically predicted their
denmi se. He began to see the dread specter of cancer in every cold, case
of flu, headache and bout with acid indigestion. Hi s clairvoyance
frightened him and he attenpted to deal with it only because he could
not run fromit. At tines the fear intruded between himand Connie in
the nost intimate nmonments, |eaving himinpotent.

Recently he had sunk into a depression far deeper than any that had cone
before it, and for several days he had seenmed unable and unwilling to
claw his way out of it. Two weeks ago he had wi tnessed a nuggi ng, heard
the victims cries for hel p-and wal ked away. Five years ago he woul d
have waded into the fight w thout hesitation. He cane hone and told
Conni e about the nugging, belittled hinself, called hinself nanes and
argued with her when she tried to defend him She was afraid that he
had conme to | oathe himself, and she knew that for a nman |ike G aham such
an attitude would lead inevitably to some form of madness.

She knew that she was not particularly qualified to put him back
t oget her again. Because of her strong will, because of her conpetitive
and fiercely self-sufficient nature, she felt that she had done nore



harm t han good to her previous |overs. She had never thought of herself
as a wonen's liberationist and certainly not as a ball breaker; she
simply had been, fromthe age of consent, sharper and tougher and nore
self-reliant than nost men of her acquaintance. |In the past her |overs
had been enotionally and intellectually weaker than she. Few nen seened
able to accept a worman as anything but an inferior. She had nearly
destroyed the man she lived with before Graham nerely by assum ng her
equality and-in his mnd, at least-invalidating the male role he needed
to sustain hinself.

Wth Gahamis ego in a fragile state, she had to nodify her basic
personality to an extent she woul d have thought inpossible. It was
worth the strain, because she saw the man he had been prior to the
accident. She wanted to break his shell of fear and let out the old
Graham Harris. Wat he had once been was what she had hoped for so |ong
to find: a man who was her equal and who woul d not feel threatened by a
worman who was his match. However, while trying to bring that G aham
back to life, she had to be cautious and patient, for this G aham could
be shattered so very easily.

A gust of wind rattled the w ndow.

Al t hough she was warm under the covers, she shivered.

The tel ephone rang.

Startled, she rolled away from G aham

The phone was strident. Like the cry of a halidon, it echoed eerily in
the room

She snatched up the receiver to stop the ringing before it woke him
"Hel |l 0?" she said softly.

"M. Harris, please."
"Who's calling?"

“"lra Preduski."

"I"msorry, but I|-"

"Detective Preduski."

“It's four in the norning," she said.

"I apologize. Really. |I'msorry. Sincerely. |If I've wakened you ..
terrible of me. But, you see, he wanted me to call himimediately if
we had any-nmj or devel opnents in the Butcher case."

"Just a minute." She |ooked at G aham

He was awake, watching her.

She said, "Preduski.'

He took the receiver. "Harris speaking."



A mnute |ater, when he was finished, she hung up for him "They found
nunber ten?"

"Yeah.
"What ' s her nanme?" Conni e asked.
"Edna. Edna Mowry."

The bedcl ot hes were sodden with bl ood. The carpet at the right of the
bed was marred by a dark stain |ike a Rorschach blot. Dried blood
spotted the wall behind the brass headboard.

Three police |lab technicians were working in the room under the
direction of the coroner. Two of themwere on their hands and knees
besi de the bed. One nman was dusting the nightstand for fingerprints,
al t hough he nust have known that he would not find any. This was the
wor k of the Butcher, and the Butcher always wore gloves. The coroner
was plotting the trajectory of the blood on the wall in order to
establ i sh whether the killer was |eft-handed or right-handed.

"Where's the body?" G aham asked.

"I"'msorry, but they took it to the norgue ten minutes ago," Detective
Preduski said, as if he felt responsible for sone inexcusable breach of
manners. Graham wondered if Preduski's entire |ife was an apol ogia. The
detective was quick to take the blame for everything and to find fault
with hinmsel f even when he behaved i nmpeccably. He was a nondescript nan

with a pale conplexion and watery brown eyes. In spite of his
appearance and his apparent inferiority conplex, he was a highly
respected nenber of the Manhattan hom cide detail. Mre than one of the

detective's associates had made it clear to G ahamthat he was working
with the best, that Ira Preduski was the top man in the department. "I
hel d t he anbul ance as long as | coul d.

You took so much tine to get here. O course | woke you in the dead of

night. | shouldn't have done that. And then you probably had to call a
cab and wait around for it. I'mso sorry. Now |I've probably ruined
everything for you. | should have tried to keep the body here just a
bit longer. | knew you'd want to see it where it was found."

"That doesn't matter," G ahamsaid. "In a sense, |'ve already had a
firsthand | ook at her."

"OfF course you have," Preduski said. "I saw you on the Prine show

earlier."”

"Her eyes were green, weren't they?"
"Just as you said."

"She was found nude?"

"Yes.

" St abbed nmany tinmes?"



"Yes."
"Wth a particularly brutal wound in the throat?"
"That's right."

"He nutilated her, didn't he?"

"Yes."

" How?"

Awful thing," Preduski said. "I wish | didn't have to tell you.

Nobody shoul d have to hear it." Preduski seenmed about to wing his
hands. "He cut a plug of flesh out of her stomach. |It's alnost |ike a

cork, with her navel in the center of it. Terrible."

Graham cl osed his eyes and shuddered. "This ..

cork . " He was beginning to perspire. He felt ill. He wasn't

receiving a vision, just a strong sense of what had happened, a hunch

that was difficult to ignore. "He put this cork ... in her right hand
and cl osed her fingers around it. That's where you found it."

"Yes." The coroner turned away fromthe bl ood-spattered wall and stared
curiously at G aham

Don't | ook at nme that way, Grahamthought. | don't want to know these
t hi ngs.

He woul d have been delighted if his clairvoyance had allowed himto
predict sharp rises in the stock market rather than isolated pockets of
mani acal violence. He Wuld have preferred to see the nanes of wi nning
horses in races not yet run rather than the nanes of victins in nmurders
he' d never seen committed.

If he could have wi shed away his powers, he would have done that |ong
ago. But because that was inpossible, he felt as if he had a
responsibility to develop and interpret his psychic talent. He
bel i eved, perhaps irrationally, that by doing so he was conpensating, at
least in part, for the cowardi ce that had overwhel med hi mthese past
five years.

"What do you nmke of the nessage he left us?" Preduski asked.

On the wall beside the vanity bench there were |ines of poetry printed
in blood.

Ri ntah roars and shakes his fires in the burdened air; Hungry cl ouds
swag on the deep "Have any idea what it neans?" Preduski asked.

"I""'mafraid not."

"Recogni ze the poet?"



"Neither do I. " Preduski shook his head sorrowfully.

"I"'mnot very well educated. | only had one year of coll ege.

Couldn't afford it. | read a lot, but there's so much to read. if
wer e educated, maybe |'d know whose poetry that is. | should know If

the Butcher takes the tine to wite it down, it's something inportant to
him |It's a lead. What kind of detective am!| if | can't follow up a

|l ead as plain as that?" He shook his head again, clearly disgusted with
hinself. "Not a good one. Not a very good one."

“"Maybe it's his own poetry,"” G aham said.

"The Butcher's?"

" Maybe. "

"A murderous poet? T.S. Eliot with a hom cidal urge?

Graham shrugged.

"No," Preduski said. "A nman usually commits this sort of crime because
it's the only way he can express the rage inside him

Sl aughter rel eases pressures that have built in him But a poet can

express his feelings with words. No. |If it were doggerel, perhaps it
could be the Butcher's own verse. But this is too smooth, too
sensitive, too good. Anyway, it rings a bell. Wy back in this thick
head of mne, it rings a bell." Preduski studied the bl oody nessage for
a nonent, then turned and went to the bedroomdoor. it was standing
open; he closed it. "Then there's this one."

On the back of the door, five words were printed in the dead wonan's
bl ood.

a rope over an abyss "Has he ever left anything like this before?"

G aham asked.

"No. | would have told you if he had. But it's not unusual in this
sort of crine. Certain types of psychopaths |like to comunicate with
whoever finds the corpse. jack the Ripper wote notes to the police.
The Manson famly used blood to scraw one-word nessages on the walls.
"A rope over an abyss."” Wiat is he trying to tell us?"

"I'sit fromthe same poem as the other?"

"I haven't the faintest idea." Preduski sighed, thrust his hands into
his pockets. He |ooked dejected. "I'mbeginning to wonder if |I'm ever

going to catch him"

The living roomof Edna Mowy's apartnent was small but not mnean.



Indirect |ighting bathed everything in a rel axi ng anber gl ow.
Col d vel vet drapes.
Textured light tan burl ap-pattern wal |l paper

Pl ush brown carpet. A beige velour sofa and two nmatching arnchairs. A
heavy gl ass coffee table with brass legs. Chrone and gl ass shel ves ful
of books and statuary.

Limted editions of prints by sone fine contenporary artists. It was
tasteful, cozy and expensi ve.

At Preduski's request, Graham settled down in one of the arnthairs.

Sarah Piper was sitting on one end of the sofa. She |ooked as expensive
as the room She was wearing a knitted pantsuit-dark blue with Kelly
green piping-gold earrings and an el egant watch as thin as a half

dollar. She was no older than twenty-five, a strikingly Iovely,
wel | -built bl onde, marked by experience.

Earlier she had been crying. Her eyes were puffy and red. She was in
control of herself now.

"We've been through this before," she said.

Preduski was beside her on the couch. "I know," he said. "And I'm
sorry. Truly sorry. It's terribly late, too late for this. But there
is sonething to be gained by asking the sanme questions two and even
three times. You think you've told ne all the pertinent facts.

But it's possible you overl ooked something. God knows, |'m forever
overl ooki ng things. This questioning nmay seem redundant to you, but
it's the way | work. | have to go over things again and again to make
sure |'ve done themright. |'mnot proud of it. That's just the way |
am Sone other detective mght get everything he needs the first tine
he speaks to you. Not ne, |I'mafraid. It was your msfortune that the
call cane in while | was on duty. Bear with me. 1'Il be able to let
you go home before nuch longer. | promse."

The wonman gl anced at Graham and cocked her head as if to say, Is this
guy for real?

G aham sni | ed.

"How | ong had you known-the deceased?" Preduski asked.
She said, "About a year."

"How wel | did you know her?"

"She was ny best friend."

"Do you think that in her eyes you were her best friend?"

"Sure. | was her only friend."



Preduski raised his eyebrows. "People didn't |ike her?

"Of course they liked her,", Sarah Piper said. "Wat wasn't to |ike?
She just didn't make friends easily. She was a quiet girl. She kept
nostly to hersel f."

"Where did you neet her?"
"At work."

"Where is work?"

"You know that. The Rhi nestone Pal ace.'
"And what did she do there?"
"You know t hat too."

Noddi ng, patting her knee in a strictly fatherly manner, the detective
said, "That's correct. | knowit. But, you see, M. Harris doesn't
knowit. | neglected to fill himin. M fault. |'msorry.

Woul d you tell hinP"

She turned to Gaham "Edna was a stripper. just like nme."

"1 know t he Rhi nestone Pal ace," G aham sai d

"You' ve been there?" Preduski asked.

"No. But | knowit's fairly high class, not |ike nost striptease
cl ubs."

For a monment Preduski's watery brown eyes seenmed | ess out of focus than
usual. He stared intently at Gaham "Edna Mowry was a stripper

How about t hat ?"

He knew precisely what the detective was thinking. On the Prine show he
had said that the victims name m ght be Edna Dancer. He had not been
right-but he had not been altogether wong either; for although her nane
was Mowry, she earned her living as a dancer

According to Sarah Piper, Edna had reported for work at five o' clock the
previ ous evening. She performed a ten-ninute act twice every hour for

t he next seven hours, peeling out of a variety of costumes until she was
entirely nude. Between acts, dressed in a black cocktail dress, sans
bra, she mixed with the customers-nostly nen, alone and in
groups-hustling drinks in a cautious, denure and stylish way that

ski pped successfully along the edge of the state's B-girl laws. She had
finished her |last performance at twenty mnutes of twelve and left the
Rhi nest one Pal ace no nmore than five mnutes after that.

"You think she cane straight honme?" Preduski asked.

"She always did," Sarah said. "She never wanted to go out and have fun
The Rhinestone Pal ace was all the night |ife she could stonach



Who coul d bl ane her ?"
Her voice wavered, as if she mght begin to cry again.
Preduski took her hand and squeezed it reassuringly.

She let himhold it, and that appeared to give himan innocent pleasure.
"Did you dance | ast eveni ng?"

"Yeah. Till midnight."

"When did you come here?"

"A quarter of three."

"Why woul d you be visiting at that hour?"

"Edna liked to sit and read all night. She never went to bed unti

eight or nine in the norning. | told her 1'd stop around for breakfast
and gossip. | often did."

"You' ve probably already told ne . . ." Preduski made a face:
enbarrassnent, apology, frustration. "lI'msorry. This mnd of

mne-like a sieve. Did you tell me why you didn't conme here at
m dni ght, when you got off work?

"I had a date," she said.

Grahamcoul d tell from her expression and fromthe tone of her voice
that the "date" had been a paying custonmer. That saddened hima bit. He
liked her already. He couldn't help but like her. He was receiving

| ow key waves, threshold psychic vibrations fromher; they were very
positive, nellow and warm vi brati ons. She was a damed nice person. He
knew. And he wanted only pleasant things to happen to her

"Did Edna have a date tonight?" Preduski asked.

"No. | told you. She cane right hone."

"Maybe her boyfriend was waiting for her."

"She was between boyfriends."

"Maybe an ol d boyfriend stopped in to talk."

"No. When Edna dropped a guy, he stayed dropped."

Preduski sighed, pinched the bridge of his nose, shook his head sadly.
"l hate to have to ask this....

You were her best friend. But what |'mgoing to say pl ease understand
don't mean to put her down. Life is tough. W all have to do things
we'd rather not do. |'mnot proud of every day of mny life.

God knows. Don't judge. That's ny notto. There's only one crine |
can't rationalize away. Mirder. | really hate to ask this.... Wll



was she ... do you think she ever

"WAs she a prostitute?" Sarah asked for him

"Ch, | wouldn't put it that way! That's such an awful ... | really
meant "
"Don't worry," she said. She snmiled sweetly. "I'mnot offended."

Graham was anused to see her squeeze the detective's hand. Now she was
conforting Preduski

"I do some light hooking nyself " Sarah said. "Not much. Once a week,
maybe. 1've got to like the guy, and he's got to have two hundred bucks
to spare. It's all the same as stripping to ne, really.

But it wouldn't have been sonething Edna could do. She was surprisingly
straight."

"I shouldn't have asked. It was none of ny business," said Preduski
"But it occurred to me that in her Iine of work there would be a | ot of
tenptation for a girl who needed noney."

"She made eight hundred a week stripping and hustling drinks," Sarah
said. "She only spent noney on her books and apartnent. She was
socking it in the bank. She didn't need nore."

Preduski was sonber. "But you see why | had to ask?

If she opened the door to the killer, he must have been soneone she
knew, however briefly. That's what puzzles ne nost about this whole
case. How does the Butcher get themto open the door?"

Graham had never thought about that. The dead wonmen were all young, but
they were fromvaried backgrounds. One was a housew fe.

One was a |l awer. Two were school -teachers. Three secretaries, one
nodel , one sales clerk.... How did the Butcher get so many different
worren to open their doors to himlate at night?

The kitchen table was littered with the remains of a hastily prepared
and hastily eaten neal. Bits of bread. The dried edge of a slice of
bol ogna. Snears of nustard and mayonnai se. Two appl e cores.

A can of cling peaches enpty of everything except an inch of packing
syrup. A drunstick gnawed to the bone. Half a doughnut.

Three crushed beer cans. The Butcher had been ravenous and sl oppy.

"Ten murders," Preduski said, "and he always goes to the kitchen for a
shack afterward."

Stifled by the psychic atnosphere of the kitchen, by the incredibly
strong, lingering presence of the killer which was nearly as heavy here
as it had been in the dead wonman's bedroom G aham could only nod. The
ness on the table, in contrast with the otherwise tidy kitchen

di sturbed himdeeply. The peach can and the beer can were covered with



reddi sh-brown stains; the killer had eaten while wearing his bl oody
gl oves.

Preduski shuffled forlornly to the wi ndow by the sink. He stared at the
nei ghboring apartment house. "l've talked to a few psychiatrists about
t hese feasts he has when he's done the dirty work.

As | understand it, there are two basic ways a psychopath will act when
he's finished with his victim Nunber one, there's M. Meek. The
killing is everything for him his whole reason for living, the only
color and desire in his life. Wen he's done killing, there's nothing,
he's nothing. He goes home and wat ches tel evision

Sleeps a lot. He sinks into a deep pit of boredomuntil the pressures
build up and he kills again. Nunber two, there's the man who gets
psyched up by the nurder. His real excitement cones not during the
killing but after it. He'll go straight fromthe scene of the crinme to
a bar and drink everyone under the table. Hs adrenaline is up. His
heartbeat is up. He eats like a |lunberjack and sometines picks up
whores by the six-pack. Apparently, our man is nunber two.

Except
"Except what?" G aham asked.

Turni ng away fromthe wi ndow, Preduski said, "Seven times he's eaten a
big meal in the dead wonen's own hones. But the other three tinmes, he's
taken the food out of the refrigerator and faked a big meal ."

"Faked it? Wat do you nean?"

“"The fifth nmurder, the Liedstromwonman," Preduski said. He closed his
eyes and grinmaced as if he could still see her body and blood. "W were
aware of his style by then. W checked the kitchen right away.

There was an enpty pear can on the table, an enpty cottage cheese
contai ner, the remains of an apple and several other itens. But there
wasn't a mess. The first four times, he'd been sloppy-like he was
tonight. But in the Liedstromkitchen, he hadn't left a lot of crunbs.

No smears of butter or nustard or mayonnai se or ketchup. No bl oodstains
on the beer cans."

He opened his eyes and wal ked to the table. "W'd | found well-gnawed
apple cores in tw of the first four kitchens." He pointed at an apple
core on the table in front of him "Like that one.

The | ab had even studied the teeth marks on them But in the Liedstrom
ki tchen he peeled the apple and renpved the center with a corer. The
skins and the core were piled neatly on one corner of his dinner plate.

That was a change from what we'd seen previously, and it got ne

t hi nking. Wiy had he eaten |ike a Neanderthal the first four tines-and
like a gentleman the fifth? | had the forensic boys open the pl unbing
under the sink and take out the garbage disposal unit. They ran tests
on it and found that each of the eight kinds of food on the table had
been put through the disposal within the past few hours. 1In short, the



But cher hadn't taken a bite of anything in the Liedstromkitchen. He
got the food fromthe refrigerator and tossed it down the drain. Then
he set the table so it would ook as if he'd had a big neal. He did the
same thing at the scene of nurders seven and ei ght.

That sort of behavior struck Grahamas particularly eerie. The air in
the room seemed suddenly nore noist and oppressive than before.

"You said his eating after a nmurder was part of a psychotic conpul sion."
"Yes."

"“I'f for some reason he didn't feel that comnpul sion at the Liedstrom
house, why woul d he bother to fake it?"

"I don't know," Preduski said. He wi ped one slender hand across his
face as if he were trying to pull off his weariness. "It's too nmuch for
me. It really is. Mch too much. |If he's crazy, why isn't he crazy in
the sane way all of the time?"

Graham hesitated. Then: "I don't think any court appointed psychiatri st
woul d find himinsane."

"Say agai n?"

"In fact, | think even the best psychiatrist, if not informed of the
murders, would find this man saner and nore reasonabl e than he woul d
nost of wus."

Preduski blinked his watery eyes in surprise. "Wll, hell. He carves
up ten wonen and | eaves them for garbage, and you don't think he's
crazy?"

"That's the sane reaction | got froma lady friend when I told her."

"l don't wonder."

"But 1'Il stick by it. Mybe he is crazy. But not in any traditional
recogni zabl e way. He's sonething altogether new "

"You sense this?"

"Yes. "

"Psychical | y?"

"Yes. "

"Can you be nore specific?"

"Sorry.

"Sense anything el se?"

"Just what you heard on the Prine show. "

"Not hi ng new since you cane here?"



" Not hi ng.

“If he's not insane at all, then there's a reason behind the killings,"
Preduski said thoughtfully. "Sonehow they're connected. |s that what
you' re sayi ng?"

“I"'mnot sure what | nean."

"I don't see how they could be connected."

“Neither do I."

"I'"ve been | ooking for a connection, really I ooking. | was hoping you
could pick up sonething here. Fromthe bl oody bedclothes. O fromthis

nmess on the table - "

“I"'mblank," Harris said. "That's why |I'mpositive that either he is
sane, or he is insane in sone whole new fashion. Usually, when | study

or touch an itemintinmately connected with the nmurder, | can pick up on
the enotion, the nania, the passion behind the crinme. It's like |eaping
into a river of violent thoughts, sensations, inmages.... This tinme all
get is a feeling of cool, inplacable, evil logic. |1've never had so

much trouble drawing a bead on this kind of killer."

"Me either,"” Preduski said. "I never claimed to be Sherlock Holnmes. |'m
no genius. | work slow. Always have. And |'ve been | ucky.

God knows. It's luck nore than skill that's kept my arrest record high.

But this time |'mhaving no luck at all. None at all. Maybe it's tine
for me to be put out to pasture.”

On his way out of the apartment, having left Ira Preduski in the kitchen
to ponder the remants of the Butcher's nacabre neal, G aham passed

t hrough the living roomand saw Sarah Piper. The detective had not yet
di smssed her. She was sitting on the sofa, her feet propped on the
coffee table. She was snoking a cigarette and staring at the ceiling,
snoke spiraling like dreams from her head; her back was to G aham

The instant he saw her, a brilliant imge flashed behind his eyes,
i ntense, breathtaking: Sarah Piper with blood all over her

He stopped. Shaking. Wiiting for nore.
Not hi ng.
He strained. Tried to pluck nore pictures fromthe ether

Not hi ng. Just her face. And the blood. Gone now as quickly as it had
cone to him

She becane aware of him She turned around and said, "H ."
He licked his lips, forced a smle.

"You predicted this?" she asked, waving one hand toward the dead



woman' s bedr oom

"I"'mafraid so."

"That's spooky."

"I want to say

"Yes?"

"It was nice neeting you."

She sniled too.

"I wish it could have been under other circunstances," he sad, stalling,

wondering how to tell her about the brief vision, wondering whether he
should tell her at all

“"Maybe we will," she said.

"What ?"

"Meet under other circunstances."”

"M ss Piper ... be careful.

“I'"'m al ways careful."

"For the next few days ... be especially careful."

"After what |'ve seen tonight,
bet on it."

she said, no longer smling, "you can

Frank Bollinger's apartnent near the Metropolitan Museum of Art was
snmal | and spartan. The bedroomwalls were cocoa brown, the wooden fl oor
pol i shed and bare. The only furniture in the roomwas a queen-size bed,
one nightstand and a portable television set. He had built shelves into
the closets to hold his clothes. The living roomhad white walls and
t he sane shining wood floor. The only furniture was a bl ack | eat her
couch, a w cker chair with black cushions, a nmirrored coffee table, and
shel ves full of books. The kitchen held the usual appliances and a
snall table with two strai ghtbacked chairs. The w ndows were covered
with venetian blinds, no drapes. The apartnment was nore |like a nmonk's
cell than a hone, and that was how he liked it.

At nine o'clock Friday nmorning he got out of bed, showered, plugged in
t he tel ephone, and brewed a pot of coffee.

He had conme directly to his apartment from Edna Mowy's place and had
spent the early norning hours drinking Scotch and readi ng Bl ake's
poetry. Hal fway through the bottle, still not drunk but so happy, very
happy, he went to bed and fell asleep reciting Iines from The Four Zoas.
VWen he awoke five hours later, he felt new and fresh and pure, as if he
had been reborn.

He was pouring his first cup of coffee when the tel ephone rang.



"Hello? "
"Dwi ght? "Yeah."
"This is Billy."
"OF course."

Dwi ght was his m ddl e name- Franklin Dm ght Bollinger-and had been the
nane of his maternal grandfather, who had di ed when Frank was | ess than
a year old. Until he net and came to know Billy, until he trusted
Billy, his grandnot her had been the only one who ever used his mddle
nane. Shortly after his fourth birthday, his father abandoned the

fam ly, and his nother discovered that a four-year-old interfered with
the hectic social life of a divorcee. Except for a few scattered and
agoni zing nonths with his not her-who managed to provi de occasi ona
bursts of affection only when her conscience began to bot her her-he had
spent his childhood with his grandmother. She not only wanted him she
cherished him She treated himas if he were the focus not just of her
own |ife but of the very rotation of the earth.

"Franklin is such an ordinary nanme," his grandnother used to say. "But
Dwight ... well, now, that's special. It was your grandfather's nane,
and he was a wonderful man, not at all |ike other people, one of a kind.

You're going to grow up to be just like him set apart, set above, nore
i nportant than others. Let everyone call you Frank. To ne you'l
al ways be Dwight."

Hi s grandnother had died ten years ago. For nine and a half years no
one had called himDw ght; then, six nonths ago, he'd net Billy.

Billy understood what it was |like to be one of the new breed, to have
been born superior to nost men. Billy was superior too, and had a right
to call himDwi ght. He |liked hearing the name again after all this
time. It was a key to his psyche, a pleasure button that lifted his

spirits each tinme it was pushed, a rem nder that he was destined for a
di zzyingly high station in life.

"I tried calling you several tinmes last night," Billy said.

"I unpl ugged the phone so | could drink sonme Scotch and sleep in peace."
"Have you seen the papers this norning?"

"I just got UP."

"You haven't heard anythi ng about Harris?"

"\Who?"

"Graham Harris. The psychic."

"Ch. No. Nothing. Wat's to hear?"

"CGet the papers, Dnight. And then we'd better have lunch. You are off
wor k today, aren't you?"



"I"malways off Thursdays and Fridays. But what's w ong?"

"The Daily News will tell you what's wong. Be sure to get a copy.
We' Il have lunch at The Leopard at eleven-thirty.

Frowni ng, Bollinger said, "Look-"
"El even-thirty, Dw ght."
Billy hung up.

The day was dreary and cold. Thick dark clouds scudded sout hward; they
were so | ow they seemed to skimthe tops of the highest buildings.

Three bl ocks fromthe restaurant, Bollinger left his taxi and bought the
Daily News at a kiosk. In his bulky coat and sweaters and gl oves and
scarves and wool toboggan cap, the vendor |ooked like a munmy.

The I ower half of the front page held a publicity photograph of Edna
Mowry provided by the Rhinestone Palace. She was smiling, quite |ovely.
The upper half of the page featured bold black headlines: BUTCHER KILLS
NUMBER 10 PSYCHI C PREDI CTS MJRDER At the corner he turned to the second
page and tried to read the story while waiting for the traffic light to
change. The wi nd stung his eyes and nmade them water.

It rattled the paper in his hands and nade it inpossible for himto
read.

He crossed the street and stepped into the sheltered entrance way of an
office building. H's teeth still chattering fromthe cold, but free of
the wind, he read about Graham Harris and Manhattan at M dni ght.

His name is Dwight, Harris had said.
The police already know him Harris had said.
Christ! How coul d the son of a bitch possibly know so rmuch?

Psychi ¢ powers? That was a lot of bullshit. There weren't such
t hi ngs.

Were there?

Worried now, Bollinger walked to the corner, threw the newspaper into a
litter basket, hunched his shoul ders agai nst the wi nd, and hurried
toward the restaurant.

The Leopard, on Fiftieth Street near Second Avenue, was a charm ng
restaurant with only a handful of tables and excellent food. The dining
area was no larger than an average living room A hideous display of
artificial flowers filled the center of the room but that was the only
really outrageous elenent in a generally bland decor

Billy was sitting at a choice table by the window. In an hour The
Leopard woul d be full of diners and noi sy conversation. This early,
fifteen minutes or nore before the executive lunch crowd could slip away
from conference roons and desks, Billy was the only custoner.



Bol | i nger sat opposite him They shook hands and ordered drinks.

"Nasty weather,"” Billy said. H s Southern accent was heavy.

"Yes." They stared at each other over the bud vase and single rose that
stood in the center of the table.

"Nasty news," Billy said at |ast.

"Yes.
"What do you think?"

"This Harris is incredible," Bollinger said.

"Dwi ght.... Nobody but nme knows you by that nane. He hasn't given them
much of a clue."

"My mddle nane's on all ny records-on nmy enployee file at the
departrment."” Unfolding a linen napkin, Billy said, "They've got no
reason to believe the killer's a policenan."

"Harris told themthey already knew the Butcher."

"They' || just suppose that he's soneone they've already questioned."
Frowni ng, Bollinger said, "If he gives themone nore bit of detail, one
nmore clue, |'m blown. "

"I thought you didn't believe in psychics."

"I was wrong. You were right."

"Apol ogy accepted,” Billy said, snling thinly.
"This Harris-can we reason wth hin®"

"No. "

"He woul dn't understand ?"

"He's not one of us."

The waiter came with their drinks.

When they were al one again, Bollinger said, "I've never seen this
Harris. Wat does he | ook |ike?"

"I"ll describe himto you later. R ght now ... do you mind telling me
what you're going to do?"

Bol linger didn't have to think about that. Wthout hesitation he said,
"Kill him"

"Ah," Billy said softly.

" Cbj ecti ons?"



"Absol utely none."

"Good." Bollinger swallowed half of his drink. "Because |I'd do it even
if you had objections.”

The captain cane to the table and asked if they would |like to hear the
menu.

"Gve us five mnutes,"” Billy said. Wen the captain had gone, he said,
"When you've killed Harris, will you leave himlike the Butcher woul d?"

"\Why not ?"

“Well the others have been woren."

"This will confuse and upset them even nore,"” Bollinger said.
"When will you do it?"

"Tonight." Billy said, "I don't think he |ives alone."

"Wth his nmother?" Bollinger asked sourly.

“"No. | believe he lives with a woman."

"Young?"

"I woul d i magi ne so."

"Pretty?"

"He does seemto be a nman of good taste.”

"Well, that's just fine," Bollinger said.

"I thought you'd see it that way."

"A doubl e- header," Bollinger said. "That just adds to the fun."
He grinned.

"Detective Preduski is on the line, M. Harris."

“I'"ll talk to him Put himthrough. Hello?"

"Sorry to bother you, Gaham Can we be less formal than we've been?
May | call you G ahanP"

"Sure."
“"Please call me Ira.", "I'd be honored."
"You're very kind. | hope |I didn't interrupt sonething."



"I know you're a busy man. Wuld you rather | called you back later? O
woul d you like to call me back at your conveni ence?"

"You didn't interrupt. What is it you want?"
"You know that witing we found on the walls of the Mowy apartnment?"

"Too clearly."

"Well, 1've been trying to track down the source for the past few hours,
and-"

"You're still on duty at two in the afternoon?”

“"No, no. I'mat hone."

"Don't you ever sleep?”

"I wish | could. | haven't been able to sleep nore than four or five
hours a day for the past twenty years. |'mprobably ruining nmy health.
| know |l am But |I've got this twisted brain. M head's full of

gar bage, thousands of useless facts, and | can't stop thinking about
them | keep picking at the damedest things. Like the witing on the
wal s at the Mowy apartnent. | couldn't sleep for thinking about ' it.

"And you' ve cone up wi th sonethi ng?"

"Well, | told you last night the poetry rang a bell. 'R ntah roars and
shakes his fires in the burden'd air; Hungry cl ouds swag on the deep."
As soon as | saw it | said to nyself, '"Ira, that's from sonething
WIlliam Bl ake wote." You see, when | was in college for that one year
my major was literature. | had to wite a paper on Bl ake.

Twenty-five years ago. You see what | nean about garbage in ny head?
renmenmber the nost useless things. Anyway this norning | bought the
Erdman edition of Bl ake's poetry and prose. Sure enough, | found those
l[ines in 'The Argunent," part of The Marriage of Heaven and Hell. Do
you know Bl ake?"

“I"'mafraid not."

"He was a nmystic and a psychic."

"d ai rvoyant ?"

"No. But with a psychic bent. He thought nmen had the power to be gods.
For an inportant part of his career he was a poet of chaos and

catacl ysmand yet he was fundanentally a tabl e-pounding optimst. Now,
do you renenber the |ine the Butcher printed on the bedroom door?

"Yes. 'A rope over an abyss."

"Do you have any idea what that's fron®"

"None. "



"Neither did|. My head is full of garbage. There's no room for
anything inmportant. And I'mnot a well educated nan. Not well educated
at all. So | called a friend of mne, a professor in the Departnent of
English at Colunbia. He didn't recognize the line either but he passed
it around to a few of his colleagues. One of themthought he knew it.

He got a concordance of the major phil osophers and | ocated the ful
guotation. 'Man is rope stretched between the animal and the Supernan-a
rope over an abyss."

"Who said it?"

"Hitler's favorite phil osopher.™

“Ni etzsche."

"You know his work?"

In passing."

"He believed nmen could be gods-or at least that certain nen could be
gods if their society allowed themto grow and exercise their powers. He
bel i eved manki nd was evol vi ng toward godhood- You see, there's a
superficial resenblance between Bl ake and Ni etzsche. That's why the

But cher m ght quote both of them But there's a problem G aham?"

"What' s that?"

"Bl ake was an optim st all the way. N etzsche was a raving pessim st.
Bl ake thought mankind had a bright future.

Ni et zsche thought nmanki nd should have a bright future, but he believed
that it would destroy itself before the Supernen ever evolved fromit.

Bl ake apparently |iked wonmen. Nietzsche despised them In fact, he
t hought wonen constituted one of the greatest obstacles standing between
man and his clinb to godhood. You see what |'mgetting at?"

"You're saying that if the Butcher subscribes to both Bl ake and
Ni et zsche's phil osophi es, then he's a schizophrenic."

"Yet you say he's not even crazy."
"Wait a mnute.”
"Last night-"

"All | said was that if he's a maniac, he's a new ki nd of maniac.
said he wasn't crazy in any traditional sense.”

"Whi ch rul es out schizophrenia?"

"I guess it does, Ira.

"But | think it's a good bet . . . maybe |'mwong ..



God knows ... but maybe he | ooks at hinself as one of Nietzsche's
Supernmen. A psychiatrist would call that del usi ons of grandeur. And
del usi ons of grandeur characterize schizophrenia and paranocia. Do you
still think the Butcher could pass any psychiatric test we could give
hi "

"Yes."

"You sense this psychically?"

"That's right."

"Have you ever sensed somret hing and been wrong?"

"Not seriously wong. No worse than thinking Edna Mowy's nane was Edna
Dancer . "

"Of course. | know your reputation. | know you're good. | didn't nean
to inply anything. You understand? But still-now where do | stand?"

"l don't know. "

"Graham ... if you were to sit down with a book of Blake's poens, if you
were to spend an hour or so reading them would that maybe put you in
tune with the Butcher? Wbuld it spark sonething-if not a vision, at

| east a hunch?"

"It mght."

"Wwuld you do ne a favor then?"

“Name it."

"I'f I send a messenger right over with an edition of Blake's work, will
you sit down with it for an hour and see what happens?"

"You can send it over today if you want, but | won't get to it unti
tonorrow. "

"Maybe just hal f an hour."

"Not even that. |[|'ve got to finish working on one of ny nagazi nes and
get it off to the printer tonorrow norning. |'malready three days |late
with the issue. 1'Il be working nost of tonight. But tonorrow
afternoon or evening, I'll nmake tinme for Bl ake."

"Thank you. | appreciate it. | really do. |'mcounting on you

You're my only hope. This Butcher is too much for ne, too sharp for ne.

I'"mgetting nowhere. Absolutely nowhere. |If we don't get a solid |ead
soon, | don't know what's going to happen."”

Paul Stevenson was wearing a hand-sewn blue shirt, a

bl ue- and- bl ack-striped silk tie, an expensive black suit, black socks,
and |ight brown shoes with white stitching. Wen he cane into Anthony
Prine's office at two o' clock Friday afternoon, unaware that Prine



wi nced when he saw the shoes, he was upset. Because he was incapabl e of
shouting and screamng at Prine, he pouted. "Tony, why are you keeping
secrets from me?"

Prine was stretched out on the couch, his head propped on a hol ster
pillow. He was reading The New York Tines. "Secrets?"

"I just found out that at your direction the conmpany has hired a private
detecti ve agency to snoop on GrahamHarris' "

"They're not snooping. Al 1've asked themto do is establish Harris's.
wher eabouts at certain hours on certain days.

"You asked the detectives not to approach Harris or his girlfriend
directly. That's snooping. And you asked themfor a forty-eight-hour
rush job, which triples the cost. |If you want to know where he was, why
don't you ask hi myoursel f?"

“I think he'd lie to nme."

"Why should he Iie? \What certain hours? What certain dates?"

Prine put down the paper, sat up, stood up, stretched. "I want to know
where he was when each of those ten women was killed."

Per pl exed, blinking somewhat stupidly, Stevenson said, "Wy?"

"I'f on all ten occasions he was al one-working al one, seeing a novie
al one, wal ki ng al one-then maybe he could have killed them"

"Harris? You think Harris is the Butcher?"
"Maybe. "
"You hire detectives on a maybhe?"

"I told you, |'ve distrusted that man fromthe start. And if I'mright
about this, what a scoop we'll have!"

"But Harris isn't a killer. He catches killers."

Prine went to the bar. "If a doctor treats fifty patients for influenza
one week and fifty nore the next, would it surprise you if he -got

i nfluenza hinmself during the third week? "

“I"'mnot sure | get your point."

Prine filled his glass with bourbon. "For years Harris has been tuning

into nmurder with the deepest levels of his mnd, exposing hinself to
trauma as few of us ever do. He has been literally delving into the

mnds O wife killers, child killers, mass nurderers.... He's probably
seen nore bl ood and viol ence than nost career cops. Isn't it

concei vable that a man, unstable to begin with, could crack fromall the
vi ol ent input? Isn't it conceivable that he could becone the kind of

mani ac he's worked so hard to catch?"



"Unst abl e?" Stevenson frowned. "GrahamHarris is as stable as you or
me. "

"How wel | do you know hi n"
"l saw himon the show. "

"There's a bit nore you should know." Prine caught sight of hinmself in
the mrror behind the bar cabinet; he snpbothed his lustrous white hair
w th one hand.

"For exanpl e?"

“I'"1l indulge nyself in amateur psychoanal ysis-amateur but probably
accurate. First of all, GahamHarris was born into borderline poverty
and-"

"Hold on. His old man was Evan Harris, the publisher

"His stepfather. H's real father died when Grahamwas a year old. His
not her was a cocktail waitress. She had trouble keeping a roof over

t heir heads because she had to pay off her husband's nedical bills. For
years they lived day to day, on the edge of disaster. That would | eave
marks on a child."

"How di d she neet Evan Harris?" Stevenson asked.

"I don't know. But after they were married, Grahamtook his
stepfather's nane. He spent the latter part of his childhood in a
mansi on. After he got his university degree, he had enough tine and
noney to becone one of the world's leading clinmbers. dd man Harris
encouraged him In sone circles, Gahamwas fanmous, a star

Do you realize how many beautiful wonen are drawn to the sport of
cl i mbi ng?"

St evenson shrugged.

"Not as participants,” Prine said. "As conpanions to the participants,
as bedmates. Mre wonen than you'd think. | guess it's the nearness of
death that attracts them For nore than a decade, G aham was adored,
made over. Then he took a bad fall. Wen he recovered, he was
terrified of clinbing." Prine was listening to his own voice,
fascinated by the theory he had devel oped. "Do you understand, Paul ? He
was born a nobody, lived the first six years of his |life as a

nobody-t hen overni ght he became a sonebody when his nother married Evan
Harris. Nowis it any wonder that he's afraid of being a nobody again?
" Stevenson went to the bar and poured hinself sone bourbon. "It's not
likely he'll be a nobody again. He did inherit his stepfather's noney."
"Money isn't the same as fame. Once he'd been a celebrity, even within
the tight circle of clinbing enthusiasts, maybe he devel oped a habit for
it. Maybe he becane a fame junkie. It can happen to the best. |1've
seen it."



"So have |."

"if that's what he is ... well, maybe he's decided that being infanous
is as good as being famous. As the Butcher, he's grabbing headlines;
he's infamous, even if only under a nora de guerre- "

"But he was with you in the studio |ast night when the Mowy girl was
mur dered. "

"Maybe not."
"What ? He predicted her death."

"Did he? O did he sinply tell us who he had selected for his next
victin®?"

Stevenson stared at himas if he were nad. Laughing, Prine said, "O
course Harris was in the studio with me-but perhaps not when the mnurder
took place. | used a source in the police departnment and got a copy of
the coroner's report. According to the pathol ogist, Edna Mowy was

nmur dered soneti ne between el even-thirty Thursday night and one-thirty
Friday norning. Now, GrahamHarris left the studio at twelve-thirty
Friday norning. He had an hour to get to Edna Mowy."

St evenson swal | owed sone bourbon. "Jesus, Tony, if you're right, if you
break a story like this, ABC will give you a |ate-night talk show and
et you do it your way, livel"

"They mght."
Stevenson finished his bourbon. "But you don't have any proof.

It's just a theory. And a pretty far-out theory at that. You can't
convict a man because he was born to poor parents. Hell, your chil dhood
was worse than his, and you're not a killer."

"At the nonment |'ve got no proof," Prine said. But if it can't be
found, it can be manufactured, he thought.

Sarah Piper spent the early part of Friday afternoon packing for a
five-day trip to Las Vegas. Ernie Nolan, a nmen's clothing manufacturer
who had been on her special list of custoners for three years, went to
Vegas every six nmonths and took her with him He paid her fifteen
hundred dollars for her tine in bed and gave her five hundred as a
ganbling stake. Even if Ernie had been a beast, which he was not, it
woul d have been a good vacation for her

Begi nni ng today, she was on a week's | eave fromthe Rhi nestone Pal ace;
and she was glad that she hadn't tried to squeeze in one nore night's
wor k before catching the flight to Vegas tonorrow norning.

She'd had only two hours' sleep after returning fromEdna's place, and
those two hours had been plagued by nightmares. She would need to rest
wel | tonight if she was going to be at the top of her formfor Ernie.

As she packed, she wondered if there was sonething missing from her
Heart ? Nor mal enoti ons? She had cried |ast night, had been deeply



affected by Edna's death. But already her spirits were high again. She
was excited, pleased to be getting away from New York

Introspection didn't give rise to any guilt. She had seen too nuch of
the worl d-too nuch viol ence, desperation, selfishness and grubbi ness-to
chastise herself for being unable to sustain her grief. That was the
way people were built: forgetful ness was the hub of the wheel, the core
of the mnd, the thing that kept you sane. Maybe that was not pl easant
to contenplate, but it was true.

At three o' clock, as she was locking the third suitcase, a man call ed.
He wanted to set up a date for that evening. She didn't know him but
he clainmed to have gotten her name from one of her regular clients.

Al t hough he sounded quite nice-a genuine Southern gentleman with a
nel | ow accent-she had to turn hi mdown.

"I'f you've got sonething else going," he said, "I can nake it worth your
while to drop himfor tonight."

"There's no one else. But I'mgoing to Vegas in the norning, and | need
my rest."”

"What's your usual rate?" he asked.
“Two hundred. But-"

“I'"l1l give you three hundred."

She hesit at ed.

" Four hundred.

"Il give you the names of a couple of girls-

i want to spend the evening with you. | hear you're the |oveliest
woman i n Manhattan."

She | aughed. "You'd be in for a big disappointmnent.

“I"'ve made up ny mind. Wen |'ve nade up nmy mnd, nothing on God's
earth can change it. Five hundred dollars."

"That's too nuch. |If you-"

"Young | ady, five hundred is peanuts.

I've made nillions in the oil business. Five hundred-and | won't tie
you up all evening. |I'll be there around six o'clock. We'Ill relax
toget her-then go out to dinner, You'll be home by ten, plenty of time to
rest up for Vegas."

"You don't give up easily, do you?"

"That's nmy trademark. |'mblessed with perseverance. Down hone they

call it pure mul e-headed stubbornness." Sniling, she said, "Al right.
You win. Five hundred. But you promise we'll be back by ten?"



"Word of honor," he said.

"You haven't told nme your nane."

"Plover," he said. "Billy James Pl over."

"Do | call you Billy Janmes?"
"Just Billy."
"Who recommended nme?"

“I'"d rather not use his name on the phone."

"Ckay. Six o'clock it is.

"Don't you forget."

“I"'mlooking forward to it," she said.

"So aml," Billy said

Al t hough Conni e Davis had slept |ate and hadn't opened the antique shop
until after lunch, and although she'd had only one customer, it was a
good day for business. She had sold six perfectly matched
sevent eent h-century Spani sh chairs. Each piece was of dark oak with
bowed | egs and claw feet. The arns ended in snarling denmon heads,

el aborately carved gargoyles the size of oranges. The woman who
purchased the chairs had a fourteen-room apartment overlooking Fifth
Avenue and Central Park; she wanted them for the roomin which she
someti mes hel d seances.

Later, when she was alone in the shop, Connie went to her alcove office
at the rear of the main room She opened a can of fresh coffee,
prepared the percol ator

At the front of the roomthe big windows rattled noisily. Connie |Iooked
up fromthe percolator to see who had come in. No one was there.

The wi ndows were trenbling fromthe sudden viol ence of the w nter
weat her; the wi nd had picked up and was gusting fiercely.

She sat down at a neatly kept Sheraton desk fromthe late 1780s and
di al ed the nunmber of Grahami s private office phone, bypassing his
secretary. Wen he answered she said, "Hello, Nick."

"H, Nora."

"I'f you've made any headway with your work, let ne take you to dinner
tonight. | just sold the Spanish chairs, and | feel a need to

cel ebrate."

"Can't do, I'mafraid. 1'mgoing to have to work nost of the night to

finish here."

"Can't the staff work a bit of overtime?" she asked. "They've done
their job. But you know how | am | have to doubl e-check and



triple-check everything."

“I'"1l come help."

"There's nothing you can help with."
“Then I'11l sit in the corner and read."

"Real |y, Connie, you'd be bored. You go hone and relax. [1'Il show up
sonetine around one or two in the norning."

"Nothing doing. | won't get in your way, and I'l|l be perfectly
confortable reading in an office chair. Nora needs her N ck tonight.

"Il bring supper.”

"Well ... okay. Wo am | kidding? | knew you'd cone."
"A large pizza and a bottle of wine. How s that?"
"Sounds good. "

"When?" she asked.

"I'"ve been dozing over nmy typewiter. |If I'mto get this work done
tonight, 1'd better take a nap. As soon as the staff clears out for the
day, I'll lie dowm. Wy don't you bring the pizza at seven-thirty?"
"Count on it."

"We' || have conpany at eight-thirty."
"Who?"

"A police detective. He wants to discuss sone new evidence in the
But cher case."

"Preduski ?" she asked.

"No. One of Preduski's lieutenants. A guy naned Bollinger. He called
a few mnutes ago and wanted to cone to the house this evening.

| told himthat you and | would be working here until late."

"Well, at least he's conmng after we eat," she said. "Talking about the
But cher before di nner would spoil my appetite.”

"See you at seven-thirty."

"Sleep tight, N cky."

When the percol ator shut off, she poured steaning coffee into a nug,
added cream went to the front of the store and sat in a chair near one
of the nmullioned show wi ndows. She coul d | ook-over and between the

antiques for a nany-paned view of a wi ndswept section of Tenth Street.

A few people hurried past, dressed in heavy coats, their hands in their



pockets, heads tucked down.

Scattered snowfl akes followed the air currents down between the
bui | di ngs and ricocheted al ong the pavenent.

She sipped her coffee and al nost purred as the warnth spread through
her.

She thought about Graham and felt warmer still. Nothing could chill her
when Graham was on her nmind. Not wind.

Not snow. Not the Butcher. She felt safe with Grahameven with just
the thought of him Safe and protected. She knew that, in spite of the

fear that had grown in himsince his fall, he would lay down his life
for her if that was ever required of him Just as she would give her
life to save his. It wasn't likely that either of them would be

presented with such a dramatic choice; but she was convinced that G aham
woul d find his courage gradually in the weeks and nonths ahead, would
find it without the help of a crisis.

Suddenly the w nd expl oded agai nst the wi ndow, how ed and nmpaned and
pasted snow, |ike specks of froth and spittle, to the cold gl ass.

The roomwas long and narrow with a brown tile floor, beige walls, a
high ceiling and fluorescent lights. Two netal desks stood just inside
the door; they held typewiters, letter trays, vases full of artificia
flowers, and the detritus of a day's work. The two well-dressed
mat ronly wormen behi nd the desks were cheerful in spite of the drab
institutional atmosphere. There were five cafeteria tables Iined up
short end to short end, so that whoever sat at them would al ways be
sideways to the desks. The ten netal chairs were all on the sane side
of the table row. Except for the relationship of the tables to the
desks, it mght have been a schoolroom a study hall nonitored by two
t eachers.

Frank Bol linger identified hinself as Ben Frank and said he was an

enpl oyee of a major New York City firmof architects. He asked for the
conplete file on the Bowerton Building, took off his coat and sat at the
first table.

The two wonen, as efficient as they appeared to be, quickly brought him
the Bowerton material from an adjacent storage ' room origina
bl ueprints, anendnents .

to the blueprints, cost estimates, applications for dozens of different
buil ding permits, final cost sheets, renopdeling plans, photographs,

letters ... Every formand everything else required by | awthat was
related to the Bowerton highrise and that had passed officially through
a city bureau or departnent was in that file. It was a form dable nound

of paper, even though each piece was carefully | abel ed and both
categorically and sequentially arranged.

The forty-two-story Bowerton Buil ding, facing a busy bl ock of Lexington
Avenue, had been conpleted in 1929 and stood essentially unchanged. It
was one of Manhattan's art deco nasterpieces, even nore effectively
designed than the justly acclaimed art deco Chanin Buil ding which was
only a few blocks away. Mre than a year ago a group of concerned



citizens had | aunched a canpaign to have the building declared a
landmark in order to keep its nost spectacular art deco features from
bei ng wi ped away during sporadic flurries of "nodernization." But the
nost inmportant fact, so far as Bollinger was concerned, was that G aham
Harris had his offices on the fortieth floor of the Bowerton Buil ding.
For an hour and ten mnutes, Bollinger studied the paper inmage of the
structure. Main entrances. Service entrances. One-way energency
exits. The placenent and operation of the bank of sixteen el evators.
The placenent of the two stairwells. A nmnimal electronic security
system primarily a closed-circuit television guard station, had been

installed in 1969; and he went over and over the paper on that until he
was certain that he had overl ooked no detail of it.

At four forty-five he stood up, yawned and stretched. Smiling, humm ng
softly, he put on his overcoat.

Two bl ocks fromCity Hall he stepped into a tel ephone booth and call ed
Billy. "lI've checked it out."

" Bowerton?

" Yeah.

"What do you think?" Billy asked anxiously.

"It can be done."

"My God. You're sure?"

"As sure as | can be until | start it."

"Maybe | should be nmore help. | could-"

"No," Bollinger said.

"if anything goes wong, | can flash nmy badge and say | showed up to
investigate a conplaint. Then |I can slip quietly away. But if we were
both there, how could we explain our way out of it?"

"I suppose you're right."

"We'| | stick to the original plan."

"All right."

"You be in that alleyway at ten o' clock."

Billy said, "What if you get there and discover it won't work? | don't
want to be waiting-"

“I'f I have to give it up," Bollinger said, "I'll call you well before
ten. But if you don't get the call, be in that alley.

"OfF course. Wat else? But | won't wait past ten thirty. | can't
wait | onger than that.



"That'l|l be | ong enough."

Billy sighed happily. "Are we going to stand this city on its ear?"
"Nobody will sleep tonorrow night."

"Have you deci ded what lines you'll wite on the wall?

Bol linger waited until a city bus runbl ed past the booth. Hi s choice of
qguot ations was clever; and he wanted Billy to appreciate them "Yeah
I've got a long one fromN etzsche. 'I want to teach nmen the sense of
their existence, which is Superman, the |ightning out of the dark cloud
man. "

"Ch, that's excellent,"
nysel f."

Billy said. "I couldn't have chosen better

"Thank you."
“And Bl ake?"

"Just a fragnent fromthe alternate seventh night of The Four Zoas.
"Hearts laid open to the |ight

Billy |aughed.
"I knew you'd like it."
"I suppose you do intend to lay their hearts open?"

“Naturally," Bollinger said. "Their.hearts and everything else, from
throat to crotch."

Promptly at six o'clock, the doorbell rang.
Sarah Piper answered it. Her professional snile slipped when she saw
who was standing in the hall. "Wat are you doing here?" she asked,
surprised.
“"May | cone in?"
"Wl
"You | ook beautiful tonight. Absolutely stunning." She was wearing a

tight burnt-orange pantsuit, flinsy, with a | ow neckline that reveal ed
too much of her creamnmy breasts. Self-consciously she put one hand over

her cleavage. "lI'msorry, but | can't ask you in. |'m expecting
sonmeone. "
"You're expecting nme," he said. "Billy Janmes Pl over.

"What ? That's not your name."

"It surely is. It's the name | was born with. | changed it years ago,
of course."



"Way didn't you give ne your real nane on the phone? "

"I"ve got to protect my reputation.”

Still confused, she stepped back to I et himpass. She closed the door
and |ocked it. Aware that she was being rude but unable to contro
hersel f, she stared openly at him She couldn't think what to say.

"You seem shocked, Sarah."

"Yeah," she said. "l guess | am |It's just that you don't seemlike
the sort of man who would conme to a wonan-to soneone |ike nme."

He had been sniling fromthe nonent she'd opened the door. Now his face
broke into a broad grin. "Wat's wong with soneone |ike you?

You' re gorgeous."

This is crazy, she thought.
She said, "Your voice."
"The Sout hern accent?"
"Yeah.

"That's al so part of my youth, just like the nane. Would you prefer
dropped it?"

"Yeah. Your talking like that-it's not right. [It's creepy." She
hugged hersel f.

" Creepy? | thought you'd be amused. And when I'mBilly ... | don't
know ... | kind of have fun with it

kind of feel |ike soneone altogether new." He stared hard at her and
said, "Sonething's wong. W're off on the wong foot. O maybe worse
than that. 1Is it worse than that? if you don't want to go to bed with
me, say so. |'ll understand. Maybe sonething about me repels you

| haven't always been successful with wonmen. |'ve |lost out nany tines.
God knows. So just tell ne. [I'Il leave. No hard feelings."

She put on her professional smle again and shook her head. Her thick
bl ond hair bounced prettily. "I'msorry. There's no need for you to
go. | was just surprised, that's all."

"You're sure?"

"Positive.

He | ooked at the living roombeyond the foyer arch, reached down to

finger the antique unbrella stand beside the door. "You have a nice
pl ace."
"Thank you." She opened the foyer closet, plucked a hanger fromthe

clothes rod. "Let me take your coat."



He took it off, handed it to her

As she put the coat in the closet, she said, "Your gloves too.
"Il put themin a coat pocket."

“I'"ll keep my gloves," he said.

When she turned back to him he was standi ng between her and the front
door, and he was hol ding a wi cked switch-blade knife in his right hand.

She said, "Put that away."

"What did you say?"

"Put that away!"

He | aughed.

"I mean it," she said.

"You're the coolest bitch I've ever nmet."

"Put that knife in your pocket. Put it away and then get out of here."

Wavi ng the knife at her, he said, "Wen they realize I'mgoing to slit
t hem open, they say sone silly things.

But | don't believe any of them ever seriously thought she could talk ne
out of it. Until you. So very cool."

She twi sted away fromhim She ran out of the foyer, into the living
room Her heart was poundi ng; she was shaki ng badly; but she was
determ ned not to be incapacitated by fear. She kept a gun in the top
drawer of her nightstand. |f she could get into the bedroom close and
| ock the door between them she could hold himoff |ong enough to put
her hands on the pistol

Wthin a few steps he caught her by the shoul der

She tried to jerk free

He was stronger than he | ooked. His fingers were |ike talons. He swing
her around and shoved her backward.

O f bal ance, she collided with the coffee table, fell over it.

She struck her hip on one of the heavy wooden | egs; pain like an
i ncandescent bulb flashed al ong her thigh

He stood over her, still holding the knife, still grinning.
"Bastard," she said.

"There are two ways you can die, Sarah. You can try to run and resist,
forcing me to kill you nowpainfully and slowy. O you can cooperate,



cone into the bedroom let me give you sone fun. Then | prom se you'l
di e quickly and painlessly."

Don't panic, she told herself. You' re Sarah Piper, and you came out of
not hi ng, and you made sonet hi ng of yoursel f, and you have been knocked
down dozens of tines before, knocked down figuratively and literally,
and you've always gotten up, and you'll get up this tine, and you'l
survive, you will, damrt, you will.

"Ckay," she said. She stood up

"Good girl." He held the knife out at his side. He unbuttoned the
bodi ce of her pantsuit and slipped his free hand under the thin
material. "N ce," he said. She closed her eyes as he nmpoved nearer

“I'"ll make it fun for you," he said.
She drove her knee into his crotch
Al t hough the blow didn't |and squarely, he staggered backward.

She grabbed a table lanp and threwit. Wthout waiting to see if it hit
him she ran into the bedroom and shut the door. Before she could |ock
it, he slanmed against the far side and pushed the door open two or
three inches.

She tried to force it shut again so that she could throw the |ock, but
he was stronger than she. She knew she couldn't hold out against him
for nore than a minute or two. Therefore, when he was pressing the
hardest and woul d expect it the | east, she let go of the door altogether
and ran to the ni ghtstand.

Surprised, he stunbled into the roomand nearly fell

She pul | ed open the ni ghtstand drawer and picked up the gun. He knocked
it out of her hand. It clattered against the wall and dropped to the
floor, out of reach.

VWhy didn't you screanf she asked herself. Wy didn't you yell for
hel p while you could hold the door shut? It's unlikely anyone woul d
hear you in soundly built apartnents |ike these, but at least it was
worth a try when you had a chance.

But she knew why she didn't cry out. She was Sarah Piper. She had
never called for help in her life. She had always sol ved her own

probl ens, had al ways fought her own battles. She was tough and proud of
it. She did not scream

She was terrified, trenbling, sick with fear, but she knew that she had
to die the same way she had lived. |f she broke now, whinmpered and
mewl ed when there wasn't any chance of sal vation, she would be making a
lie of her life. |If her life was to have neant anything, anything at
all, she would have to die as she had |ived: resolute, proud, tough.

She spat in his face.

"Hom ci de. "



"I want to speak to a detective."

"What's his nane?"

"Any detective. | don't care."

"I's this an emergency?"

"Yes."

"Where are you calling frone"

"Never mind. | want a detective."

"I"'mrequired to take your address, telephone nunber, nane-"
"Stuff it! Let me talk to a detective or |I'Il hang up."
"Detective Martin speaking."

"I just killed a woman."

"Where are you calling fronf"

"Her apartnment."”

"What's the address?"

"She was very beautiful."

“"What's the address?"

"Alovely girl."

“What was her nanme?"

" Sarah. "

"Do you know her | ast nanme?"

" Piper.

"WIl you spell that?"
"P-i-p-e-r."

"Sarah Piper."
"That's right."
"What's your nane?"

"The Butcher."

"What's your real nane?"



"I"'mnot going to tell you."

"Yes, you are. That's why you called.”

"No. | called to tell you I'"mgoing to kill some nore people before the
night's out."

"Who?"

"One of themis the woman | |ove."

“"What's her nane?

"1 wish | didn't have to kill her."

“Then don't. You-"

"But | think she suspects."

"Way don't we-"

"Ni et zsche was right."

"\Who?"

“Ni etzsche."

"Who's he?"

"“A phil osopher. ™"

" Ch.

"He was right about woren."

"What did he say about wonen?"

"They just get in our way. They hold us back from perfection
Al those energies we put into courting themand screw ng them wast ed!

Al that wasted sex energy could be put to other use, to thought and
st udy.

If we didn't waste our energies on wonen, we could evolve into what we
were neant to be."

"And what were we nmeant to be?"

"Are you trying to trace this call?"
"No, no."

"Yes. O course you are."

"No, really we aren't."



“"I'"ll be gone fromhere in a mnute. | just wanted to tell you that
tonmorrow you' Il know who | am who the Butcher is. But you won't catch
me. |1'mthe Iightning out of the dark cloud man."

"Let's try to-"
"Good- bye, Detective Martin."

At seven o'clock Friday evening, a fine dry snow began to fall in
Manhattan, not nerely flurries but a full-scale storm

The snow siftedout of the black sky and nade hale, shifting patterns on
the dark streets.

In his living room Frank Bollinger watched the mllions of tiny flakes
stream ng past the wi ndow. The snow pleased himno end. Wth the
weekend ahead, and now especially with the change of weather, it was
doubt ful that anyone other thin Harris and his woman woul d be worki ng
late in the Bowerton Building. He felt that his chances of getting to
them and pulling off the plan without a hitch had i nproved consi derably.
The snow was an acconpli ce.

At seven-twenty, he took his overcoat fromthe hall closet, slipped into
it and buttoned up.

The pistol was already in the right coat pocket. He wasn't using his
police revol ver, because bullets fromthat could be traced too easily.
This was a Walt her PPK, a conpact .38 that had been banned from
importation into the United States since 1969. (A slightly |arger
pistol, the Walther PPK/'S, was now manufactured for narketing in the
United States; it was |less easily conceal ed than the original nodel.)
There was a silencer on the piece, not homenade junk but a
preci si onmachi ned sil encer made by WAl ther for use by various elite

Eur opean police agencies. Even with the silencer screwed in place, the
gun fit easily out of sight in the deep overcoat pocket.

Bol | i nger had taken the weapon off a dead man, a suspect in a narcotics
and prostitution investigation. The nmoment he saw it he knew that he
nmust have it; and he failed to report finding it as he should have done.
That was nearly a year ago; he'd had no occasion to use it unti

t oni ght .

In his left coat pocket, Bollinger was carrying a box of fifty bullets.
He didn't think he'd need nore than were already in the pistol's
nmagazi ne, but he intended to be prepared for any eventuality.

He |l eft the apartment and took the stairs two at a tinme, eager for the
hunt to begin.

Qutside, the grainy, w nd-driven snow was |ike bits of ground glass. The
ni ght how ed spectrally between the buildings and rattled the branches
of the trees.

Graham Harris's office, the largest of the five roons in the Harris
Publications suite on the fortieth floor of the Bowerton Buil ding,
didn't ook |ike a place where business was transacted. It was panel ed
in dark woodreal and solid wood, not veneer-and had a textured beige



acoustical ceiling. The forest-green ceiling-to T

floor drapes matched the plush carpet. The desk had once been a

St ei nway pi ano; the guts had been ripped out, the lid |owered and cut to
fit the frame. Behind the desk rose bookshelves filled with vol unes
about skiing and clinbing. The light came fromfour floor lanps wth
ol d-fashi oned ceram c sconces and gl ass chimeys that hid the electric
bul bs. There were also two brass reading | anps on the desk. A snmall
conference table and four arncthairs occupied the space in front of the
wi ndows. A richly carved seventeenth century British coatrack stood by
the door to the corridor, and an anti que bar of cut glass, beveled
mrrors and inlaid wods stood by the door to the reception | ounge. On
the walls were photographs of clinbing teams in action, and there was
one oil painting, a nountain snow scape. The room m ght have been a
study in the hone of a retired professor, where books were read and

pi pes were snmoked and where a spaniel lay curled at the feet of its
mast er.

Conni e opened the foil-lined box on the conference table. Steamrose
fromthe pizza; a spicy aroma filled the office.

The wine was chilled. |In the pizzeria, she had nade them keep the
bottle in their refrigerator until the pie was ready to go.

Fam shed, they ate and drank in silence for a few m nutes.
Finally she said, "Did you take a nap?"
"Did | ever."
"How | ong?"
"Two hours."
"Sleep wel I ?"
"Li ke the dead."
"You don't look it."
" Dead?"
"You don't look like you'd slept.”
"Maybe | dreaned it."
"You' ve got dark rings under your eyes."
"My Rudol ph Val entino | ook."
"You should go hone to bed."
"And have the printer down ny throat tonorrow?"

"They're quarterly magazines. A few days one way or the other won't
matter."



"You're talking to a perfectionist."
"Don't | knowit."

"A perfectionist who | oves you."

She bl ew him a ki ss.

Frank Bol linger parked his car on a side street and wal ked the | ast
three bl ocks to the Bowerton Buil di ng.

A skin of snow, no nore than a quarter inch but grow ng deeper, sheathed
t he sidewal ks and street. Except for a few taxicabs that spun past too
fast for road conditions, there was not nuch traffic on Lexington
Avenue.

The main entrance to the Bowerton Buil ding was set back twenty feet from
the sidewal k. There were four revolving glass doors, three of them

| ocked at this hour. Beyond the doors the large |obby rich with narble
and brasswork and copper trimwas overflowing with warm anber |ight.
Bol i nger patted the pistol in his pocket and went inside.

Overhead, a closed-circuit television camera was suspended from a brace.
It was focused on the only unl ocked door

Bol | i nger stanped his feet to knock the snow fromhis shoes and to give
the canera time to study him The nan in the control room woul dn't find
hi m suspicious if he faced the 'canera w thout concern.

A uni forned security guard was sitting on a stool behind a | ectern near
the first bank of elevators.

Bol I i nger wal ked over to him stepped out of the camera's range.

"Eveni ng," the guard said.

As he wal ked, he took his wallet froman inside pocket and fl ashed the
gol d badge. "Police." Hi s voice echoed eerily off the marble walls and
the high ceiling. "Sonething wong?" the guard asked.

" Anybody working | ate tonight?"

"Just four."

"All in the sane office?"

"No. What's up?"

Bol | i nger pointed to the open registry on the |ectern

“I'd like all four names."”

"Let's see here ... Harris, Davis, Ot and MacDonal d."

"Where would | find Qt?"



"Sixteenth floor."

"What's the name of the office?"

"Cragnont | nports.”

The guard's face was round and white. He had a weak nobuth and a tiny
Aiver Hardy mustache. When he tried for an expression of curiosity,
t he nmustache nearly di sappeared up his nostrils.

"What floor for MacDonal d?" Bollinger asked. "Sane. Sixteenth."
"He's working with Ot?"

"That's right."

"Just those four?"

"Just those four."

"Maybe soneone else is working late, and you don't know it."

"I npossible. After five-thirty, anyone going upstairs has to sign in
with ne. At six o' clock we go through every floor to see who's working
| ate, and then they check out with us when they | eave. The building
managenent has set down strict fire-prevention rules. This is part of
them" He patted the registry. "If there's ever a fire, we'll know
exactly who's in the building and where we can find them™

"What about mai ntenance crews?"

"What about then?"

"Janitors. C eaning wonen. Any working now?"

"Not on Friday night."

"You' re sure?"

"Sure |'msure." He was visibly upset by the interrogation and
begi nning to wander if he should cooperate. "They cone in all day
t onorrow. "

"Bui | di ng engi neer?"

"Schiller. He's night engineer."

"Where is Schiller?"

“Downstairs."

lee "Where downstairs?"

"Checki ng one of the heat punps, | think."

"I's he al one?"



"Yeah."
"How many ot her security guards?"
"Are you going to tell me what's up?"

"For God's sake, this is an enmergency!" Bollinger aid. "How many
security guards besides you?"

"Just two. \What energencyz"

“There's been a bonmb threat."

The guard's lips trenmbled. The nustache seemed about to fall off.
"You' re kidding."

"I wish | were."

The guard slid off his stool, stepped frombehind the |lectern

At the same time Bollinger took the Walther from his pocket.

The guard bl anched. "What's that?"

"Agun. Don't go for yours."

"Look, this bonmb threat ... | didn't call it in."

Bol | i nger | aughed.

"It's true."
"I"'msure it is."

"Hey ... that gun has a silencer on it."
" Yeah.

"But policermen don't-" Bollinger shot himtw ce in the chest.
The inmpact of the bullets threw the guard into the sheet narble.

For an instant he stood very straight, as if he were waiting for someone
to neasure his height and mark it on the wall. Then he coll apsed.

part FRI DAY 8:00 P.M8:30 P.M

Bol i nger turned inmediately fromthe dead man and | ooked at the
revol vi ng doors.

Nobody was there, no one on the sidewal k beyond, no one who ni ght have
seen the killing.

Movi ng quickly but calmy, he tucked the pistol into his pocket and
grabbed the body by the arns. He dragged it into the waiting area
between the first two banks of elevators. Now, anyone conming to the



doors woul d see only an enpty | obby.

The dead nman stared at him The mustache seened to have been painted on
his lip.

Bol I i nger turned out the guard's pockets. He found quarters, dines, a
crunpled five-dollar bill, and a key ring with seven keys.

He returned to the main part of the | obby.

He wanted to go straight to the door, but he knew that was not a good
i dea. That would put himin canera range. |If the men nonitoring the
closed-circuit system saw himlocking the door, they would be curious.
They'd cone to investigate, and he would | ose the advantage of surprise.

Keeping in mnd the details of the plans he had studied at City Hal
that afternoon, he wal ked quietly to the rear of the | obby and stepped
into a short corridor on the left. Four roons |led off the hall

The second on the right was the guards' room and the door was open

Wondering i f the squeaking of his wet shoes sounded as loud to the
guards as it did to him he edged up to the open door

Inside, two nmen were talking |aconically about their jobs, conplaining,
but only hal fheartedly.

Bol i nger took the pistol fromhis coat pocket. He wal ked through the
door way.

The nmen were sitting at a snall table in front of three television
screens. They weren't watching the nonitors. They were playing
t wo- handed pi nochl e.

The ol der of the two was in his fifties. Heavy. Gayhaired. He had a
prizefighter's lumpy face. The nane "Neely" was stitched on his |eft
shirt pocket. He was slow. He |ooked up at Bollinger, failed to react
as he should have to the gun, and said without fear, "Wat's this?

The other guard was in his thirties. Trim Ascetic face. Pale hands.
As he turned to see what had caught Neely's attention, Bollinger saw
"Faul kner" stitched on his shirt.

He shot Faul kner first.

Reaching with both hands for his ruined throat, too late to stop the
life fromgushing out of him Faul kner toppled backward in his chair

"Hey!" 'Fat Neely was finally on his feet. H's holster was snapped
shut. He grappled with it.

Bol I i nger shot himmtwice.

Neely did an ungraceful pirouette, fell on the table, collapsed it, and
went to the floor in a flutter of pinochle cards.

Bol | i nger checked their pul ses.



They were dead.
VWhen he left the room he cl osed the door

At the front of the big | obby, he | ocked the [ ast revolving door and put
the keys into his pocket.

He went to the lectern, sat on the stool. He took the box of bullets
fromhis left coat pocket and repl enished the pistol's magazi ne.

He | ooked at his watch. 8:10. He was right on schedul e.

"That was good pizza," G aham said.
"Good wi ne, too. Have another glass."
"“I'"ve had enough."

“Just alittle one."

"No. |[|'ve got to work."

"Danmit."

"You knew t hat when you cane."

"I was trying to get you drunk."

"On one bottle of w ne?"

"And then seduce you."

"Tonorrow ni ght," he said.

“I'"ll be blind with desire by then."

"Doesn't matter. Love is a Braille experience."
She wi nced.

He got up, cane around the table, kissed her cheek
"Did you bring a book to read?"

“"A Nero Wl fe nystery."

"Then read."

"Can | look at you fromtinme to tinme?"

“"What's to | ook at?"

"Why do nmen buy Pl ayboy magazi ne?" she asked.

"I won't be working in the nude."



“You don't have to be."

"Pretty dull."

"You're even sexy with your clothes on."

"Ckay," he said, smling. "Look but don't talk."
"“Can | drool ?"

"Drool if you must."

He was pleased with the flattery, and she was delighted by his reaction.
She felt that she was gradually chipping away at his inferiority
conpl ex, peeling it layer by |ayer.

The buil ding engi neer for the night shift was a stocky, fair-skinned
blond in his late forties. He was wearing gray slacks and a
gray-white-blue checkered shirt. He was snoking a pipe.

When Bol | i nger cane down the steps fromthe | obby corridor, the gun in
his right hand, the engineer said, "Wwo the hell are you?" He spoke
with a slight German accent.

"Sie sind Herr Schiller, night wahr?" Bollinger asked. His grandfather
and grandnot her had been Gernan- Anericans; he had | earned the | anguage
when he was young and had never forgotten it.

Surprised to hear German spoken, worried about the gun but confused by
Bollinger's snile, Schiller said, "la, which bin's.

"Es freut which sehr Sie kennenzul er nen

Schiller took the pipe fromhis mouth. He licked his Iips nervously.
"Die Pistole?""

lis THE FAM OF FEM "Fur den Mdrd, " Bollinger said. He squeezed off two
shot s.

Upstairs, on the |obby floor, Bollinger opened the door directly across
the hall fromthe guards' room He switched on the lights.

The narrow roomwas lined with tel ephone and power conpany equi pnment.
The ceiling and walls were unfinished concrete. Two bright red fire
ext i ngui shers were hung where they could be reached quickly.

He went to the far side of the room to a pair of yardsquare netal
cabinets that were fixed to the wall. The lid of each cabinet bore the
i nsignia of the tel ephone conpany. Although the destruction of the
contents woul d render useless all other routing boxes, switchboards and
backup systens, neither of the cabinets was | ocked. Each housed
twenty-six small levers, circuit breakers in a fuse box. They were al
inclined toward the "on" mark. Bollinger switched them off, one by one.
He noved to a box | abeled "Fire Energency,"
with the wires inside.

forced it open, and tinkered



That done, he went to the guards' roomacross the hall. He stepped
around t he bodi es and picked up one of the two tel ephones that stood in
front of the closedcircuit television screens.

No dial tone.

He jiggled the cut-off spikes.

Still no dial tone.

He hung up, picked up the other phone: another dead |ine.

VWi stling softly, Bollinger entered the first el evator

There were two keyholes in the control panel. The top one opened the
panel for repairs. The one at the bottom shut down the lift nmechani sm

He tried the keys that he had taken fromthe dead guard. The third one
fit the bottom | ock

He pushed the button for the fifth floor. The nunber didn't light; the
doors didn't close; the elevator didn't nove.

VWi stling | ouder than before, he proceeded to shut down fourteen of the
remaining fifteen elevators. He would use the last one to go to the
sixteenth floor, where &t and MacDonal d were working, and later to the
fortieth floor, where Harris and his worman were waiting.

Al t hough Graham hadn't spoken, Conni e knew that sonething was wong. He
was breat hing heavily. She |ooked up from her book and saw that he had
st opped working and was staring at enpty air, his nouth slightly open
his eyes sort of glazed. "Wuat's the matter?"

"Not hi ng. "

"You're pale."

"Just a headache."

"You' re shaking."

He sai d nothing.

She got up, put down her book, went to him She sat on the corner of
his desk. "G ahanP"

"I't's okay. I'mfine now"

"No, you aren't."

“I"'mfine."

"There for a minute you weren't."

"For a minute | wasn't," he agreed.

She took his hand; it was icy. "A vision?"



"Yeah," Graham sai d.

"OF what ?"

"Me. Cetting shot."

"That's not the least bit funny."
“I'"mnot joking."

"You' ve never had a personal vision before. You' ve always said the
cl ai rvoyance works only when ot her people are involved."

"Not this tinme."

"Maybe you're wong."

"I doubt it. | felt as if | had been hit between the shoulders with a
sl edgehamer. The wi nd was knocked out of me. | saw nyself falling."
Hi s blue eyes grew wide. "There was blood. A great deal of blood."

She felt sick in her soul, in her heart. He had never been wong, and

now he was predicting he would be shot.

He squeezed her hand tightly, as if he were trying to press strength
fromher into him

"Do you mean shot-and killed?"

"I don't know," he said. "Maybe killed or naybe just wounded.
Shot in the back. That much is clear.”
"Who did it-will do it?"

“The Butcher, | think."

"You saw hi n?"

"No. just a strong inpression.”

"Where did it happen?”

"Sonepl ace | know wel | ."

"Here?"

"Maybe .

"At hone?"

"Maybe. "

A fierce gust of wind booned al ong the side of the highrise. The office
wi ndows vi brated behind the drapes.



"When will it happen?" she asked.

"Soon. "

"Tonight? "I can't be sure.”

" Tonor r ow?"

"Possibly."

" Sunday?"

"Not as late as that."

"What are we going to do?"

The Iift stopped at the sixteenth floor.

Bol i nger used the key to shut off the elevator before he stepped out of
it.. The cab would remain where it was, doors open, until he needed it
agai n.

For the npst part, the sixteenth floor was shrouded in darkness.

An overhead fluorescent tube brightened the el evator al cove, but the
only light in the corridor cane fromtwo dimred energency exit bul bs,

one at each end of the buil ding.

Bol I i nger had anticipated the darkness. He took a pencil flashlight-
froman inside coat pocket, flicked it on

Ten smal | busi nesses mai ntai ned offices on the sixteenth floor, six to
the right and four to the left of the elevators. He went to the right.
Two suites down the hall he found a door that bore the words CRACMONT

| MPORTS.

He turned off the flashlight and put it away.
He took out the Walther PPK

Christ, he thought, it's going so snoothly. So easily. As soon as he
finished at Cragnont Inports, he could go after the primary targets.

Harris first. Then the woman. |f she was good-looking ... well, he was
so far ahead of schedul e now that he had an hour to spare. An hour for
the wonan if she rated it. He was ready for a woman, full of energy and
appetite and exciterment. A wonan, a table filled with good food, and a
ot of fine whiskey. But npstly a woman. |n an hour he could use her
up, really use her up

He tried the door to Cragnmont Inports. It wasn't |ocked.
He wal ked into the reception | ounge. The roomwas gloonmy. The only
light canme from an adjacent office where the door was standi ng hal f way

open.

He went to the shaft of light, stood init, listened to the nmen talking



in the inner office. At last he pushed open the door and went inside.
They were sitting at a conference table that was piled high with papers
and bound folders. They weren't wearing their suit jackets or their
ties, and their shirt sleeves were rolled up; one was wearing a bl ue
shirt, the other a white shirt. They saw the pistol at once, but they
needed several seconds to adjust before they could raise their eyes to
| ook at his face.

"This place snells like perfune," Bollinger said.

They stared at him

"I's one of you wearing perfune?"

"No," said blue shirt. "Perfune's one of the things we inport."

"I's one of you MacDonal d?"

They | ooked at the gun, at each other, then at the gun again
"MacDonal d?" Bol | i nger asked.

The one in the blue shirt said, "He's MacDonal d."

The one in the white shirt said, "He's MacDonal d."

"That's a lie," said the one in the blue shirt. "No, he's lying," said
t he ot her.

"I don't know what you want with MacDonald," said the one in the blue

shirt. "Just leave nme out of it. Do what you have to do to himand go
away. "

"Christ almghty!" said the one in the white shirt. "I'm not

MacDonal d! You want him that son of a bitch there, not ne!"
Bol I'i nger | aughed. "It doesn't matter. I|'malso here to get M. Ot."
"Me?" said the one in the blue shirt. "Wwo in the hell would want me
killed?"

Connie said, "You'll have to call Preduski."

n Vv]y?ll

"To get police protection.”
"I't's no use."

"He believes in your visions."
"I know he does."

"He'll give you protection.”

"Of course," Grahamsaid. "But that's not what | neant.



"Explain."

"Connie, |'ve seen nyself shot in the back. |It's going to happen.

Thi ngs | see-al ways happen. Nobody can do anything to stop this."
"There's no such thing as predestination. The future can be changed."
"Can it?"

"You know it can."

A haunted look filled his bright blue eyes.

"I doubt that very much."

"You can't be sure.”

"But | am sure."

This attitude of his, this willingness to ascribe all of his failings to
predestinati on, worried and upset her nmore than anything el se about him
It was an especially pernicious formof cowardice. He was rejecting al
responsibility for his owm life.

"Call Preduski," she said.

He | owered his eyes and stared at her hand but didn't seemto see how
tightly he was gripping it.

She said, "If this man cones to the house to kill you, |I'Il probably be
there too. Do you think he's going to shoot you, then just wal k away
and let me live?"

Shocked, as she had known he woul d be, by the thought of her under the
Butcher's knife, he said, "My God."

"Call Preduski."

"Al'l right." He let go of her hand. He picked up the receiver,
listened for a noment, played with the dial, |ed the buttons.

"What's wong?"

Frowni ng, he said, "No dial tone." He hung up, waited a few seconds,
pi cked up the receiver again. "Still nothing."
She slid off the desk. "Let's try your secretary's phone."

They went out to the reception room
| That phone was dead t oo.

"Funny," he said.

Her heartbeat qui ckening, she said, "lIs he going to cone after you



t oni ght ?"
"I told you, | don't know for sure."
"I's he in the building right now?"

"You think he cut the tel ephone line."

She nodded.

"That's pretty farfetched,"” he said. "It's just a breakdown in
service."

She went to the door, opened it, stepped into the hall. He cane behind

her, favoring his injured |eg.

Dar kness lay on nost of the corridor. Dimred energency |ights shone at
each end of the hall, above the doors to the staircases.

Fifty feet away a pool of wan blue light nmarked the el evator al cove.
Except for the sound of their breathing, the fortieth floor was silent.

“I"'mnot a clairvoyant," she said, "but | don't like the way it feels.
sense it, Graham Sonething's wong."

“In a building like this, the telephone lines are in the walls. Qutside
of the building they're underground. All the |lines are underground in
this city. How would he get to then®"

"I don't know. But naybe he knows."

"He'd be taking such a risk," Grahamsaid. "He's taken risks before.
Ten tines before.”

"But not like this. W're not alone. The security guards are in the
bui | di ng."

"They're forty stories below "

"Along way," he agreed. "Let's get out of here."
"We're probably being silly."

A haunted |l ook filled his bright blue eyes.
"Probably."

"We're probably safe where we are."

"Probably."

“I"1l grab our coats."

"Forget the coats." He took hold of her hand. "Cone on. Let's get to
t hose el evators."



Bol | i nger needed eight shots to finish off Macdonald and Qit.
They kept ducking behind the furniture.

By the time he had killed them the Walther PPK was no | onger firing
silently. No silencer could function at peak efficiency for nore than a
dozen shots; the baffles and waddi ng were conpacted by the bullets, and
sound gscaped. The last three shots were |like the sharp barks of a
medi um si zed guard dog. But that didn't matter. The noi se woul dn't
carry to the street or up to the fortieth floor

| in the outer office of Cragnont Inports, he switched on a |ight.

He sat on a couch, reloaded the Walther's nagazi ne, unscrewed the
silencer and put it into his pocket. He didn't want to risk fouling the
barrel with |oose steel fibers fromthe silencer; besides, there was no
one left in the building to hear shots when he killed Harris and the
worman. And a shot fired on the fortieth floor would not penetrate walls
and wi ndows and travel all the way down to Lexington Avenue.

He | ooked at his watch. 8:25.

He turned off the light, left Cragnont Inports, and went down the hal
to the el evator.

el evators served the fortieth floor, but none of them was worKking.

Conni e pushed the call button on the last lift. Wen nothing happened,
she said, "The tel ephone, and now this."

In the spare yet harsh fluorescent |ight, Grahamis |augh |ines | ooked
deeper and sharper than usual; his face resenbled that of a kabuki actor
painted to represent extrene anxiety. "W're trapped.”

"it could be just an ordinary breakdown of some sort," she said.
"Mechanical failure. They mght be making repairs right now "
"The tel ephones?"

"Coi nci dence. Maybe there's nothing sinister about it.

Suddenly the nuneral s above the elevator doors in front of them began to
light up, one after the other: 16 ... 17 ... 18 ... 19 ... 20...

"Soneone's conming," G aham said.
A chill passed down her spine.
''25 ... 26 ... 27...

Maybe it's the security guards," she said.
He sai d not hing.

She wanted to turn and run, but she could not npbve. The -nunbers
nmesneri zed her.



30 ... 31 ... 32...

She thought of wonen lying in bl oody bedcl othes, wonen with their
throats cut and their fingers chopped off and their ears cut off

33....
"The stairs!" G ahamsaid, startling her.
“Stairs?"
"The emergency stairs.”
34. ...
“What about thenf"
"W've got to go down."
“"Hi de out a few floors bel ow?"
35....
"No. Al the way down to the | obby."
“"That's too far!"
"That's where there's help."
36....
"Maybe we don't need hel p."
"We need it," he said.
37....
"But your |eg-"

"I"'mnot a conplete cripple," he said sharply.

38....
He grabbed her by the shoulder. His fingers hurt her, but she knew he
wasn't aware of how fiercely he was gripping her. "Cone on, Connie!"
39....

Frustrated with her hesitation, he gave her a shove, propelled her out
of the alcove. She stunbled, and for an instant she thought she woul d
fall. He kept her upright.

As they hurried down the dark corridor, she heard the el evator doors
open behind t hem

When Bol | i nger cane out of the el evator al cove he saw two peopl e running



away fromhim They -ere nothing but ghostly shapes, vaguely
sil houetted agai nst the eerie glow of the red emergency |ight at the end
of the corridor.

Harris and the woman? he wondered. Have they been al erted? Do they
know who | anf How can t hey know?

"M. Harris?" Bollinger call ed.

They stopped two-thirds of the way down the hall, in front of the open
door to the Harris Publications suite. They turned toward him but he
could not see their faces even with the red light spilling over their
shoul ders.

"M. Harris, is that you?"

"Who are you?"

"Police," Bollinger said. He took a step toward them then another. As
he nolved he took the wallet with his badge fromhis inside coat pocket.
Wth the elevator |ight behind him he knew they could see nore than he
coul d.

"Don't cone any closer," Harris said.

Bol | i nger stopped. "Wat's the matter?"

"I don't want you to cone closer."

n Vv]y?ll

"W don't know who you are."

"I"'ma detective. Frank Bollinger. W have an appointnment for
eight-thirty. Renenber?" Another step. Then another

"How did you get up here?" Harris's voice was shrill.

He's scared to death, Bollinger thought. He smiled and said, "Hey,
what's going on with you? Wy are you so uptight? You were expecting

ne. Bol I i nger took sl ow steps, easy steps, so as not to frighten the
ani mal s.

"How did you get up here?" Harris, asked again. "The elevators aren't
wor ki ng. "

"You're mistaken. | came up on an elevator." He held the badge in

front of himin his left hand, arm extended, hoping the light from
behi nd woul d gl eamon the gold finish. He had covered perhaps a fifth
of the distance between them

"The tel ephones are out," Harris said.
"They are?" Step. Step.

He put his right hand in his coat pocket and gripped the butt of the
pi stol.



Conni e couldn't take her eyes off the shadowy form noving steadily
toward them To G aham she said softly, "You renenber what you said on
the Prine show?"

"What ?" Hi s voice cracked.

Don't let the fear take you, she thought. Don't break down and | eave ne
to handl e this al one.

She said, "In your vision you saw that the police know the killer well."
"What about it?"

"Maybe the Butcher is a cop.”

"Christ, that's it!"

He spoke so softly that she could barely hear him

Bol I i nger kept coming, a big man, bearish. H's face was in shadow.

He had cl osed the di stance between them by at |east half.

"Stop right there," Grahamsaid. But there was no force in his voice,

no authority.

Bol I i nger stopped anyway. "M. Harris, you're acting very strange. |'m
a policeman. You know ... you're acting as if you' ve just done

sonet hing that you want to hide fromne." He took a step, another, a
third.

"The stairs?" Connie asked.

"No," Graham said. "W don't have enough of a lead. Wth ny gane |eg
he'd catch us in a mnute."

"M. Harris?" Bollinger said. "Wat are you two sayi ng? Pl ease
don't whisper."

"Where then?" Conni e whispered.
"The office."

He nudged her, and they ducked quickly into the Harris Publications
suite, slammed and | ocked the recepti on room door

A second later, Bollinger hit the outside of the door with his shoul der
it trembled inits frame. He rattled the knob violently.

"He's probably got a gun," Connie said. "He'll get in sooner or later."
Graham nodded. "I know."
part three
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noas Ira Preduski parked at the end of a string of three squad cars and
two unmarked police sedans that bl ocked one half of the two-1ane street.
Al t hough there was no one in any of the five vehicles, all the engines
were runni ng, headlights blazing; the trio of blue-and-whites were
crowned with revolving red beacons. Preduski got out of his car and

| ocked it.

A half inch of snow made the street | ook clean and pretty. As he wal ked
toward the apartnment house, Preduski scuffed his shoes agai nst the

si dewal k, sending up puffs of white flakes in front of him The wi nd
whi pped the falling snow into his back, and cold flakes found their way
past his collar. He was remi nded of that February, in his fourth year
when his fanmly noved to Al bany, New York, where he saw his first winter
storm

A uniforned patrolman in his late twenties was " standing at the bottom
of the outside steps to the apartnent house.

"Tough job you've got tonight," Preduski said. "I don't mndit.
I Iike snow. "
"Yeah? So do I."

"Besides," the patrolman said, "it's better standing out here in the
cold than up there in all that blood."

The room snel |l ed of bl ood, excrenent and dusting powder.

Fingers bent |ike claws, the dead wonan |lay on the floor beside the bed.
Her eyes were open

Two | ab technicians were working around the body, studying it carefully
before chalking its position and nmoving it.

Ral ph Martin was the detective handling the on scene investigation. He
was chubby, completely bald, with bushy eyebrows and dark-ri nmed
gl asses. He avoided | ooking at the corpse.

"The call fromthe Butcher canme in at ten of seven,” Martin said.

"We tried your hone nunber inmedi lately, but we weren't able to get
t hrough until al nost eight o'clock."

"My phone was off the hook. | just got out of bed at a quarter past
eight. |'mworking graveyard." He sighed and turned away fromthe
corpse. "Wat did he say-this Butcher?"

Martin took two fol ded sheets of paper from his pocket, unfolded them
"I dictated the conversation, as well as | could recall it, and one of
the girls nmade copies.

ny . Preduski read the two pages. "He gave you no clue to who else he's
going to kill tonight?"

"Just what's there."



"This phone call is out of character."

"And it's out of character for himto strike two nights in a row, "
Martin said.

"It's also not like himto kill two wonen who knew each ot her and worked
t oget her. "
Martin rai sed his eyebrows. "You think Sarah Pi per knew sonethi ng?"

“You nean, did she know who killed her friend?"
"Yeah. You think he killed Sarah to keep her fromtalking?"

"No. He probably just saw both of them at the Rhinestone Pal ace and
couldn't make up his mind which he wanted the nost. She didn't know

who- mur dered Edna Mowy. |'d bet ny Iife on that. O course |'m not

t he best judge of character you'll ever neet. |'mpretty dense when it
cones to people. God knows. Dense as stone. But this tinme | think I'm
right. |If she had known, she would have told me. She wasn't the kind

of girl who could hide a thing like that. She was open
Forthright.
Honest in her way. She was damed nice."

d ancing at the dead woman's face, which was surprisingly unmarked and

clear of blood in the mdst of so rmuch gore, Martin said. "She was
| ovel y."

"I didn't mean just nice-looking," Preduski said. "She was a nice
per son.

Martin nodded.

"She had a soft Georgia accent that rem nded nme of hone."

"Home?" Martin was confused. "You're from Georgia?"

"Why not ?"

"Ira Preduski from CGeorgia?"

"They do have Jews and Sl avs down there."

"Where's your accent?"

"My parents weren't born in the South, so they didn't have an accent to
E?ii ?F Lg'ge. And we noved North when | was four, before | had tinme to

For a nmonment they stared at the |late Sarah Piper and at the pair of
techni ci ans who bent over her |ike Egyptian attendants of death.

Preduski turned away fromthe corpse, took a handkerchief fromhis
pocket and bl ew hi s nose.



"The coroner's in the kitchen," Martin said. H's face was pal e and
greasy with sweat. "He said he wanted to see you when you checked in."

"Gve me a few mnutes,” Preduski said. "I want to | ook around here a
bit and talk with these fellows."

"Mnd if I wait in the living roon®"

"No. Co ahead."

Martin shuddered. "This is a rotten job."
"Rotten,"” Preduski agreed.

The gunshot booned and echoed in the dark corridor

The I ock shattered, and the wood splintered under the inmpact of the
bul | et.

Wi nkling his nose at the odor of burnt powder and scorched netal,
Bol | i nger pushed open the ruined door

The reception | ounge was dark. Wen he found the light switch and
flipped it up, he discovered that the roomwas al so desert ed.

Harris Publications occupied the snallst of three business suites on the

fortieth floor. 1In addition to the hall door by which he had entered,
two ot her doors opened fromthe reception area, one to the left and one
to the i-ight. Five roons. Including the Iounge. That didn't |eave

Harris and the woman with many places to hide.

First he tried the door to the left. It led to a private corridor that
served three large offices: one for an editor and his secretary, one for
an advertising space sal esman, and one for the two-nman art departnent.

Nei ther Harris nor the woman was in any of those roons.
Bol i nger was cool, calm but at the sane tine enornmously excited.

No sport could be half so dramatic and rewardi ng as hunti ng down peopl e.
He actually enjoyed the chase nore than he did the kill.

I ndeed, he got an even greater kick out of the first few days

i Mmediately after a kill than he did fromeither the hunt or the nurder
itself. Once the act was done, once blood had been spilled, he had to
wonder if he'd made a mistake, if he'd left behind a clue that would
lead the police straight to him The tension kept him sharp, made the
juices bubble. Finally, when sufficient time had passed for himto be
certain that he had gotten away with rmurder, a sense of well -beingf
great inportance, towering superiority, godhood-filled himlike a magic
elixir flowing into a | ong-enpty pitcher

The ot her door connected the reception roomand Graham Harris's private
office. It was |ocked.

He stepped back and fired two shots into the | ock. The soft netal



twi sted and tore; chunks of wood spun into the air

He still could not open it. They had pushed a heavy piece of furniture
agai nst the far side.

When he | eaned on the door, pushed with all of his strength, he could
not budge it; however, he could nmake the unseen piece of furniture rock
back and forth on its base. He figured it was sonething high, at |east
as wide as the doorway, but not too deep. Perhaps a bookshel f.
Sonething with a high center of gravity. He began to force the door
rhythm cally: push hard, relax, push hard, relax, push hard.... The
barricade ti pped faster and farther each time he wobbled it-and suddenly
it fell anmay fromthe door with a loud crash and the sound of breaking
gl ass.

Abruptly the air was | aden w th whiskey funes.

He squeezed through the door which remmined partly bl ocked. He stepped
over the antique bar they had used as a barrier and put his foot in a
puddl e of expensive Scotch

The lights were on, but no one was there.

At the far end of the roomthere was another door. He went to it,
opened it. Beyond lay the gloonmy fortieth-floor corridor

Wil e he had wasted tinme searching the offices, they had slipped back
into the hall by this circuitous route, gaining a few mnutes |ead on
hi m

Cl ever.
But not clever enough.

After all, they were nothing but ignorant game, while he was a naster
hunter.

He | aughed softly.

Bathed in red light, Bollinger went to the nearest end of the hall and
opened the fire door w thout nmaking a sound. He stepped onto the
landing in the emergency stairwell, closing the door quietly behind him
A dimwhite bulb burned above the exit on this side.

He heard their footsteps reverberating frombelow, anplified by the cold
concrete walls.

He went to the steel railing and peered into the alter nave |ayers of
light and shadow. | andings hung with bul bs, and stairs left dark. Ten
or twelve flights down, five or six floors bel ow, the wonan's hand
appeared on the railing, noving along less quickly than it shoul d have.
(I'f he had been in their place, he would have taken the steps two at a
time, perhaps even faster.) Because the open core was so narrow as |ong
as a flight ,of stairs, but only one yard w de-Bollinger wasn't able to
see at an angle into the tiers of steps beneath him Al he could see
was the serpentine railing winding to infinity, and nothing of his prey
except her white hand. A second later Harris's hand energed fromthe



vel vety shadows, into the light that spilled out froma |anding; he
gripped the railing, followed the woman through the hazy light and into
t he darkness once agai n, descendi ng.

For an instant Bollinger considered going down the steps behind them
shooting themin the back, but he rejected that thought al nbst as soon
as it occurred to him They would hear himcom ng. They woul d nost
likely scuttle out of the stairwell, seeking a place to hide or another
escape route. He wouldn't know for certain at which floor they had |eft
the stairs, and he couldn't run after them and watch their hands on the
railing at the sane tine.

He didn't want to lose track of them Although he wouldn't nind an

i nteresting and conplicated hunt, he didn't want it to drag on al

night. For one thing, Billy would be waiting in the car, outside in the
alley, at ten o' clock. For another, he wanted tine with the wonan, at

| east half an hour if she was at all good-I ooking.

Them Her pal e hand slipped into sight on a |ight-swathed patch of
railing.

Then Harris's hand.
They were still not moving as fast as they shoul d have.

He tried to count flights of stairs. Twelve to fourteen.... They were
si x, maybe seven flogrs below. \Were did that put then®?

Thirty-third floor?

Bol i nger turned away fromthe railing, opened the door and left the
stairwell. He ran down the fortiethfloor corridor to the elevator cab
he was using. He switched, it on with his key, hesitated, then put his
thunb on the button for the twenty-sixth floor

To Connie the stairwell seened endl ess. As she passed through
alternating | evels of purple darkness and wan in light, she felt as if
she were follow g a long pathway to hell, the Butcher fulfilling the
role of the grinning hell hound that harried her ever downward.

The stale air was tool. Neverthel ess, she was perspiring.

She knew they shoul d be going faster, but they were hanpered in their
flight by Gahamis lame left leg. At one point she was al nbst overcone
with anger, furious at himfor being a hindrance to their escape.
However, her fury vanished in the sane instant, |eaving her surprised by
it and flushed with guilt. She had thought that no pressure, however
great, could cause her to react to him so negatively.

But filled with-nearly consuned by-the survival instinct, she clearly
was capabl e of responses and attitudes that she woul d have criticized in
others. Extrene circunstances could alter anyone's personality. That

i nsight forced her to understand and appreciate Grahanmis fear to an
extent she had never done before. After all, he had not wanted to fal
on Everest; he hadn't asked for the injury. And indeed, considering the
dull pain he suffered when he tried to clinb or descend nore than two
flights of stairs, he was responding to this challenge damed well



From behi nd her, Graham said, "You go on ahead."

He had said it several times before. "You nove faster."
"I"mstaying," she said breathlessly.

The echoes of their |ow pitched voices were eerie, soft and sibilant.

She reached the landing at the thirty-first floor, waited for himto
catch up, then went ahead. "I won't |eave you alone. Two of us ...

have a better chance against him... better than one of us would."
"He's got a gun. We've no chance."

She said nothing. She just kept taking the steps one at a tine.

"Go on," he said, sucking breath between phrases. "You bring back.....
security guard . . . intine to keep ... himfrom..
killing ne."

"I think the guards are dead."
, what ?"

She hadn't wanted to say it, as if saying would make it so. "How el se
woul d he get past then®?"

"Sign the registry."

"And | eave his nane ... for the cops to find?"

A dozen steps later he said, "Christ!"

"\What ?"

"You're right."

“"No help... to he had," she said. "W've just got
to get out of... the building."

Sonehow he found new strength in his left |eg, Wen she reached the
thirtieth-floor |anding, Connie didn't have to wait for himto catch up

A minute later, a cannonlike sound boomed up from bel ow, halting them
within the fuzzy circle of light at the twenty-ninth floor

"What was that?"
Graham said, "A fire door. Soneone slamed it
down t here.

“Hi "



"Sss, h, b.

They stood perfectly still, trying to hear noverment above the noise of
their own | abored breathing.

Connie felt as if the circle of light were shrinking around her, rapidly
pulling back to a tiny point of brilliance. She was afraid of being
blind and hel pl ess, an easy target in pitch blackness. |In her nind the
But cher had the quality of a mythical being; he could see in darkness.
As they got control of their breathing, the stairwell becane silent.

Too silent.

Unnaturally silent.

Finally G aham said, "Who's there?"

She junped, startled by his voice.

The man bel ow said, "Police, M. Harris."

Under her breath Connie said, "Bollinger."

She was at the outer edge of the steps; she | ooked down the open core. A
man's hand was on the railing, four flights below, in the neager
illumination just two or three steps up fromthe | anding. She could

al so see the sl eeve of his overcoat.

"M. Harris," Bollinger said. His voice was cold, hollow, distorted by
the shaft.

"What do you want?" G aham asked.
"I's she pretty?"

"\hat ?"

"I's she pretty?"

"Who?"

"Your woman."

Wth that, Bollinger started up. Not hurrying. Leisurely. One step at
a time.

She was nore frightened by his slow, casual approach than if he had
rushed them By not hurrying, he was telling themthat they were
trapped, that he had the whole. night to get themif he w shed to
stretch it out that |ong.

If only we had a gun, she thought.

Graham t ook hold of her hand, and they clinbed the steps as fast as he
was able. It wasn't easy for either of them Her back and | egs ached.



Wth each step, Grahameither gritted his teeth or npbaned | oudly.

VWen they had gone two floors, four flights, they were forced to stop
and rest. He bent over, nassaging his bumleg. She went to the
railing, peered down.

Bol i nger was four flights under them Evidently he had run when he
heard them runni ng; but now he had stopped again. He was |eaning over
the railing, framed in i pool of light, the gun extended in his right
hand.

He smiled at her and said, "Hey now, you are pretty.

She screaned, jerked back

He fired.

The shot passed up the core, ricocheted off the top of the rail, smashed
into the wall over their htads and ricocheted once nore into the steps
above them

She grabbed Graham he held her.

"I could have killed you," Bollinger called to her. "I had you dead on
sweet heart. But you and | are going to have a lot of fun later."

Then he started up again. As before. Slowy. Shoes scraping oninously
on the concrete: shuss ... shuss ...

shuss ... shuss.... He began to whistle softly.
"He's not just chasing us," Grahamsaid angrily.
"The son of a bitch is playing with us."

"What are we going to do?"

Shuss ... shuss....

"We can't outrun him"

"But we've got to." Shuss.... shuss....

Harris pulled open the | anding door. The thirty-first floor |ay beyond.
"Conme on."

Not convi nced that they gai ned anything by |leaving the stairs, but
havi ng nothing better to suggest, she went out of the white light into
t he red.

Shuss ... shuss....

Graham shut the door and stooped beside it. A collapsible doorstop was
fixed to the bottomright-hand corner of the door. He pushed it all the
way down, until the rubber-tipped shank was hard against the floor and
the braces were |locked in place. His hands were trenbling, so that for
a nonent it |ooked as if he wouldn't be able to handl e even a sinple



task like this.

"What are you doi ng?" she asked.

He stood up. "It nmight not work if the stop didn't have | ocki ng hinges.
But it does. See the doorsill? It's an inch higher than the fl oor on

either side. When he tries to open the door, the stop will catch on the
sill. 1t'll be alnost as good as a bolt latch."

"But he's got a gun.”

"Doesn't matter. He can't shoot through a heavy netal fire door."

Al t hough she was terrified, at the sane tine Connie was relieved that
Graham had taken charge-for however brief a tine-and was functioning in
spite of his fear

The door rattled as Bollinger depressed the bar handle on the far side.

The stop caught on the sill; its hinges didn't fold up; the door refused
to open.
"He'll have to go up or down a floor," Harris said, "and cone at us by

the stairs at the other end of the building. O by the elevator

Wi ch gives us a few mnutes." Cursing, Bollinger shook the door
putting all his strength intoit. It wouldn't budge.

"What good will a few minutes do us?" Connie asked.

"l don't know. "

"Graham are we ever going to get out of here?"

"Probably not."

iss Dr. Andrew Enderby, the nmedical exam ner on the scene, was suave
even dashing, extrenely fit for a man in his fifties. He had thick hair
going white at the tenples. Cear brown eyes. A long aristocratic
nose, generally handsonme features. Hi s salt-and-pepper mnustache was
large but well kept. He was wearing a tailored gray suit with
tastefully matched accessories that nmade Preduski's sloppiness all the
nore apparent.

"Hell o, Andy," Preduski said.

“Nunber el even," Enderby said. "Unusual. Like nunbers five, seven and
eight." \When Enderby was excited, which wasn't often, he was inpatient

to express hinmself. He sometines spoke in staccato bursts.

He pointed at the kitchen table and said, "See it? No butter snears.
No jelly stains. No crunbs. Too dammed neat. Another fake."

A tab technician was di sconnecting the garbagedi sposal unit fromthe
pi pes under the sink.

"Why?" Preduski said. "Wy does he fake it when he isn't hungry?"



"I know why. Sure of it.
"So tell me," Preduski said.

"First of all, did you know I'm a psychiatrist?"

"You're a coroner, a pathologist."

"Psychiatrist too."

"l didn't know that."

"Went to nedical school. Didny internship. Specialized in

otol aryngol ogy. Couldn't stand it. Hi deous way to make a living. M
fam |y had noney. Didn't have to work. Went back to nmedi cal school
Becanme a psychiatrist."

"That must be interesting work."

"Fascinating. But | couldn't stand it. Couldn't stand associating with
the patients."

n G.]?n

Al day with a bunch of neurotics. Began to feel that half'l'f of them
shoul d be | ocked up. Got out of the field fast. Better for ne and the
patients."

"I should say so."

"Ki cked around a bit. Twenty years ago, | becane a police pathol ogist."
"The dead aren't neurotic."”

“Not even a little bit."

"And they don't have ear, nose and throat infections."
"Which they don't pass on to ne," Enderby said. "No noney in this job,
of course. But |'ve got all the nobney | need. And the work is right
for me. I'mperfect for the work, too. M psychiatric training gives
nme a iss di fferent perspective. Insights. | have insights that other
pat hol ogi sts ni ght not have. Like the one | had tonight."

"About why the Butcher sonetinmes eats a hearty neal and sonetinmes fakes
a hearty neal ?"

"Yes," Enderby said. He took a breath. Then: "It's because there are
two of him"

Preduski scratched his head. "Schizophrenia?"

"No, no. | nean ... there isn't just one man running around Kkilling
worren. There are two." He smiled triunphantly.

Preduski stared at him



Slamm ng his fist into his open hand, Enderby said, "I'mright! | know
| am Butcher nunmber one killed the first four victims. Killing them
gave him an appetite. Butcher nunber two killed the fifth woman.

Cut her up as Butcher nunber one had done. But he was ever so slightly
nore tender-hearted than the first Butcher. Killing spoiled his
appetite. So he faked the meal ."

"Why bother to fake it?"

"Sinple. He wanted to | eave no doubt about who killed her

Wanted us to think it was the Butcher."

Preduski was suddenly aware of how precisely Enderby's necktie had been

knotted. He touched his own tie self-consciously. "Pardon ne.

Excuse ne. | don't quite understand. M fault. God knows. But, you
see, we've never told the newspapers about the scene in the kitchens.
W' ve held that back to check fal se confessions against real ones. |If

this guy, Butcher nunmber two, wanted to imtate the real Butcher, how
woul d he know about the kitchen?"

"You're missing nmy point."

"I"'msure | am"

"But cher number one and But cher nunmber two know each ot her
They're in this together."

Amazed, Preduski said, "They're friends? You nean they-go out and
nmur der-1i ke other nen go out bow ing? "

“I wouldn't put it like that."

"They're killing wormen, trying to make it look like the work of one
man?"

"Yes."

n W]y?ll

"Don't know. WMaybe they're creating a conposite character in the
Butcher. Gving us an inmage of a killer that isn't really like either

of them Throw us off the track. Protect thenselves."

Preduski started to pace in front of the littered table. "Two
psychopaths neet in a bar-"

"Not necessarily a bar."
"They get chummy and sign a pact to kill all the wonen in Manhattan."

"Not all," Enderby said. "But enough."



"I"'msorry. Maybe I'mnot very bright. 1'mnot well educated.

Not a doctor like you. But I can't swallowit. | can't see psychopaths
wor ki ng together so snoothly and effectively."

"Why not ? Renenber the Tate nurders in California? There were
several psychopaths in the Manson famly, yet they all worked snoothly
and efficiently together, conmtting a | arge nunmber of murders."

"They were caught,"” Preduski said.
"Not for quite sone tine."

busi ness offices occupied the thirty-first floor of the Bowerton
Buil ding. Graham and Connie tried a few doors, all of which proved to
be | ocked. They knew the others would be shut tight as well

However, in the main hall near the elevator al cove, Connie discovered an
unmar ked, unl ocked door. She opened it. Gahamfelt for the |ight
switch, found it. They went inside.

The room was approximately ten feet deep and six or seven feet wide. On
the left was a nmetal door that had been painted bright red; and to one
side of the dour, nops and broonms and brushes were racked on the wall.
On the right, the wall was lined with netal storage shelves full of

bat hroom and cl eani ng suppl i es.

"It's a mai ntenance center," G aham sai d.

Connie went to the red door. She took one step out of the room hol ding
t he door behind her. She was sur iss prised and excited by what she
saw. "Grahan Hey, look at this."

He didn't respond.

She stepped back into the room turned and said, "G aham | ook what-" He
was only a foot away, holding a |large pair of scissors up to his face.
He gripped the instrunent in his fist, in the manner of a man holding a
dagger. The bl ades gl eanmed; and |ike polished gens, the sharp points
caught the light.

"G ahanP" she said.

Lowering the scissors, he said, "I found these on the shelf over there.
| can use them as a weapon."

"Agai nst a gun?"
"Maybe we can set up a trap.”
"What kind of trap?"

"Lure himinto a situation where | can surprise him where he won't have
ti me enough to use the dammed gun

"For instance?"



Hi s hand was shaking. Light danced on the blades. "I don't know, " he
sai d mserably.

“I't wouldn't work," she said. "Besides, |'ve found a way out of the
bui l di ng."
He | ooked up. "You have?"

"Cone |ook. You won't need the scissors. Put them down."
"I'"ll look," he said. "But I'll keep the scissors just in case."

She was afraid that when he saw the escape route she'd found he would
prefer to face the Butcher arnmed only with the scissors.

He foll owed her through the red door, onto a railed platformthat was
only eighteen inches wide and four feet long. A light gl owed overhead;
and other lights lay sone distance away in a peculiar, at first

uni denti fiabl e voi d.

They were suspended on the side of one of the two el evator shafts that
went fromthe ground floor to the roof. It served four cabs, all of

whi ch were parked at the bottom Fat cables dangled in front of Connie
and Gaham On this side and on the opposite wall of the cavernous
well, fromroof to basenment at the oddnunbered floors, other doors
opened onto other tiny platforns. There was one directly across from
Graham and Connie, and the sight of it nade themrealize the precarious
nature of their perch. On both sides of the shaft, netal rungs were
bolted to the walls: I[adders connecting the doors in each tier to other
exits in the sane tier

The system coul d be used for energency mai nt enance work or for noving
peopl e off stalled elevators in case of fire, power failure, or other
calamity. A small white |ight burned above each door; otherw se, the
shaft woul d have been in absol ute darkness. Wen Conni e | ooked up, and
especi al |y when she | ooked down fromthe thirty-first floor, the sets of
farther lights appeared to be closer together than the sets of nearer
lights. It was a long way to the bottom

Hi s voi ce wavered when he said, "This is a way out?"

She hesitated, then said, "W can clinb down."

T "No."

"W can't use the stairs. He'll be watching those."

"Not this."

it won't be |like mountain clinbing."

| His eyes shifted quickly fromleft to right and back again

"No. "

"We'll have the | adder."



"And we'll clinmb down thirty-one floors?" he asked.

"Pl ease, Gaham |If we start now, we mght make it. Even if he finds
that the maintenance roomis unl ocked, and even if he sees this red
door-well, he might not think we'd have enough nerve to clinb down the

shaft. And if he did see us, we could get off the |adder, |eave the
shaft at another floor. We'd gain nore tine.

"I can't." He was gripping the railing with both hands, and with such
force that she would not have been surprised if the nmetal had bent |ike
paper in his hands.

Exasperat ed, she said, "G aham what el se can we do?
He stared into the concrete depths.

When Bol | i nger found that Harris and the wonman had | ocked the fire door
he ran down two flights to the thirtieth floor. He intended to use that
corridor to reach the far end of the building where he could take the
second stairwell back up to the thirty-first level and try the other
fire door. However, at the next |anding the words "Hol |l owfield Land
Managenent" were stenciled in black letters on the gray door: the entire
floor be T RK longed to a single occupant.

That |evel had no public corridor; the fire door could be opened only
fromthe inside. The sane was true of the twenty-ninth and
twenty-eighth floors, which were the domai n of Sweet Sixteen Cosneti cs.

He tried both entrances w thout success.

Worried that he would | ose track of his prey, he rushed back to the
twenty-sixth floor. That was where he had originally entered the
stairwell, where he had | eft the elevator cab

As he pulled open the fire door and stepped into the hall, he | ooked at
his watch. 1 S. The tine was passing too fast, unnaturally fast, as if
t he uni verse had becone unbal anced.

Hurrying to the elevator alcove, he fished in his pocket for the dead
guard's keys. They snagged on the lining. Wen he jerked them | oose,
they spun out of his hand and fell on the carpet with a sl ei ghbel
jingie.

He knelt and felt for themin the darkness. Then he renenbered the
pencil flashlight, but even with that he needed nore than a ninute to
| ocate the keys.

As he got up, angry with himself, he wondered if Harris and the woman
were waiting here for him He put away the flashlight and snatched the
pistol fromhis ocket. He stood quite still. He studied the darkp
ness. |If they were hiding there, they would have been sil houetted by
the bright spot farther along at the al cove.

VWhen he thought about it, he realized that they couldn't have known on
which floor he'd left the elevator.

Furthernore, they couldn't have gotten down here in tine to surprise



hi m

The thirty-first floor was a different story. They might have time to
set a trap for himup there. Wen the elevator doors slid open, they
m ght be waiting for him he would be nost vul nerable at that noment.
Then again, he was the one with the pistol. So what if they were
waiting with makeshift weapons? They didn't stand a chance of

over powering him

At the elevator he put the key in the control board and activated the
circuit.

He | ooked at his watch. 9:19.

If there were no nore delays, he could kill Harris and still have twenty
m nutes or half an hour with the woman.

VWi stling again, he pushed one of the buttons: 31

The I ab technician di sconnected the garbage di sposal, wapped it in a
heavy white plastic sheet, and carried it out of the apartnent.

Preduski and Enderby were left alone in the kitchen.

in the foyer, a grandfather clock struck the quarter hour: two soft
chimes, running five mnutes late. |In acconpaninent, the wind fluted
nmusi cal ly through the eaves just above the kitchen w ndows.

“I'f you find it hard to accept the idea of two psychopaths working so
snoot hly together," Enderby said, "then consider the possibility that
they aren't psychopaths of any sort we've seen before.™

"Now you sound |ike Graham Harris."

"I know. "

"The Butcher is nmentally ill, Harris says. But you wouldn't know it to
took at himHarris says. Either the synptons of his mania don't show,
or he knows how to conceal them He'd pass any psychiatric exam Harris
says.

"I"mbeginning to agree with him"

"Except you say there are two Butchers.™

Ender by nodded.

Preduski sighed. He went to the nearest wi ndow and drew the outline of
a knife in the thin gray-white filmof npisture that coated the gl ass.
“I'f you're right, I can't hold onto ny theory. That he's just your

ordi nary paranoid schi zophrenic. Maybe a Ione killer could be operating
in a psychotic fugue. But not two of them simnultaneously.

"They're not suffering any psychotic fugue," Enderby agreed.

"Both of these nen know precisely what they're doing. Neither of them



suffers from amesia."

Turning fromthe window, fromthe drawi ng of the knife which had begun
to streak as droplets of water slid down the pane, Preduski said,
"Whether this is a new type of psychotic or not, the crine is famliar

Sex murders are-"

"These aren't sex murders,"” Enderby said.

Preduski cocked his head. "Cone again?"

"These aren't sex nurders."

"They only kill wonen."

"Yes, but-"

"And they rape themfirst."

"Yes. It's murder with sex associated. But these aren't sex nurders."
"I"'msorry. I'mlost. M fault. Not yours."

"Sex isn't the notivating force. Sex isn't the whole or even the
primary reason they have for attacking these wonen. The opportunity for
rape is there. bo they take it. Going to kill the wonmen anyway. They
aren't adding to their legal risks by raping themfirst. Sex is
secondary. They aren't killing out of some psychosexual inpulse."
Shaki ng his head, Preduski said, "I don't see how you can say that.

You' ve never nmet them \Wat evidence do you have that their notives
aren't basically sexual ?"

"Circunstantial ,
t he corpses."

Enderby said. "For instance, the way they nmutilate

"\What about it?"

"Have you studied the nutilations carefully?"

"1 had no choice."

"Al'l right. Found any sign of anal mutilation?"

"No. "

"Mutilation of the genitalia?"

"No. "

“Mutilation of the breasts?"

"In some cases he's cut open the abdonmen and chest cavity.

utilation of the breasts al one?"



"When he opens the chest-"

"I mean has he ever cut off a woman's nipples, or perhaps her entire
breasts, as jack the Ripper did?"

A |l ook of l|oathing cane over his face. "No.

"Has he ever nutilated the nouth of a victinP"

"The nout h?"

"Has he ever cut off the |ips?"

"No. Never."

"Has he ever cut out a tongue?"

Ti "God, no! Andy, do we have to go on like this? It's norbid.
And | don't see where it's |eading."

"I'f they were maniacal sex killers with a desire to cut their victins,"
Ender by said, "they'd have disfigured one of those areas."

"Anus, breasts, genitalia or nouth?"
"Unquestionably. At least one of them Probably all of them

But they didn't So the nutilation is an afterthought. Not a sexua
conpul sion. W ndow dressing."

Preduski closed his eyes, pressed his fingertips to them as if he were
trying to suppress unpl easant images. "W ndow dressing? I"mafraid
don't understand."

"To inpress us."

"The police?"

"Yes. And the newspapers."

Preduski went to the wi ndow where he had drawn the knife. He w ped away
the filmof mpisture and stared at the snow sheeting through the gl ow

around the street lanp. "Wy would he want to inpress us?"

"l don't know. Whatever the reason, whatever the need behind his desire
to inpress-that is the true notivation

"I'f we knew what it was, we night be able to see a pattern in the
killings. W might be able to anticipate him"

Suddenly excited, Enderby said, "Wait a minute. Another case.
Two killers. Wbrking together. Chicago. N neteen twenty-four. Two

young nmen were the nmurderers. Both sons of millionaires. |In their late
teens."



"Leopol d and Loeb."
"You know t he case?"
"Slightly."

"They killed a boy, Bobby Franks. Fourteen years old. Son of anot er
rich man. They had nothi ng against him None of the usual reasons.

No classic notive. Newspapers said it was for kicks. For thrills.
Very bl oody nmurder. But they killed Franks for other reasons.

For more than kicks. For a philosophical ideal."

Turning away fromthe w ndow, Preduski said, "lI'msorry. | nust have
m ssed sonmething. |'mnot nmaking sense of this. Wat phil osophica

i deal ?"

"They thought they were special. Supernen. The first of a new race.

Leopol d idolized Nietzsche."

Frowni ng, Preduski said, "One of the quotes in there on the bedroom wal |
is probably fromNi etzsche's work, the other from Bl ake.

There was a quote from N etzsche witten in blood on Edna Mowy's wal |
| ast night."

"Leopol d and Loeb. Incredible pair. They thought that comitting the
perfect crinme was proof that they were supernen. Getting away with
nurder. They thought that was proof of superior intelligence, superior
cunni ng. "

"Weren't they honpsexual s?"

"Yes. But that doesn't make Bobby Franks the victimof a sex killing.
They didn't nolest him Never had any intention of nolesting him They
weren't notivated by lust. Not at all. It was, as Loeb called it, 'an

i ntell ectual exercise.

In spite of his excitement, Enderby noticed that his shirt cuffs were
not showi ng beyond the sl eeves of his suit jacket. He pulled them out,
one at a time, until the proper half inch was reveal ed.

Al t hough he had worked for sone tine in the bl ood-spl ashed bedroom and
then in the nmessy kitchen, he didn't have a stain on him

Hi s back to the wi ndow, |eaning against the sill, conscious of his own
scuf fed shoes and winkled trousers, Preduski said, "I'm having trouble
understanding. You'll have to be patient with ne. You know how | am

Dense sonetinmes. But if these two boys, Leopold and Loeb, thought that
nmurder was an intellectual exercise, then they were crazy.

Weren't they? \Were they nad?"

"In a way. Mad with their own power. Both real and inagi ned power."



"Wul d they have appeared to be mad?"
“"Not at all."
"How i s that possible?"

"Renmenber, Leopold graduated fromcoll ege when he was just seventeen. He
had an 1 Q of t*o hundred or nearly so. He was a geni us.

So was Loeb. They were bright enough to keep their N etzschean
fantasies to thenselves, to hide their grandi ose self-imges."

"What if they'd taken psychiatric tests?"
"Psychiatric tests weren't very well devel oped in nineteen twenty-four."

"But if there had been tests back then as sophisticated as those we have
t oday, would Leopold and Loeb have passed thenP"

"Probably with flying colors."

"Have there been others |ike Leopold and Loeb since nineteen
twenty-four?" Preduski asked.

"Not that | know of. Not in a pure sense, anyway.

The Manson famly killed for murky political and religi ous reasons. They
t hought Manson was Christ. Thought killing the rich would help the
downtrodden. Unmitigated crazies, in ny book.

Thi nk of sone other killers, especially mass nurderers. Charles
Starkweat her. Richard Speck. Albert DeSaivo. Al of themwere
psychotic. Al of themwere driven by psychoses that had grown and
festered in them that had slowy corrupted them since childhood. In
Leopol d and Loeb, there were apparently no serious chil dhood traunas
that could have |led to psychotic behavior. No black seed to bear fruit
later."

"So if the Butcher is two men," Preduski said forlornly, "we've got a
new Leopold and Loeb. Killing to prove their superiority.”

Ender by began to pace. "Maybe. But then again, maybe it's nore than
that. Sonething nore conplex than that."

"Li ke what ?"

"I don't know. But | feel it's not exactly a Leopold and Loeb sort of
thing." He went to the table and stared at the remains of the meal that
had never been eaten. "Have you called Harris?"

Preduski said, "No."
"You should. He's been trying to get an image of the killer
Hasn't had any luck. Maybe that's because he's focusing on a single

i mage, trying to envision just one face. Tell himthere are two
killers. Maybe that'll breit open for him Maybe he'll finally get a



handl e on the case."

"W don't know there are two. That's just a theory. "Tell him anyway,"
Ender by said. "Wat harmcan it do? "

"I should tell himtonight. | really should. But I just can't,"”
Preduski said. "He's gotten behind in his work because of this case.
That's my fault. |'malways calling him talking to him pressuring him

about it. He's working late, trying to get caught up

I don't want to disturb him" In the foyer by the front door, the
grandfat her clock chined the half hour, five mnutes |late again

Preduski gl anced at his wistwatch and said, "It'Il soon be ten o'cl ock.
|I'"ve got to be going."

" CGoi ng? There's work to do here."

“I"mnot on duty yet."

"Graveyar d?"

"Yeah."

"I never knew you to hesitate about a bit of overtine."

"Well, | just got out of bed. | was cooking spaghetti when Headquarters
calleq me about this. Never got a chance to eat any of it. [|I'm
starving."

Ender by shook his head. "As long as |'ve known you, | don't believe
|'ve ever seen you eat a square neal. You're always grabbing sandw ches
so you don't have to stop working to eat. And at home you're cooking
spaghetti. You need a wife, Ira."

"A wfe?"

"Cther nen have them"

"But me? Are you Kkiddi ng?"

"Be good for you."
"Andy, |ook at ne."
“I'"'m | ooking."

"Look closer."

" So?"

"“You nust be blind."

"What should | see?"

"What wonman in her right mind would narry ne?"



"Don't give ne your usual crap, Ira," Enderby said with a smle.

"I know that under all of that selfdeprecating chatter, you' ve got a
heal thy and proper respect for yourself."

"You're the psychiatrist."

"That's right. |'mnot a suspect or a witness; you can't charmnme with
t hat bl ather."

Pr eduski grinned.

"I'"I'l bet there have been nore than a few women who've fallen for that
calculated little-boy | ook of yours."

"A few," Preduski adnmitted unconfortably. "But never the right woman."

"Who sai d anything about the right one? Most nen are happy to settle
for half-right."

"Not nme." Preduski |ooked at his watch again. "I really have to be
going. |'Il cone back around m dnight. Martin probably won't even have
fini shed questioning the other tenants by then. |It's a big building."
Dr. Enderby sighed as if the troubles of the world were on his

shoul ders alone. "W'Il be here too. Dusting the furniture for prints,
vacuum ng the carpets for hairs and threads, finding nothing, but

wor ki ng hard. The sane old circus."

*Dim Grahami s foot slipped off the rung.

Al t hough he was still holding tightly with both hands, he panicked. He
struck out at the ladder with his feet, scrabbling wildly, as if the

| adder were alive, as if he had to kick it into subm ssion before he
could regain his foothold on it.

"Graham what's wong?" Connie asked from her position on the |adder
above him "G ahan?"

Her voice sohered him He stopped kicking. He hung by his hands unti
he was breathing alnost nornmally, until the vivid nmenories of Everest
had faded.
"G ahanf"

Wth his feet he probed for a rung, found one after several seconds that
seened like hours. "I'mall right. M foot slipped. |'m okay now."

"1[)on't | ook down."

"I didn"t. | won't."

He sought the next rung, stepped to it, continued the descent.
He felt feverish. The hair was danp at the back of his neck

Perspiration beaded his forehead, jeweled his eyebrows, stung the



corners of his eyes, filmed his cheeks, brought a salty taste to his
lips. In spite of the perspiration, he was cold. He shivered as he
noved down the | ong | adder

He was as nmuch aware of the void at his back as he woul d have been of a
kni fe pressed between his shoul der bl ades.

On the thirty-first floor, Frank Bollinger entered the maintenance
supply room

He saw the red door. Sonmeone had put down the doorstop that was fixed
toit, so that it was open an inch or two. He knew i nmedi ately that
Harris and the woman had gone through there.

But why was the door ajar?
It was |like a signpost. Beckoning him

Alert for a trap, he advanced cautiously. He held the Walther PPK in
his right hand. He kept his left hand out in front of him arm extended
all the way, to stop the door in case they tried to throwit open in his
face. He held his breath for those few steps, listening for the
slightest sound other than the soft squeak of his own shoes.

Not hi ng. Sil ence.

He used the toe of his shoe to push up the doorstop; then he pulled open
t he door and wal ked onto the small platform He had just enough time to
realize where he was, when the door closed behind himand all the lights
in the shaft went out.

At first he thought Harris had come into the maintenance roomafter him
But when he tried the door, it was not |ocked. And when he opened it,
all the lights cane on. The energency lighting didn't burn twenty-four
hours a day; it cane on only when one of the service entrances was open
and that was why Harris had | eft the door ajar

Bol I i nger was inpressed by the systemof |ights and platforns and
| adders. Not every building erected in the 1920s woul d have been
designed with an eye toward energencies. |n fact, damed few

skyscrapers built since the war coul d boast any safety provisions.

These days, they expected you to wait in a stalled elevator until it was
repaired, no matter if that took ten hours or ten days; and if the lift

couldn't be repaired, you could risk a manually cranked descent, or you

could rot init.

The nore tine he spent in the building, the deeper he penetrated it, the
nore fascinating he found it to be. It was not on the scale of those
truly gargantuan stadi uns and nmuseuns and highrises that Hitier had
designed for the "super race" just prior to and during the first days of
World War Two. But then Hitler's nagnificent edifices had never been
realized in stone and nortar, whereas this place had risen

He began to feel that the nen who had designed and constructed it were
A ynpians. He found his appreciation strange, for he knew that had he
been restricted to the halls and offices during the day, when the



buil ding was full of people Dew R Kooniz and buzzing with conmerce, he
woul d not have noticed the great size and high style of the structure.
One took for granted that which was conmonpl ace; and to New Yorkers,

t here was not hi ng unusual about a forty-two-story office building. Now,
however, abandoned for the night, the tower seened incredibly huge and
conplex; in solitude and silence one had tine to contenplate it and see
how magni ficent and extraordinary it was. He was |ike a m crobe
wandering through the 1'veins and bowels of a living creature, a
behenot h al nost beyond neasuremnent.

He felt in | eague with the minds that could conceive of a nmonunent-like
this. He was one of them a nmover and shaker, a superior man. The

A ynpi an nture of 'i the building-and of the architects responsible for
itstruck a responsive chord in him nmade himreverberate il 1 with the
know edge of his own special godlike stature.

Brimming with a sense of glory, he was nore deter- 4 mined than ever to
kill Harris and the woman. They were aninals. Lice.

Par asi t es.

Because of Harris's freakish psychic gift, they posed a threat to
Bollinger. They were trying to deny himhis rightful place in this new
and forceful current of history: the at first gradual but

ever - qui ckening rise of the new men.

He pushed the doorstop against the floor to keep the door open and the
lights burning. Then he went to the edge of the platform and peered
down the | adder.

They were three floors under him The woman on top, nearest by a few
rungs. Harris below her, going first. Neither of them | ooked up

Thiey certainly were aware of the monmentary |oss of |ight and understood
the significance of it. They were hurrying toward the next platform
where they coul d get out of the shaft.

Bol i nger knelt, tested the railing. It was strong. He |eaned against
it, using it like a safety harness to keep himfromtunbling to his
deat h.

He didn't want to kill them here. The place and nethod of murder were
extremely inmportant tonight. Here, they would drop to the bottom of the
wel |, and that would ruin the schene that he and Billy had come up with
this afternoon. He wasn't here just to kill themany way he coul d; he
had to dispose of themin a certain nmanner. |f he brought it off just
right, the police would be confused, nisled; and the people of New York
woul d begin to experience a spiraling reign of terror unlike anything in
their worst nightmares. He and Billy had worked out a damed cl ever
ganbit, and he woul dn't abandon it so long as there was a chance of
bringing it off as planned.

it was a quarter of ten. |In fifteen minutes Billy would be in the

al | eyway outside, and he would wait on y until ten-thirty. Bollinger
saw t hat he probably wouldn't have tinme for the worman, but he was pretty
sure he'd be able to carry out the plan in forty-five mnutes.



Besi des, he didn't know what Harris | ooked |ike, and he felt there was
sonet hing cowardly about killing a nan whose face he'd never seen

It was akin to shooting soneone in the back. That sort of killingven of
an animal, even of a louse like Harris-Aidn't fit Bollinger's inmage of a
superman. He liked to neet his prey head-on, to get close, so that
there was at |east a hint of danger.

The trick was to force themout of the shaft without killing them to
herd themto other ground where the plan could be carried out. He

poi nted the pistol down, ained wi de of the woman's head and squeezed the
trigger.

The shot expl oded; ear-splitting noise assaulted Connie fromevery side.
Over the dimnishing echoes, she could hear the bullet ricocheting from
one wall to the other, farther down the shaft.

The situation was so unreal that she had to wonder if it was transpiring
in her mnd. She supposed it was possible that she was in a hospita

and that all of this was the product of a fevered inmagination, the

del usi ons of nmdness.

Descendi ng the | adder, she repeatedly caught herself murmuring softly:
sometines it was junbl ed phrases that made little sense, sometines
strings of utterly neani ngl ess sounds. Her stomach rolled over like a
fish on a wet boat dock. Her bowels quivered. She felt as if a bullet
had already ripped into her, already had torn apart her vital organs.

Bol I'i nger fired again.

The shot seenmed | ess sharp than the one before it. Her ears were
desensitized, still ringing fromthe first explosion

For a woman who had experienced little enptional and no physical -terror
in her life, she was handling herself surprisingly well

When she | ooked down, she saw Graham|let go of, the | adder with one
hand. He grabbed the railing that ringed the platform He took one
foot off the |l adder; hesitated, |eaning at a precarious angle; started
to bring his foot back; suddenly found the courage to put it on the edge
of the platform For a nonment, fighting his own terror, he stayed that
way, crucified between the two points of safety. She was about to cal
to him urge himon, when he finally freed hinself of the |adder

al t oget her, wobbled on the brink of the platformas if he would fall
then got his balance and clinbed over the railing.

She descended the | ast dozen rungs nuch too fast and reached the
platformas Bollinger fired a third shot. She hurried through the red
door that Graham held open for her, into the mai ntenance supply room on
the twenty-seventh | evel.

The first thing she saw was the bl ood on his trousers. A bright spot of
it. As big as a silver dollar. distening on the gray fabric.

"What happened?"

"Had these in ny pocket," he said, holding up the scissors. "A couple



of floors back, when | alnost fell, the blades tore through the |ining
and gouged ny thigh.

"Is it bad?"
"No. "
urt?
“Not nuch."
"Better get rid of them"
"Not just yet."
Bol I i nger watched until they left the shaft.
They had gotten out two platforms down. Because there was only a
service entrance at every second floor, that put themon the
twenty-seventh | evel .
He got up, hurried toward the el evator

"Cone on," Gahamsaid. "Let's make a run for the stairs.

"No. We've got to go back up the shaft.”

Incredulity showed on his face, anguish in hi s eyes. "That's crazy! "
"He won't be | ooking for us in the shaft. At |east not for a couple of
mnutes. W can go up two floors, then use the stairs when he cones
back to check the shaft."

She opened the red door through which they'd come only seconds ago.

"I don't knowif |I can do it again," he said.

"Of course you can."

"You said up the shaft?"

"That's right."

"W have to go down to escape.”

She shook her head; her hair formed a brief dark halo. "You renmenber
what | said about the night guards?

."They m ght be dead."

"I'f Bollinger killed themso he could have a free hand with us, wouldn't
he al so have seal ed off the building?

VWhat if we get to the | obby, with Bollinger hot on our heels, and we
find the doors are | ocked? Bef ore we coul d break the glass and get
out, he'd have killed us."



lee "But the guards nmight not be dead. He m ght have gotten past them
sonehow. "

"Can we take that chance?"
He frowned. "I guess not."

"I don't want to get to the |obby until we're certain of having a | ong
| ead on Bollinger."

"So we go up. How s that better?"

"W can't play cat and mouse with himfor twenty-seven floors. The next
time he catches us in the shaft or on the stairs, he won't make any

m stakes. But if he doesn't realize we're going up, we mght be able to
alternate between the shaft and the stairs for thirteen floors, |ong
enough to get to your office."

"Why t here?"

"Because he won't expect us to backtrack."

Graham s blue eyes were not as wide with fear as they had been; they had
narrowed with calculation. In spite of hinmself, the will to survive was
flowering in him the first signs of the old G aham Harris were becom ng
vi si bl e, pushing through his shell of fear

He said, "Eventually, he'll realize what we've done. [It'Il buy us only
fifteen mnutes or so."

"Time to think of another way out," she said. "Come on, G aham
We're wasting too nmuch time. He'll be on this floor any second now "
Less reluctantly than the first tine, but still w thout enthusiasm he

foll owed her into the el evator shaft.

On the platformhe said, "You go first. 1'll bring up the rear, so
won't knock you off the ladder if I fall."

For the sane reason, he had insisted on going first when they descended.

She put her arms around him kissed him then turned and started to
clinb.

As soon as he got off the el evator on the twentyseventh floor, Bollinger
i nvestigated the stairs at the north end of the building.

They were deserted ' He ran the length of the corridor and opened the
door to the south stairs. He stood on the |anding for alnpbst a mnute,
listening intently for novenent. He heard none.

In the corridor again, he searched for an unl ocked office door until he
realized they might have gone back into the el evator shaft.

He | ocated the nmai ntenance supply room the red door was ajar



He approached it cautiously, as before. He was opening the door all the
way when the shaft beyond was filled with the sound of another door
closing on it.

On the platform he bent over the railing. He stared down into the
verti gi nous depths, wondering which one of the doors they had used.

How many floors had they gai ned on hinf®?
Danmi t !

Cursing al oud, overcoat flapping around his |egs, Bollinger went back to
the south stairs to listen for them

By the time they had clinbed two flights on the north stairs, G aham was
wincing with each step. Fromsole to hip, pain coruscated through his
bad leg. In anticipation of each jolt, he tensed his stonmach. Now his
entire abdomen ached. |If he had continued to work out and clinb after
his fall on Munt Everest, as the doctors had urged himto do, he would
have been in shape for this.

He had given his |leg nore punishnent tonight than it ordinarily received
in a year. Now he was paying in pain for five years of inactivity.

"Don't slow down," Connie said. "Trying not to."

"Use the rail as nmuch as you can. Pull yourself along.

"How r are we goi ng?"

"One nore floor."

"Eternity.

“"After that we'll swtch back to the elevator shaft."

He liked the ladder in the shaft better than he did the stairs.

On the | adder he could use his good leg and pull with both hands to keep
nearly all of his weight off the other leg. But on the stairs, if he

didn't use the lane leg at all, he would have to hop fromone step to
the other; and that was too slow

"One nmore flight," she said encouragingly.

Trying to surprise himself, trying to cover a |ot of ground before the
pain transmtted itself fromleg to brain, he put on a burst of speed,
staggered up ten steps as fast as he could. That transforned the pain
into agony. He had to sl ow down, but he kept noving.

Bol I i nger stood on the landing, listening for sound in the south
stairwel|.
Not hi ng.

He | ooked over the railing. Squinting, he tried to see through the
| ayers of darkness that filled the spaces between the | anding.



Not hi ng.
He went back into the hall and ran toward the north stairs.

Billy drove into the alley. H's car nade the first tracks in the new
snow.

A forty-foot-long, twenty-foot-deep service courtyard lay at the back of
the Bowerton Building. Four doors opened onto it. One of these was a
bi g green garage door, where delivery could be taken on office furniture
and other itens too large to fit through the public entrance.

A sodi um vapor | anmp gl owed above the green door, casting a harsh |ight
on the stone walls, on the rows of trash bins awaiting pickup in the
norni ng, and on the snow, the shadows were sharply drawn.

There was no sign of Bollinger.

Prepared to leave at the first indication of trouble, Billy backed the
car into the courtyard. H e switched off the headlights but not the
engine. He rolled down his wi ndow, just an inch, to keep the glass from
st eanm ng up.

i ss When Bol linger didn't cone out to neet him Billy |ooked at his
wat ch.

Cl ouds of dry snow swirled down the alley in front of him 1In the
courtyard, out of the worst of the wind, the snow was relatively
undi st ur bed.

Most nights, squad cars conducted random patrols of poorly |ighted back
streets like this one, always on the |ookout for business-district
burglars with half-filled vans, muggers with hal f-robbed victinms, and
rapi sts with hal f-subdued wonen. But not tonight. Not in this weather

The city's uni fornmed patrol nen woul d be occupi ed el sewhere. The
majority of them would be busy cleaning up after the usual foul-weather
aut onobi | e accidents, but as much as a third of the evening shift would
be squirreled away in favorite hideouts, on a side street or in a park
they woul d be drinking coffee-in a few cases, sonething stronger-and
tal ki ng about sports and wonen, ready to go to work only if the radio
di spatcher insisted upon it.

Billy | ooked at his watch again. 10:04.

He woul d wait exactly twenty-six mnutes. Not one mnute |ess, and
certainly not one nmore. That was what he had promni sed Dwi ght.

Once again, Bollinger reached the elevator shaft just as it was filled
with the sound of another door closing on it.

He bent over the railing, |ooked down. NGO hing but other railings,
other platforms, other emergency |light bulbs, and a | ot of darkness.

Harris and the worman had gone.



I" He was tired of playing hide-and-seek with them of dashing from
stairwell to stairwell to shaft. He was sweating profusely.

Under his overcoat, his shirt clung to himwetly. He left the platform
went to the elevator, activated it with a key, pushed the button narked
“Lobby. "

On the ground level, he took off his heavy overcoat and dropped it
besi de the el evator doors. Sweat trickled down his neck, down the
center of his chest. He didn't renove his gloves. Wth the back of his
| eft hand and then with his shirt sleeve he w ped his dripping forehead.

Qut of sight of anyone who mi ght cone to the street doors, he |eaned
against the narble wall at the end of the offset that contained the four
banks of elevators. Fromthat position, he could see two white doors
with black stenciled letters on them one at the north end and one at
the south end of the |obby. These were the exits fromthe stairwells.
VWhen Harris and the woman came through one of them he would blow their
goddammed brains out. Oh, yes. Wth pleasure.

Hobbl i ng along the fortieth-floor corridor toward the |light that cane
fromthe open reception-room door of the Harris Publications suite,
Harris saw the fire-alarmbox. It was approximtely nine inches on a
side, set flush with the wall. The nmetal rimwas painted red, and the
face of it was gl ass.

He coul dn't inagi ne why he hadn't thought of this before.

| LS7 Ahead of him Connie realized that he had stopped.

"What's the matter?"

"Look here."

She came back.

"I'f we set it off," Grahamsaid, "it'll bring the security guards up
fromdownstairs."

"I'f they aren't dead."

"Even if they are dead, it'll bring the fire departnent on the double
Bollinger will have the crinps put to him

"Maybe he won't run when he hears the bells. After all, we know his
nane. He m ght hang on, kill us, sneak out past the firenen."

"He m ght," Graham agreed, unsettled by the thought of being stal ked
t hrough dark halls full of clanging, banging bells.

They stared through the glass at the steel alarmlever that glinted in
the red light.

He felt hope, like a nmuscle relaxant, relieve a fraction of the tension
in his shoul ders, neck and face. For the first tinme all night, he began
to think they m ght escape.



Then he renenbered the vision. The bullet. The blood. He was going to
be shot in the back

She said, "The alarms will probably be so |loud that we won't hear himif
he conmes after us."

"But it works both ways," he said eagerly. "He won't be able to hear
us.

She pressed her fingertips to the cool plate of glass, hesitated, then
took her hand away. "Ckay. But there's no little hanmmer to break the
glass.” She held up the lag iL chain that was supposed to secure a
hammer to the side of the alarm "What do we use instead?"

Smiling, he took the scissors fromhis pocket and held themup as if
they were a talisnan.

"Appl ause, appl ause," she said, beginning to feel just enough hope to
allow herself a little joke.

"Thank you."

"Be careful," she said.

"Stand back. "

She did.

Graham hel d the scissors by the closed blades. Using the heavy handl es
as a hanmmer, he snashed the thin glass. A few pieces held stubbornly to
the frame. So as not to cut hinself, he broke out the jagged splinters
bef ore he put one hand into the shallow al arm box and jerked the stee

| ever fromgreen to red.

No noi se.

No bells.

Si | ence.

Christ!

"Ch, no," she said.

Frantically, the flanme of hope flickering in him he pushed the |ever
up, back to the green safety mark, then slamed it down again

Still nothing.

Bol | i nger had been as thorough with the fire alarmas he had been with
t he tel ephones.

The wi pers swept back and forth, clearing the snow fromthe w ndshi el d.
The rhythnic thunp-thunptbunp was getting on his nerves.

Billy glanced over his shoul der, through the rear wi ndow, at the green
garage door, then at the other three doors.



The time was 10: 15.
VWere in the hell was Dwi ght?

Graham and Connie went to the nmagazine's art departnent in search of a
kni fe and other sharp draftsnen's tools that woul d make better weapons
than the scissors. He found a pair of razor-edged scal pel -1ike

instruments in the center drawer of the art director's big metal desk.

When he | ooked up fromthe drawer, he saw that Connie was lost in

t hought. She was standing just inside the door, staring at the floor in
front of a light blue photographic backdrop. i nbing equiprment-coils
of rope, pitons, etriers, carabiners, klettershoes, nylon jackets lined
wi th down, and perhaps thirty other itens-lay in a disordered heap

bef ore the screen.

"See what | found?" he said. He held up the bl ades.

She wasn't interested. "Wat about this stuff?" she asked, pointing to
the clinbi ng equi prent.

Comi ng from behind the desk, he said, "This issue we're running a
buyer's guide. Each of those pieces wis photographed for the article.

Why' d you ask?" Then his face brightened. "Never mnd. | see why."

He hunkered in front of the equipnment, picked up an ice ax. "This makes
a better weapon than any draftsman's tool

"G ahanm?"

He | ooked up.

Her expression was peculiar: a conbination of puzzlenent, fear and
amazenent. Al though she clearly had thought of sonething interesting
and i nportant, her gray eyes gave no indication of what was going

t hrough her mind. She said, "Let's not rush out to fight him Can we
consi der all of our options?"

"That's why we're here."

She stepped into the short, private hallway, cocked her head and
listened for Bollinger.

Graham stood up, prepared to use the ice ax.

VWhen she was satisfied that there was nothing to listen for but nore
silence, she came back into the room

He | owered the ax. "I thought you heard sonething."
"Just being cautious." She glanced at the clinbing equi pnent before she
sat down on the edge of the desk. "As | see it, there are five

di fferent things we can do. Nunber one, we can nake a stand, try to
fight Bollinger.



"Wth this," he said, hefting the ice ax.

"And with anything else we can find."

"W -can set a trap, surprise him"

"I see two problens with that approach.™

"The gun."

"That's sure one."

"I'f we're clever enough, he won't have tine to shoot.

"More inportant,"” she said, "neither of us is a killer
"We coul d just knock hi munconscious."

1 “I'f you hit himon the head with an ax like that, you' re bound to
kill him"

"I'f it's kill or be killed, | suppose |I could do it."

“"Maybe. But if you hesitate at the last instant, we're dead." He didn't
resent the limts of her faith in him he knew that he didn't deserve
her conplete trust. "You said there were five things we could do."
“Nurmber two, we can try to hide."

"Wher e?"

"I don't know. Maybe |ook for an office that sonmeone forgot to | ock, go
inside and lock it after us."

"No one forgot."

"Maybe we can continue to play cat and nouse with him™"
"For how | ong?"

"Until a new shift of guards finds the dead ones."

"if he didn't kill the guards, then the new guards won't know what's
goi ng on up here."

"That's right."
"Besides, | think maybe they work twel ve-hour shifts, four days a week.
| know one of the night nen. 1've heard himcurse the long shifts and

at the sane tine praise the eight hours of overtine he gets each week
So if they come on duty at six, they won't be off until six in the
nor ni ng. "

"Seven and a hal f hours.

"Too long to play cat and nouse in the elevator shaft and on the stairs.
Especially with this bumleg of mne



"Nunber three," she said. "W could open one of your office w ndows and
shout for help."

"Fromthe fortieth floor? Even in good weather, they probably coul dn't
hear you on the sidewalk. Wth this wind, they wouldn't hear you even
two floors away."

"I know that. And on a night like this, there's not going to be anyone
out wal ki ng anyway."

"Then why'd you suggest it?"

“"Nunber five is going to surprise you," she said. "Wen | get toit, |
want you to understand that |'ve thought of every other possible out.”

“"What's number five?"

“"Nurber four first. W open the office wi ndow and throw furniture into
the street, try to catch the attention of anyone who's driving past on
Lexi ngton."

"If anyone is driving in this weather."

"Someone will be. A taxi or two."

"But if we toss out a chair, we won't be able to calculate the effect of
the wind on it. W won't be able to gauge where it'll |and.

What if it goes through the windshield of a car and kills soneone?"
“I'"ve thought of that."

"W can't do it."

"1 know. "

"What's nunber five?"

She slid off the desk and went to the pile of clinbing equipnent.
"We've got to get rigged out in this stuff.”

"Ri gged out ?"

"Boots, jackets, gloves, ropes-the works."

He was perpl exed. "VWhy?"

Her eyes were wide, |like the eyes of a startled doe.

“For the clinmb down. "

"Down what ?"

"Down the outside of the building. Al the way to the street.



part four FRI DAY 10: 30 P. Mo SATURDAY 4: 00 A M

Promptly at ten-thirty, Billy drove out of the service courtyard behind
t he highrise.

The snowfall had grown heavier during the past half hour, and the w nd
had beconme downri ght dangerous. Roiling in the headlight beans, the
sheets of powderdry fl akes were al nost as dense as a fog.

At the nmouth of the alley, as he was pulling onto the side street, the
tires spun on the icy pavenent. The car slewed toward the far curb

He turned the wheel in the direction of the slide and managed to stop
just short of colliding with a panel truck parked at the curb

He had been driving too fast, and he hadn't even been aware of it unti
he'd al nost crashed. That wasn't like him He was a careful nan.

He was never reckless. Never. He was angry with hinself for |osing
control

He drove toward the avenue. The traffic light was with him and the
nearest car was three or four blocks away, a | one pair of headlights
di ned and diffused by the falling snow He turned the corner onto
Lexi ngt on.

In three hundred feet, he came to the front of the Bowerton Buil di ng.
Ferns and flowers, nolded in a twenty-foot-1ong rectangul ar bronze
pl ague, crowned the stonework above the four revol ving doors.

Part of, the enormous | obby was visible beyond the entrance, and it
appeared to be deserted. He drove near the curb, in the parking |ane,
barely noving, studying the building and the sidewal ks and t he

cal cimi ned street, |ooking for sone sign of trouble and findi ng none.

Nevert hel ess, the plan had failed. Something had gone wwong in there.
Terribly, terribly wong.

WIIl Bollinger talk if he's caught? Billy wondered uneasily.
WIIl he inplicate ne?

He woul d have to go to work wi thout knowi ng how badly Dwi ght had fail ed,
wi t hout knowi ng whet her or not Bollinger woul d be-had been?-apprehended
by the police. He was going to find it difficult to concentrate on his
job tonight; but if he was going to construct an alibi to counter a
possi bl e confession fromDwight, it would help his case if he was calm
toni ght, as much like hinself as he could be, as thorough and diligent
as those who knew hi m expected himto be.

Franklin Dwi ght Bollinger was getting restless. He was bathed in a
thin, oily sweat. His fingers ached fromthe tight grip he had kept on
the Walther PPK. He'd been watching the stairwell exits for nore than
twenty mnutes, but there was no sign of Harris or the woman.

Billy was gone by now, the schedul e destroyed. Bol |inger hoped he
m ght sal vage the plan. But at the sane time he knew that wasn't



possi bl e. The situation had degenerated to this: slaughter them and get

the hell out.

VWere is Harris? he wondered. Has he sensed that |I'mwaiting here for

hi nf Has he used his carnival act, his goddammed cl ai rvoyance to
anticipate ne?

He decided to wait five minutes nmore. Then he would be forced to go
after them

Staring out of the office window at an eeri e panorama of gigantic,

snow swept buildings and fuzzy lights, Grahamsaid, "It's inpossible."

Besi de him Connie put one hand on his arm "Wy is it inpossible?"
"It just is."

"That's not good enough."

“I can't climb it."

“It's not a clinb."

"\hat ?"

"It's a descent."”

"Doesn't matter."

“Can it be done?"

"Not by ne."

"You clinbed the ladder in the shaft."
“"That's different."

" How?"

"Besi des, you've never clinbed."

"You can teach ne."

"No. "

"Sure you can.”

"You can't learn on the sheer face of a forty-story building in the
m ddl e of a blizzard."

"I'd have a damed good teacher," she said.
"Ch, yeah. One who hasn't clinbed in five years."
"You still know how. You haven't forgotten."

“I'"'mout of shape."



"You're a strong nan." -"You forget ny leg."

She turned away fromthe wi ndow and went back to the door so that she
could listen for Bollinger while she tal ked. "Renenber when Abercronbie
and Fitch had a man scale their building to advertise a new |line of

cl i mbi ng equi prent ?"

He didn't | ook away fromthe window He was transfixed by the night.
“What about it?"

"At that time, you said what that man did wasn't really so difficult."
"DidI?"

"You said a building, with all its |edges and setbacks, is an easy clinb
conpared to al nbst any nountain."

He said nothing. He renenbered telling her that, and he knew he had
been right. But when he'd said it he never thought he'd be called upon
to do it. Images of Mount Everest and of hospital roons filled his

m nd.

"Thi s equi pment you chose for the buyer's guide-"

“What about it?"

"It's the best, isn't it?"

"The best, or close to it."

"We'd be perfectly outfitted."

"if we try it, we'll die."

"W'll dieif we stay here." "Maybe not."
"I think so. Absolutely."

“There has to be an alternative."”

“I"ve outlined them already."

"Maybe we can hide fromhim'

“Wher e?"

"l don't know. But-"

"And we can't hide for seven hours."

"This is crazy, dammt!"

"Can you think of anything better?"

"Gve me tine."



"Bollinger will be here any mnute."

"The wi nd speed nmust be forty mles an hour at street level. At |east
when it's gusting. Fifty mles an hour up this high."

"WIIl it blow us off?"

"We'd have to fight it every inch."

"Wn't we anchor the ropes?"

He turned away fromthe wi ndow. "Yes, but-"

"And won't we be wearing those?" She pointed to a pair of safety
harnesses that lay atop the pile of equipnent.

“It'll be damed cold out there, Connie."

"We've got the down-lined jackets."

"But we don't have quilted, insulated pants. You're wearing ordinary
jeans. So am|. For all the good they'Il do us, we night as well be
naked bel ow the waist."

"l can stand the cold."

"Not for very long. Not cold as bitter as that."

"How long will it take us to get to the street?"

"l don't know. "

"You nust have sone idea."

"An hour. Maybe two hours."

"That | ong?"

"You're a novice."

"Coul dn't we rappel ?"

"Rappel ?" He was appal | ed.

"I't |ooks so easy. Sw nging out and back, dropping a few feet with
every sw ng, bouncing off the stone, dancing along the side of the
bui I di ng .

"It | ooks easy, but it isn't."

"But it's fast."

"Jesus! You' ve never clinbed before, and you want to rappel down."
"1've got guts."”

"But no common sense."



"Ckay," she said. "W don't rappel."
"We definitely don't rappel."

"W go. slow and easy."

"W don't go at all."

Ignoring him she said, "I can take two hours of the cold. | know I
can. And if we keep noving, maybe it won't bother us so much.”

"We'll freeze to death." He refused to be shaken from that opinion
"Graham we have a sinple choice. Go or stay. |If we nake the clinb,
maybe we' Il fall or freeze to death. if we stay here, we'll sure as

hell be killed."

“I"'mnot convinced it is that simple."

"Yes, you are."

He closed his eyes. He was furious with himself, sick of his inability
to accept unpleasant realities, to risk pain, and to cone face to face
with his own fear. The clinb would be dangerous. Suprenely dangerous.
It might even prove to be sheer folly; they could die in the first few
m nutes of the descent. But she was correct when she said they had no
choice but to try it.

"Grahan? We're wasting tinme."

"You know the real reason why the clinmb isn't possible."

"No," she said. "Tell ne."

He felt color and warnth cone into his face. "Connie, you aren't
leaving me with any dignity."

"I never took that fromyou. You ve taken it fromyourself." Her
lovely face was lined with sorrow. He could see that it hurt her to
have to speak to himso bluntly. She cane across the room put one hand
to his face. "You've surrendered your dignity and your sel frespect.

Pi ece by piece."” Her voice was |ow, alnbst a whisper; it wavered.

"I"'mafraid for you, afraid that if you don't stop throwing it away,
you'll have nothing left. Nothing."

"Connie . . ." He wanted to cry.

But he had no tears for Graham Harris. He knew precisely what he had
done to hinself. He had no pity; he despised the nan he'd becone.

He felt that, deep inside, he had al ways been a coward, and that his
fall on Mount Everest had given himan excuse to retreat into fear

Wiy el se had he resisted going to a psychiatrist? Every one of his



doctors had suggested psychoanal ysis. He suspected that he was
confortable in his fear; and that possibility sickened him "I'mafraid
of my own shadow.

I'd be no good to you out there.

Dem P- Koontr "You're not so frightened today as you were yesterday,"
she said tenderly. "Tonight, you've coped dammed wel .

What about ' the elevator shaft? This nmorning, the thought of going
down that | adder woul d have overwhel ned you."

He was trenbling.

"This is your chance," she said. "You can overcone the fear. | know
you can."

He licked his lips nervously. He went to the pile of gear in front of

t he phot ographi c backdrop. "I wish | could be half as sure of me as you
are."

Foll owing him she said, "I understand what |'m asking of you. | know
it'll be the hardest thing you' ve ever done."

He renenbered the fall vividly. He could close his eyes any tine-even
in a crowded roomand experience it again: his foot slipping, painin
the chest as the safety harness tightened around him pain abruptly
relieved as the rope snapped, breath caught |ike an unchewed | unp of
meat in his throat, then floating and floating and fl oating.

The fall was only three hundred feet, and it had ended in a thick
cushion of snow, it had seened a nile

She said, "If you stay here, you'll die; but it'll be an easier death.
The instant Bollinger sees you, he'll shoot to kill. He won't hesitate.
It'Il be over within a second for you." She took hold of his hand. "But

it won't be like that for nmne.

He | ooked up fromthe equi pment. Her gray eyes radiated a fear as
primal and paral yzi ng as his own.

"Bollinger will use ne," she said.
He was unabl e to speak.

"He'll cut nme," she said.

Unbi dden, an image of Edna Mowy came to him She had been hol di ng her
own bl oody navel in her hand.

"He'll disfigure ne."
" Maybe- "
"He's the Butcher. Don't forget. Don't forget who he is.

VWhat he is."”



"God help me," he said.

"I don't want to die. But if | have to die, | don't want it to be like
that." She shuddered. "If we're not going to make the clinb, if we're
just going to wait for himhere, then | want you to kill ne. Ht ne

across the back of the head with sonething. Hit me very hard."
Amazed, he said, "What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Kill me before Bollinger can get to ne. Gaham you owe ne that much.
You' ve got to do it."

"I love you," he said weakly. "You're everything. There's nothing el se
for me." She was sonmber, a nmourner at her own execution

"I'f you love nme, then you understand why you've got to kill ne.
"I couldn't doit."

"We don't have nuch tine," she said. "Either we get ready for the clinb
right now you kill ne. Bollinger will be here any mnute."

@ ancing at the main entrance to see if anyone was trying to get in,
Bol | i nger crossed the marble floor and opened the white door. He stood
at the bottomof the north stairs and |istened for footsteps. There were
none. No footsteps, no voices no noise at all. He peered up the
narrow, open core of the shaft, but he didn't see anyone noving

al ongsi de the swi tchback railing.

He went to the south stairs. Those too were deserted.
He | ooked at his watch. 10: 38.

Runni ng sone of Bl ake's verses through his mnd to cal mhinself, he went
to the elevator. 31 Well-nade boots are essential to a serious clinber.
They should be five to seven inches high, crafted fromthe best grade of
| eather, lined with | eather, preferably hand-sewn, with foam padded
tongues. Most inportant of all, the soles should be hard and stiff,

wi th tough [ugs nade of Vibram

Graham was wearing just such a pair of boots. They were a perfect fit,
nore |ike gloves than footwear. Although putting them on and | acing
them up brought himcloser to the act that he regarded with terror, he
found the boots strangely conforting, reassuring. His famliarity with
them with clinbing gear in general, seened |like a touchstone agai nst
whi ch he could test for the old GahamHarris, test for a trace of the
courage he'd once shown.

Both pairs of boots in the pile of equipnent were four sizes too |arge
for Connie. She couldn't wear either of them |If she stuffed paper
into the toes and along the " sides, she would feel as if she were
weari ng bl ocks of concrete; and she would surely msstep at some crucia
point in the clinb.

Fortunately, they found a pair of klettershoes that fitted well enough
The kl ettershoe-an anglicization of Kl etterschuh, Gernman for "clinbing



shoe"-was lighter, tighter, nore flexible, and not so high as standard
clinmbing boots. The sole was of rubber, and the welt did not protrude,
maki ng it possible for the wearer to gain toeholds on even the narrowest
| edges.

Al t hough they woul d have to serve for want of something better, the

kl ettershoes weren't suited for the clinb that |ay ahead. Because they
were made of suede and were not waterproof, they should be used only in
the fairest weather, never in a snowstorm

To protect her feet from becom ng wet and fromthe inevitable frosthite,
Conni e wore both socks and plastic binding. The socks were thick, gray,
wool en; they came to mid-calf. The plastic was ordinarily used to sea
up the dry food that a clinber carried in his rucksack

Graham had w apped her feet in two sheets of plastic, securing the
wat er proof nmaterial at her ankles with rubber bands.

They were both wearing heavy, bright red nylon parkas w th hoods that
tied under the chin. Between the outer nylon surface and the inner
nylon lining, his jacket was fitted with man-nmade insul ation, sufficient
for autum clinbing but not for the cold that awaited themtonight. Her
parka was nuch better-although he hadn't explained that to her for fear
she woul d insist that he wear it-because it was insulated with one him
EL dred percent goose down. That made it the warnest garnent, for its
size and wei ght, that she could have worn.

over the parka, each of themwas wearing a Klettergiirtel, a clinbing
harness, for protection in the event of a fall. This piece of equipnent
was a great inprovenent over the waistband that clinbers had once used,
for in a fall the band sonetinmes jerked so tight that it danaged the
heart and lungs. The sinple | eather harness distributed the pressure
over the entire body trunk, reducing the risk of a severe injury and
virtually guaranteeing the clinber that he would not turn upside down.

Connie was inpressed by the Klettergiirtel. As he strapped her into it,
she said, "It's perfect insurance, isn't it? Even if you fall, it
brings you up short."

O course, if she didn't just slip or msplace her foot, if instead the
rope broke, and if she was on a single |ine, the harness would not stop

her fall. However, Connie didn't have to worry about that, for he was
t aki ng extraordi nary safety measures with her: she woul d be goi ng down
on two independent lines. |In addition to the nmain rope, he intended to

fix her to a second which he would belay all the way to the street.

He woul d not be so well | ooked after as she was. There was no one to
belay him He would be descending last-on a single |ine.

He didn't explain that to her. Wen she got outside, the | ess she had
to worry about, the better her chances were of conming out of this alive.
Tensi on was good for a clinmber; but too nuch tension could cause himto
make m st akes.

Bot h harnesses had accessory | oops at the waist. G ahamwas carrying
pi tons, carabiners, expansion bolts, a hamrer, and a conpact
battery-powered drill the size of two packs of cigarettes. In her



harness | oops, Connie had a variety of extra pitons and carabiners.

Besi des t he equi prrent hung on their harnesses, they were both burdened
with rope. Connie had hundredfoot |engths of it at each hip; it was
heavy, but so tightly coiled that it did not restrict her nobvenents.
Graham had anot her hundred-foot coil at his right hip

They were left with two shorter |lengths: and these they would use for
the first leg of the descent.

Last of all, they put on their gloves.

At every floor, Bollinger got off the elevator. |If the entire |evel was
occupi ed by one business firm he tried the | ocked doors at opposite
ends of the alcove. |If it was an "open" floor, he stepped out of the

al cove to nmake certain there was no one in the corridor

At every fifth floor, he | ooked not only into the corridor but into the
stairs and the el evator shafts as well. On the first twenty floors,
four elevator shafts served the building; fromthe twentieth to the
thirty-fifth floors, two shafts; and fromthe thirty-fifth to the
fortysecond, only one shaft. 1In the first half of his vertical search
he wasted far nore tine than he could afford, opening the emergency
doors to all of those shafts.

At ten-fifty he was on the fifteenth fl oor

He had not found a sign of them He was begi nning to wonder if he was
conducting the search properly.

However, at the nonent he was unable to see any other way to go about
it.

He went to the sixteenth floor.
Conni e pulled on the heavy cord and drew back the office draperies.

Graham unl atched the center wi ndow. The two rectangul ar panes woul dn't
budge at first, then abruptly gave with a squeal, opened inward |ike
casement w ndows.

W nd exploded into the room it had the voice of a living creature; its
screanms were piercing, demonic. Snowflakes swirled around him danced
across the top of the conference table and nelted on its polished
surface, beaded |ike dew on the grass-green carpet.

Leani ng over the sill, he | ooked down the side of the Bowerton Buil ding.
The top five floors-and the four-story decorative pinnacle above
them were set back two yards fromthe bottomthirty-seven | evels.

just three floors below, there was a six-foot-wi de | edge that ringed the
structure. The lower four-fifths of the building's face |ay beyond the
| edge, out of his Iine of sight.

The snow was falling so thickly that he could barely see the street
| anps on the far side of Lexington Avenue. Under the lights, not even a
snmal | patch of pavenent was visible.



In the few seconds he needed to survey the situation, the wind battered
his head, chilled and nunbed his exposed face.

"That's dammed col d! " As he spoke, breath plum ng out of him he
turned fromthe window "W're bound to suffer at |east sone
frosthite."

"We've got to go anyway," she said.

"I know. I'mnot trying to back out."

"Shoul d we wap our faces?"

"Wth what?"

"Scarves-"

"The wi nd woul d cut through any material we've got handy, then paste it
to our faces so we'd have troubl e breathing.

Unfortunately, the nmgazine didn't reconmend any face masks in that
buyer's guide. Oherw se, we'd have exactly what we need."

"Then what can we do?"

He had a sudden thought and went to his desk. He stripped off his bul ky
gl oves. The center drawer contained evidence of the hypochondria that
had been an ever-grow ng conponent of his fear: Anacin, aspinn, half a
dozen cold renedi es, tetracycline capsules, throat |ozenges, a
thernoneter in its case ... He picked up a small tube and showed it to
her.

"Chap Stick?" she asked.

"Cone here."

She went to him "That stuff's for chapped lips. |If we're going to be
frostbitten, why worry about a little thing like chapped |ips?"

He pulled the cap off the tube, twisted the base to bring up the waxy

stick, and coated her entire faceforehead, tenples, cheeks, nose, lips
and chin. "Wth even a thin shield of this, the wind will need nore
time to leech the warmh out of you. And it'll keep your skin supple

Loss of heat is two-thirds of the danger. But |oss of noisture along
with [oss of heat is what causes severe frostbite. The noisture in
bitterly cold air doesn't get to your skin; in fact, subzero wi nd can
dry out your face al nbst as thoroughly as desert air."

"I was right," she said.
"Ri ght about what ?"
"There's some Nick Charles in you."

At eleven o' clock, Bollinger entered the elevator, swing Itched it on
and pressed the button for the twentysecond fl oor



The wi ndow frane was extrenely sturdy, not col dpressed and not of
aluminurii as were nost of the window franes in buildings erected during
the past thirty years. The grooved, steel center post was al npst an
inch thick and appeared to be capable of supporting hundreds of pounds
wi t hout bendi ng or breaking | oose fromthe sash.

Harris hooked a carabiner to the post.

Thi s piece of hardware was one of the nobst inportant that a clinber
carried. Carabiners were nmade of steel or alloy and cane in severa
shape val D, offset D, and pear or keyhol e-but the oval was used nore
often than any of the others. It was approximtely three and a hal f

i nches by one and three-quarter inches, and it resenbled nothing so much
as an oversized key ring or perhaps an elongated chain link. A spring-.

| oaded gate opened on one side of the oval, naking it possible for the
climber to connect the carabiner to the eye of a piton; he could al so
slip a |l oop of rope onto the metal ring. A carabiner, which was
sonetines referred to as a "snap link," could be enployed to join two
ropes at any point along them which was essential when the ends of
those lines were secured above and below. A vital-but not the
only-function of the highly polished snap |links was to prevent ropes
fromchaffing each other, to guard against their fraying through on the
rough, unpolished eye of a piton or on the sharp edge of a rock

car abi ners saved lives.

At Grahamis direction, Connie had stripped the nmanufacturer's plastic
bands from an eighty-foot coil of red and bl ue hawser-1laid nylon rope.

"I't doesn't l|ook strong," she said.

"It's got a breaking strength of four thousand pounds.™

"So thin. "

"Seven-si xteenths of an inch."

"I guess you know what you're doing."

Smiling reassuringly, he said, "Relax."

He tied a knot in one end of the rope. That done, he grasped the double
| oop that sprouted above the knot and slipped it through the gate of the

car abi ner that was attached to the w ndow post.

He was surprised at how quickly he was working, and by the ease with
whi ch he had fashi oned the conpl ex knot. He seemed to be operating on

instinct nmore than on know edge. in five years he had not forgotten
anyt hi ng.
"This will be your safety line," he told her.

The carabi ner was one of those that came with a netal sleeve that fitted
over the gate to guard agai nst an accidental opening. He screwed the
sl eeve in place.



He picked up the rope and pulled it through his hands, quickly measuring
el even yards of itHe took a folding knife froma pocket of his parka and
cut the rope, dropped one piece to the floor. He tied the cut end of
the shorter section to her harness, so that she was attached to the

wi ndow post by a thirty-foot unbilical. He took one end of the other

pi ece of rope and tied it around her waist, usirig a bowine knot.

Patting the windowsill, he said, "Sit up here."
She sat facing him her back to the wind and snow.

He pushed the thirty-foot rope out of the window, and the | oop of slack
fromthe post to Connie's harness, swng in the wind. He arranged the
forty-five-foot length on the office floor, carefully coiled it to be
certain that it would pay out without tangling, and finally tied the
free end around his wai st.

He intended to performa standing hip belay. On a nmountain, it was

al ways possible that a bel ayer might be jerked fromhis standing
position if he was not anchored by another rope and a well-placed piton
he could | ose his balance and fall, along with the person whom he was
bel ayi ng. Therefore, a standing belay was considered | ess desirable

t han one accomnplished froma sitting position. However, because Connie
wei ghed sixty pounds | ess than he, and because the w ndow was wai st

hi gh, he didn't think she would be able to drag himout of the room

Standing with his |l egs spread to i nprove his bal ance, he picked up the
forty-five-foot line at a point m dway between the neatly piled coil and
Connie. He had knotted the rope at his navel; now, he passed it behind
hi m and across the hips at the belt line. The rope that cane from
Conni e went around his left hip and then around his right; therefore,
his left hand was the gui de hand, while the right was the braki ng hand.
From hi s anchor point six feet in front of her he said, "Ready?"

She bit her Iip.

"The ledge is only thirty feet bel ow "

"Not so far," she said weakly.

"You'll be there be ore you owit."

She forced a smle.

She | ooked down at her harness and tugged on it, as if she thought it
nm ght have cone undone.

"Renenber what to do?" he asked.
"Hold the Iine with both hands above ny head.

Don't try to help. Look for the |ledge, get ny feet on it right away,
don't let myself be |owered past it."

"And when you get there?"



"First, | untie nyself."
"But only fromthis line."
"Yes."

"Not fromthe other."

She nodded.
"Then, when you've untied yourself-1'" "I jerk on this line twce."
"That's right. 1'Il put you down as gently as | can."

In spite of the stinging cold wind that whistled through the open w ndow
on both sides of her, her face was pale. "I love you," she said.

"And | |ove you."

"You can do this."

"I hope so."

"I know H s heart was poundi ng.

"I trust you," she said.

He realized that if he allowed her to die during the clinmb, he would
have no right or reason to save hinself. Life w thout her woul d be an
unbear abl e passage through guilt and | oneliness, a gray enptiness worse
than death. [|f she fell, he mght as well pitch hinself after her

He was scared.

Al'l he could do was repeat what he had already said, "I |ove you."
Taki ng a deep breath, |eaning backward, she said, "Well ... woman
over board!"

The corridor was dark and deserted.

Bol linger returned to the el evator and pressed the button for the
twenty-seventh fl oor.

The instant that Connie slipped backward of f the wi ndowsill, she sensed
t he hundreds of feet of open space beneath her

She didn't need to | ook down to be profoundly affected by that great,
dark gulf. She was even nore terrified than she had expected to be.

The fear had a physical as well as a nental inpact on her. Her throat
constricted; she found it hard to breathe. Her chest felt tight, and
her pul se rate soared. Suddenly acidic, her stomach contracted

si ckeningly.

She resisted the urge to clutch the windowsill before it was out of her
grasp. Instead, she reached overhead and gripped the rope with both



hands.

The wi nd rocked her fromside to side. It pinched her face and stung
the thin rimof ungreased skin around her eyes.

In order to see at all, she was forced to squint, to peer out through
t he narrowest of |ash-shielded slits. Oherw se, the wi nd woul d have
bli nded her with her own tears.

Unfortunately, the pile of clinmbing equipnent in the art director's
of fice had not contained snow goggl es.

She gl anced down at the | edge toward whi ch she was sl owly noving.
It was six feet wide, but to her it |looked Iike a tightrope.

His feet slipped on the carpet.

He dug in his heels.

judgi ng by the amount of rope still coiled beside him she was not even
hal fway to the | edge. Yet he felt as if he had | owered her at |east a
hundred feet.

Initially, the strain on Grahanis arnms and shoul ders had been tol erable
But as he payed out the line, he becane increasingly aware of the tol
taken by five years of inactivity. Wth each foot of rope, new aches
sprang up like sparks in his nmuscles, spread toward each other, fanned
into crackling fires.

Nevert hel ess, the pain was the |east of his worries. More inportant, he
was facing away fromthe office doors. And he could not forget the
vision: a bullet in the back, blood, and then darkness.

Where was Bol | i nger?

The farther Conni e descended, the less slack there was in the line that
connected her to the wi ndow Post. She hoped that Graham had esti mat ed
its length correctly. if not, she might be in serious trouble. A

tool ong safety line posed no threat; but if it was too short, she would
be hung up a foot or two fromthe | edge. She would have to clinb back
to the window so that Grahamcould rectify the situationr she would have
to give up the safety line altogether, proceed to the setback on just

t he bel ayer's rope.

Anxi ously, she watched the safety |line as it gradually grew taut.

overhead, the main rope was tw sting and untwisting with [atera

tension. As the thousands of nylon strands repeatedly tightened,

rel axed, tightened, she found herself turning slowy in a senicircle
fromleft to right and back again. This novenent was in addition to the
pendul um i ke swing caused by the wi nd; and of course it nmde her
increasingly ill.

She wondered if the rope would break. Surely, all of that tw sting and
untwi sting began where the rope dropped away fromthe wi ndow. Was the
thin line even now fraying at its contact point with the sill?



Graham had said there woul d be sone dangerous friction at the sill. But
he had assured her that she would be on the | edge before the nylon
fi bers had even been slightly bruised. Nylon was tough nateri al

Strong. Reliable. It would not wear through froma few ninutes-or even
a quarter-hour-of heavy friction

Still, she wondered.

At eight mnutes after eleven, Frank Bollinger started to search the
thirtieth floor.

He was beginning to feel that he was trapped in a surreal |andscape of
doors; hundreds upon hundreds of doors. All night |ong he had been
openi ng them anticipating sudden viol ence, overflow ng with that
tension that made himfeel alive. But all of the doors opened on the
same thing: darkness, enptiness, silence. Each door pronised to deliver
what he had been hunting for, but not one of them kept the prom se.

It seenmed to himthat the wilderness of doors was a condition not nerely
of this one night but of his entire Iife. Doors. Doors that opened on
dar kness. On enptiness. On blind passages and dead ends of every sort.
Each day of his life, he had expected to find a door that, when flung

wi de, would present himwith all that he deserved. Yet that gol den door
eluded him He had not been treated fairly. After all, he was one of

t he new nmen, superior to everyone he saw around him Yet what had he
become in thirty-seven years?  Anything? Not a president.

Not even a senator. Not fanmpus. Not rich. He was nothing but a |ousy
vi ce detective, a cop whose working life was spent in the griny
subcul ture of whores, pinps, ganblers, addicts and petty racketeers.

That was why Harris (and tens of millions like him had to die.

They were subhunmans, vastly inferior to the new breed of nmen. Yet for
every new man, there were a mllion old ones. Because there was
strength in nunbers, these pitiful creatures-risking thernonucl ear
destruction to satisfy their greed and their fondness for childish
posturing-held on to the world's power, noney and resources. Only

t hrough the greatest slaughter in history, only in the mdst of

Ar mageddon, could the new nen seize what was rightfully theirs.

The thirtieth | evel was deserted, as were the stairs and the el evator
shafts.

He went up one fl oor

Connie's feet touched the | edge. Thanks to the scouring wi nd, the stone
was pretty nuch free of snow, therefore, there had been no chance for
the snow to be pressed into ice. She wasn't in any danger of sliding
of f her perch.

She put her back to the face of the building, staying as far fromthe
brink as she could.

Surprisingly, with stone under her feet, she was nore inpressed by the



gulf in front of her than when she was dangling in enpty space.

Swi ngi ng at the end of the rope, she had not been able to see the void
in the proper perspective. Now, with the benefit of secure footing, she
found the thirty-eight-story drop doubly terrifying; it seened a

bottonm ess pit.

She untied the knot at her harness, freed herself of the main line. She
jerked on the rope twice, hard. Imrediately Grahamreeled it up.

ina mnute he would be on his way to her. Wuld he panic when he got
out here?

| trust him she told herself. | really do. | have to.

Nonet hel ess, she was afraid he would get only part of the way out of the
wi ndow before he turned and fled, |eaving her stranded

Graham t ook off his gloves, |eaned out of the wi ndow, and felt the stone
bel ow the sash. It was planed granite a rock neant to withstand the
ages. However, before the icy wind could nunb his fingertips, he

di scovered a tiny horizontal fissure that suited his purpose.

Keepi ng one hand on the crack in order not to lose it, he took the
hamrer and a piton fromthe tool straps at his waist. Balanced on the
sill, leaning out as far as he dared, he put the sharp tip of the stee
peg into the crack and pounded it hone.

The light he had to work by was barely adequate. It came fromthe
aircraft warning lights that ringed the decorative pinnacle of the
building just thirty feet, above him it alternated between red and
whi te.

From hi s upsi de-down position, the work went nore; slowy than he would
have |iked. Wen he finished at'i last, he | ooked over his shoulder to
see if Bollinger was behind him He was still alone.

The piton felt as if it were well placed.

He got a good grip on it, tried to wiggle it. It was firm

He snapped a carabiner through the eye of the piton

He snapped another carabiner to the center post of the wi ndow, above the
one that secured Connie's safety |ine.

Next, he pulled the knots out of the belaying rope. He took it from
around his wai st and dropped it on the floor by the w ndow

He cl osed one of the tall, rectangul ar panes as best he could; the
carabiners fixed to the center post would not pernit it to close all the
way. He would attenpt to shut the other half of the window fromthe
out si de.

He hurried to the draw cords and pulled the green velvet drapes into
pl ace.



Eventual |y, Bollinger would come back to this office and would realize
that they had gone out of the window. But Graham wanted to conceal the
evi dence of their escape as |ong as possible.

St eppi ng behind the drapes, he sidled along to the window. Wnd roared
t hrough the open pane and billowed the vel vet around hi m

He picked up an eleven-yard line that he had cut from anot her
hundred-foot coil. He tied it to his harness and to the free carabi ner
on the wi ndow post. There was no one here to belay himas he had done
Ct)nnie, but he had worked out a way to avoid a singleline descent; he
woul d have a safety tether exactly |like Connie's.

He quickly tied a figure-eight knot in one end of the forty-five-foot
line. Leaning out of the wi ndow once nore, he hooked the doubl e | oops
of rope through the carabiner that was |linked to the piton. Then he
screwed the sleeve over the gate, locking the snap Iink. He tossed the
rope into the night and watched to be sure that it hung straight and
unobstructed fromthe piton. This would be his rappelling line.

He was not adhering strictly to orthodox nountain clinbing procedure.
But then this "nobuntain" certainly was not orthodox either.

The situation called for flexibility, for a few original methods.

After he had put on his gloves again, he took hold of the thirty-foot
safety line. He wapped it once around his right wist and then seized
it tightly with the same hand. Approximately four feet of rope |ay

bet ween his hand and the anchor point on the wi ndow post. In the first
few seconds after he went through the wi ndow, he would be hangi ng by,
his right arm four feet under the sill.

He got on his knees on the w ndow | edge, facing the lining of the office
drapes. Slowy, cautiously, reluctantly, he went out of the room
backward, feet first.

just before he overbal anced and slid all the way out, he closed the open
hal f of the wi ndow as far as the carabiners would allow. Then he
dropped four feet.

Menories of Mount Everest burst upon him clamA ored for his attention
He shoved t hem down, desperately forced themdeep into his mnd

He tasted vonmt at the back of his nputh. But he swal |l owed hard,
swal | owed repeatedly until his throat was clear. He willed hinself not
to be sick, and it worked. At |least for the nonent.

OL Wth his left hand he plucked the rappelling line fromthe face of
the building. Holding that |oosely, he reached above his head and
grabbed the safety rope that he already had in his right hand.

Bot h hands on the shorter line, he raised his knees in a fetal position
and planted his boots against the granite. Pulling hand over hand on
the safety tether, he took three small steps up the sheer wall until he
was bal anced against the building at a forty-five-degree angle. The
toes of his boots were janmmed into a narrow nortar seamw th all the
force he could apply.



Satisfied with his precarious position, he let go of the safety tether
with his left hand.

Al t hough he remai ned securely anchored, the very act of letting go of
anything at that height made the vomit rise in his throat once nore.

He gagged, held it down, quickly recovered.

He was bal anced on four points: his right hand on the shorter rope, now
only two feet fromthe wi ndow post; his left hand on the Iine wi th which
he woul d rappel down; his right foot; his left foot. He clung like a
fly to the side of the highrise.

Keeping his eyes on the piton that thrust up between his spread feet, he
jerked on the rappelling line several tinmes. Hard. The piton didn't
nove. He shifted his weight to the |onger line but kept his right-hand
grip on the safety tether. Even with a hundred and fifty pounds of
downward drag, the piton did not shift in the crack

Convi nced that the peg was well placed, he released the safety tether

Now he was bal anced on three points: left hand on the long line, both
feet on the wall, still at a forty-five.

degree angle to the buil ding.

Al t hough he woul d not be touching it again before he reached the | edge,
the safety rope would neverthel ess bring himup short of death if the

| onger line broke while he was rappelling down to Connie.

He told hinself to renenber that. Remenber and stave off panic.

Panic was the real enenmy. It could kill himfaster than Bollinger
could. The tether was there. Linking his harness to the w ndow post.

He must renmenber

Wth his free hand, he groped under his thigh, felt behind hinself for
the long rope that he already held in his other hand. After a maddening
few seconds, he found it. Now, the line on which he would rappel cane
fromthe piton to his left hand in front of him passed between his |egs
at crotch level to his right hand behind him Wth that hand he brought
the rope forward, over his right hip, across his chest, over his head,
and finally over his left shoulder. It hung down his back, passed

t hrough his right hand, and ran on into enpty space.

He was perfectly positioned.

The I eft hand was his guidi ng hand.
The right hand was his braking hand.
He was ready to rappel

For the first time since he had conme through the wi ndow, he took a good
| ook around him Dark nonoliths, gigantic skyscrapers rose eerily out



of the winter storm Hundreds of thousands of points of |ight, nade
hazy and even nore distant by the falling snow, marked the night on
every side of him Mnhattan to his left.

Manhattan to his right. Manhattan behind him Most inportant-Manhattan
bel ow him Six hundred feet of enpty night waiting to swallow him

Strangely, for an instant he felt as if this were a nmniature replica of
the city, a tiny reproduction that was forever frozen in plastic; he
felt as if he were also tiny, as if he were suspended in a paperwei ght,
one of those clear hemi spheres that filled with artificial snow when it
was shaken. As unexpectedly as it cane, the illusion passed; the city
became huge again; the concrete canyon bel ow appeared to be botton ess;
however, while all else returned to normal, he rennined tiny,

i nsignificant.

When he first came out of the wi ndow, he had focused his attention on
pi tons, ropes and technical maneuvers. Thus occupi ed, he had been able
to ignore his surroundings, to blunt his awareness of them

That was no | onger possible. Suddenly, he was too aware of the city and
of how far it was to the street.

I nevi tabl e, such awareness brought unwanted nenories: his foot slipping,
harness jerking tight, rope snapping, floating, floating, floating,
floating, striking, darkness, splinters of pain in his |egs, darkness
again, a hot iron in his guts, pain breaking like glass in his back

bl ood, darkness, hospital roons....

Al t hough the bitterly cold wind punmel ed his face, sweat popped out on
his brow and al ong his tenples.

He was trenbling.

He knew he coul dn't nake the clinb.

Floating, floating ..

He couldn't nove at all

Not an inch.

In the elevator, Bollinger hesitated. He was about to press the button
for the twenty-third floor, when he realized that, after he lost track
of them Harris and the wonman apparently had not continued down toward
the | obby. They had vani shed on the twenty-seventh level. He had
searched that floor and all those belowit; and he was as certain as he
could be, short of shooting open every | ocked door, that they were not

in the lower three-fourths of the building. They'd gone up

Back to Harris's office? As soon as that occurred to him he knew it
was true, and he knew why they had done it. They'd gone up because that

was the last thing he would expect themto do. |If they had continued
down the stairs or elevator shaft, he would have nailed themin m nutes.
Sure as hell. But, in going up, they had confused himand gai ned tine.

Forty-five minutes of tinme, he thought angrily. That bastard has nmde a



fool out of me. Forty-five mnutes. But not one goddamed m nute nore.
He pushed the button for the fortieth floor

Si x hundred feet.

Twice as far as he had fallen on Everest.

And this tinme there would be no nmiracle to save him no deep snowdrift
to cushion the inpact. He would be a bl oody ness when the police found
him Broken. Ruined. Lifeless.

Al t hough he could see nothing of it, he stared in tently at the street.
The darkness and snow obscured the pavemrent.

Yet he could not | ook away. He was nesnerized not by what he saw, but
by what he didn't need to see, transfixed by what he knew | ay bel ow t he
ni ght and bel ow the shifting white curtains of the storm

He closed his eyes. Thought about courage. Thought about how far he
had cone. Toes pressed into the shallow nortar-filled groove between
two blocks of granite. Left hand in front. Right hand behi nd.

Ready, get set ... but he couldn't go.
When he opened his eyes, he saw Connie on the |edge
She notioned for himto hurry.

If he didn't nove, she would die. He would fail her utterly. She
didn't deserve that after the eighteen nonths she'd given him eighteen
nont hs of tender care and saint-1ike understanding. She hadn't once
criticized himfor whining, for his paranoia or his self-pity or his

sel fi shness. She had put herself in enptional jeopardy that was no |ess
terrifying than the physical risk demanded of him He knew that nenta
angui sh was every bit as painful as a broken leg. In return for those
ei ghteen nonths, he had to make this clinmb for her. He owed her that
much; hell, he owed her everything.

The perspiration had dissolved some of the coating of Chap Stick on his
forehead and cheeks. As the wind dried the sweat, it chilled his face.
He realized again how little tine they could spend out here before the
Wi nter night sapped their strength.

He | ooked up at the piton that anchored him

Connie will die if you don't do this.

He was squeezing the line too tightly with his left hand, which ought to
be used only to guide him He should hold the Iine Ioosely, using his
right hand to pass rope and to brake.

Connie will die...

He relaxed his left-hand grip

He told hinself not to | ook down. Took a deep breath. Let it out.



Started to count to ten. Told hinself he was stalling. Pushed off the
wal | .

Don't panic!

As he swung backward into the night, he slid down the rope. Wen he
glided back to the wall, both feet in front of himand firmy planted
agai nst the granite, pain zigzagged through his game leg. He w nced,
but he knew he could bear it. Wen he | ooked down, he saw that he had
descended no nore than two feet: but the fact that he had gotten
anywhere at all made the pain seem uni nportant.

He had intended to thrust away fromthe stone with all his strength and
to cover two yards on each long arc. But he could not do it. Not yet.
He was too scared to rappel as enthusiastically as he had done in the
past; furthernore, a nore vigorous descent would nake the pain in his

| eg unbearabl e.

i nstead, he pushed fromthe wall again, swung backward, dropped two feet
along the Iine, swooped back to the wall. And again: just a foot or

ei ghteen inches this tinme. Little mncing steps. A cautious dance of
fear along the face of the buil ding.

Qut, down, in; out, down, in; out, down, in ..

The terror had not evaporated. It was in himyet, bubbling, thick as
stew. A cancer that had fed upon himand grown for years was not |ikely
to vani sh through natural remission in a few m nutes. However, he was
no | onger overwhel ned by fear, incapacitated by it. He could see ahead
to a day when he night be cured of it; and that was a fine vision

VWen he finally dared to | ook down, he saw that he was so near the |edge
that he no | onger needed to rappel. He let go of the rope and dropped
the last few feet.

Conni e pressed close to him She had to shout to be heard above the
wind. "You did it!"

"l didit!"

"“You' ve beaten it."

"so far."

"Maybe this is far enough.™

"\hat ?"

She pointed to the wi ndow beside them "Wat if we break in here?"
"Why shoul d we?"

"It's somebody's office. W could hide init."

"What about Bol I i nger?"



She rai sed her voice a notch to conpensate for a new gust of wi nd.

"Sooner or later, he'll go to your office."

" So?"

"He'l| see the wi ndow. Carabiners and ropes."

"1 know. "

"He'll think we went all the way to the street."

“"Maybe he will. | doubt it. "Even if he doesn't think that, he won't

know where we stopped. He can't blast open every door in the building,
| ooking for us."

The wi nd whooshed between them rebounded fromthe buil ding, rocked them
as if they were toy figures.

it wailed: a banshee.

Snowf | akes sliced into Gahanis eyes. They were so fine and cold that
they affected himal nost as grains of salt would have done. He squeezed
his eyes shut, trying to force out the sudden pain. He had sone
success; but the pain was replaced by a copious flow of tears that
tenmporarily blinded him

They pressed their foreheads together, trying to get closer so they
woul dn't have to yell at each other

"W can hide until people cone to work," she said.
"Tonmorrow s Saturday."

"Sonme people will work. The custodial crews, at |east.

"The city will be paralyzed by norning," he said.

"This is a blizzard! No one will go to work."

"Then we hide until Monday."

"\What about water? Food?"

"A big office will have water coolers. Coffee and sodavendi ng nachi nes.

Maybe even a candy and cracker vendor."
"Until Monday?"

“if we have to."

"That's a long tine."

She jerked one hand to the void at her left side. "And that's a |ong
clinmpl®

"Agreed."



"Come on," she said inpatiently. "Let's smash in the w ndow. "

Bol I i nger stepped over the fallen Iiquor cabinet and | ooked around
Harris's office.

Not hi ng out of the ordinary. No sjgn of the prey.
VWere in the name of God were they?

He was turning to | eave when the green vel vet drapes billowed out from
the wall.

He brought up the Walther PPK, al nmost opened fire.

Bef ore he coul d squeeze off the first shot, the drapes fell back agai nst
the wall. Nobody could be hiding behind them there wasn't enough room
for that.

He went to one end of the drapes and found the draw cords. The green
velvet folded back on itself with a soft hiss.

As soon as the mddl e wi ndow was reveal ed, he saw t hat sonethi ng was
wong with it. He went to it and opened the tall, rectangul ar panes.

The wind rushed in at him fluttered his unbuttoned collar, nmussed his
hair, nmoaned to him Hard-driven flakes of snow peppered his face.

e saw t e carabiners on the center post, and the ropes |eading from
t hem

He | eaned out of the w ndow, | ooked down the side of the buil ding.

“I'"ll be damed!" he said.

Graham was trying to unhook the hammrer fromthe accessory strap on his
saf ety harness, but he was hanpered by his heavy gloves. Wthout the

gl oves, it would have been an easy chore, but he didn't want to take
them of f out here for fear they would slip away from hi mand di sappear
over the edge. |f sonething went wong and they were forced to continue
the clinb, he woul d need gl oves desperately.

Above him the wind made a strange sound. \Whunp! A loud, blunt noise.
Li ke a nuffled crack of thunder

He finally got the hamrer off the strap
VWhunp!
Conni e grabbed his arm "Bollinger!"

At first he didn't know what she neant. He |ooked up only because she
di d.

Thirty feet above them Bollinger was | eaning out of the w ndow.

To Conni e, Grahamsaid, "Stand against the wall!"



She didn't nove. She seened stunned. This was the first time ' she had
ever | ooked frightened.

"Don't nake a target of yourself!" he shouted.

She pressed her back to the buil ding.

"Untie yourself fromthe safety line," he said.

over head, a tongue of flane |icked out of the pistol's nuzzle: whunp!
Graham swung the hamer, struck the w ndow.

d ass expl oded i nward.

Frantically, unable to forget the vision of hinmself being shot in the
back, he snmashed the stubborn, jagged shards that clung to the frame.

Whunp!

The sharp sound of a ricochet nade G aham junp.

The bull et skipped off the stone inches fromhis face.

He was sweating again

Bol | i nger shout ed sonet hi ng.

The wind tore his words apart, transformed theminto neani ngl ess sounds.

Graham didn't |ook up. He kept working at the spiked edges of the
wi ndow.

Whunp!

"Go." he shouted as he shattered the | ast dangerous piece of gl ass.
Conni e scranbl ed over the wi ndowsill, disappeared into the dark office.
He slipped the safety line knot at his harness.

VWhunp!

The shot was so close that he cried out involuntarily. The slug plucked
at the sleeve of his parka. He was unbal anced by the surprise, and for
an instant he thought he would fall off the | edge.

VWhunp!

Whunp!

He pl unged forward, through the broken wi ndow, expecting to be stopped
at the last second by a bullet in the spine.

In the unlighted office on the thirty-eighth floor, the glass crunched
under their feet.



Conni e said, "How could he mss us?"

As he patted the sweat fromhis face with the pal mof his glove, G aham
said, "Wnd's near gale force. Could have deflected the bullets
slightly."

“In just thirty feet?"

"Maybe. Besides, he was firing froma bad angle. Leaning out the
wi ndow, shooting down and in. Light was bad. Wnd was in his face

He'd have been damed lucky if he'd hit us."

"W can't stay here as we planned," she said. "O course not. He knows
which floor we're on. He's probably running for the el evator right
now. "

"W go back out?"

"l sure don't want to.

"He'l | keep popping up along the way, trying to shoot us off the side of
t he building."

"Do we have a choice?"

"None," she said. "Ready to clim?"
“"As I'Il ever be."

“You' ve done well."

“"I"'mnot all the way down yet."

"You'l | make it.

"Are you the clairvoyant now?"

"You'll nmake it. Because you aren't afraid anynore."
"Who? Me?"
"You."

"I"mscared to death."

"Not |ike you once were. Not that bad. Anyway, there's good reason to

be afraid right now It's a healthy fear you' ve got this tine."
"Ch, yeah. I'mbriming with healthy fear."

"I was right."

" About what ?"

"You're the nman |'ve al ways wanted."



"Then you haven't wanted nuch."

In spite of what he said, she detected pleasure in his voice. He didn't
sound as if he were seriously denigrating hinself; at worst, he was
poking fun at the sort of inferiority conplex he'd displayed before
tonight. Already, he had regai ned sonme of his self-respect.

He pull ed open the second hal f of the wi ndow and said, "You wait here.
"Il set another piton, tie up a newline." He took off his gloves.
"Hol d these for nme."

“Your hands will freeze."

"Not in just a minute or two. | can work faster wi th bare hands.
Cautiously he put his head out of the wi ndow, |ooked up

"I's he still there?" she asked.

He crawl ed onto the six-foot-w de | edge, stretched out on his stonach.
Hi s feet were toward her, his head and shoul ders over the brink.

She took a few steps away fromthe wi ndow. Stood very still
Li stened for Bollinger.

In the Harris Publications suite, Bollinger paused to rel oad the Walther
PPK before going to the el evator

Graham hamered the piton into the tight horizontal nortar |ine between
two granite blocks. He tested it, found it to be secure, and snapped a
carabiner to it.

Sitting up, he took the hundred-foot length of rope fromhis right hip
and quickly arranged it in a coil that would unravel without a hitch

The wi nd had sufficient force to disturb the coil; he would have to
watch it all the while he was belaying Connie. |If it got fouled on
itself, they would both be in trouble. He tied a knot in one end of the
line, a knot with two snall |oops rising above it.

Lyi ng down agai n, he reached over the brink and hooked the | oops of rope
t hrough the carabiner. He shut the gate on the snap |ink and screwed
the sleeve in place.

He sat up, his back to the wind. He felt as if strong hands were trying
to shove himoff the |edge.

Al ready, his fingers were numb with cold.

The two safety lines they had used during their descent fromthe
fortieth floor were dangling beside him He took hold of one.

overhead, the |ine had been fixed to the carabiner in such a fashion
that it could be tugged | oose and retrieved frombelow. As long as



there was heavy tension on the line, the knot renained tight and safe;
in fact, the nore tension there was-and the greater the clinber's
wei ght, the greater the tension-the firner the knot.

However, when the clinber left the rope, releasing the tension, and when
the rope was tugged in the proper manner, the knot would slip open. He
jerked on the line, then again, and a third tinme. Finally it freed
itself fromthe snap Iink and tunbled down into his lap

He took a folding knife froma pocket of his parka, opened it. He cut
two five-foot pieces fromthe el evenyard safety line, then put the knife
away.

He stood up, tottering slightly as pain shimered through his bad | eg.

One of the five-foot lines was for him He tied an end of it to his
harness. He tied the other end to a carabi ner and snapped the carabi ner
to the wi ndow post.

Leaning in the wi ndow, he said, "Connie? "," She stepped out of the
shadows, into the wan fan of light. "I was |listening."

"Hear . anyt hi ng?"
"Not yet."
“Come out here."

He wished Billy could be here for the kill. He felt that Billy was half
of him fifty percent of his flesh and and m nd

Wthout Billy, he wasn't fully alive at nonents like this. Wthout
Billy, he could experience only a part of the thrill, half of the
exci tement .

On his way to the elevator, Bollinger thought about Billy, nostly about
the first few nights they had known each ot her

They had net on a Friday and spent nine hours in a private all-night
club on Forty-fourth Street. They had left well after dawn, and they
were amazed at how the tine had flown. The bar was a favorite hangout
for .city detectives and was al ways busy; however, it seened to

Bol linger that he and Billy had been the only people in the place, al
al one in their corner booth.

Fromthe start they weren't awkward with each other. He felt as if they
were twin brothers, as if they shared that mythical oneness of twins in
addition to years of daily contact. They talked rapidly, eagerly. No
chitchat or gossip. Conversation. Honest-to-God conversation. It was
an exchange of ideas and sentinents that Bollinger had never enjoyed

wi th anyone el se. Nothing was taboo. Politics.

Religion. Poetry. Sex. Selfappraisal. They found a phenonenal nunber
of things about which they held the sane unorthodox opi nions.

After nine hours, they knew each other better than either of them had
ever known anot her human bei ng.



The followi ng night they met at the bar, tal ked, drank, picked up a
good- | ooki ng whore and took her to Billy's apartment. The three of them
had gone to bed together, but not in a bisexual sense. in fact, it
woul d be nore accurate to say that the two of them had gone to bed with
her, for although they perfornmed, sone tines separately and sonetines

si mul taneously, a wide variety of sex acts with and upon her, Billy did
not touch Bollinger, nor did Bollinger touch Billy.

That night, 'sex was nmore dynami c, exhilarating, frenzied, manic, and
ultimately nore exhausting than Bollinger had ever inmagined it could be.
Billy certainly didn't look like a stud. Far fromit. But he was
precisely that, insatiable. He delighted in w thholding his orgasm for
hours, for he knew that the | onger he denied hinself, the nore
shattering the climax when it finally cane. A sensualist, he preferred
to refuse i medi ate satisfaction in favor of a far greater series of
sensations later on. Bollinger realized fromthe nonment he clinbed into
the bed that he was being tested. Rated. Billy was watching. He found
it difficult to match the pace set by the older man, but he did. Even
the girl conplai ned of being worn out, used up

He vividly recalled the position in which he'd been when he'd clinaxed,
because afterward he suspected that Billy had maneuvered himinto it.
The girl was on hands and knees in the center of the bed.

Billy knelt in front of her. Bollinger knelt behind, stroking her
dog-fashion. He faced Billy across her back; |ater, he knew that Billy
had wanted to finish while confronting him

He wat ched hinself noving in and out of the girl, then | ooked up and saw
Billy staring at him Staring intently. Eyes w de, electric.

Eyes that weren't entirely sane. Although he was frightened by it, he
returned the stare-and was plunged into an hall uci nogeni c experi ence.

He i magi ned he was rising out of his body, felt as if he were floating
toward Billy. And as he floated, he shrank until he was so snall he
could tunmble into those eyes. Knowing that it was an illusion in no way
detracted fromthe inpact of it; he could have sworn that he actually
was sinking into Billy's eyes, sinking down, down...

His climx was considerably nore than a biological function; it joined
himto the whore on a physical level, but it also tied himto Billy on a
much hi gher plane. He spurted deep into her vagi na, and precisely at
that nmonment Billy spilled seed into her nouth. 1In the throes of an

i ntense orgasm Bollinger had the odd notion that he and Billy had grown
incredibly inside of the girl, had swelled and | engthened until they
were touching at the center of her. Then he went one step further, | ost
all awareness of the woman; so far as he was concerned, he and Billy
were the only people in the room In his mnd he saw them standing with
the tips of their organs pressed together, ejaculating into each other's
penis. The inage was powerful but strangely asexual. There was
certainly nothing honbsexual about it.

Absol utely nothing. He wasn't queer. He had no doubt about that.

None at all. The inmmginary act that preoccupied himwas simlar to the



ritual by which nmenbers of certain Anerican Indian tribes had once
becorme bl ood brothers. The Indians cut their hands and pressed the cuts
t oget her; because they believed that the blood flowed fromthe body of
one into that of the other, they felt that they would be part of each
other forever. Bollinger's bizarre vision was |ike the Indians

bl oodbr ot her ceremony. It was an oath, a npbst sacred bond.

And he knew that a netanorphosis had taken place; henceforth, they were
not two nen but one.

Now, feeling inconplete without Billy beside him he reached the
el evator cab and switched it on

Conni e cl anmhered through the wi ndow, onto the thirty-eighth-floor
set back.

Graham quickly tied the free end of the hundred foot main line to her
har ness.

| "Ready?" she asked.
"Not quite."

Hi s hands were getting numb. His fingertips stung, and his knuckl es
ached as if they were arthritic.

He tied carabiners to both ends of one of the five-foot pieces of rope
he had cut. He snapped both carabiners to a nmetal ring on her harness.
The rope between them | ooped all the way to her knees.

He clipped the hammer to the accessory strap on the wai st belt of her
har ness.

"What's all this for?" she asked.

"The next setback is five stories down. Looks about half as wide as
this one. [I'Il lower you the sane way | got you here. 1'll be anchored
to the wi ndow post."

He tugged on his own five-foot tether. "But we don't have tine torig a
seventy-five-foot safety line for you. You'll have to go on just a
singl e rope.™

She chewed her lower |ip, nodded.

"As soon as you reach that |edge," Grahamsaid, "look for a narrow,
hori zontal masonry seam between bl ocks of granite. The narrower the
better. But don't waste too much tine conparing cracks. Use the hanmer
to pound in a piton."

"This short rope you just hooked onto ne: is that to be ny safety line
when | get down there?"

"Yes. Unclip one end of it fromyour harness and snap the carabiner to
the piton. Make sure the sleeve is screwed over the gate."

"Sl eeve?"



He showed her what he nmeant. "As soon as you've got the sleeve in

pl ace, untie yourself fromthe main line so that | can reel it up and
use it."

She gave him his gl oves.

He put themon. "One nore thing. 1'll be letting the rope out much
faster than | did the first tinme. Don't panic. just hold on, relax,
and keep your eyes open for the | edge com ng up under you."

"All right."

"Any questions?"

"No. "

She sat on the edge of the setback, dangled her |egs over the gulf.

He picked up the rope, flexed his cold hands several tinmes to be certain
he had a firmgrip. A neager trace of warnth had begun to seep into his
fingers. He spread his feet, took a deep breath, and said, "Go!"

She slid off the | edge, into enpty space.

Pai n pul sated through his arns and shoul ders as her full weight suddenly
dragged on him Gitting his teeth, he payed out the rope as fast as he
dar ed.

in the thirty-eighth-floor corridor, Frank Bollinger had sone difficulty
deci di ng which business lay directly under Harris's office. Finally, he
settled on two possibilities: Boswell Patent Brokerage and Dent onw ck
Mai |l Order Sales.

Bot h doors were | ocked.

He punped three bullets into the |ock on the Dentonw ck office.

Pushed open the door. Fired twice into the darkness. Leaped inside,
crouched, funbled for the wall switch, turned on the overhead |ights.

The first of the three rooms was deserted. He proceeded cautiously to
search the. other two.

The tension went out of the |ine.

Conni e had reached the | edge five stories bel ow

Nevert hel ess, he kept his hands on the rope and was prepared to bel ay
her again if she slipped and fell before she had anchored her safety
t et her.

He heard two nuffled shots.

The fact that he could hear themat all above the bow ing wi nd neant
that they were frighteningly close.



But what was Bol |l inger shooting at?

The office behind G ahamrenai ned dark; but suddenly, |ights cane on
beyond the w ndows of the office next door

Bol | i nger was too damed cl ose.

Is this where it happens? he wondered. is this where | get the bullet
in the back?

Sooner than he had expected, the signal came on the line: two sharp
t ugs.

He reeled in the rope, wondering if he had as much as a minute left
before Bollinger found the correct office the broken w ndow and him

i he was going to reach that |edge five stories bel ow before Bollinger
had a chance to kill him he would have to rappel much faster than he
had done the first tine.

Once nore, the rope passed over regularly spaced wi ndows. He woul d have
to be careful not to put his feet through one of them

Because he'd have to take big steps rather than little ones, and because
he'd have to descend farther on each arc and take less time to calcul ate
his movenents, avoiding the glass would be far nore difficult than it
had been fromthe fortieth to the thirty-eighth floor

Hi s prospects rekindled his terror. Perhaps it was fortunate that he
needed to hurry. |If he'd had tinme to delay, the fear m ght have grown
strong enough to i mobilize himagain

Harris and the woman were not in the offices of Dentonwi ck Mail O der
Sal es.

Bol linger returned to the corridor. He fired two shots into the door of
t he Boswel | Patent Brokerage suite.

Boswel | Patent Brokerage Cccupied three small roons, all of them
shabbily furni shed-and all of them deserted.

At the broken wi ndow, Bollinger |eaned out, |ooked both ways al ong the
snow swept si x-foot-w de setback. They weren't there either

Rel uctantly, he brushed the shards of glass out of his way and craw ed
t hr ough t he w ndow.

The stormw nd raced over him pumreled him stood his hair on end,
dashed snowfl akes in his face and shoved them down his shirt, under his
collar, where they nelted on his back. Shivering, he regretted having
taken off his overcoat.

W shi ng he had handhol ds of some sort, he stretched out on his belly.
The stone was so cold that he felt as if he had | ain down bare-chested
on a block of ice.

He peered over the edge. GrahamHarris was only ten feet bel ow,



swi nging away fromthe building on a thin rope, slipping dowm the |ine
as he followed his arc, swi nging back to the building: rappelling.

He reached down, gripped the piton. It was so cold that his fingers
alnmost froze to it. He tried to twist it |oose but discovered it was
wel | pl ant ed.

Even in the pale, alnopst nonexistent |ight, he could see that there was
a gate in the snap link that was fixed to the piton. He fingered it,
tried to open it, but couldn't figure out how it worked.

Al t hough he was right on top of Harris, Bollinger knew he could not get
of f an accurate shot. The cold and the wi nd had brought tears to his
eyes, blurring his vision. The light was poor. And the nman was novi ng
too fast to make a good target.

I nstead, he put down the Walther PPK, rolled onto his side, and quickly
extracted a knife fromhis trousers pocket. He flicked it open

It was the sane razor-sharp knife with which he had nmurdered so many
worren.  And now, if he could cut the rappelling |line before Harris got
down to the | edge, he would have clainmed his first male victimwith it.

Reaching to the piton, he began to saw t hrough the | oop of the knot that
was suspended fromthe jiggling carabiner

The wind struck the side of the building, rose along the stone, buffeted
his face.

He was breathing through his mouth. The air was so cold that it nade
his throat ache.

Conpl etely unaware of Bollinger, Harris pushed away fromthe buil di ng
once more. Swung out, swung back, descended six or eight feet in the
process. Pushed out again

The carabi ner was noving on the piton, making it difficult for Bollinger
to keep the blade at precisely the same cutting point on the rope.

Harris was rappelling fast, rapidly approaching the | edge where Connie
waited for him |In a few seconds he would be safely off the rope.

Finally, after Harris had taken several nore steps along the face of the
hi ghrise, Bollinger's knife severed the nylon rope; and the |Iine snapped
free of the carabiner.

As Graham swooped toward the building, his feet in front of him
intending to take brief possession of a narrow wi ndow | edge, he felt the
rope go sl ack

He knew what had happened.

Hi s thoughts accelerated. Long before the rope had fallen around his
shoul ders, before his forward nonentum was depl eted, even as his feet
touched the stone, he had considered his situation and decided on a
course of action



The | edge was two i nches deep. Just the tips of his boots fit onit. It
wasn't |arge enough to support him

Taki ng advant age of his nomentum he flung hinself toward the w ndow and
pushed in that direction with his toes-up and in, with all of his
strength-the instant he made contact with the window | edge. His

shoul der hit one of the tall panes. d ass shattered.

He had hoped to thrust an armthrough the glass, then throw it around
the center post. |If he could do that, he might hold on | ong enough to
open the wi ndow and drag hinsel f inside.

However, even as the glass broke, he lost his toehold on the icy
two-inch-wide sill. His boots skidded backward, sank through enpty air

He slid down the stonework. He pawed desperately at the wi ndow as he
went .

Hi s knees struck the sill. The granite tore his trousers, gouging his
skin. H's knees slipped off the inmpossibly shallow indention just as
his feet had done.

He grabbed the sill with both hands as gravity drew himover it.

He held on as best he could. By his fingers. Dangling over the street.

Kicking at the wall with his feet. Trying to find a toehold where there
was none. Gaspi ng.

The setback where Connie waited was only fifteen feet fromthe sill to
whi ch he clung, just seven or eight feet fromthe bottons of his boots.
Eight feet. It looked |[ike a mile to him

As he contenplated the long fall to Lexington Avenue, he hoped to God
that his vision of a bullet in the back had been correct.

His gloves were too thick to serve himwell in a precarious position
like this. He lost his grip on the icesheathed stone.

He dropped onto the yard-wi de setback. Landed on his feet. Cried out
in pain. Tottered backward.

Conni e shout ed.

Wth one foot he stepped into space. Felt death pulling at him
Screamed. Wndnmilled his arms.

Connie was tethered to the wall and willing to test the piton that she
had hammered between the granite bl ocks. She junmped at Graham cl utched
the front of his parka, jerked at him tried to stagger to safety with
hi m

For what must have been only a second or two but seened like an hour
t hey swayed on the brink

The wi nd shoved themtoward the street.



But at |ast she proved sufficiently strong to arrest his backward fall
He brought his foot in fromthe gulf. They stabilized on the |ast few

i nches of stone. Then he threw his arms around her, and they noved back
to the face of the building, to safety, away fromthe concrete canyon.
M. 37 "He may have cut the rope,"
now. "

Conni e said, "but he isn't up there

"He's coming for us."
"Then he'll cut the rope again."
"I guess he will. So we'll just have to be too damed fast for him"

Graham stretched out on the yard-wi de | edge, parallel to the side of the
bui | di ng.

His bad leg was filled with a steady, alnost crippling pain from ankl e
to hip. Considering all the rappelling he would have to do to reach the
street, he was certain the |l eg would give out at sonme crucial point in
the clinb, probably just when his |life nost depended on suref oot edness.

He took a piton fromone of the accessory straps at his waist. He held
out one hand to Connie. "Hanmer."

She gave it to him

He twi sted around a bit, lay at an angle to the building/ his head and
one armover the edge of the setback

Far bel ow, an anbul ance noved cautiously on Lexington Avenue, its lights
flashing. Even fromthe thirtythird floor, the street was not entirely
visible. He could barely make out the lines of the anbul ance in the
wash f its own energency beacons. It drew even with the Bowerton
Bui | di ng, then drove on into the snowy night.

He found a nortar seam even without renoving his bul ky gl oves, and he
started to pound in a piton.

Suddenly, to one side, two floors bel ow, novenent caught his eye.
A wi ndow opened inward. One of two tall panes. No one appeared at it.
However, he sensed the nman in the darkness of the office beyond.

A chill passed along his spine; it had nothing to do with the cold or
t he wi nd.

Pretendi ng that he had seen nothing, he finished hammering the piton in
pl ace. Then he slid away fromthe edge, stood up. "W can't go down
here," he told Connie.

She | ooked puzzled. "Wy not?"

"Bol linger is below us."



"What ?"

"At a window. Witing to shoot u as we go past him"

Her gray eyes were wide. "But why didn't he cone here to get us?"
"Maybe he thought we'd already started down. O naybe he thought we'd
run out of his reach along this r at |east you setback the nonent he
cane into an office on this floor

“What now?"

“I" mthinking."

“l1'"mscared. "

"Don't be."

"Can't help it."

Her eyebrows were crusted with snow, as was the: fringe of fur lining
t hat escaped her hood. He held her, The w nd npaned incessantly.

He said, "This is a corner building."

"Does that matter?"

"It faces on another street besides Lexington."
" So?"

"So we follow the setbhack," he said excitedly. "Turn the corner on the
set back. "

“And clinb down the other face, the one that overlooks the side street?"
"You've got it. That's no harder to clinb than this wall

"And Bol linger can only ee Lexington Avenue from his wi ndow, " she said.
"That's right."

"Brilliant."

“"Let's do it."

"Sooner or later he'll figure out what we've done."

"Later."

"It had better be."

"Sure. He'll wait right where he is for a few mnutest expecting to
pick us off. Then he'll waste time checking this entire floor."

"And the stairwells."



,And the elevator shafts. W mght get nost of the way down before he
finds us."

, kay, " she said. She unhooked her safety tether fromthe w ndow post.

At the open window on the thirty-first floor, Frank Bollinger waited.
Apparently they were preparing the rope which they would hook to the
piton that Harris had, just pounded into place.

He | ooked forward to shooting the wonan as she cane past himon the
line. The imge excited him He would enjoy blowi ng her away into the
ni ght.

VWen that happened, Harris would be stunned, enotionally destroyed,
unable to think fast, unable to protect hinself. Then Bollinger could
go after himat will. |If he could kill Harris where he chose, kill him
cleanly, he could salvage the plan that he and Billy had devised this

af t ernoon.

As he waited for his prey, he thought again of that second night of his
relationship with Billy...

After the whore left Billy's apartnent, they ate dinner in the kitchen
Bet ween them t hey consuned two sal ads, four steaks, four rashers of
bacon, six eggs, eight -ces of toast, and a |arge quantity of Scotch
They ap ached the food as they had the woman: with inten _ty, wth
singling mndedness, with appetites that were those of nmen but those of
supermen. -t mdnight, over brandy, Bollinger had tal ked about the years
when he had lived with his grandnother.

Even now he coul d renenber any part of that conversati on he wi shed. He
was bl essed with virtually total -,."recall, a talent honed by years of
menori zi ng conpl ex poetry.

, S0 she called you Dwight. | |ike that nane.

"Why are you tal king that way?"

"The Sout hern accent? | was born in the South. | bad an accent unti
| was twenty. | nmde a concerted effort to lose it. Took voice

| essons. But | can recall it when | want. Sonetinmes the drawl anuses
ne. "

"Why did you take voice lessons in the first place?
The accent is nice."

"Nobody up North takes you seriously when you' ve got a heavy drawl. They
think you're a redneck. Say, what if | call you Dw ght?"

"I'f you want."

“I"'mcloser to you than anyone's been since your grandnother. Isn't
that true?"

"Yeah."



"Ishoul dcal l you Dwight. In fact, I'mcloser to you than your
gr andnot her was.

"l guess so."

"And you know nme better than anyone el se does.

"Do I? | suppose | do."

"Then we need special names for each ot her

"So call nme Dnight. | like it.

"And you call me-Billy- "Billy?"

"Billy | anes Pl over.

"Where'd you get that?"

| was born with it.

"You changed your nane?"

"just like |I did the accent.

"When?"

"Along tinme ago.

n Vv]y?ll

"I went to college up North. Didn't do as well as | should have done.
Didn't get the grades and Finally dropped out. But by then | knew why I
didn't nake it. In those days, |vy League professors didn't give you a
chance if you spoke with a drawl and hag a redneck nane like Billy I anes
Pl over.

"You' re exaggerati ng.

How woul d you know? How in the hell would you know? You' ve al ways
had a nice white All Protestant Northern name. Franklin D; boulinger
VWhat woul d you know about it?"

"I guess you're right."

"At that time, all the Ivy League intellectuals were involved in a
conspiracy of sorts against Southerners. They still are, except the
conspiracy isn't so broad or so vicious as it once was Back then, the
only way you could succeed in a Northern university or community was to
have ai Saxon name |i ke yours-or else one that was out and out Jew sh

Frank Bol i nger or Sol Cohen

THE F OF FEM ' be accepted with either nane. But not with Billy Lanes
Pl over.

, SO0 you stopped being Billy.



"As soon as | could.
"And did your |uck inprove?"
, The same day | changed ny nane.

"But you want nme to call you Billy.

"It wasn't the nane that was wong. It was the people who reacted

negatively to the nane.

"Billy "Shouldn't we have special nanmes for each other?"
"Doesn't matter. if you want.

"Aren't we special ourselves, Frank?"

.1 think so."

"Aren't we different from ot her people?"

"Quite different.

"So we shouldn't use between us the nanes they call us bhy.

"I'f you say so

"We're supernen, Frank.

"What ?"

"Not |ike Cark Kent.

"W sure don't have X-ray vision."
"Supermen as N etzsche neant.

“Ni et zsche?"

"You aren't famliar with his work?"
"Not particularly."”

“I''l'l lend you a book by him

n o(ay_ n

"I'n fact, since N etzsche should be read over and Over again

you a book by him
"Thank you ... Billy.

"You' re wel come, Dwi ght.

gi ve



At the hal f-open wi ndow, Bollinger glanced at his watch. The tine was
12: 30.

Neither Harris nor the worman had started dow fromthe thirty-third-floor
set back.

He couldn't wait any longer. He had squandered too nuch tinme already.
He woul d have to go |l ooking for them Connie hamered a piton into a
hori zontal mortar seam She hooked the safety tether to the piton with
a carabiner, then untied herself fromthe main |ine.

The nonent it was free, G aham Feel ed up the rope.

Cinmbing this face of the building was proving easier than scaling the
front on Lexington Avenue. Not that there was a greater nunber of

set backs, |edges or footholds here than there; the distribution of those
was the same. However, the wind was nuch |less fierce on the side street
than it had been on Lexington. Here, the snowfl akes that struck her
face felt like snowfl akes and not like tiny bullets. The cold air
hugged her legs, but it did not press through her jeans; it didn't pinch
her thighs and stab painfully into her calves as it had done earlier

She had descended ten floors-and Graham fivesince they had seen

Bol linger waiting for themat the wi ndow G aham had |owered her to the
yard-wi de twenty-ei ghth-fl oor setback and had rappell ed down after her
Bel ow that point there was only one other sethback, this one at the sixth
floor, three hundred and thirty feet down. At the twenty-third |evel,
there was an ei ghteen-inch-w de decorative | edge-qui ntessential art

deco; the stone was carved into a band of connected, abstract bunches of
grapes-and they nmade that their next goal. G aham belayed her, and she
found that the carved | edge was | arge and strong enough to support her
In less than a mnute, powered by his new found confidence, he woul d be
besi de her.

She had no idea what they would do after that. The sixth-floor setback
was still a long way off; figuring five yards to a floor, that haven |ay
two hundred and fifty-five feet below. Their ropes were only one
hundred feet ong. Between this |edge of stone grapes and the sixth
story, there was nothing but a sheer wall and inpossibly narrow w ndow

| edges.

Graham had assured her that they were not at a dead end

Nevert hel ess, she was worri ed.

Over head, he began to rappel through the falling snow. She was
fascinated by the sight. He seened to be creating the line as he went,
weaving it out of his own substance; he resenbled a spider that was

swi ngi ng gracefully, snoothly on its own silk fromone point to another
on a web that it was constructing.

In seconds he was standi ng beside her

She gave himthe hamer.

He placed two pitons in the wall between the wi ndows, in different
hori zontal nortar seans.



He was breathing hard; m st pluned fromhis open nouth.
“You all right?" she asked.
"So far."

Wt hout benefit of a safety line, he sidled along the | edge, away from
her, his back to the street, his hands pressed agai nst the stone.

On this side of the building, the gentler wind had formed mniature
drifts on the | edges and on the windowsills. He was putting his feet
down in two or three inches of snow and, here and there, on patches of
brittle ice.

Conni e wanted to ask hi mwhere he was goi ng, what he was doi ng; but she
was afraid that if she tal ked she would distract himan he would fall

Past the wi ndow, he stopped and pounded in another piton, then hung the
hamrer on the accessory strap at his waist.

He returned, inch by inch, to where he had placed the first two pegs. He
snapped his safety harness to one of those pitons.

“"What was all that for?" she asked.

"We're going to rappel down a few floors," he said. "Both of'us.
At the same tinme. On two separate ropes.”

Swal | owi ng hard, she said, "Not ne."

"Yes, you."

Her heart was thunmping so furiously that she thought it mght burst. "I
can't do it."

"You can. You will."

She shook her head: no.

"You won't rappel the way |'ve done."
"That's for damed sure.”

"I'"ve been doing a body rappel. You'll go down in a seat rappel. It's
safer and easier."

Al t hough none of her doubts had been allayed, Connie said, "What's the
di fference between a body rappel and a seat rappel ?"

“I'"l'l show you in a mnute."
"Take your time."

He grabbed the hundred-foot |ine on which he had descended fromthe
twenty-ei ghth-fl oor setback. He tugged on it three tines, jerked it to



the right. Five stories above them the knot cane | oose; the rope
snaked down.

He caught the line, piled it beside him

He examined the end of it to see if it was worn, and was satisfied that
it wasn't. He tied a knot in it, |ooped the rope through the gate of

t he carabiner. He snapped the carabiner to the free piton that was one
nortar seam above the peg that anchored his safety tether

"W can't rappel all the way to the street,"” Connie said.

"Sure we can."

"The ropes aren't |ong enough.”

"You'll rappel just five floors at a tinme. Brace yourself on a w ndow
| edge. Then let go of the rappelling line with your right hand-"

"Brace nyself on a two-inch sill?"

"It can be done. Don't forget, you'll still be holding onto the |line
with your left hand."

"Meanwhil e, what will ny right hand be doi ng?"

"Smashing in both panes of the w ndow. "

"And then?"

THEFnMm oFFEm "First, attach your safety tether to the w ndow.

Second, snap another carabiner to the center post. As soon as that's
done, you take your weight off the main line and then-"

"Tug on it," Connie said, "pull apart the overhead knot |ike you did
just a mnute ago."

“I'"1l show you how. "

"l catch the line as it falls?"

"Yes."

"And tie it to the carabiner that |1've linked to the w ndow post."
"That's right."

Her legs were cold. She stanped her feet on the ledge. "I guess then
unhook ny safety line and rappel down five nmore floors."

"And brace yourself in another w ndow and repeat the entire routine.
We'll go all the way to the streetbut only five stories at a tine."

"You make it sound sinple."

"You'll manage better than you think. 1'll show you how to use a seat



rappel . "
"There's anot her problem"”
“What ?"

"I don't know how to tie one of those knots that can be jerked | oose
from bel ow. "

"It isn't difficult. [I'lIl show you."
He untied the main fine fromthe carabiner in front of him

She | eaned close to himand bent over the rope that he held in both
hands. The worl d-fanous gl ow of Manhattan's millions of bright lights
was screened by the storm Below, the rinmed pavenent of the street
reflected the light fromthe many street |anps; but that illunmination
scarcely affected the purple shadows twenty-three fl oors above.
Nevert hel ess, if she squinted, she could see what G aham was doi ng.

In a few m nutes, she | earned how to attach the rope to the anchor point
so that it could be retrieved. She tied it several tines to nake sure
she woul d not forget how it was done.

Next, Graham | ooped a sling around her hips and through her crotch. He
joined the three end-points of the rope with yet another carabi ner

“"Now, about this rappelling,” she said as she gripped the main |line. She
manuf actured a smle that he probably did not see, and she tried not to
sound terrified.

Taki ng another snap link fromthe accessory strap at his waist, G aham
said, "First, I've got to link the main line to the sling. Then |"']
show you how you should stand to begin the rappel. ['Il explain-" He
was interrupted by the muffled report of a gun: whunp!

Conni e | ooked up.
Bol I i nger wasn't above them

She wondered if she actually had heard a gun or whether the noise m ght
have been produced by the wi nd.

Then she heard it again: whunp! There was no doubt. A shot. Two
shots. Very close. Inside the building. Sonewhere on the twenty-third
floor.

Frank Bol i nger pushed open the broken door, went into the office,
switched on the lights. He stepped around the receptionist's desk,
around a typewiter stand and a Xerox copier. He hurried toward the
wi ndows that overl ooked the side street.

VWen the |ights cane on behind the wi ndows on both sides of them G aham
unhooked his safety tether fromthe piton and told Connie to unhook her
own five-foot I|ine.

There was a noise at the window on their right as Bollinger pushed up



the rusty latch.
"Fol |l ow ne," G aham sai d.

He was perspiring again. His face was slick with sweat. Under the
hood, his noist scalp itched.

He turned away from Connie, fromthe wi ndow that Bollinger was about to
open, turned to his left, toward Lexington Avenue. Wthout benefit of a
safety line, he wal ked the narrow edge i Instead of sidling along it. He
kept his right hand on the granite for what little sense of security it
gave him He had to place each foot directly in front of the other, as
if he were on a tightrope, for the |l edge was not w de enough to all ow
himto wal k naturally.

He was fifty feet fromthe Lexington Avenue face of the highrise.

VWhen he and Connie turned the corner on the | edge, they would be out of
the line of fire.

O course, Bollinger would find an office with wi ndows that had a view
of Lexington. At nost they would gain only a mnute or two. But right
now, an extra minute of life was worth any effort.

IL He wanted to | ook back to see if Connie was having any difficulty,
but he didn't dare. He had to keep his eyes on the | edge ahead of him
and carefully judge the placenment of each boot.

Bef ore he had gone nore than ten feet, he heard Bollinger shouting.

He hunched his shoul ders, renenbering the psychic vision, anticipating
the bullet.

Wth a shock he realized that Connie was shielding him He should have
sent her ahead, shoul d have placed hinself between her and the pistol

If 'she stopped a bullet that was neant for him he didn't want to live.
However, it was much too late for himto relinquish the |ead.

If they stopped they woul d nmake even better targets than they already
wer e,

A shot cracked in the darkness.
Then anot her.

He began to wal k faster than was prudent, aware that a m sstep woul d
plumret himto the street. His feet slipped on the snow sheat hed stone.

The corner was thirty feet away.
Twenty-five. ..

Bol i nger fired again.

Twenty feet....

He felt the fourth shot before he heard it. The bullet ripped open the



| eft sleeve of his parka, seared through the upper part of his arm

The inmpact of the slug made himstunble a bit. He lunbered forward a
few qui ck, unplanned steps. The street appeared to spin wldly bel ow
him Wth his right hand he pawed hel plessly at the side of the

buil ding. He put one foot down on the edge of the stone, his heel in
enpty air. He heard hinself shouting but hardly knew what he was
saying. His boots gripped in the drifted snow, but they skidded on a
patch of ice. Wen he regained his balance within half a dozen steps,
he was amazed that he hadn't fallen

At first there was no pain in his arm He was nunmb fromthe shoul der
down. It was as if his arm had been blown off. For an instant he
wondered if he had been nortally wounded; but he realized that a direct
hit woul d have had nore force, would have knocked himoff his feet and
pitched himoff the ledge. In a mnute or two the wound would begin to
hurt like hell, but it wouldn't kill him

Fifteen feet....

He was dizzy.

Hs legs felt weak.

Pr obably shock, he thought.

Ten feet....

Anot her shot. Not so loud as the ones that had cone before it.

Not as frighteningly close. Fifteen yards away.

At the corner, as he started to inth around onto the Lexington Avenue
face of the highrise where a violent wind wenched at him he was able
to gl ance back the way he had cone. Behind him the | edge was enpty.

Conni e was gone.

4 Connie was four or five yards below the thirty-thirdfloor |edge of
stone grapes, sw nging slightly, suspended over the street.

She coul dn't bear to | ook down.
Arms ext ended above her, she held the nylon rope with both hands.

She had considerable difficulty maintaining her grip. Strain had nunbed
her fingers, and she could no |onger be certain that she was cl utching
the Iine tightly enough to save herself. A nmonent ago, relaxing her
hands wi t hout realizing what she was doi ng, she had slipped down the
rope as if it were well greased, covering two yards in a split second
bef ore she was able to halt herself.

She had tried to find toeholds. There were none.

She fixed her gaze on the | edge overhead. She expected to see
Bol I i nger.



M nut es ago, when he opened the w ndow on her right and | eaned out with
the pistol in one hand, she had known at once that he was too close to
m ss her.

She couldn't follow Grahamtoward the Lexington Avenue cor ner

If she tried that, she would be shot in the back. |Instead, she gripped
the main [ine and tried to anticipate the shot. |f she had even the

sl i mmest chance of escapi ng-and she was not convinced that she had-then
she woul d have to act only a fraction of a second before the expl osion
cane. |If she didn't nove until or after he fired, she might be dead,
and she would certainly be too late to fool him Fortunately, her
timng was perfect; she junmped backward into the void just as he fired,
so he nust have thought he hit her

She prayed he would think she was dead. |f he had any doubt, he woul d
craw part of the way through the wi ndow, |ean over the |edge, see
her-and cut the rope.

Al t hough her own plight was serious enough to require all of her
attention, she was worried about Graham She knew that he hadn't been
shot off the |l edge, for she would have seen himas he fell past her

He was still up there, but he m ght be badly wounded.

Whet her or not he was hurt, her |ife depended on his com ng back to | ook
for her.

She was not a clinber. She didn't know how to rappel. She didn't know
how to secure her position on the rope. She didn't know how to do
anyt hi ng but hang there; and she wouldn't be able to do even that much

| onger.

She didn't want to die, refused to die. Even if Graham had been killed
al ready, she didn't want to follow himinto death. She |oved himnore
than she had ever |oved anyone else. At tines she becane frustrated
because she could not find the words to express the breadth and depth of
her feeling for him The' |anguage of |ove was i nadequate. She ached
for him But she cherished life as well. Getting up in the norning and
maki ng French toast for breakfast.

Working in the antique shop. Reading a good book. Going out to an
exciting novie. So many small delights. Perhaps it was true that the
little joys of daily Iife were insignificant when conpared to the

i ntense pleasures of love, but if she was to be denied the ultinate, she
woul d settle willingly for second best. She knew that her attitude in
no way cheapened her | ove for Graham or nmade suspect the bonds between
them Her love of life was what had drawn himto her and nade her so
right for him To Connie, there was but one obscenity, and that was the
grave.

Fifteen feet above, soneone noved in the |light that radiated through the
open w ndow.

Bol | i nger ?

Ch, Jesus, no!



But before she could give in to despair, Grahami s face cane out of the
shadows. He saw her and was stunned.

| Cbviously, he had expected her to be twenty-three stories below, a
crunpl ed corpse on the snow covered pavenent.

"Help me," she said.
Grinning, he began to reel her up.

In the twenty-third-floor corridor, Frank Bollinger stopped to rel oad
his pistol. He was nearly out of amunition

, S0 you read Nietzsche last night. What did you think?"
"I agree with him

, About what ?"

"Everything."

" Super men?"
"Especially that.
"Why especial | y?"

,He has to be right. Mankind as we know it has to be an internedi ate
stage in evolution. Oherw se, everything is so pointless.

"Aren't we the kind of nmen he was tal king about ?"

"It sure as hell seens to ne that we are. But one thing bothers ne.

I've always thought of nyself as a liberal. 1In politics.
" gOp"
"How do | reconcile liberal, left-of-center politics with a belief in a

superior race?"

"No problem Dwi ght. Pure, hard-core liberals believe in a superior
race. They think they're it. They believe they're nore intelligent
than the general run O nmankind, better suited than the little people
are to nanage the little people's lives. They think they have the one
true vision, the ability to solve all the noral dilemas of the century.
They prefer big governnent because that is the first step to
totalitarianism toward unquestioned rule by the elite. And of course
they see thenselves as the elite. Reconcile N etzsche with |ibera
politics? That's no nore difficult than reconciling it with extrene
ri ght-w ng phil osophy." Bollinger stopped in front of the door to Opway
El ectroni cs, because that office had wi ndows that overl ooked Lexi ngton
Avenue. He fired the Walther PPK twi ce; the | ock disintegrated under
the bullets' inpact.



Suggesti ng ways that she could help herself, favoring his injured |eft
arm Graham pul |l ed Conni e onto the | edge.

Weepi ng, he hugged her with both arms, squeezed her so tightly that he
woul d have cut off her breath if they hadn't been wearing the insul ated
parkas. They swayed on the narrow | edge; and for the nonent they were
unaware of the long drop beside them tenporarily uninpressed by the
danger. He didn't want to let go of her, not ever. He felt as if he
had taken a drug, an upper, something to boost his spirits.

Consi dering their circunstances, his nood was unrealistic.

Al t hough they were a long way, both in time and in distance, from
safety, he was el ated; she was alive.

"Where's Bollinger?" she asked.
Behi nd Graham the office was full of light, the w ndow opened.
But there was no sign of the killer.

"He probably went to | ook for ne on the Lexington side," G ahamsaid
"Then he does think |I'mdead."

"He nmust. | thought you were."

"What's happened to your arnP"

"He shot nme."

" Ch, no! "

"It hurts. And it feels stiff, but that's all."

"There's a |l ot of blood."

"Not much. The bullet probably cauterized the wound; that's how shal |l ow
it is." He held out his left hand, opened and closed it to show her
that he wasn't seriously affected. "I can clinb."

, You shouldn't."

“I'I'l be fine. Besides, | don't have a choice."

"W could go inside, use the stairs again."

"As soon as Bollinger checks the Lexington side and doesn't find ne,

he'll cone back. If I"mnot here, he'll |look on the stairs. He'd nai
us if we tried to go that way.

“Now what ?"
"Same as before. We'll walk this ledge to the corner. By the time we
get to Lexington, he'll have | ooked over that face of the building and

be gone. Then we'll rappel



"Wth your armlike this?"

"Wth my armlike this."

"The vision you had about being shot in the back-"

"What about it?"

She touched his left arm "Was this it?"

" No.

Bol i nger turned away fromthe w ndow that opened onto Lexi ngton Avenue.
He hurried out of the Opway El ectronics suite and down the hall toward
the office fromwhich he had shot at Harris a few m nutes ago.

"Chaos, Dwi ght.

"Chaos- 1"

"There are too dammed many of - these subhunmans | or the supernmen to take
control of things in ordinary times. Only in the mdst of Armageddon
will nmen |ike us ascend "You nean ... after a nucl ear war?"

"That's one way it could happen. Only nmen |ike us woul dbave the courage
and imagi nation to lead civilization out of the ruins. But wouldn't it
be ridiculous to wait until they've destroyed everything we should

i nherit?"

"Ri di cul ous.

"So it's occurred to ne that we could generate the chaos we need, bring
about Armageddon in a | ess destructive form

" How?"
"Well... does the nane Al bert DeSal vo nean anything to you?"

" No.

"He was the Boston Strangler

"Ch, yeah. He nurdered a | ot of women.

"W shoul d study DeSalvo's case. He wasn't one of us, of course.

He was an inlezior and a psychotic to boot. But | taink we should use

himas a nodel. Singlehandedly, he created so nmuch fear that he al npst
threw the city of Boston into a state of panic. Fear would be our basic
tool. Fear can be stoked into panic. A handful of panic-stricken

peopl e can transmt their hysteria to the entire population of a city or
country.

"But DeSalvo didn't cone close to creating the kind of fear the degree
of -chaos that would lead to the collapse of society.



"Because that wasn't his goal
Even if it had been-"
"Dwi ght, suppose an Al bert DeSalvo ..

better yet, suppose a Jack the Ri pper were |oose in Manhattan. Suppose
he murdered not just ten women, not twenty, but a hundred two hundred.

In a particularly brutile fashion. Wth clear evidence of aberrant sex
in every case. So there was no doubt that they all died by the sane
hand And what if he did all of this in a few nonths?" , There would be
fear. But-"

"it would be the biggest news story in the city, in the state, and
probably in the country. Then suppose that after we nurdered the first
hundred wonen, we -began to spend half of our time killing men. Each
time, we'd cut off the man's sex organ and | eave behind a nessage
attributing the nmurder to a fictitious mlitant fem nist group

n V\hat ?n

"We'd make the public think the men were being murdered in retaliation
for the murders of the hundred women."

"Except women don't typically commit crines |like that."
"Doesn't matter. We're not trying to create a typica] situation.”

"I"'mnot sure | understand what sort of situation we are trying to
create.”

"Don't you seel!l There are dammed ugly tensions between nmen and womnen
in this country.

Hi deous tensions- Year by year, as the wonen's |iberation novenent has
grown, those tensions have become al nost unbearabl e, because they're
repressed, hidden. We'Ill nake themboil to the surface.

"I't's not bad. You're exaggerating. "I'mnot. Believe me. | know. And
don't you see what el se? There are hundreds of potential psychotic
killers out there. Al they need is to be given some direction, a

little push. They'll hear about and read about the killings so much
that they'll get ideas of their own. Once we've cut up a hundred woren
and twenty or so nen, pretending to be psychotic ourselves, we'll have a

dozen inmitators doing our work for us.
" Maybe.

"Definitely. Al mass nurderers have had their intators. But none of
them has ever comritted crines grand enough to inspire |egions of
mmcs, W will And then when we've turned out a squad of sex killers,
we'll shift the direction of our own activities.

"Shift to what?"



"We' | | murder whitepeopl eat random anduseafictitious black revol utionary
group to claimcredit. After a dozen killings of that sort-"

"We coul d knock of f sone bl acks and | eave everyone under the inpression
they were killed in retaliation.”

"You've got it. Fan the flanes.

“I"mbeginning to see your point. In a city this size, there are
countl ess factions. Blacks, whites, Puerto Ricans, Oientdls, nen,
woren, |iberals, conservatives, radicals and reactionaries, Catholics
and Jews, rich and poor, young and old... W could try to turn each
against its opposite and all of them against one another Once factiona
vi ol ence begins, whether it's religious or political or economc, it
usual | y escal ates endl essly.

"Exactly. |If we planned carefu]ly enough, we could do it. In six
nont hs, you'd have at |east two thousand dead. Maybe live tinmes that
nunber .

"And you'd have martial |aw That would put an end to it before there was
chaos on the scal e you' ve tal ked about.

, W mi ght have martial law. But we'd still have chaos. In Northern
Ireland they've had sol diers on street corners for Tears, but the
killing goes on. ©Ch, there'd be chaos, Dwight. And it would spread to
other cities as-"

"No. | can't swallow that.

"Al'l over the countzy, people would be reading and beadng about New
York. They'd-"

"I't wouldn't spread that easily, Billy.

"All sight. A light. But there would be chaos here, it |east.

The voters would be ready to elect a toughtal king mayor wi th new i deas.
"Certly."

"W could el ect one of us, one of the new race. The mayoralty of New
York is a good political base for a -imart nan who wants the

presi dency. "

"The voters mght elect a political strongman.

But not evezy political strongman is going to be one of our people.”
“I'f we planned the chaos, we could also plan to run one of our nen in
the wake of it. He would know what was com ng; he'd have an inside
track.

"One of our nen? Hell, we don't know any but you and ne.

"I"d make an excel |l ent mayor.



"You?"

"I have a good base or canpaign.

f a "Christ, come to think of it, you do.
"1 could wn.

"You' d, have a fair chance, anyway "It would be a step up the | adder of
power for our kind, our race."”

"l esus, the killing we'd have to do!"
"Haven't you ever killed?"

"APi . np. Two drug pushers who pull edguns on nme. A whore that
nobody knows about.

"Did killing disturb you?"

"No. They were scum"”

"We'd be killing scum Qur inferiors.

Ani mal s.

"Could we get away with it?"

"W both know cops. Wat would cops | ook for? . Known nental patients.

Known crimnals. Known radicals. People with sone sort of notive. W
have a notive, but they'd never figure it in a mllion years."

"I'f we worked out every detail, planned carefully hell, we mght do it."
"Do you know what Leopold wote to Loeb before they nurdered Bobby
Franks? ' The superman is not liable for anything he may do, except for
the one crine that it is possible for himto commit-to make a ni st ake.
we did something like this-" ,You' re conmtted to it?"

"Aren't you, Dwi ght?"

,W'd start with wonen?"

"Yes."

"Kill them

"Yes.

"Billy ... ?"

"Yes?"

"Rape themfirst?"

"Ch, yes- ,it could even be filn.



Bol I i nger | eaned out of the wi ndow, |ooked both ways al ong the | edge.
Harris was not on the face of the building that overl ooked the side
street.

Al t hough the pitons were wedged in the stone beside the wi ndow, as they
had been when he'd fired at Harris, the rope that had been attached to
one of them was gone.

Bol I i nger crawl ed onto the wi ndowsill, |eaned out nmuch too far, peered
over the |l edge. The woman's body shoul d have been on the street bel ow
But there was no corpse. Nothing but the smpoth sheen of fresh snow.

Danmit, she hadn't fallen! He hadn't shot the bitch after all
Wiy woul dn't these people die?

Furious, he stunbled back into the room out of the w nd-whi pped snow.
He left the office and followed the corridor to the nearest stairwell.

Conni e wi shed that she could rappel with her eyes closed. Balanced on
the side of the highrise, twenty-three stories above Lexington Avenue,
wi thout a safety tether, she was unnerved by the scene.

Ri ght hand behi nd.

Left hand in front.

Ri ght hand to brake.

Left hand to guide.

Feet spread and planted firmy on the wall.

Repeating to herself all that G aham had taught her, she pushed away
fromthe building. And gasped. She felt as if she had taken a suicida
| eap.

As she swung out, she realized that she was clenching the rope too
tightly with her left hand. Left to guide. Right to brake. She

rel axed her grip on the rope in front of her and slid down a few feet
bef ore braki ng.

She approached the building inmproperly. Her legs were not straight out
in front of her, and they weren't rigid enough. They buckled. She
twisted to the right, out of control, and struck the granite with her
shoul der. The inpact was not great enough to break a bone, but it was
much too hard.

It dazed her, but she didn't let go of the rope. Got her feet against
the stone once nore. Got into position. Shook her head to clear it.

d anced to her left. Saw Grahamthree yards away on that side. Nodded
so he would know that she was all r. Then pushed outward. Pushed hard.
Slid down. Swung back. She didn't nmake any m stakes this tinme.

THEFAmOFFEmM Gri nni ng, Graham wat ched as Connie took a few nore steps
down the stone. Her endurance and determ nation delighted him



There really was sone Nora Charles in her. And a hell of a lot of N ck
t oo.

When he saw that she had pretty much gotten the knack of rappelling-her

styl e was crude but adequate-he kicked away fromthe wall. He descended
farther than she did on each arc and reached the ei ghteenth floor ahead

of her.

He braced hinself on the al nost nonexi stent w ndow | edge. He smashed in
the two tall panes of glass and fixed a snap link to the nmetal center
post. Wien he had attached his safety tether to that carabiner, he

rel eased the main line, pulled it free of the overhead anchor. He
caught the rope, tied it to the carabiner in front of him and took up a
rappel ling position.

Besi de him nine feet away, Connie was al so ready to rappel

He flung hinmself into space.

He was amazed not only at how well he renmenbered the skills and

techni ques of a clinber, but at how quickly the worst of his fear had
vani shed. He was still afraid, but not unnaturally so. Necessity and
Connie's |l ove had produced a miracle that no psychiatrist could have
mat ched.

He was beginning to think they m ght escape. His left arm ached where
the bullet had grazed it, and the fingers of that hand were stiff. The
pain in his bad | eg had subsided to a continuous dull throb that nade
himgrit his teeth occasionally but which didn't interfere too much with
his rappel |ing.

in a couple of steps he reached the seventeenth fl oor

in two nore junps he cane to rest against the sixteenth-story w ndow
| edge-where Frank Bol linger had decided to set up an anbush.

The wi ndow was cl osed. However, the drapes had been drawn back
One desk lanmp glowed dimMy in the office

Bol I i nger was on the other side of the glass, a huge silhouette.
He was just lifting the latch

No! Graham t hought .

In the same instant that his boots touched the wi ndow | edge, he ki cked
away fromit.

Bol I i nger saw him and pulled off a shot w thout bothering to open the
rectangul ar panes. dass sliced into the night.

Al t hough Bol i nger reacted fast, G ahamwas already out of his Iine of
fire. He swung-back to the wall seven or eight feet bel ow Bollinger
rappel | ed again, stopped at the fifteenth-story w ndow.



He | ooked up and saw flame flicker briefly fromthe nuzzle of the pisto
as Bol li nger shot at Connie.

The gunfire threw her off her pace. She hit the wall with her shoul der
again. Frantic, she got her feet under her and rappell ed.

Bol I i nger fired again.
Bol I i nger knew that he hadn't scored a hit on either of them

He left the office, ran to the elevator. He switched on the contro
panel and pushed the button for the tenth floor

As the lift descended, he thought about the plan that he and Billy had
formul at ed yest erday.

" Yo u'll kill Harris firs t. Do what you wan t with th e woman, but be
sure to cut her up."

"I always cut themup. That was ny idea in the first place.”

"You should kill Harris where it'll cause the | east nmess, where you can
clean up after.

"Cen up? "

"When you're done with the woman, you'll go back to Harris, w pe up
every speck of blood around him and wap his body in a plastic tarp. So
don't kill himon a carpet where he'll |eave stains. Take himinto a

roomwith a tile floor.

Maybe a bat hroom

"Wap himin a tarp?"

“I'"l'l be waiting behind the Bowerton Building at ten o' clock

You'll bring the body to me. We'Il put it the car. Later, we can take
it out of the city, bury it upstate sonepl ace.

"Bury it?  \Wy?"

"We're going to try to make the police think that Harris has killed his
own fiancee, that he's tho Butcher. 1'Il disguise ny voice and cal
Homicide. |',Uclaimto be Harris, and I'Il tell themI|'mthe Butcher

"To mi sl ead thenf"

"You' ve.got it.

,"sooner or later they'll smell a trick.
"Yes, they will. Eventually. But for a few weeksg maybe even for a few
nmonths, they' Il be after Harzis There woul dn't be any chance what soever

that they follow a good | ead, one that might bring themto us."

"A classic red herring.



"ecisely."
“I't'll give us tine.
"Yes."

"To do everything we want.

"Nearly everything." The plan was ruined.

The cl ai rvoyant was too damed hard to kill
the Iift slid apart.

Bol linger tripped com ng out of the elevator. The pistol flew out of his
hand, clattered agai nst the wall

He got to his knees and w ped the sweat out of his eyes.
He said, "Billy?"
But he was al one.

Coughi ng, sniffling, he crawed to the pistol, clutched it in his right
hand and stood up.

He went into the dark hall, to the door of an office that woul d have a
vi ew of Lexi ngton.

Because he was worried about running out of ammunition, he used only one
shot on the door. He ained carefully. The boom echoed and reechoed
in the corridor. The |lock was damaged, but it wouldn't rel ease
altogether. The door rattled in its frame. Rather than use anot her

bull et, he put his shoulder to the panel, vressed until it gave inward.

By the time he reached the Lexi ngton Avenue wi ndows, Harris and the
worman had passed him They were two fl oors bel ow.

He returned to the elevator. He was going to have to go outside and
confront them when they reached the street. He pushed the button for
t he ground fl oor.

Braced agai nst the eighth-floor wi ndows, they agreed to cover the fina
hundred and twenty feet in two equal rappels, using the fourth-floor
Wi ndow posts as their |ast anchor points.

At the fourth | evel, Graham snmashed in both rectangul ar panes. He
snapped a carabiner to the post, hooked, his safety tether to the

carabi ner, and jerked involuntarily as a bullet slapped the stone a foot
to the right of his head.

He knew at once what had happened. He t-slightly and | ooked down.

Bollinger, in shirt sleeves and | ooking harried, stood on the
snow- shrouded si dewal k, sixty feet bel ow.



Motioning to Connie, G aham shouted, "Go in! Get inside! Thr ough t he
wi ndow! "

Bol i nger fired again.

A burst ollight, pain, blood.- a bullet in the back....

Is this where it happens? he wonder ed.

Desperately, Grahamused his gloved fist to punch out the shards of
glass that remmined in the wi ndow franme. He grabbed the center post and
was about to drag hinmself inside when the street behind hi mwas suddenly
filled with a curious runbling.

A big yell ow road grader turned the corner into Lexington Avenue.

Its large black tires churned through he slush and spewed out an icy
liquid behind. The t plow on the front of the machine was six feet high
and ten feet across. Energency beacons flashed on the roof of the
operator's cab. Two headlights the size of dinner |ates popped up |ike
the eyes of a frog, glared through p the failing snow.

It was the only vehicle in sight on the stormcl ogged street.

Graham gl anced at Connie. She seened to be having trouble disentangling
herself fromthe lines and getting through the w ndow.

He turned away from her, waved urgently at the driver of the grader.
The man coul d barely be seen behind the dirty wi ndshield. "Help!

Graham shouted. He didn't think the man coul d hear hi mover the roar of
t he engi ne. Neverthel ess, he kept shouting. "Help! Up herel!

Hel p us!™"
Conni e began to shout too.

Surprised, Bollinger did exactly what he should not have done. He
whirl ed and shot at the grader.

The driver braked, alnmost canme to a full stop.
"Hel p!" G aham shout ed.

Bollinger fired at the nmachine again. The slug ricocheted off the steel
that framed the w ndshield of the cab.

The driver shifted gears and gunned the engine.

Bol | i nger ran.

Lifted by hydraulic arnms, the plow rose a foot off the pavenent.
It cleared the curb as the machine |unbered onto the sidewal k.

Pursued by the grader, Bollinger ran thirty or forty feet along the walk



before he sprinted into the street. Kicking up small clouds of snow
with each step, he crossed the avenue, with the plow cl ose behind him

Conni e was rapt.

Bol linger let the grader close the distance between them \When only two
yards separated himfromthe shining steel blade, he dashed to one side,
out of its way. He ran past the nachine, cane back toward the Bowerton

Bui | di ng.

The grader didn't turn as easily as a sports car. By the tinme the
driver had brought it around and was headed back, Bollinger was standi ng
under Graham agai n.

Graham saw himraise the gun. It glinted in the Iight fromthe street
| anp.

At ground |l evel where the wind was a bit less fierce, the shot was very
loud. The bullet cracked into the granite by Gaham s right foot.

The grader bore down on Bollinger, horn blaring.
He put his back to the building and faced the nechani cal behenot h.

Sensi ng what the madnan woul d do, Graham funbled with the conpact,
battery-powered rock drill that was clipped to his waist belt. He got
it free of the strap

The grader was fifteen to twenty feet fromBollinger, 2 who ained the
pistol at the wi ndshield of the operator's cab

From his perch on the fourth floor, Gahamthrew the rock drill

It arched through sixty feet of falling snow and hit Bollinger-not a
solid bl ow on the head, as Graham had hoped, but on the hip. It glanced
off himwith little force.

Nevert hel ess, the drill startled Bollinger. He junped, put a foot on
ice, pitched forward, stumbled off the curb, skidded with peculiar grace
in the snow, and sprawl ed facedown in the gutter

The driver of the grader had expected his quarry to run away; instead,
Bollinger fell toward the nachine, into it. The operator braked, but he
could not bring the rader to a full stop within only eight feet.

The huge steel plow was raised twelve inches off the street; but that
was not quite high enough to pass safely over Bollinger. The bottom of
t he bl ade caught him at the buttocks and gouged through his flesh,
ramred his head, crushed his skull, jamed his body against the raised
cur b.

Bl ood sprayed across the snow in the circle of Iight beneath the nearest
street |anp.

2!PS 43 MacDhonald, OQtt, the security guards and the buil di ng engi neer
had been tucked into heavy plastic body bags supplied by the city
norgue. The bags were lined up on the narble floor



Near the shu"ered newsstand at the front of the |obby, half a dozen
fol ding chairs had been arranged in a senmi-circle. G aham and Connie
sat there with Ira Preduski and three other policenen.

Preduski was in his usual condition: slightly bedraggled. His brown
suit hung on himonly narginally better than a sheet woul d have done.
Because he had been wal king in the snow, his trouser cuffs were danp.
Hi s shoes and socks were wet. He wasn't wearing gal oshes or boots; he
owned a pair of the former and two pairs of the latter, but he never
renmenbered to put themon in bad weat her

"Now, | don't mean to nother you," Preduski said to G aham "I know
|'ve asked before. And you've told me. But . | worry unnecessarily
about a lot of things. That's another fault of mne

But what about your arn?  Were you were shot. |Is it all right?"

Graham lightly patted the bandage under his shirt. A paramedic 'mjust
fine. "

"What about your |eg?"

Graham grimaced. "lI'mno nore crippled nowthan | was before all this
happened. "

Turning to Conni e, Preduski said, "Wat about you?
The doc with the anbul ance says you' ve got sone bad bruises."

"Just brui ses,
"Not hi ng worse. "

she said alnost airily. She was hol di ng Grahani s hand.

"Well, you've both had a terrible night. just awful. And it's ny
fault. | should have caught Bollinger weeks ago. If |I'd had half a
brain, I'd have wapped up this case | ong before you two got involved."
He | ooked at his watch. "Alnpbst three in the norning." He stood up

tried unsuccessfully to straighten the runpled collar of his overcoat.

"We've kept you here nmuch too long. Mich too long. But I'mgoing to
have to ask you to hang around fifteen or twenty mnutes nore to answer

any questions that the other detectives or forensics nmen might have. |Is
that too nuch to ask? Wyuld you m nd? | knowit's a terrible,
terrible inposition. | apol ogize."

"It's all right," Gahamsaid wearily.

Preduski spoke to another plain-clothes detective sit ting with the
group. "Jerry, will you be sure they aren't kept nore than fifteen or
twenty mi nutes?"

"\What ever you say, lra." Jerry was a tall, chunky man in his late
thirties. He had a nole on his chin.

"Make sure they're given a ride honme in a squad car."



Jerry nodded.
"And keep the reporters away fromthem™
"Ckay, lra. But it won't be easy."

To Graham and Conni e, Preduski said, "Wen YOU get hone, unplug your

tel ephones first thing. You'll have to deal with the press tonorrow.
But that's soon enough. They'll be pestering you for weeks.
One. nore cross to bear. I'msorry. | really am But nmaybe we can

keep them away fromyou toni ght, give you a few hours of peace before
the storm"”

"Thank you," Conni e said.

"Now, |'ve got to be going. Wrk to do. Things that ought to have been
done long ago. |'m always behind in my work. Always. [|'mnot cut out
for this job. That's the truth.”

He shook hands with G aham and perfornmed an awkward hal f bow in Connie's
direction.

As he wal ked across the | obby, his wet shoes squashed and squeaked.

Qut si de, he dodged sone reporters and refused to answer the questions of
ot hers.

Hi s unmarked car was at the end of a double |ine of police sedans,
bl ack- and- whi t es, anbul ances and press vans. He got behind the wheel
buckl ed his safety belt, started the engine.

Hi s partner, Detective Daniel Milligan, would be busy inside for a
coupl e of hours yet. He wouldn't miss the car

Hummi ng a tune of his own creation, Preduski drove onto Lexington, which
had recently been plowed. There were chains on his tires; they crunched
in the snow and sang on the few bare patches of pavenent. He turned the
corner, went to Fifth Avenue, and headed downt own.

Less than fifteen mnutes later, he parked on a tree-lined street in
Greenwi ch Vill age.

He left the car. He walked a third of a bl ock, keeping to the shadows
beyond the pools of light around the street lanps. Wth a quick
backward gl ance to be sure he wasn't observed, he stepped into a narrow
passageway between two el egant townhouses.

The roofl ess wal kway ended in a blank wall, but there were high gates on
both sides. He stopped in front of the gate on his left.

Snowf | akes eddi ed gently in the still night air. The wind did not reach
down here, but its fierce voice called fromthe rooftops above.

He took a pair of lock picks fromhis pocket. He had found thema | ong
time ago in the apartment of a burglar who had conmitted suicide.



Over the years there had been rare but inmportant occasions on which the
pi cks had conme in handy. He used one of themto tease up the pins in
the cheap gate | ock, used the other pick to hold the pins in place once
they'd been teased. In two minutes he was inside.

A snall courtyard |ay behind Graham Harris's house. A patch of grass.
Two trees. A brick patio. O course, the two flower beds were barren
during the winter; however, the presence of a wought-iron table and
four wought-iron chairs made it seemthat people had been playing cards
in the sun just that afternoon

He crossed the courtyard and clinbed three steps to the rear entrance.
The storm door was not | ocked.

As delicately, swiftly and silently as he could manage, he picked the
| ock on the wooden door

He was di smayed by the ease with which he had gained entry.
Woul dn't people ever learn to buy good | ocks?

Harris's kitchen was warm and dark. It snelled of spice cake, and of
bananas that had been put out to ripen and were now overri pe.

He cl osed the door soundl essly.

For a few m nutes he stood perfectly still, listening to the house and
waiting for his eyes to adjust to the darkness. Finally, when he could
identify every object in the kitchen, he went to the table, lifted a

chair away fromit, put the chair down again w thout naking even the
fai ntest noise.

He sat down and took his revolver fromthe shoul der hol ster under his
left arm He held the gun in his lap

The squad car waited at the curb until G aham opened the front door of
the house. Then it drove away, |eaving tracks in the five-inch snowfal
that, in Geenwich Village, had not yet been pushed onto the sidewal ks.

He switched on the foyer light. As Connie closed the door, he went into
the unlighted living roomand |ocated the nearest table |anp.

He turned it on-and froze, unable to find the strength or the will to
renove his fingers fromthe swtch.

A man sat in one of the easy chairs. He had a gun

Conni e put one hand on Grahanis arm To the man in the chair, she said,
"What are you doi ng here?"

Ant hony Prine, the host of Manhattan at M dni ght, stood up. He waved
the gun at them "I've been waiting for you."

"Why are you talking like that?" Connie asked.

"The Sout hern accent? | was born with it. Got rid O it years ago.



But | can recall it when | want. It was |osing the accent that got ne
interested in mimcry. | started in show business as a conmic who did
imtations of fambus people. Now | imtate Billy |anmes Plover, the man
| used to be."

"How did you get in here?" G aham denmanded.

"l went around the side of the house and broke a w ndow.

"Get out. | want you out of here."
"You killed Dnight," Prine said. "I drove by the Bowerton Buil ding
after the show. | saw all the cops. | know what you did."

He was very pale. H's face was lined with strain.
"Kill ed who?" G aham asked.

"Dwight. Franklin Dw ght Bollinger."

Per pl exed, Graham said, "He was trying to kill us."

"He was one of the best people. One of the very best there ever was. |
did a program about vice cops, and he was one of the guests.

Wthin mnutes we knew we were two of a kind."

"He was the Butcher, the one who-" Prine was extrenely agitated.

Hi s hands were shaking. His left cheek was distorted by a nervous tic.
He interrupted Connie and said, "Dw ght was hal f the Butcher.

“Hal f the Butcher?" Connie said.

Graham | owered his hand fromthe switch and gripped the pillar of the
brass table | anp.

"I I wast heot her hal f, " Pri nesai d. "Wewer ei denti cal personalities, Dwm ght and
I." He took one step toward them Then another. "Mre than that. W
were incom 3Wplete without each other. W were halves of the sane
organism" He pointed the pistol at G aham s head.

"CGet out of here!"™ Graham shouted. "Run, Connie!" And as he spoke he
threw the lanmp at Prine.

The | anp knocked Prine back into the easy chair.
Grahamturned to the foyer.

Conni e was opening the front door.

As he followed her, Prine shot himin the back.

A terrible blow on the right shoul der blade, a burst of |ight, blood
spattering the carpet all around him...



He fell and rolled onto his side in time to see Ira Preduski conme out of
the hallway that led to the kitchen.

He floated on a raft of pain in a sea that grew darker by the second.
VWhat was happeni ng?

The detective shouted at Prine and then shot himin self-defense.

Once. In the chest.

The tal k-show host col | apsed agai nst a nagazi ne rack.

Pain. Just the first tw tches of pain.

Graham cl osed his eyes. W ndered if that was the wong thing to do. |If
you go to sleep, you'll die. O was that only with a head injury? He
opened his eyes to be on the safe side.

Conni e was wi ping the sweat fromhis face.

Kneel i ng beside him Preduski said, "I called an anbul ance."” Sone tine
nmust have passed. He seenmed to fade out in the mddle of one
conversation and in on the mddle of the next.

He cl osed his eyes.

Opened t hem

AL "Medi cal exam ner's theory," Preduski said.

"Sounded crazy at first. But the nore | thought about it

I"'mthirsty," Grahamsaid. He was hoarse. "Thirsty? "1l bet you
are," Preduski said.

"Get me . drink."

"That m ght be the wong thing to do for you," Con the said.

"W'll wait for the anbulance.” epil ¢ The roomspun. He smled.
He rode the roomas if it were a carousel

.| shouldn't have conme here alone," Preduski said nmiserably. "But you
see why | thought | had to? Bol MVDAY |inger was a cop. The other
hal f of the Butcher mght be a coP too. W could | trustz Really.
VWho Crahamlicked his lips and said, "P rine. Dead?

afraid not," Preduski said.

The?

"What about you?"

' Dead?"



,you'll live."
sure?

"Bull et wasn't near the spine. Didn't puncture any vital organs, |'ll
bet . "

"Sure?

“I'rll sure," Connie said.

Graham cl osed his eyes.

Ira Preduski stood with his back to the hospital wi ndow. The late
afternoon sun franed himin soft gold light. "Prine says they wanted to
start racial wars, religious wars, econonmc wars . "

Grahamwas lying on his side in the bed, propped up with pill ows.

He spoke somewhat slowy because of the pain killers he had been given.
"So they could gain power in the aftermath.”

"That's what he says."

From her chair at Grahanis bedside, Connie said, "But that's crazy. In
fact, didn't Charles Manson's bunch of psychos kill all those people for

t he sane reason?"

"1 mentioned Manson to Prine," Preduski said. "But he tells ne Manson
was a two-bit con man, a cheap sleazy hood."

"While Prine is a superman.

Preduski shook his head sadly. "Poor Nietzsche. He was one of the npst
brilliant philosophers who ever |ived-and al so the nost mi sunderstood."
He bent over and sniffed at an arrangement of flowers that stood on the
table by the wi ndow. \Wen he | ooked up again, he said, "Excuse me for
asking. It's none of ny business. | knowthat. But |'ma curious nan.
One of ny faults.

But - when' s the weddi ng?"

"Weddi ng?" Conni e said.

"Don't kid me. You two are getting nmarried."”

Confused, G aham said, "How could you know t hat?

We just talked about it this norning. just the two of us.

"I"'ma detective," Preduski said. "I've picked up clues."

"For instance?" Connie said.

"For instance, the way the two of you are | ooking at each other this



afternoon."

Del i ghted at being able to share the news, G aham said, "W'll be
married a few weeks after I'mrel eased fromthe hospital, as soon as |
have ny strength back."

"Which he'll need,"” Connie said, smling w ckedly.

Preduski wal ked around the bed, |ooked at the bandages on Graham s |eft
arm and on the upper right quarter of his back. "Every tinme | think of
all that happened Friday ni ght and Saturday norning, | wonder how you
two cane out of it alive."

"I't wasn't much,"” Conni e said.

“"Not much?" Preduski said.

"No. Really. It wasn't so nuch, what we did, was it, N ck?"

Graham snmiled and felt very good indeed. No, it wasn't nuch, Nora."



