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BOCK ONE

Chapter 01

New Or | eans
THURSDAY, FEBRUARY 20--- 11: 00 P. M

She undressed slowy, dream |y, and when she was naked,

she selected a bright red negligee to wear so that the bl ood
woul d not show. Doris Witney | ooked around the bedroom for
the last tinme to nake certain that the pleasant room grown
dear over the past thirty years, was neat and tidy. She
opened the drawer of the bedside table and carefully renoved
the gun. It was shiny black, and terrifyingly cold. She
placed it next to the tel ephone and di al ed her daughter's
nunber in Phil adel phia. She |istened to the echo of the
distant ringing. And then there was a soft "Hell o?"

"Tracy... | just felt |like hearing the sound of your
voi ce, darling." "What a nice surprise, Mdther."

"1 hope | didn't wake you up."
“"No. | was reading. Just getting ready to go to sl eep.
Charles and | were going out for dinner, but the weather's

too nasty. It's snowing hard here. What's it doing there?"

Dear God, we're tal king about the weather, Doris Witney



t hought, when there's so nuch I want to tell her. And can't.

"Mot her? Are you there?"

Doris Whitney stared out the window "It's raining." And
she thought, How nel odramatically appropriate. Like an
Al fred H tchcock novie. "Wat's that noise?" Tracy asked.

Thunder. Too deeply wapped in her thoughts, Doris had not
been aware of it. New Ol eans was having a storm Conti nued
rain, the weatherman had said. Sixty-six degrees in New

Ol eans. By evening the rain will be turning to

t hunder showers. Be sure to carry your unbrellas. She would
not need an unbrella. "That's thunder, Tracy." She forced a
note of cheerfulness into her voice. "Tell ne what's
happeni ng i n Phil adel phi a."

"I feel like a princess in a fairy tale, Mdther," Tracy

said. "I never believed anyone could be so happy. Tonorrow
night I'mneeting Charles's parents.” She deepened her voice
as though maki ng a pronouncenent. "The Stanhopes, of Chestnut
Hll," she sighed. "They're an institution. | have
butterflies the size of dinosaurs."”

"Don't worry. They'll |ove you, darling."

"Charles says it doesn't matter. He | oves ne. And | adore
him | can't wait for you to neet him He's fantastic."
"' msure he is." She would never neet Charles. She would
never hold a grandchild in her lap. No. | nust not think
about that. "Does he know how |l ucky he is to have you,
baby?"

"I keep telling him" Tracy |aughed. "Enough about ne.
Tell nme what's going on there. How are you feeling?"

You're in perfect health, Doris, were Dr. Rush's words.
You'll live to be a hundred. One of life's little ironies.
"I feel wonderful." Talking to you. "Got a boyfriend yet?"
Tracy teased.

Since Tracy's father had died five years earlier, Doris



Wi t ney had not even consi dered going out with another man,
despite Tracy's encouragenent. "No boyfriends." She changed

the subject. "How is your job? Still enjoying it?" "I |ove
it. Charles doesn't mind if |I keep working after we're
married.” "That's wonderful, baby. He sounds |like a very
understanding man." "He is. You'll see for yourself."
There was a |loud clap of thunder, Iike an offstage cue. It
was time. There was nothing nore to say except a final
farewel |l . "Good-bye, ny darling." She kept her voice

careful |y steady.

"1"l'l see you at the wedding, Mdther. I'Il call you as
soon as Charles and | set a date."

"Yes." There was one final thing to say, after all. "I
| ove you very, very nuch, Tracy." And Doris Witney
carefully replaced the receiver. ****x**xkx

She picked up the gun. There was only one way to do it.
Qui ckly. She raised the gun to her tenple and squeezed the
trigger.

BOOK ONE
Chapter 02

Phi | adel phi a
FRI DAY, FEBRUARY 21--- 8:00 A M

Tracy Wiitney stepped out of the |obby of her apartnent
building into a gray, sleety rain that fell inpartially on
sl eek |inmousines driven down Market Street by uniforned
chauffeurs, and on the abandoned and boarded-up houses
huddl ed together in the slunms of North Phil adel phia. The
rain washed the |inousines clean and nmade sodden nesses of
the garbage piled high in front of the neglected row houses.
Tracy Wiitney was on her way to work. Her pace was brisk as
she wal ked east on Chestnut Street toward the bank, and it
was all she could do to keep from singing al oud. She wore a
bri ght-yell ow raincoat, boots, and a yellow rain hat that
barely contained a mass of shining chestnut hair. She was in
her md-twenties, with a lively, intelligent face, a full,
sensuous nout h, sparkling eyes that could change froma soft



nNoss green to a dark jade in nonents, and a trim athletic
figure. Her skin ran the ganmut froma translucent white to a
deep rose, dependi ng on whet her she was angry, tired, or
excited. Her nother had once told her, "Honestly, child,
sonetines | don't recognize you. You' ve got all the colors
of the wind in you."

Now, as Tracy wal ked down the street, people turned to
smle, envying the happi ness that shone on her face. She
smled back at them It's indecent for anyone to be this
happy, Tracy Witney thought. I'mmarrying the man | | ove,
and I'm going to have his baby. Wat nore could anyone ask?
As Tracy approached the bank, she glanced at her watch.

Ei ght-twenty. The doors of the Philadel phia Trust and
Fidelity Bank woul d not be open to enpl oyees for another ten
m nutes, but C arence Desnond, the bank's seni or

vi ce-president in charge of the international departnent,
was already turning off the outside alarm and opening the
door. Tracy enjoyed watching the norning ritual. She stood
in the rain, waiting, as Desnond entered the bank and | ocked
t he door behind him

Banks the world over have arcane safety procedures, and

t he Phil adel phia Trust and Fidelity Bank was no exception.
The routine never varied, except for the security signal,
whi ch was changed every week. The signal that week was a
hal f-| owered venetian blind, indicating to the enpl oyees
wai ting outside that a search was in progress to nmake
certain that no intruders were conceal ed on the prem ses,
wai ting to hold the enpl oyees hostage. C arence Desnond was
checking the | avatories, storeroom vault, and safe-deposit
area. Only when he was fully satisfied that he was al one
woul d the venetian blind be raised as a sign that all was
wel | .

The seni or bookkeeper was always the first of the

enpl oyees to be admtted. He would take his place next to
the energency alarmuntil all the other enployees were

i nside, then | ock the door behind them

Pronptly at 8:30, Tracy Whitney entered the ornate | obby

with her fellow workers, took off her raincoat, hat, and
boots, and |istened with secret anusenent to the others
conpl ai ni ng about the rainy weather. "The dammed w nd carried



away ny unbrella," a teller conplained. "I'm soaked." "I
passed two ducks swi mm ng down Market Street," the head
cashi er joked. "The weat hernman says we can expect anot her
week of this. I wish | was in Florida."

Tracy smled and went to work. She was in charge of the
cable-transfer departnment. Until recently, the transfer of
noney from one bank to another and from one country to

anot her had been a slow, |aborious process, requiring
multiple forms to be filled out and dependent on national and
I nternational postal services. Wth the advent of conputers,
the situation had changed dramatical ly, and enornous anounts
of nmoney could be transferred instantaneously. It was
Tracy's job to extract overnight transfers fromthe conputer
and to make conputer transfers to other banks. Al
transactions were in code, changed regularly to prevent
unaut hori zed access. Each day, mllions of electronic
dol I ars passed through Tracy's hands. It was fascinating
work, the lifeblood that fed the arteries of business all
over the globe, and until Charles Stanhope IIl had cone into
Tracy's life, banking had been the nbst exciting thing in
the world for her. The Philadel phia Trust and Fidelity Bank
had a | arge international division, and at lunch Tracy and
her fell ow workers woul d di scuss each norning's activities.
It was heady conversation. Deborah, the head bookkeeper,
announced, "We just closed the hundred-m |l lion-dollar

syndi cated | oan to Turkey...."

Mae Trenton, secretary to the vice-president of the bank,
said in a confidential tone, "At the board neeting this
norni ng they decided to join the new noney facility to Peru.
The up-front fee is aver five mllion dollars...." Jon

Crei ghton, the bank bigot, added, "I understand we're goi ng
in on the Mexican rescue package for fifty mllion. Those
wet backs don't deserve a dammed cent...."

"It's interesting," Tracy said thoughtfully, "that the
countries that attack America for being too noney-oriented
are always the first to beg us for loans.” It was the subject
on which she and Charles had had their first argunent.

kkkkkikkikk*x

Tracy had net Charles Stanhope Il at a financial
synposi um where Charles was the guest speaker. He ran the



I nvest nent house founded by his great-grandfather, and his
conpany did a good deal of business with the bank Tracy
wor ked for. After Charles's |lecture, Tracy had gone up to
di sagree with his analysis of the ability of third-world
nations to repay the staggering suns of noney they had
borrowed from comerci al banks worl dw de and western
governnents. Charles at first had been anused, then

I ntrigued by the inpassioned argunents of the beauti ful
young woman before him Their discussion had continued

t hrough di nner at the ol d Bookbi nder's restaurant.

In the beginning, Tracy had not been inpressed with

Charl es Stanhope |11, even though she was aware that he was
consi dered Phil adel phia's prize catch. Charles was
thirty-five and a rich and successful nenber of one of the
ol dest famlies in Philadel phia. Five feet ten inches, with
t hi nning sandy hair, brown eyes, and an earnest, pedantic
manner, he was, Tracy thought, one of the boring rich. As

t hough readi ng her mnd, Charles had | eaned across the table
and said, "My father is convinced they gave hi mthe wong
baby at the hospital." "What?"

“I"'ma throwback. | don't happen to think noney is the
end-all and be-all of life. But please don't ever tell ny
father | said so."

There was such a charm ng unpretentiousness about himthat
Tracy found herself warmng to him | wonder what it woul d
be like to be married to sonmeone tike him-- one of the
est abl i shnent .

It had taken Tracy's father nost of his l[ife to build up a
busi ness that the Stanhopes woul d have sneered at as

i nsignificant. The Stanhopes and t he Whitneys woul d never

m x, Tracy thought. Ol and water. And the Stanhopes are the

oil. And what am | going on about like an idiot? Tal k about
ego. A man asks nme out to dinner and |I'm deci di ng whet her |
want to marry him W' Il probably never even see each ot her
agai n.

Charl es was saying, "I hope you're free for dinner

tOMDrrow, . 2" ****kxkxsx

Phi | adel phi a was a dazzling cornucopia of things to see



and do. On Saturday nights Tracy and Charles went to the
ball et or watched Riccardo Muti conduct the Phil adel phia
Orchestra. During the week they expl ored Newvar ket and the
uni que collection of shops in Society Hill. They ate cheese
steaks at a sidewal k table at Geno's and dined at the Café
Royal , one of the nobst exclusive restaurants in

Phi | adel phi a. They shopped at Head House Square and wander ed
t hrough the Phil adel phia Museum of Art and the Rodin Miuseum

Tracy paused in front of the statue of The Thi nker. She
gl anced at Charles and grinned. "It's you!"

Charles was not interested in exercise, but Tracy enjoyed

it, so on Sunday nornings she jogged al ong the Wst River
Drive or on the pronenade skirting the Schuylkill R ver. She
joined a Saturday afternoon t'ai chi ch'uan class, and after
an hour's workout, exhausted but exhilarated, she woul d neet
Charles at his apartnent. He was a gournet cook, and he

| i ked preparing esoteric dishes such as Mdroccan bistilla and
guo bu li, the dunplings of northern China, and tahine de
poul et au citron for Tracy and hinsel f.

Charl es was the nost punctilious person Tracy had ever

known. She had once been fifteen mnutes |late for a dinner
appoi ntnment with him and his- displeasure had spoiled the
evening for her. After that, she had vowed to be on tinme for
him Tracy had had little sexual experience, but it seened to
her that Charles nmade | ove the sane way he lived his life:
meticul ously and very properly. Once, Tracy had decided to

be daring and unconventional in bed, and had so shocked
Charl es that she began secretly to wonder if she were sone

ki nd of sex maniac. The pregnancy had been unexpected, and
when it happened, Tracy was filled with uncertainty. Charles
had not brought up the subject of marriage, and she did not
want himto feel he had to marry her because of the baby. She
was not certain whether she could go through with an
abortion, but the alternative was an equal ly painful choice.
Coul d she raise a child without the help of its father, and
would it be fair to the baby?

She decided to break the news to Charles after dinner one
eveni ng. She had prepared a cassoulet for himin her
apartnent, and in her nervousness she had burned it. As she



set the scorched neat and beans in front of him she forgot
her carefully rehearsed speech and wildly blurted out, "I'm
so sorry, Charles. |I'm-- pregnant."”

There was an unbearably | ong silence, and as Tracy was

about to break it, Charles said, "W'll get married, of
course."

Tracy was filled with a sense of enornous relief. "I don't
want you to think I--- You don't have to marry ne, you
know. "

He raised a hand to stop her. "I want to marry you, Tracy.
You'll make a wonderful wife." He added, slowy, "OF course,
nmy nother and father will be a bit surprised.” And he smled

and ki ssed her.
Tracy quietly asked, "Way will they be surprised?"

Charles sighed. "Darling, |I'mafraid you don't quite
realize what you're letting yourself in for. The Stanhopes
al ways marry--- mnd you, |'musing quotation marks---
"their own kind.' Mainline Philadel phia."

"And they've already selected your wife," Tracy guessed.
Charles took her in his arns. "That doesn't matter a damm.
It's whom |'ve selected that counts. W'll have dinner with
Mot her and Father next Friday. It's tine you nmet them"

kkkkkikkhkk*x

At five mnutes to 9:00 Tracy becane aware of a difference
in the noise level in the bank. The enpl oyees were begi nni ng
to speak a little faster, nove a little quicker. The bank
doors woul d open in five mnutes and everything had to be in
readi ness. Through the front w ndow, Tracy could see
custoners lined up on the sidewal k outside, waiting in the
cold rain.

Tracy watched as the bank guard finished distributing

fresh bl ank deposit and withdrawal slips into the netal
trays on the six tables Iined up along the center aisle of

t he bank. Regul ar custoners were issued deposit slips with a
personal magnetized code at the bottom so that each tine a



deposit was nmade, the conputer automatically credited it to
the proper account. But often custoners cane in w thout
their deposit slips and would fill out blank ones. The guard
gl anced up at the clock on the wall, and as the hour hand
noved to 9:00, he wal ked over to the door and cerenoni ously
unl ocked it. The banki ng day had begun.

kkhkkkrkk*kkhk*k

For the next few hours Tracy was too busy at the conputer

to think about anything else. Every wire transfer had to be
doubl e-checked to nmake sure it had the correct code. \Wen an
account was to be debited, she entered the account nunber,
the anmount, and the bank to which the noney was to be
transferred. Each bank had its own code nunber, the nunbers
listed in a confidential directory that contained the codes
for every major bank in the world. The norning flew by
swiftly. Tracy was planning to use her lunchtinme to have her
hai r done and had nade an appointnent with Larry Stella
Botte. He was expensive, but it would be worth it, for she
wanted Charles's parents to see her at her best. |'ve got to
make themlike nme. | don't care whomthey chose for him
Tracy thought. No one can nmake Charles as happy as | wll.

At 1:00, as Tracy was getting into her raincoat, C arence
Desnmond summoned her to his office. Desnond was the inmage of
an inportant executive. If the bank had used tel evision
comrercials, he would have been the perfect spokesnan.
Dressed conservatively, with an air of solid, old-fashioned
authority about him he | ooked |ike a person one could
trust.

"Sit down, Tracy," he said. He prided hinself on know ng
every enployee's first nane. "Nasty outside, isn't it?"

n YeS. n

"Ah, well. People still have to do their banking." Desnond
had used up his small talk. He | eaned across his desk. "I
understand that you and Charl es Stanhope are engaged to be
married."

Tracy was surprised. "W haven't even announced it yet.
How - - ?" Desnond sm | ed. "Anything the Stanhopes do is news.



"' mvery happy for you. | assune you'll be returning here to
work with us. After the honeynoon, of course. W woul dn't
want to | ose you. You' re one of our nost val uabl e enpl oyees. "
"Charles and | talked it over, and we agreed |'d be happier
If | worked." Desnond smled, satisfied. Stanhope and Sons
was one of the nost inportant investnent houses in the
financial community, and it would be a nice plumif he could
get their exclusive account for his branch. He | eaned back in
his chair. "Wen you return from your honeynoon, Tracy,
there's going to be a nice pronotion for you, along with a
substantial raise.”

"Ch, thank you! That's wonderful." She knew she had earned
It, and she felt a thrill of pride. She could hardly wait to
tell Charles. It seened to Tracy that the gods were
conspiring to do everything they could to overwhel mher with
happi ness.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The Charl es Stanhope Seniors lived in an inpressive old
mansi on in Rittenhouse Square. It was a city |andnmark that
Tracy had passed often. And now, she thought, it's going to
be a part of ny life.

She was nervous. Her beautiful hairdo had succunbed to the
danpness in the air. She had changed dresses four tines.
Shoul d she dress sinply? Formally? She had one Yves Sai nt
Laurent she had scrinped to buy at Wanamaker's. If | wear it,
they' Il think I'mextravagant. On the other hand, if | dress
in one of ny sale things from Post Horn, they'll think their
son is marrying beneath him Onh, hell, they're going to

t hi nk that anyway, Tracy decided. She finally settled on a
sinple gray wool skirt and a white silk bl ouse and fastened
around her neck the slender gold chain her nother had sent
her for Christmas. *****x*xx*x

The door to the mansion was opened by a |liveried butler.
"Good evening, Mss Wiitney." The butler knows nmy name. Is
that a good sign? A bad sign? "May | take your coat?" She
was dripping on their expensive Persian rug. He | ed her
through a marble hallway that seened twice as |large as the
bank. Tracy thought, panicky, Ch, ny God. |I'mdressed all
wrong! ! should have worn the Yves Saint Laurent. As she



turned into the library, she felt a run start at the ankle
of her pantyhose, and she was face-to-face with Charles's
parents. Charles Stanhope, Sr., was a stern-looking man in
his mddle sixties. He | ooked |ike a successful man; he was
the projection of what his son would be like in thirty
years. He had brown eyes, like Charles's, a firmchin, a
fringe of white hair, and Tracy loved himinstantly. He was
the perfect grandfather for their child.

Charl es's nother was inpressive |ooking. She was rather
short and heavy-set, but despite that, there was a regal air
about her. She | ooks solid and dependabl e, Tracy thought.
She' Il make a wonderful grandnot her.

M's. Stanhope held out her hand. "My dear, so good of you
to join us. W've asked Charles to give us a few m nutes
alone with you. You don't m nd?" "OF course she doesn't

mnd," Charles's father declared. "Sit down... Tracy, isn't
it?"
"Yes, sir."

The two of them seated thenselves on a couch facing her.

Wiy do | feel as though |I'm about to undergo an inquisition?
Tracy coul d hear her nother's voice: Baby, God will never
throw anything at you that you can't handle. Just take it one
step at a tine.

Tracy's first step was a weak smle that cane out all

wrong, because at that instant she could feel the run in her
hose slither up to her knee. She tried to conceal it with
her hands.

"So!'" M. Stanhope's voice was hearty. "You and Charl es
want to get married."” The word want di sturbed Tracy. Surely
Charles had told themthey were going to be married.

Yes," Tracy said.

"You and Charles really haven't known each ot her | ong,
have you?" Ms. Stanhope asked.

Tracy fought back her resentnent. | was right. It is going
to be an inquisition. "Long enough to know that we |ove each



other, Ms. Stanhope." "Love?" M. Stanhope nurnured.

Ms. Stanhope said, "To be quite blunt, Mss Witney,
Charles's news cane as sonething of a shock to his father
and ne." She smled forebearingly. "O course, Charles has
told you about Charlotte?" She saw the expression on Tracy's
face. "I see. Well., he and Charlotte grew up together. They
were always very close, and--- well, frankly, everyone
expected themto announce their engagenent this year."

It was not necessary for her to describe Charlotte. Tracy
could have drawn a picture of her. Lived next door. Rich,
with the sane social background as Charles. Al the best
school s. Loved horses and won cups. "Tell us about your
famly," M. Stanhope suggested.

My God, this is a scene froma |ate-night novie, Tracy
thought wldly. I'"'mthe Rita Hayworth character, neeting
Cary Grant's parents for the first tine. | need a drink. In
the old novies the butler always cane to the rescue wth a
tray of drinks.

"Where were you born, ny dear?" Ms. Stanhope asked.

"I'n Louisiana. My father was a nmechanic." There had been
no need to add that, but Tracy was unable to resist. To hell
with them She was proud of her father. "A nechanic?"

"Yes. He started a small manufacturing plant in New
Oleans and built it upinto a fairly large conmpany inits
field. Wien father died five years ago, ny nother took over
t he busi ness."

"What does this--- er--- conpany manufacture?”
"Exhaust pipes and other' autonotive parts.”

M. and Ms. Stanhope exchanged a | ook and said in unison,

"I see." Their tone made Tracy tense up. | wonder how | ong
it's going to take nme to | ove then? she asked herself. She

| ooked into the two unsynpat hetic faces across from her, and
to her horror began babbling inanely. "You'll really Iike ny
not her. She's beautiful, and intelligent, and charm ng.
She's fromthe South. She's very small, of course, about



your height, Ms. Stanhope---" Tracy's words trailed off,
wei ghted down by the oppressive silence. She gave a silly
little laugh that died away under M's. Stanhope's stare.

It was M. Stanhope who said w thout expression, "Charles
I nforns us you're pregnant.”

Oh, how Tracy wi shed he had not! Their attitude was so
nakedl y di sapproving. It was as though their son had had
nothing to do with what had happened. They nmade her feel it
was a stigma. Now | know what | shoul d have worn, Tracy

t hought. A scarlet letter.

"l don't understand howin this day and---" Ms. Stanhope
began, but she never finished the sentence, because at that
nonment Charles canme into the room Tracy had never been so
glad to see anyone in her entire life. "Well," Charles
beaned. "How are you all getting al ong?" Tracy rose and
hurried into his arns. "Fine, darling." She held himclose to
her, thinking, Thank goodness Charles isn't like his

parents. He could never be like them They're narrow m nded
and snobbi sh and cold. There was a di screet cough behind
them and the butler stood there with a tray of drinks. It's
going to be all right, Tracy told herself. This novie's going
to have a happy endi ng.

kkkkkkkkk*x

The di nner was excellent, but Tracy was too nervous to

cat. They di scussed banking and politics and the distressing
state of the world, and it was all very inpersonal and
polite. No one actually said aloud, "You trapped our son into
marriage." In all fairness, Tracy thought, they have every
right to be concerned about the woman their son marries. One
day Charles will own the firm and it's inportant that he
have the right wfe. And Tracy prom sed herself, He wll

have. Charles gently took her hand which had been tw sting

t he napkin under the table and smled and gave a small w nk.
Tracy's heart soared. "Tracy and | prefer a snmall wedding,"
Charles said, "and afterward---" "Nonsense," Ms. Stanhope
interrupted. "Qur famly does not have small weddi ngs,
Charles. There wll be dozens of friends who will want to see
you married." She | ooked over at Tracy, evaluating her

figure. "Perhaps we should see that the wedding invitations



are sent out at once." And as an afterthought, "That is, if
that's acceptable to you?"

"Yes. Yes, of course." There was going to be a weddi ng.
Wiy did | even doubt it? Ms. Stanhope said, "Sone of the
guests will be comng fromabroad. |I'll make arrangenents
for themto stay here at the house."

M. Stanhope asked, "Have you deci ded where you're going
on your honeynoon?" Charles smled. "That's privil eged
i nformation, Father." He gave Tracy's hand a squeeze.

"How | ong a honeynoon are you pl anni ng?" Ms. Stanhope

I nqui red. "About fifty years," Charles replied. And Tracy
adored himfor it. After dinner they noved into the library
for brandy, and Tracy | ooked around at the |ovely old
oak-panel ed roomwi th its shelves of | eather-bound vol unes,
the two Corots, a small Copley, and a Reynolds. It would not
have mattered to her if Charles had no noney at all, but she
admtted to herself that this was going to be a very

pl easant way to live.

It was al nost m dni ght when Charl es drove her back to her
smal | apartnent off Fairnount Park.

"I hope the evening wasn't too difficult for you, Tracy.
Mot her and Father can be a bit stiff sonetines.”

"Oh, no, they were lovely." Tracy |ied.

She was exhausted fromthe tension of the evening, but

when they reached the door of her apartnent, she asked, "Are
you going to cone in, Charles?" She needed to have him hold
her in his arns. She wanted himto say, "I |ove you,

darling. No one in this world will ever keep us apart."” He
said, "Afraid not tonight. I've got a heavy norning." Tracy
conceal ed her disappointnent. "OF course. | understand,
darling." "I'll talk to you tonorrow." He gave her a brief

ki ss, and she watched hi m di sappear down the hal |l way.

kkkkkikkikk*x

The apartnent was abl aze and the insistent sound of | oud
fire bells crashed abruptly through the silence. Tracy



j erked upright in her bed, groggy with sleep, sniffing for
snoke in the darkened room The ringing continued, and she
slowy becane aware that it was the tel ephone. The bedsi de
clock read 2:30 AAM Her first panicky thought was that
sonet hi ng had happened to Charles. She snatched up the
phone. "Hell o?"

A di stant nal e voice asked, "Tracy Witney?"

She hesitated. If this was an obscene phone call... "Wo
s this?" "This is Lieutenant MIller of the New Ol eans
Police Department. Is this Tracy Wi tney?"

"Yes." Her heart began to pound.

“I"'mafraid | have bad news for you."

Her hand cl enched around the phone.

"It's about your nother."

"Has--- has Modther been in sone kind of accident?"

"She's dead, Mss Wiitney."

"No!" It was a scream This was an obscene phone call.
Some crank trying to frighten her. There was not hi ng wong
with her nother. Her nother was alive. | |ove you very, very

much, Tracy.

"l hate to break it to you this way," the voice said.
It was real. It was a nightmare, but it was happeni ng. She
coul d not speak. Her mind and her tongue were frozen.

The |ieutenant's voice was saying, "Hello...? Mss
Whitney? Hello...?" "I'lIl be on the first plane."
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She sat in the tiny kitchen of her apartnment thinking
about her nother. It was inpossible that she was dead. She
had al ways been so vibrant, so alive. They had had such a
close and loving relationship. Fromthe tine Tracy was a



small girl, she had been able to go to her nother with her
probl ens, to discuss school and boys and, later, nen. Wen
Tracy's father had died, many overtures had been made by
peopl e who wanted to buy the business. They had offered Doris
Wi t ney enough noney so that she could have lived well for
the rest of her life, but she had stubbornly refused to

sell. "Your father built up this business. | can't throw
away all his hard work." And she had kept the business
flourishing. Ch, Mdther, Tracy thought. | |ove you so nuch.
You'll never neet Charles, and you'll never see your

grandchil d, and she began to weep. She nade a cup of coffee
and let it grow cold while she sat in the dark. Tracy wanted
desperately to call Charles and tell hi mwhat had happened,
to have himat her side. She | ooked at the kitchen clock. It
was 3:30 AM She did not want to awaken him she woul d

t el ephone himfrom New Ol eans. She wondered whet her this
woul d affect their wedding plans, and instantly felt guilty
at the thought. How could she even think of herself at a
time like this? Lieutenant MIler had said, "Wen you get
here, grab a cab and cone to police headquarters." Wy
pol i ce headquarters? Why? What had happened?
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Standing in the crowded New Ol eans airport waiting for

her suitcase, surrounded by pushing, inpatient travelers,
Tracy felt suffocated. She tried to nove close to the
baggage carousel, but no one would | et her through. She was
becom ng i ncreasingly nervous, dreading what she woul d have
to face in alittle while. She kept trying to tell herself
that it was all sone kind of m stake, but the words kept

reverberating in her head: I'mafraid | have bad news for
you.... She's dead, Mss Witney.... | hate to break it to
you this way.... Wen Tracy finally retrieved her suitcase,

she got into a taxi and repeated the address the |ieutenant
had gi ven her: "Seven fifteen South Broad Street, please.”

The driver grinned at her in the rearview mrror.

"Fuzzville, huh?" No conversation. Not now. Tracy's m nd was
too filled with turnmoil. The taxi headed east toward the Lake
Ponchartrai n Causeway. The driver chattered on. "Cone here
for the big show, mss?"

She had no idea what he was tal ki ng about, but she



t hought, No. | cane here for death. She was aware of the
drone of the driver's voice, but she did not hear the words.
She sat stiffly an her seat, oblivious to the famliar
surroundi ngs that sped past. It was only as they approached
the French Quarter that Tracy becane consci ous of the
growi ng noise. It was the sound of a nob gone mad, rioters
yelling sone ancient berserk litany.

"Far as | can take you," the driver infornmed her.

And then Tracy | ooked up and sawit. It was an incredible
sight. There were hundreds of thousands of shouting people,
wear i ng masks, disguised as dragons and giant alligators and
pagan gods, filling the streets and sidewal ks ahead with a
wi | d cacophony of sound. It was an insane expl osion of bodies
and nusic and fl oats and danci ng.

"Better get out before they turn ny cab over," the driver
said. "Dammed Mardi G as."

O course. It was February, the tine when the whole city

cel ebrated the beginning of Lent. Tracy got out of the cab
and stood at the curb, suitcase in hand, and the next nonent
she was swept up in the scream ng, dancing crowd. It was
obscene, a black wi tches' sabbath, a mllion Furies
celebrating the death of her nother. Tracy's suitcase was
torn from her hand and di sappeared. She was grabbed by a fat
man in a devil's mask and ki ssed. A deer squeezed her
breasts, and a gi ant panda grabbed her from behind and
lifted her up. She struggled free and tried to run, but it
was i npossi ble. She was hemed in, trapped, a part of the

si ngi ng, dancing cel ebration. She noved with the chanting
nob, tears stream ng down her face. There was no escape.
When she was finally able to break away and flee to a quiet
street, she was near hysteria. She stood still for a |ong
time, |eaning against a | anppost, taking deep breaths, slowy
regai ning control of herself. She headed for the police
stati on.
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Li eutenant MIler was a m ddl e-aged, harassed-| ooki ng man
with a weat her-beaten face, who seened genui nely
unconfortable in his role. "Sorry | couldn't neet you at the



airport," he told Tracy, "but the whole town's gone nuts. W
went through your nother's things, and you're the only one
we could find to call." "Please, Lieutenant, tell me what---
what happened to ny nother." "She commtted suicide."

A cold chill went through her. "That's--- that's

| npossi bl e! Wiy woul d she kill herself? She had everything
to live for." Her voice was ragged. "She left a note
addressed to you."
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The norgue was cold and indifferent and terrifying. Tracy
was | ed down a long white corridor into a large, sterile,
enpty room and suddenly she realized that the room was not
enpty. It was filled with the dead. Her dead. A white-coated
attendant strolled over to a wall, reached for a handl e, and
pul | ed out an oversized drawer. "Wanna take a | ook?"

No! | don't want to see the enpty, lifeless body lying in
that box. She wanted to get out of this place. She wanted to
go back a few hours in tinme when the fire belt was ringing.
Let it be areal fire alarm not the tel ephone, not ny

not her dead. Tracy noved forward slowy, each step a
scream ng i nside her. Then she was staring down at the
lifeless remains of the body that had borne her, nourished
her, |aughed with her, |oved her. She bent over and ki ssed
her nother on the cheek. The cheek was cold and rubbery.

"Ch, Mother," Tracy whi spered. "Wiy? Wiy did you do it?"

"We gotta perform an autopsy,"” the attendant was sayi ng.
"I't's the state law with suicides."

The note Doris Wiitney left offered no answer.

My darling Tracy,

Pl ease forgive ne. | failed, and | couldn't stand being a
burden on you. This is the best way. | |ove you so mnuch.
Mot her .

"Ch, ny God!"



"There's nore. The district attorney served your nother
notice that he was going to ask for an indictnment agai nst
her for fraud, that she was facing a prison sentence. That
was the day she really died, | think."

Tracy was seething with a wave of hel pl ess anger. "But al
she had to do was tell themthe truth--- explain what that
man did to her." The old foreman shook his head. "Joe Romano
wor ks for a man naned Anthony Orsatti. Orsatti runs New

O leans. | found out too late that Romano's done this before
Wi th other conpanies. Even if your nother had taken himto
court, it would have been years before it was all untangled,
and she didn't have the noney to fight him"

"Why didn't she tell nme?" It was a cry of anguish, a cry
for her nother's anguish.

"Your nother was a proud woman. And what could you do?
There's not hi ng anyone can do."

You're wong, Tracy thought fiercely. "I want to see Joe
Romano. Wiere can | find hinP"

Schm dt said flatly, "Forget about him You have no idea
how powerful he is." "Were does he live, Oto?"

"He has an estate near Jackson Square, but it won't help
to go there, Tracy, believe ne."

Tracy did not answer. She was filled with an enotion
totally unfamliar to her: hatred. Joe Romano is going to
pay for killing nmy nother, Tracy swore to herself.

BOOK ONE
Chapter 03

She needed tinme. Tine to think, time to plan her next

nove. She could not bear to go back to the despoil ed house,
so she hecked into a small hotel on Magazine Street, far
fromthe French Quarter, where the nad parades were stil
goi ng on. She had no | uggage, and the suspicious clerk
behi nd the desk said, "You'll have to pay in advance.

That' Il be forty dollars for the night." From her room Tracy



t el ephoned C arence Desnond to tell himshe would be unable
to cone to work for a few days.

He concealed his irritation at being inconveni enced.

"Don't worry about it," he told Tracy. "I'll find soneone to
fill in until you return." He hoped she would renenber to
tell Charles Stanhope how understandi ng he had been.

Tracy's next call was to Charles. "Charles, darling---"
"Where the devil are you, Tracy? Mdther has been trying to
reach you all norning. She wanted to have |lunch with you
today. You two have a |ot of arrangenents to go over."

“I"'msorry, darling. I'min New Ol eans."
"You' re where? What are you doing in New Ol eans?"
"My nother--- died." The word stuck in her throat.

"COh." The tone of his voice changed instantly. "lI'msorry,
Tracy. It nust have been very sudden. She was quite young,
wasn't she?"

She was very young, Tracy thought m serably. Al oud she
said, "Yes. Yes, she was."

"What happened? Are you all right?"

Sonmehow Tracy could not bring herself to tell Charles that
It was suicide. She wanted desperately to cry out the whole
terrible story about what they had done to her nother, but
she stopped herself. It's my problem she thought. | can't
throw nmy burden on Charles. She said, "Don't worry |'m al
right, darling.” "Whuld you |like nme to come down there,
Tracy?"

“"No. Thank you. | can handle it. |I'm burying Mana
tonmorrow. |I'l1 be back in Philadel phia on Monday."

When she hung up, she lay on the hotel bed, her thoughts
unfocused. She counted the stained acoustical tiles on the
ceiling. One... two... three... Romano... four... five...



Joe Romano... six... seven... he was going to pay. She had no
pl an. She knew only that she was not going to | et Joe Romano
get away with what he had done, that she would find sonme way
to avenge her nother. Tracy left her hotel in the late

af ternoon and wal ked al ong Canal Street until she cane to a
pawn shop. A cadaverous-| ooking man wearing an ol d-fashi oned
green eyeshade sat in a cage behind a counter.

"Hel p you?"

“I--- 1 want to buy a gun.”
"What kind of gun?"

"You know... a... revolver."

"You want a thirty-two, a forty-five, a---"

Tracy had never even held a gun. "A--- a thirty-two w ||

do." "I have a nice thirty-two caliber Smth and Wesson here
for two hundred twenty-nine dollars, or a Charter Arns
thirty-two for a hundred fifty-nine..." She had not brought

much cash with her. "Have you got sonething cheaper?" He
shrugged. "Cheaper is a slingshot, lady. Tell you what. ']
| et you have the thirty-two for a hundred fifty, and |"'1l|
throwin a box of bullets.” "Al right." Tracy watched as he
noved over to an arsenal on a table behind himand sel ected
a revolver. He brought it to the counter. "You know how to
use it?" "You--- you pull the trigger."

He grunted. "Do you want ne to show you how to load it?"

She started to say no, that she was not going to use it, that
she just wanted to frighten soneone, but she realized how
foolish that woul d sound. "Yes, please." Tracy watched as he
inserted the bullets into the chanber. "Thank you." She
reached in tier purse and counted out the noney.

"1'"1'l need your nanme and address for the police records."
That had not occurred to Tracy. Threatening Joe Ronano with a
gun was a crimnal act. But he's the crimnal, not I.

The green eyeshade nade the man's eyes a pale yell ow as he
wat ched her. "Nanme?" "Smth. Joan Smth."



He made a note on a card. "Address?"
"Dowman Road. Thirty-twenty Dowran Road."

Wt hout |ooking up he said, "There is no Thirty-twenty
Dowran Road. That would be in the mddle of the river. W'l
make it Fifty-twenty." He pushed the receipt in front of
her .

She signed JOAN SMTH. "Is that it?"

"That's it." He carefully pushed the revol ver through the
cage. Tracy stared at it, then picked it up, put it in her
purse, turned and hurried out of the shop. "Hey, lady," he
yelled after her. "Don't forget that gun is | oaded!"
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Jackson Square is in the heart of the French Quarter, with
the beautiful St. Louis Cathedral towering over it like a
benedi ction. Lovely old hones and estates in the square are
sheltered fromthe bustling street traffic by tall hedges

and graceful magnolia trees. Joe Romano |ived in one of those
houses. Tracy waited until dark before she set out. The
parades had noved on to Chartres Street, and in the distance
Tracy could hear an echo of the pandenoni um she had been
swept up in earlier.

She stood in the shadows, studying the house, conscious of
t he heavy wei ght of the gun in her purse. The plan she had
wor ked out was sinple. She was going to reason with Joe
Romano, ask himto clear her nother's nanme. |f he refused,
she would threaten himw th the gun and force himto wite
out a confession. She would take it to Lieutenant MI | er,
and he woul d arrest Romano, and her nother's nane woul d be
protected. She w shed desperately that Charles were there
with her, but it was best to do it alone. Charles had to be
| eft out of it. She would tell himabout it when it was al
over and Joe Romano was behi nd bars, where he bel onged. A
pedestrian was approaching. Tracy waited until he had wal ked
past and the street was deserted.

She wal ked up to the house and pressed the doorbell. There
was no answer. He's probably at one of the private krewes
ball s given during Mardi Gras. But | can wait, Tracy



t hought. | can wait until he gets hone. Suddenly, the porch
| i ght snapped on, the front door opened, and a nman stood in
t he doorway. Hi s appearance was a surprise to Tracy. She had
envi sioned a sinister-1ooking nobster, evil witten all over
his face. Instead, she found herself facing an attractive,

pl easant -1 ooki ng man who coul d easily have been m staken for
a university professor. His voice was |ow and friendly.
"Hello. May | help you?" "Are you Joseph Romano?" Her voice
was shaky.

"Yes. What can | do for you?" He had an easy, engagi ng
manner. No wonder ny nother was taken in by this man, Tracy
t hought .

“l--- 1'"d like to talk to you, M. Ronano."

He studied her figure for a nonent. "Certainly. Please

come in." Tracy walked into a living roomfilled with
beauti ful, burnished antique furniture. Joseph Romano |ived
well. On ny nother's noney, Tracy thought bitterly.

"I was just about to mx nyself a drink. What would you
i ke?" "Nothing."

He | ooked at her curiously.. "Wat was it you wanted to
see ne about, Mss---?" "Tracy Wiitney. I'mDoris Wiitney's
daughter.”

He stared at her blankly for an instant, and then a | ook

of recognition flashed across his face. "Ch, yes. | heard
about your nother. Too bad." Too bad! He had caused the death
of her nother, and his only comment was: "Too bad."

"M. Romano, the district attorney believes that my nother
was guilty of fraud. You know that's not true. | want you to
hel p nme clear her nanme." He shrugged. "I never tal k business
during Mardi Gras. It's against ny religion." Romano wal ked
over to the bar and began m xing two drinks. "I think you'll
feel better after you' ve had a drink."

He was | eaving her no choice. Tracy opened her purse and
pul l ed out the revolver. She pointed it at him "I'Il tell
you what wll nake ne feel better, M. Romano. Having you
confess to exactly what you did to ny nother." Joseph Romano



turned and saw the gun. "You'd better put that away, M ss
Whitney. It could go off."

"It's going to go off if you don't do exactly what | tell
you to. You're going to wite down how you stri pped the
conpany, put it into bankruptcy, and drove ny nother to
sui ci de. "

He was wat ching her carefully now, his dark eyes wary. "I
see. Wat if | refuse?”

"Then 1'mgoing to kill you." She could feel the gun
shaking in her hand. "You don't took like a killer, Mss
Whitney." He was noving toward her now, a drink in his hand.
Hi s voice was soft and sincere. "I had nothing to do with
your nother's death, and believe ne, I---" He threw the drink
in her face. Tracy felt the sharp sting of the al cohol in her
eyes, and an instant later the gun was knocked from her

hand.

"Your old lady held out on ne," Joe Romano sai d. "She
didn't tell nme she had a horny-I| ooking daughter."”

He was hol ding her, pinning her arnms, and Tracy was
blinded and terrified. She tried to nove away from him but
he backed her into a wall, pressing against her.

"You have guts, baby. | like that. It turns me on." H's
voi ce was hoarse. Tracy could feel his body hard agai nst
hers, and she tried to twi st away, but she was hel pless in
his grip.

"You cane here for alittle excitenent, huh? Well, Joe's
going to give it to you."

She tried to scream but her voice cane out in a gasp.

"Let ne go!" He ripped her blouse away. "Hey! Look at those
tits," he whispered. He began pinching her nipples. "Fight
me, baby," he whispered. "I love it!" "Let go of ne!"

He was squeezing harder, hurting her. She felt herself
bei ng forced down to the floor.

“I''l'l bet you've never been fucked by a real man," he



said. He was astride her now, his body heavy on hers, his

hands novi ng up her thighs. Tracy pushed out blindly, and

her fingers touched the gun. She grabbed for it, and there
was a sudden, |oud expl osion.

"Oh, Jesus!" Romano cried. His grip suddenly rel axed.
Through a red mst, Tracy watched in horror as he fell off
her and slunped to the floor, clutching his side. "You shot
nme... you bitch. You shot ne...."

Tracy was transfixed, unable to nove. She felt she was

going to be sick, and her eyes were blinded by stabbing
pain. She pulled herself to her feet, turned, and stunbl ed
to a door at the far end of the room She pushed it open. It
was a bathroom She staggered over to the sink, filled the
basin with cold water, and bathed her eyes until the pain
began to subside and her vision cleared. She | ooked into the
cabinet mrror. Her eyes were bl oodshot and wild | ooking. My

God, I've just killed a man. She ran back into the living
room Joe Romano lay on the floor, his blood seeping onto the
white rug. Tracy stood over him white-faced. "lI'msorry,"
she said inanely. "I didn't nmean to---" "Anbulance..."” H's

breat hi ng was ragged.

Tracy hurried to the tel ephone on the desk and dial ed the
operator. Wen she tried to speak, her voice was choked.
"Qperator, send an anbul ance right away. The address is

Four -twenty-one Jackson Square. A man has been shot." She
repl aced the receiver and | ooked down at Joe Romano. Oh, Cod,
she prayed, please don't let himdie. You know | didn't

nmeal: to kill him She knelt beside the body on the floor to
see if he was still alive. H's eyes were closed, but he was
breat hing. "An anbul ance is on its way," Tracy prom sed. She
fled.

She tried not to run, afraid of attracting attention. She
pul |l ed her jacket close around her to conceal her ripped

bl ouse. Four bl ocks fromthe house Tracy tried to hail a
taxi. Half a dozen sped past her, filled w th happy, |aughing
passengers. In the distance Tracy heard the sound of an
approaching siren, and seconds | ater an anbul ance raced past
her, headed in the direction of Joe Romano's house. |'ve got
to get away from here, Tracy thought. Ahead of her, a taxi
pulled to the curb and discharged its passengers. Tracy ran



toward it, afraid of losing it. "Are you free?"
"That depends. Where you goin' ?"

"The airport." She held her breath.

"CGet in."

On the way to the airport, Tracy thought about the

anbul ance. What if they were too |late and Joe Romano was
dead? She woul d be a nmurderess. She had | eft the gun back at
t he house, and her fingerprints were on it. She could tel

the police that Romano had tried to rape her and that the

gun had gone off accidentally, but they would never believe
her. She had purchased the gun that was |ying on the floor
besi de Joe Ronmano. How nuch time had passed? Half an hour? An
hour? She had to get out of New Ol eans as quickly as

possi ble. "Enjoy the carnival ?" the driver asked.

Tracy swallowed. "I--- yes." She pulled out her hand
mrror and did what she could to nake herself presentable.
She had been stupid to try to make Joe Ronmano confess.
Everyt hi ng had gone wong. How can | tell Charles what
happened? She knew how shocked he woul d be, but after she
expl ai ned, he woul d understand. Charles would know what to
do.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Wen the taxi arrived at New Ol eans | nternational
Airport, Tracy wondered, Was it only this norning that | was
here? Did all this happen in just one day? Her nother's

suicide... the horror of being swept up in the carnival...
the man snarling, "You shot ne... you bitch...."
When Tracy wal ked into the termnal, it seenmed to her that

everyone was staring at her accusingly. That's what a guilty
consci ence does, she thought. She wi shed there were sone way
she could | earn about Joe Romano's condition, but she had no
| dea what hospital he would be taken to or whom she could
call. He's going to be all right. Charles and I will cone
back for Mdther's funeral, and Joe Romano will be fine. She
tried to push fromher mnd the vision of the man [ying on
the white rug, his blood staining it red. She had to hurry



home to Charles. Tracy approached the Delta Airlines counter.
“I"d li ke a one-way ticket on the next flight to
Phi | adel phi a, pl ease. Tourist."

The passenger representative consulted his conputer. "That
will be Flight three-o-four. You're in luck. | have one seat
left."

"What tinme does the plane | eave?"
“In twenty mnutes. You just have tine to board."

As Tracy reached into her purse, she sensed rather than
saw two uniformed police officers step up on either side of
her. One of themsaid, "Tracy Witney?" Her heart stopped
beating for an instant. It would be stupid to deny ny
Identity. "Yes..."

"You're under arrest."

And Tracy felt the cold steel of handcuffs snapped on her

WI’IStS kkkkkkkkk*x

Everyt hi ng was happening in slow notion to soneone el se.
Tracy watched herself being |led through the airport,
manacl ed to one of the policenen, while passersby turned to
stare. She was shoved into the back of a bl ack-and-white
squad car with steel nmesh separating the front seat fromthe
rear. The police car sped away fromthe curb with red |lights
flashing and sirens scream ng. She huddl ed in the backseat,
trying to becone invisible. She was a nurderess. Joseph
Romano had died. But it had been an accident. She woul d
explain how it had happened. They had to believe her. They
had to.
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The police station Tracy was taken to was in the Algiers
district, on the west bank of New Ol eans, a grim and
foreboding building with a | ook of hopel essness about it.

The booki ng room was crowded with seedy-| ooki ng characters---
prostitutes, pinps, nuggers, and their victins. Tracy was

mar ched to the desk of the sergeant-on-watch.



One of her captors said, "The Witney wonan, Sarge. W
caught her at the airport tryin' to escape."”

"I wasn't---"

"Take the cuffs off."

The handcuffs were renoved. Tracy found her voice. "It was
an accident. | didn't nean to kill him He tried to rape ne
and---" She could not control the hysteria in her voice.

The desk sergeant said curtly, "Are you Tracy Whitney?"
"Yes. |---"

"Lock her up."

“No! Wait a mnute,"” she pleaded. "I have to call soneone.
[--- I"mentitled to make a phone call."

The desk sergeant grunted, "You know the routine, huh? How
many tinmes you been in the stamer, honey?"

"None. This is---"

"You get one call. Three m nutes. Wat nunber do you
want ?" She was so nervous that she coul d not renenber
Charl es's tel ephone nunber. She could not even recall the
area code for Phil adel phia. Was it two-five-one? No. That
was not right. She was trenbling.

"Come on. | haven't got all night."

Two- one-five. That was it!
"Two-one-five-five-five-five-nine-three-zero-one." The desk
sergeant dialed the nunber and handed the phone to Tracy. She
coul d hear the phone ringing. And ringing. There was no
answer. Charles had to be hone.

The desk sergeant said, "Tine's up." He started to take

t he phone fromher. "Please wait!" she cried. But she
suddenly renenbered that Charles shut off his phone at night
so that he woul d not be disturbed. She |istened to the holl ow
ringing and realized there was no way she could reach him
The desk sergeant asked, "You through?"



Tracy | ooked up at himand said dully, "I'mthrough."

A policeman in shirt-sleeves took Tracy. into a room where
she was booked and fingerprinted, then | ed down a corridor
and | ocked in a holding cell, by herself.

"You'l | have a hearing in the norning," the policeman told
her. He wal ked away, | eavi ng her al one.

None of this is happening, Tracy thought. This is all a
terrible dream Oh, please, God, don't let any of this be
real .

But the stinking cot in the cell was real, and the
seatless toilet in the corner was real, and the bars were
real .
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The hours of the night dragged by endlessly. If only I

coul d have reached Charl es. She needed hi m now nore than she
had ever needed anyone in her life. |I should have confi ded
in himin the first place. If I had, none of this would have
happened.

At 6:00 AM a bored guard brought Tracy a breakfast of
tepid coffee and cold oatneal. She could not touch it. Her
stomach was in knots. At 9:00 a matron cane for her.

"Time to go, sweetie." She unl ocked the cell door.

"I must make a call," Tracy said. "It's very---"

"Later," the matron told her. "You don't want to keep the
judge waiting. He's a nean son of a bitch."

She escorted Tracy down a corridor and through a door that
led into a courtroom An elderly judge was seated on the
bench. H's head and hands kept noving in small, quick jerks.
In front of himstood the district attorney, Ed Topper, a
slight man in his forties, with crinkly salt-and-pepper hair
cut en brosse, and cold, black eyes.



Tracy was led to a seat, and a nonent later the bailiff
cal l ed out, "People against Tracy Witney," and Tracy found
hersel f noving toward the bench. The judge was scanning a
sheet of paper in front of him his head bobbing up and
down.

Now. Now was Tracy's nonent to explain to soneone in
authority the truth about what had happened. She pressed her
hands together to keep themfromtrenbling. "Your Honor, it
wasn't nurder. | shot him but it was an accident. | only
meant to frighten him He tried to rape ne and---"

The district attorney interrupted. "Your Honor, | see no
point in wasting the court's tinme. This woman broke into M.
Romano's hone, arnmed with a thirty-two-caliber revol ver
stole a Renoir painting worth half a mllion dollars, and
when M. Romano caught her in the act, she shot himin cold
bl ood and | eft himfor dead."

Tracy felt the color draining fromher face. "What--- what
are you tal king about ?"

None of this was nmeking any sense.

The district attorney rapped out, "W have the gun with
whi ch she wounded M. Romano. Her fingerprints are on it."

Wwunded! Then Joseph Romano was alive! She had not killed
anyone. "She escaped with the painting. Your Honor. It's
probably in the hands of a fence by now. For that reason,
the state is requesting that Tracy Wi tney be held for
attenpted nurder and arned robbery and that bail be set at
half a mllion dollars.”

The judge turned to Tracy, who stood there in shock. "Are
you represented by counsel ?"

She did not even hear him
He raised his voice. "Do you have an attorney?"

Tracy shook her head. "No. |--- what--- what this nman said
isn't true. | never---"



"Do you have noney for an attorney?"

There was her enployees' fund at the bank. There was
Charles. "l... no, Your Honor, but | don't understand---"

"The court will appoint one for you. You are ordered held

injail, inlieu of five hundred thousand dollars bail. Next
case."
"Wait! This is all a mstake! |"mnot---"

She had no recollection of being led fromthe courtroom
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The name of the attorney appointed by the court was Perry
Pope. He was in his late thirties, with a craggy,
intelligent face and synpathetic blue eyes. Tracy liked him
I medi atel y.

He wal ked into her cell, sat on the cot, and said, "Wll!
You' ve created quite a sensation for a |lady who's been in
town only twenty-four hours.” He grinned. "But you're | ucky.
You're a lousy shot. It's only a fl esh wound. Romano's goi ng
to live." He took out a pipe. "M nd?"

He filled his pipe with tobacco, |it it, and studi ed
Tracy. "You don't look |like the average desperate crimnal.
Mss Witney."

"I"'mnot. | swear |'mnot."
"Convince nme," he said. "Tell nme what happened. Fromthe
begi nni ng. Take your tine."

Tracy told him Everything. Perry Pope sat quietly

listening to her story, not speaking until Tracy was
finished. Then he | eaned back against the wall of the cell

a grimexpression on his face. "That bastard,"” Pope said
softly. "I don't understand what they were tal ki ng about."
There was confusion in Tracy's eyes. "I don't know anyt hi ng
about a painting." "It's really very sinple. Joe Romano used
you as a patsy, the same way he used your nother. You wal ked



right into a setup.”
"I still don't understand."”

"Then let nme lay it out for you. Romano will put in an

i nsurance claimfor half a mllion dollars for the Renoir
he's hi dden away sonewhere, and he'll collect. The insurance
conpany wll be after you, not him Wen things cool down,
he'll sell the painting to a private patty and make anot her
half mllion, thanks to your do-it-yourself approach. D dn't
you realize that a confession obtained at the point of a gun
I's worthl ess?”

"I--- | suppose so. | just thought that if | could get the
truth out of him soneone would start an investigation."

H s pi pe had gone out. He relit it. "How did you enter his
house?" "I rang the front doorbell, and M. Romano let ne
in."

"That's not his story. There's a snashed wi ndow at the

back of the house, where he says you broke in. He told the
police he caught you sneaking out with the Renoir, and when
he tried to stop you, you shot himand ran." "That's a |ie!

"But it's his lie, and his house, and your gun. Do you
have any idea with whom you' re dealing?"

Tracy shook her head nutely.

"Then let nme tell you the facts of life, Mss Witney.

This town is sewn up tight by the Orsatti Famly. Nothing
goes down here without Anthony Orsatti's okay. If you want a
permt to put up a building, pave a highway, run girls,
nunbers, or dope, you see Orsatti. Joe Romano started out as
his hit man. Now he's the top man in Orsatti's

organi zation." He | ooked at her in wonder. "And you wal ked

i nto Romano' s house and pulled a gun on him" Tracy sat

there, nunb and exhausted. Finally she asked, "Do you believe

my story?"

He smled. "You re dammed right. It's so dunb it has to be
true." "Can you help nme?"



He said slowy, "I'mgoing to try. |I'd give anything to

put them all behind bars. They own this town and nost of the
judges init. If you go to trial, they' |l bury you so deep
you' Il sever see daylight again.” Tracy | ooked at him
puzzled. "If | go to trial?"

Pope stood and paced up and down in the small cell. "I
don't want to put you in front of a jury, because, believe

me, it will be his jury. There's only one judge Osatti has
never been able to buy. His nane is Henry Lawence. If | can
arrange for himto hear this case, |'mpretty sure | can neke

a deal for you. It's not strictly ethical, but 1'"mgoing to
speak to himprivately. He hates Orsatti and Romano as nuch
as | do. Now all we've got to do is get to Judge Law ence."
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Perry Pope arranged for Tracy to place a tel ephone call to
Charles. Tracy heard the famliar voice of Charles's
secretary. "M . Stanhope's office.” "Harriet. This is Tracy
Wi tney. Is---7?"

"Oh! He's been trying to reach you, Mss Witney, but we
didn't have a tel ephone nunber for you. Ms. Stanhope is

nost anxi ous to discuss the weddi ng arrangenents with you.

If you could call her as soon as possible---" "Harriet, nmay |
speak to M. Stanhope, please?"

"I" msorry, Mss Witney. He's on his way to Houston for a
nmeeting. |If you'll give nme your nunber, |'msure he'll

t el ephone you as soon as he can." "I---" There was no way she
could have himtel ephone her at the jail. Not until she had

a chance to explain things to himfirst.

"I--- I'"Il have to call M. Stanhope back." She slowy

repl aced the receiver. Tonorrow, Tracy thought wearily. 1"l
explain it all to Charles tonorrow. That afternoon Tracy was
noved to a larger cell. A delicious hot dinner appeared from
Gal atoire's, and a short tine later fresh flowers arrived
with a note attached. Tracy opened the envel ope and pull ed
out the card. CHIN UP, WE' RE GO NG TO BEAT THE BASTARDS
PERRY POPE.
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He cane to visit Tracy the follow ng norning. The instant
she saw the smle on his face, she knew there was good news.

"We got lucky," he exclainmed. "I've just left Judge
Lawr ence and Topper, the district attorney. Topper screaned
| i ke a banshee, but we've got a deal." "A deal ?"

"I told Judge Lawence your whole story. He's agreed to
accept a guilty plea fromyou."

Tracy stared at himin shock. "A guilty plea? But |I'm
not---" He raised a hand. "Hear nme out. By pleading guilty,
you save the state the expense of a trial. |'ve persuaded
the judge that you didn't steal the painting. He knows Joe
Romano, and he believes ne."
"But... if | plead guilty," Tracy asked slowy, "what w |
they do to nme?" "Judge Lawence will sentence you to three
nonths in prison with---" "Prison!"

"WAit a mnute. He'll suspend the sentence, and you can do
your probation out of the state.”

"But then I'Il--- 1"lIl have a record."”

Perry Pope sighed. "If they put you on trial for arned
robbery and attenpted nurder during the conm ssion of a
fel ony, you could be sentenced to ten years." Ten years in
jaill

Perry Pope was patiently watching her. "It's your
decision,” he'said. "I can only give you ny best advi ce.
It's a mracle that | got away with this. They want an
answer now. You don't have to take the deal. You can get
anot her | awer and---"

“No." She knew that this man was honest. Under the

ci rcunstances, considering her insane behavior, he had done
everything possible for her. If only she could talk to
Charles. But they needed an answer now. She was probably



| ucky to get off wwth a three-nonth suspended sentence.

“I'"ll--- 1"Il take the deal," Tracy said. She had to force
the words out. He nodded. "Smart girl."
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She was not permtted to make any phone calls before she

was returned to the courtroom Ed Topper stood on one side
of her, and Perry Pope on the other. Seated on the bench was
a distinguished-looking man in his fifties, with a snooth,
unlined face and thick, styled hair.

Judge Henry Lawrence said to Tracy, "The court has been
i nfornmed that the defendant w shes to change her plea from
not guilty to guilty. Is that correct?" "Yes, Your Honor."

"Are all parties in agreenent?"
Perry Pope nodded. "Yes, Your Honor."

"The state agrees, Your Honor," the district attorney

said. Judge Lawrence sat there in silence for a | ong nonent.
Then he | eaned forward and | ooked into Tracy's eyes. "One of
the reasons this great country of ours is in such pitiful
shape is that the streets are crawming with verm n who think
they can get away with anything. People who |augh at the | aw.
Sone judicial systens in this country coddl e crimnals.

Well, in Louisiana, we don't believe in that. Wen, during
the comm ssion of a felony, soneone tries to kill in cold

bl ood, we believe that that person should be properly

puni shed." Tracy began to feel the first stirrings of panic.
She turned to look at Perry Pope. His eyes were fixed on the
j udge.

"The defendant has admitted that she attenpted to nurder
one of the outstanding citizens of this conmunity--- a man
noted for his philanthropy and good works. The defendant
shot himwhile in the act of stealing an art object worth

half a mllion dollars.” H's voice grew harsher. "Well, this
court is going to see to it that you don't get to enjoy that
noney--- not for the next fifteen years, because for the

next fifteen years you're going to be incarcerated in the
Sout hern Loui siana Penitentiary for Wnen."



Tracy felt the courtroombegin to spin. Sonme horrible joke
was bei ng played. The judge was an actor typecast for the
part, but he was reading the wong lines. He was not
supposed to say any of those things. She turned to explain
that to Perry Pope, but his eyes were averted. He was
juggling papers in his briefcase, and for the first tine,
Tracy noticed that his fingernails were bitten to the quick.
Judge Lawence had risen and was gat hering up his notes.
Tracy stood there, nunb, unable to conprehend what was
happening to her.

A bailiff stepped to Tracy's side and took her arm "Cone
along," he said. "No," Tracy cried. "No, please!" She |ooked
up at the judge. "There's been a terrible m stake, Your
Honor. [---"

And as she felt the bailiff's grip tighten on her arm
Tracy realized there had been no m stake. She had been
tricked. They were going to destroy her. Just as they had
destroyed her nother.

BOOK ONE
Chapter 04

The news of Tracy Whitney's crinme and sentenci ng appeared

on the front page of the New Ol eans Courier, acconpani ed by
a police photograph of her. The major wire services picked
up the story and flashed it to correspondent newspapers
around the country, and when Tracy was taken fromthe
courtroomto await transfer to the state penitentiary, she
was confronted by a crew of television reporters. She hid
her face in humliation, but there was no escape fromthe
caneras. Joe Romano was big news, and the attenpt on his life
by a beautiful fermale burglar was even bigger news. It
seened to Tracy that she was surrounded by enemes. Charles
will get nme out, she kept repeating to herself. Onh, please,
CGod, let Charles get ne out. | can't have our baby born in
prison. It was not until the followi ng afternoon that the
desk sergeant would permt Tracy to use the tel ephone.
Harriet answered. "M . Stanhope's office.” "Harriet, this is
Tracy Whitney. I'd like to speak to M. Stanhope."” "Just a
nmoment, M ss Whitney." She heard the hesitation in the



secretary's voice. "lI'll--- 1'"lIl see if M. Stanhope is in."

After a long, harrowing wait, Tracy finally heard
Charl es's voice. She could have wept with relief.
"Charl es---"

"Tracy? |Is that you, Tracy?"

"Yes, darling. Ch, Charles, |'ve been trying to reach---"
"“I'"ve been going crazy, Tracy! The newspapers here are full
of wild stories about you. |I can't believe what they're
sayi ng."

"None of it is true, darling. None of it. I---
"Why didn't you call nme?"

“I tried. | couldn't reach you. [|---"

"Where are you now?"

"I'm-- I"min ajail in New Oleans. Charles, they're
going to send me to prison for sonething | didn't do." To
her horror, she was weeping. "Hold on. Listen to ne. The
papers say that you shot a man. That's not true, is it?"

"I did shoot him but---"
"Then it is true."”

"I't'"s not the way it sounds, darling. It's not |ike that
at all. | can explain everything to you. |---"

"Tracy, did you plead guilty to attenpted nurder and
stealing a painting?" "Yes, Charles, but only because---"

"My God, if you needed noney that badly, you should have
discussed it with me.... And trying to kill someone.... |
can't believe this. Neither can ny parents. You're the
headline in this norning's Philadel phia Daily News. This is
the first tine a breath of scandal has ever touched the

St anhope famly." It was the bitter self-control of Charles's
voi ce that nmade Tracy aware of the depth of his feelings.



She had counted on him so desperately, and he was on their
side. She forced herself not to scream "Darling, | need you.
Pl ease cone down here. You can straighten all this out."

There was a long silence. "It doesn't sound like there's
much to straighten out. Not if you' ve confessed to doing al
those things. The famly can't afford to get mxed up in a
thing like this. Surely you can see that. This has been a
terrible shock for us. Cbviously, | never really knew you."
Each word was a hammrer bl ow. The world was falling in on her.
She felt nore alone than she had ever felt in her life.

There was no one to turn to now, no one. "Wat--- what about
t he baby?"

"You'll have to do whatever you think best with your

baby," Charles said. "I'msorry, Tracy." And the connection

was broken.
She stood there holding the dead receiver in her hand.

A prisoner behind her said, "if you' re through with the
phone, honey, 1'd |like to call ny |awer."

When Tracy was returned to her cell, the matron had
I nstructions for her. "Be ready to | eave in the norning.
You' |l | be picked up at five 0'clock." ****x**xxx*

She had a visitor. Gto Schm dt seened to have aged years
during the few hours since Tracy had | ast seen him He
| ooked ill.

"I just canme to tell you how sorry ny wife and | are. W
know what ever happened wasn't your fault.”

If only Charles had said that!

"The wife and I wll be at Ms. Doris's funeral tonorrow "
"Thank you, Oto."

They're going to bury both of us tonorrow, Tracy thought

m serably. She spent the night w de awake, |ying on her
narrow prison bunk, staring at the ceiling. In her mnd she
repl ayed the conversation with Charles again and again. He
had never even given her a chance to expl ain.



She had to think of the baby. She had read of wonen having
babies in prison, but the stories had been so renote from
her own |ife that it was as though she were readi ng about
peopl e from anot her planet. Now it was happening to her.
You'll have to do whatever you think best with your baby,
Charl es had said. She wanted to have her baby. And yet, she
t hought, they won't let nme keep it. They'll take it away
fromnme because I'mgoing to be in prison for the next
fifteen years. It's better that it never knows about its
nmot her.

She wept.
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At 5:00 in the norning a nmal e guard, acconpanied by a
matron, entered Tracy's cell. "Tracy Wi tney?"

"Yes." She was surprised at how odd her voi ce sounded.

"By order of the Crimnal Court of the State of Loui siana,
Ol eans Parish, you are forthwith being transferred to the
Sout hern Loui siana Penitentiary for Wnen. Let's nove it,
babe. "

She was wal ked down a |long corridor, past cells filled
with inmates. There was a series of catcalls.

"Have a good trip, honey....

"You tell nme where you got that paintin' hidden, Tracy,
baby, and 1'Il split the noney with you..."

“If you're headin' for the big house, ask for Ernestine
Littl echap. She'll take real good care of you...."

Tracy passed the tel ephone where she had nade her call to
Charl es. Good-bye, Charl es.
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She was outside in a courtyard. A yellow prison bus with
barred wi ndows stood there, its engine idling. Half a dozen



wonen al ready were seated in the bus, watched over by two
arned guards. Tracy | ooked at the faces of her fellow
passengers. One was defiant, and anot her bored; others wore
expressions of despair. The lives they had |lived were about
to conme to an end. They were outcasts, headed for cages
where they would be | ocked up |ike animals. Tracy wondered
what crines they had commtted and whet her any of them was as
I nnocent as she was, and she wondered what they saw in her
face. The ride on the prison bus was interm nable, the bus
hot and snelly, but Tracy was unaware of it. She had

wi thdrawn into herself, no | onger conscious of the other
passengers or of the lush green countryside the bus passed
t hrough. She was in another tine, in another place.
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She was a little girl at the shore with her nother and
father, and her father was carrying her into the ocean on
hi s shoul ders, and when she cried out her father said, Don't
be a baby, Tracy, and he dropped her into the cold water.
When the water closed over her head, she pani cked and began
to choke, and her father lifted her up and did it again, and
fromthat nonent on she had been terrified of the water...

The college auditoriumwas filled wth students and their
parents and rel atives. She was cl ass val edi ctori an. She
spoke for fifteen m nutes, and her speech was filled with
soaring idealism clever references to the past, and shi ning
dreans for the future. The dean had presented her with a Phi
Bet a Kappa key. | want you to keep it, Tracy told her

not her, and the pride on her nother's face was beautiful....

"' mgoing to Philadel phia, Mdther. | have a job at a bank
there. Annie Mahler, her best friend, was calling her. You'll
| ove Phil adel phia, Tracy. It's full of all kinds of cultural
things. It has beautiful scenery and a shortage of wonen. |
nmean, the nen here are really hungry! | can get you a job at
t he bank where | work....

Charl es was making |love to her. She watched the noving
shadows on the ceiling and thought, How many girls would
like to be in ny place? Charles was a prinme catch. And she



was instantly ashanmed of the thought. She | oved him She
could feel himinside her, beginning to thrust harder,

faster and faster, on the verge of exploding, and he gasped
out, Are you ready? And she lied and said yes. Was it
wonderful for you? Yes, Charles. And she thought, Is that all
there is? And the guilt again...
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"You! I'mtalkin' to you. Are you deaf for Christ's sake?
Let's go." Tracy | ooked up and she was in the yell ow prison
bus. It had stopped in an enclosure surrounded by a gl oony
pile of masonry. A series of nine fences topped with barbed
wire surrounded the five hundred acres of farm pasture and
woodl ands that nade up the prison grounds of the Southern
Loui siana Penitentiary for Wnen.

"Get out," the guard said. "We're here.™

Here was hell.

BOOK ONE

Chapter 05

A stocky, stony-faced matron with sabl e-brown dyed hair
was addressing the new arrivals: "Sone of you are gonna be
here for a long, long tinme. There's only one way you're

gonna nake it, and that's by forgettin' all about the outside
worl d. You can do your tinme the easy way or the hard way. W

have rules here, and you'll follow those rules. W'll tell
you when to get up, when to work, when to eat, and when to
go to the toilet. You break any of our rules, and you'll w sh

you was dead. We like to keep things peaceful here, and we
know how to handl e troubl emakers." Her eyes flicked over to
Tracy. "You'll be taken for your physical exam nations now.
After that you'll go to the showers and be assigned your
cells. In the nornin' you'll receive your work duties. That's
all." She started to turn away.

A pal e young girl standing next to Tracy said, "Excuse ne,

pl ease, could---" The matron whirled around, her face filled
with fury. "Shut your fuckin' nouth. You speak only when
you' re spoken to, do you understand? That goes for all you



asshol es. "

The tone, as nuch as the words, was a shock to Tracy. The
matron signaled to two wonen guards at the back of the room
"Get these no-good bitches out of here." Tracy found herself
bei ng herded out of the roomw th the others, down a |ong
corridor. The prisoners were marched into a | arge,
white-tiled room where a fat, mddl e-aged nan in a soiled
snock stood next to an exam nation table. One of the matrons
called out, "Line up," and forned the wonen into one | ong

l'i ne.

The man in the snock said, "I'"'mDr. dasco, |adies.
Strip!" The wonen turned to | ook at one another, uncertainly.
One of themsaid, "How far should we---2?"

"Don't you know what the hell strip neans? Get your

clothes off--- all of them" Slowy, the wonen began to
undress. Sone of them were sel f-conscious, sonme outraged,
sone indifferent. On Tracy's left was a wonman in her |ate
forties, shivering violently, and on Tracy's right was a
pathetically thin girl who | ooked to be no nore than
seventeen years old. Her skin was covered with acne. The
doctor gestured to the first woman in line. "Lie dow on the
tabl e and put your feet in the stirrups.”

The woman hesit at ed.

"Conme on. You're holding up the line."

She did as she was told. The doctor inserted a specul um

I nto her vagina. As he probed, he asked, "Do you have a
vener eal di sease?"

n m' n

"We'll soon find out about that."

The next woman repl aced her on the table. As the doctor
started to insert the sane speculuminto her, Tracy cried
out, "Wait a mnute!" The doctor stopped and | ooked up in

surprise. "Wat?"

Everyone was staring at Tracy. She said, "I... you didn't



sterilize that instrunent."

Dr. dasco gave Tracy a slow, cold smle. "Well! W have a
gynecol ogi st in the house. You' re worried about gerns, are
you? Move down to the end of the line." "Wat?"

"Don't you understand English? Move down."

Tracy, not understandi ng why, took her place at the end of
the line. "Now, if you don't mnd," the doctor said, "we'll
continue.” He inserted the speculuminto the wonan on the
tabl e, and Tracy suddenly realized why she was the last in
line. He was going to examne all of themwth the sane
unsterilized speculum and she would be the | ast one on whom
he used it. She could feel an anger boiling up inside her.
He coul d have exam ned them separately, instead of
deliberately stripping away their dignity. And they were
letting himget away with it. If they all protested--- It
was her turn.

"On the table, Ms. Doctor."

Tracy hesitated, but she had no choice. She clinbed up on
the table and cl osed her eyes. She could feel himspread her
| egs apart, and then the cold specul umwas inside her,
probi ng and pushing and hurting. Deliberately hurting. She
gritted her teeth.

"You got syphilis or gonorrhea?" the doctor asked.

"No." She was not going to tell him about the baby. Not
this nonster. She would discuss that with the warden.

She felt the speculum being roughly pulled out of her. Dr.

G asco was putting on a pair of rubber gloves. "Al right,”
he said. "Line up and bend over. W're going to check your

pretty little asses.”

Bef ore she could stop herself, Tracy said, "Wy are you
doing this?" Dr. dasco stared at her. "I'll tell you why,
Doctor. Because assholes are great hiding places. | have a
whol e col I ection of marijuana and cocaine that | got from
| adi es |i ke you. Now bend over." And he went down the I|ine,
plunging his fingers into anus after anus. Tracy was



si ckened. She could feel the hot bile rise in her throat and
she began to gag.

"You vomt in here, and I'Il rub your face init." He
turned to the guards. "CGet themto the showers. They stink."

Carrying their clothes, the naked prisoners were marched
down anot her corridor to a |large concrete roomwith a dozen
open shower stalls. "Lay your clothes in the corner," a
matron ordered. "And get into the showers. Use the

di si nfectant soap. Wash every part of your body from head to
foot, and shanpoo your hair."

Tracy stepped fromthe rough cenent floor into the shower.
The spray of water was cold. She scrubbed herself hard,
thinking, I'll never be clean again. Wat kind of people are
t hese? How can they treat other human beings this way? |
can't stand fifteen years of this.

A guard called out to her, "Hey, you! Tine's up. Cet

out.'' Tracy stepped out of the shower; and anot her prisoner
took her place. Tracy was handed a thin, worn towel and half
dri ed her body.

When the | ast of the prisoners had showered, they were
marched to a | arge supply room where there were shel ves of
cl ot hes guarded by a Latino i nmate who sized up each

pri soner and handed out gray unifornms. Tracy and the others
were issued two uni formdresses, two pairs of panties, two
brassieres, two pairs of shoes, two nightgowns, a sanitary
belt, a hairbrush, and a | aundry bag. The matrons stood

wat ching while the prisoners dressed. Wien they had fi ni shed,
they were herded to a roomwhere a trusty operated a | arge
portrait canera set on a tripod. "Stand over there agai nst
the wall."

Tracy noved over to the wall.
"Full face.™
She stared into the canera. d i ck.

"Turn your head to the right."



She obeyed. d i ck.
"Left." Cdick. "Over to the table."

The table had fingerprint equipnent on it. Tracy's fingers
were rolled across an inky pad, then pressed onto a white
card.

"Left hand. Right hand. Wpe your hands with that rag.
You're finished." She's right, Tracy thought nunbly. I'm
finished. I'ma nunber. Nanel ess, faceless.

A guard pointed to Tracy. "Witney? Warden wants to see

you. Follow ne." Tracy's heart suddenly soared. Charles had
done sonething after all! O course he had not abandoned
her, any nore than she ever could have abandoned him It was
t he sudden shock that had nmade hi m behave the way he had. He
had had tinme to think it over now and to realize he still

| oved her. He had talked to the warden and expl ai ned the
terrible m stake that had been nmade. She was going to be set
free.

She was marched down a different corridor, through two

sets of heavily barred doors manned by male and fenmal e
guards. As Tracy was admtted through the second door, she
was al nost knocked down by a prisoner. She was a giant, the
bi ggest wonan Tracy had ever seen--- well over six feet

tall, she nust have wei ghed three hundred pounds. She had a
flat, pockmarked face, with feral yell ow eyes. She grabbed
Tracy s armto steady her and pressed her arm agai nst Tracy's
br easts.

"Hey!" the woman said to the guard. "W got a new fish.
How ' bout you put her in with ne?" She had a heavy Swedi sh
accent.

"Sorry. She's already been assigned, Bertha."

The amazon stroked Tracy's face. Tracy jerked away, and
the grant woman | aughed. "It's okay, littbarn. Big Bertha
will see you later. We got plenty of tine. You ain't goin'
nowhere."



They reached the warden's office. Tracy was faint with
anticipation. Wuld Charles be there? O would he have sent
his attorney?

The warden's secretary nodded to the guard, "He's
expecting her. Wait here." **x*x*xkx%

War den George Branni gan was seated at a scarred desk,
studyi ng sone papers in front of him He was in his
md-forties, a thin, careworn-Looking man, with a sensitive
face and deep-set hazel eyes.

War den Branni gan had been in charge of the Southern
Loui si ana Penitentiary for Wonen for five years. He had
arrived with the background of a nodern penol ogi st and the
zeal of an idealist, determned to make sweeping refornms in
the prison. But it had defeated him as it had defeated
others before him The prison originally had been built to
accomodate two inmates to a cell, and now each cell held as
many as four to six prisoners. He knew that the sane
situation applied everywhere. The country's prisons were al
overcrowded and understaffed. Thousands of crimnals were
penned up day and night with nothing to do but nurse their
hatred and plot their vengeance. It was a stupid, brutal
system but it was all there was.

He buzzed his secretary. "All right. Send her in.

The guard opened the door to the inner office, and Tracy

st epped inside. Warden Branni gan | ooked up at the wonman
standi ng before him Dressed in the drab prison uniform her
face bruised with fatigue, Tracy Wiitney still | ooked
beautiful. She had a | ovely, candid face, and Warden

Branni gan wondered how long it would remain that way. He was
particularly interested in this prisoner because he had read
about her case in the newspapers and had studi ed her record.
She was a first offender, had not killed anyone, and fifteen
years was an inordinately harsh sentence. The fact that
Joseph Romano was her accuser nade her conviction all the
nore suspect. But the warden was sinply the custodi an of

bodi es. He could not buck the system He was the system

"Pl ease have a seat," he said.

Tracy was glad to sit down. Her knees were weak. He was



going to tell her now about Charles, and how soon she woul d
be rel eased.

"I'"ve been | ooking over your record,"” the warden began.
Charl es woul d have asked himto do that.

"l see you're going to be with us a long tine. Your

sentence is fifteen years."” It took a nonent for his words to
sink in. Sonething was dreadfully wong. "Didn't--- didn't
you speak to--- to Charles?" In her nervousness she was

st ammer i ng.
He | ooked at her blankly. "Charl es?"

And she knew. Her stonmch turned to water. "Pl ease," she
said. "Please listen to ne. I'minnocent. | don't bel ong
here. "

How many tinmes had he heard that? A hundred? A thousand?
" minnocent. He said, "The courts have found you guilty. The
best advice | can give you is to try to do easy tinme. Once

you accept the terns of your inprisonnment, it will be a |ot
easier for you. There are no clocks in prison, only
calendars.” | can't be |ocked up here for fifteen years,
Tracy thought in despair. | want to die. Please, God, let ne

die. But | can't die, can I? | would be killing ny baby.
It's your baby, too, Charles. Wiy aren't you here hel ping nme?
That was the nonent she began to hate him

"If you have any special problens,", Warden Branni gan

said, "I nean, if | can help you in any way, | want you to
cone see ne." Even as he spoke, he knew how hol |l ow his words
were. She was young and beautiful and fresh. The bull-dykes
in the prison would fall on her like animals. There was not
even a safe cell to which he could assign her. Nearly every
cell was controlled by a stud. Warden Branni gan had heard
runors of rapes in the showers, in the toilets, and in the
corridors at night. But they were only runors, because the
victinse were always silent afterward. O dead.

Warden Branni gan said gently, "Wth good behavior, you
m ght be released in twelve or---"

"No!'" It was a cry of black despair, of desperation. Tracy



felt the walls of the office closing in on her. She was on
her feet, scream ng. The guard cane hurrying in and grabbed
Tracy's arns.

"Easy," Warden Branni gan comranded hi m

He sat there, helpless, and watched as Tracy was | ed away.
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She was taken down a series of corridors past cells filled
with inmates of every description. They were black and white
and brown and yellow. They stared at Tracy as she passed and
called out to her in a dozen accents. Their cries made no
sense to Tracy.

"Fish night..."
"French mate..."
"Fresh mte..."
"Fl esh neet..."

It was not until Tracy reached her cell block that she
reali zed what the wonen were chanting: "Fresh neat."

BOOK ONE
Chapter 06

There were sixty wonen in Cell Block C, four to a cell

Faces peered out from behind bars as Tracy was nmarched down
the long, snelly corridor, and the expressions varied from
indifference to lust to hatred. She was wal ki ng under wat er

I n sone strange, unknown |and, an alien in a slowy unfolding
dream Her throat was raw fromthe scream ng inside her
trapped body. The summons to the warden's office had been

her | ast faint hope. Now there was nothing. Nothing except

t he m nd- nunbi ng prospect of being caged in this purgatory
for the next fifteen years.

The matron opened a cell door. "Inside!"

Tracy blinked and | ooked around. In the cell were three



wonen, silently watching her
"Move," the nmatron ordered.

Tracy hesitated, then stepped into the cell. She heard the
door sl am behi nd her. She was hone.

The cranped cell barely held four bunks, a little table
wth a cracked mrror over it, four small | ockers, and a
seatless toilet in the far corner. Her cell mates were
staring at her. The Puerto Ri can woman broke the silence.
"Looks |ike we got ourselves a new cellie."” Her voice was
deep and throaty. She woul d have been beautiful if it had
not been for a livid knife scar that ran fromher tenple to
her throat. She appeared to be no ol der than fourteen, until
you | ooked into her eyes.

A squat, m ddl e-aged Mexi can woman said, "jQue suerte
verte! Nice to see you. Wiat they got you in for, querida?"

Tracy was too paral yzed to answer.

The third woman was bl ack. She was al nbost six feet tall,

with narrow, watchful eyes and a cold, hard mask of a face.
Her head was shaved and her skull shone bl ue-black in the
dimlight. "Tha's your bunk over in the corner."” Tracy wal ked
over to the bunk. The mattress was filthy, stained with the
excreta of God only knew how many previ ous occupants. She
could not bring herself to touch it. Involuntarily, she

voi ced her revulsion. "lI--- | can't sleep on this mattress."

The fat Mexi can worman grinned. "You don' have to, honey.
Hay tienpo. You can sleep on mne."

Tracy suddenly becane aware of the undercurrents in the

cell, and they hit her with a physical force. The three
wonen were watching her, staring, making her feel naked.
Fresh neat. She was suddenly terrified. |I'mwong, Tracy

t hought Ch, please let ne be wong.

She found her voice. "Wio--- who do | see about getting a
clean mattress?" "God," the black woman grunted. "But he



ain't been around here lately." Tracy turned to | ook at the
mattress again. Several |arge black roaches were crawling
across it. | can't stay in this place, Tracy thought. 1'Il go
I nsane. As though reading her mnd, the black wonman tol d her,
"You go with the flow, baby."

Tracy heard the warden's voice: The best advice | can give
you is to try to do easy tine....

The bl ack woman continued. "I'mErnestine Littlechap." She
nodded toward the woman with the Iong scar. "Tha's Lol a.
She's fromPuerto Rico, and fatso here is Paulita, from
Mexi co. Who are you?"
"I'm-- I'"mTracy Wiitney." She had al nost said, "I was
Tracy Whitney." She had the nightmarish feeling that her
identity was slipping away. A spasm of nausea swept through
her, and she gripped the edge of the bunk to steady herself.
"Where you cone from honey?" the fat woman asked.
"I"'msorry, |I--- 1 don't feel like talking." She suddenly
felt too weak to stand. She sl unped down on the edge of the
filthy bunk and w ped the beads of cold perspiration from

her face with her skirt. My baby, she thought. | should have
told the warden I'mgoing to have a baby. He'll nove ne into
a clean cell. Perhaps they'll even let ne have a cell by
nysel f.

She heard footsteps com ng down the corridor. A matron was
wal ki ng past the cell. Tracy hurried to the cell door.
"Excuse nme," she said, "I have to see the warden. |'m--"
“I''l'l send himright down," the natron said over her
shoul der. "You don't understand. |'m--"

The matron was gone.

Tracy crammed her knuckles in her nouth to keep from
scream ng. "You sick or sonmethin', honey?" the Puerto Ri can
asked. Tracy shook her head, unable to speak. She wal ked back
to the bunk, |ooked at it a nonent, then slowy |lay down on
it. It was an act of hopel essness, an act of surrender. She
cl osed her eyes.
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Her tenth birthday was the. nost exciting day of her life.
W're going to Antoine's for dinner, her father announced.

Antoine's! It was a nane that conjured up another world, a
worl d of beauty and gl anour and wealth. Tracy knew that her
father did not have much noney: We'll be able to afford a
vacati on next year, was the constant refrain in the house.
And now they were going to Antoine's! Tracy's nother dressed
her in a new green frock.

Just ook at you two, her father boasted. I"'mwth the two
prettiest wonen in New Ol eans. Everyone's going to be
j eal ous of ne.

Ant oi ne's was everything Tracy had dreanmed it woul d be,

and nore. So much nore. It was a fairyland, elegant and
tastefully decorated, with white napery and gl eam ng

sil ver-and-gol d nonogrammed di shes. It's a pal ace, Tracy
thought. 1'Il bet kings and queens cone here. She was too
excited to eat, too busy staring at all the beautifully
dressed nen and wonen. When |'m grown up, Tracy prom sed
herself, I'mgoing to cone to Antoine's every night, and |'1|
bring ny nother and father with ne.

You're not eating, Tracy, her nother said.

And to please her, Tracy forced herself to eat a few

nmout hful s. There was a cake for her, with ten candles on it,
and the waiters sang Happy Birthday and the ot her guests
turned and appl auded, and Tracy felt like a princess. Qutside
she could hear the clang of a streetcar bell as it passed.
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The clanging of the bell was | oud and insistent.

"Suppertine," Ernestine Littlechap announced.

Tracy opened her eyes. Cell doors were slamm ng open

t hroughout the cell block. Tracy lay on her bunk, trying
desperately to hang on to the past. "Hey! Chow tine," the
young Puerto Rican said.



The t hought of food sickened her. "I'mnot hungry."

Paulita, the fat Mexi can woman spoke. "Es Ilano. It's
sinple. They don' care if you're hungry or not. Everybody
gotta go to ness."”

Inmates were lining up in the corridor outside.
"You better nove it, or they'll have your ass," Ernestine
warned. | can't nove, Tracy thought. |I'll stay here.

Her cell mates left the cell and lined up in a double
file. A short, squat matron w th peroxi ded-blond hair saw
Tracy lying on her bunk. "You!" she said. "Didn't you hear
the bell? Get out here.”

Tracy said, "lI'"mnot hungry, thank you. I'd like to be
excused." The matron's eyes w dened in disbelief. She storned
I nside the cell and strode over to where Tracy lay. "Who the
fuck do you think you are? You waitin' for room service? GCet
your ass in that line. | could put you on report for this: If
it happens again, you go to the bing. Understand?"

She did not understand. She did not understand anything

t hat was happening to her. She dragged herself fromthe bunk
and wal ked out into the Iine of wonmen. She was standi ng next
to the black woman. "Wy do |---?" "Shut up!" Ernestine
Littl echap grow ed out of the corner of her nouth. "No
talkin' in line."

The wonmen were marched down a narrow, cheerless corridor
past two sets of security doors, into an enornous ness hal
filled with | arge wooden tables and chairs. There was a | ong
serving counter with steamtables, where prisoners lined up
for their food. The nmenu of the day consisted of a watery
tuna casserole, linp green beans, a pale custard, and a
choice of weak coffee or a synthetic fruit drink. Ladles of
t he unappeti zi ng-1 ooki ng food were thrown into the tin

pl ates of the prisoners as they noved along the Iine, and the
I nmat es who were serving behind the counter kept up a steady
cry: "Keep the line noving. Next... keep the |ine noving.
Next..."



When Tracy was served, she stood there uncertainly, not
sure where to go. She | ooked around for Ernestine

Littl echap, but the black woman had di sappeared. Tracy

wal ked over to a table where Lola and Paulita, the fat

Mexi can woman, were seated. There were twenty wonen at the
table, hungrily wolfing down their food. Tracy | ooked down
at what was on her plate, then pushed it away, as the bile
rose and welled in her throat.

Paul ita reached over and grabbed the plate from Tracy. "If
you ain't gonna eat that, I'll take it."

Lola said, "Hey, you gotta eat, or you won't |last here." |
don't want to |ast, Tracy thought hopelessly. | want to die.
How coul d these wonen tolerate living |ike this? How tong
had t hey been here? Mont hs? Years? She thought of the fetid
cell and her verm nous mattress, and she wanted to scream
She cl enched her jaw shut so that no sound would cone out.
The Mexi can woman was saying, "If they catch you not eatin',
you go to the bing." She saw the unconprehendi ng | ook on
Tracy's face. "The hole--- solitary. You wouldn't like it."
She | eaned forward. "This is your first tinme in the joint,
huh? Well, |I'm gonna give you a tip, querida. Ernestine
Littl echap runs this place. Be nice to her an' you got it
made. "
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Thirty mnutes fromthe tinme the wonen had entered the

room a |oud bell sounded and the wonen stood up. Paulita
snatched a | one green bean froma plate next to her. Tracy
joined her in the line, and the wonen began the march back to
their cells. Supper was over. It was four o' clock in the
afternoon--- five long hours to endure before lights out.

When Tracy returned to the cell, Ernestine Littlechap was

al ready there. Tracy wondered incuriously where she had bee
at dinnertinme. Tracy | ooked at the toilet in the corner. She
desperately needed to use it, but she could not bring herself
to do so in front of these wonen. She would wait until the
lights went out. She sat down on the edge of her bunk.

Ernestine Littlechap said, "I understan' you didn't eat
none of your supper. Tha's stupid."”



How coul d she have known that? And why should she care?
"How do | see the warden?"

"You put in a witten request. The guards use it for

toil et paper. They figure any cunt who wants to see the
warden is a troubl emaker." She wal ked over to Tracy.

"There's lotsa things kin get you in trouble here. What you
need is a friend who kin he'p keep you outta trouble." She
smled, showng a gold front tooth. Her voice was soft.
"Sonmeone who knows their way around the zoo." Tracy | ooked up
into the black woman's grinning face. It seened to be

fl oating sonewhere near the ceiling.
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It was the tallest thing she had ever seen.
That's a giraffe, her father said.

They were at the zoo in Audubon Park. Tracy |oved the

park. On Sundays they went there to |isten to the band
concerts and afterward her nother and father took her to the
aquariumor the zoo. They wal ked slowy, |ooking at the
animals in the cages.

Don't they hate being | ocked up, Papa?

Her father |aughed. No. Tracy. They have a wonderful life
They're taken care of and fed, and their enemes can't get
t hem

They | ooked unhappy to Tracy. She wanted to open their
cages and let themout. | wouldn't ever want to be | ocked up
li ke that, Tracy thought. *****x*xxx

At 8:45 the warning bell rang throughout the prison.
Tracy's cell mates began to undress. Tracy did not nove.

Lol a said, "You got fifteen mnutes to get ready for bed."
The wonen had stri pped and put.on ni ghtgowns. The

per oxi ded- bl ond matron passed the cell. She stopped when she
saw Tracy lying on her cot. "Get undressed,"” she ordered. She
turned to Ernestine. "Didn't you tell her?" "Yeah. W tol



her.

The matron turned back to Tracy. "W got a way of takin'
care of troubl emakers,” she warned. "You do what you're told
here, or 1'll bust your ass." The matron noved down the
hal | .

Paul ita cautioned, "You better listen to her, baby. Add
Iron Pants is one nean bitch."

Slowy, Tracy rose and began to undress, keeping her back
to the others. She took off all her clothes, with the
exception of her panties, and slipped the coarse ni ght gown
over her head. She felt the eyes of the other wonen on her.
"You got a real nice body," Paulita coment ed.

"Yeah, real nice," Lola echoed.
Tracy felt a shiver go through her.

Er nesti ne noved over to Tracy and | ooked down at her.

"We're your friends. W gonna take good care of you." Her

voi ce was hoarse with excitenent. Tracy wildly jerked around.
"Leave ne alone! Al of you. I"'m-- |I'"'mnot that way."

The bl ack woman chuckl ed. "You'll be any way we want you
to be, baby." "Hay tienpo. There's plenty of tine."

The |ights went out.
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The dark was Tracy's eneny. She sat on the edge of her

bunk, her body tense. She could sense the others waiting to
pounce on her. O was it her imagination? She was so

overw ought that everything seened to be a threat. Had they
t hreatened her? Not really. They were probably just trying
to be friendly, and she had read sinister inplications into
their overtures. She had heard about honpbsexual activity in
prisons, but that had to be the exception rather than the
rule. A prison would not permt that sort of behavior.

Still, there was a naggi ng doubt. She deci ded she woul d
stay awake all night. If one of them nade a nove, she woul d



call for help. It was the responsibility of the guards to

see that nothing happened to the i nmates. She reassured
hersel f that there was nothing to worry about. She woul d

just have to stay alert. Tracy sat on the edge of her bunk in
the dark, listening to every sound. One by one she heard the
three wonen go to the toilet, use it, and return to their
bunks. Wen Tracy could stand it no | onger, she nmade her way
to the toilet. She tried to flush it, but it did not work.
The stench was al nbst unbearabl e. She hurried back to her

cot and sat there. It wll be light soon, she thought. In
the norning I'Il ask to see the warden. 1'Il tell him about
the baby. He'll have ne noved to another cell.

Tracy's body was tense and cranped. She |ay back on her
bunk and within seconds felt sonething crawling across her
neck. She stifled a scream 1've got to stand it until

norni ng. Everything will be all right in the norning, Tracy
t hought. One mnute at a tine.

At 3:00 she could no | onger keep her eyes open. She slept.
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She was awakened by a hand cl anped across her nouth and

two hands grabbing at her breasts. She tried to sit up and
scream and she felt her nightgown and underpants being

ri pped away. Hands slid between her thighs, forcing her |egs
apart. Tracy fought savagely, struggling to rise.

"Take it easy,"” a voice in the dark whispered, "and you

won't get hurt." Tracy |ashed out at the voice with her feet.
She connected with solid flesh. "Carajo! Gve it to the
bitch," the voice gasped. "Get her on the floor!" A hard fi st
smashed into Tracy's face and another into her stonach.
Sonmeone was on top of her, holding her down, snothering her,
whi | e obscene hands vi ol ated her.

Tracy broke | oose for an instant, but one of the wonen

gr abbed her and sl anmed her head agai nst the bars. She felt
t he bl ood spurt from her nose. She was thrown to the
concrete floor, and her hands and | egs were pi nned down.
Tracy fought |ike a madwoman, but she was no match for the
three of them She felt cold hands and hot tongues caressing
her body. Her | egs were spread apart and a hard, cold object
was shoved inside her. She withed hel pl essly, desperately



trying to call out. An arm noved across her nouth, and Tracy
sank her teeth into it, biting dowmm with all her strength.

There was a nuffled cry. "You cunt!"”

Fi sts pounded her face.... She sank into the pain, deeper
and deeper, until finally she felt nothing.
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It was the clanging of the bell that awakened her. She was

| ying on the cold cenent floor of her cell, naked. Her three
cell mates were in their bunks. In the corridor, Iron Pants

was calling out, "Rise and shine." As the matron passed the
cell, she saw Tracy lying on the floor in a small pool of

bl ood, her face battered and one eye swollen shut.

"What the hell's goin' on here?" She unl ocked the door and
stepped inside the cell.

"She nusta fell outta her bunk,” Ernestine Littlechap
of fered. The matron wal ked over to Tracy's side and nudged
her with her foot. "You! Get up."

Tracy heard the voice froma far distance. Yes, she
t hought, | nust get up; | nust get out of here. But she was
unabl e to nove. Her body was scream ng out w th pain.

The matron grabbed Tracy's el bows and pulled her to a
sitting position, and Tracy al nost fainted fromthe agony.

"What happened?"

Through one eye Tracy saw the blurred outlines of her cell
mates silently waiting for her answer.

"l--- I---" Tracy tried to speak, but no words woul d cone
out. She tried again, and sone deep-seated atavistic

i nstinct made her say, "I fell off my bunk...." The matron
snapped, "I hate smart asses. Let's put you in the bing till
you | earn sone respect."”
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It was a formof oblivion, a return to the wonb. She was
alone in the dark. There was no furniture in the cranped
basenment cell, only a thin, worn mattress thrown on the cold
cement floor. A noisone hole in the floor served as a toilet.
Tracy lay there in the blackness, humm ng fol k songs to
hersel f that her father had taught her |ong ago. She had no

| dea how cl ose she was to the edge of insanity.

She was not sure where she was, but it did not natter.

Only the suffering of her brutalized body mattered. | nust
have fallen down and hurt nyself, but Mama will|l take care of
it. She called out in a broken voice, "Mama...," and when

there was no answer, she fell asleep again.

She slept for forty-eight hours, and the agony finally
receded to pain, and the pain gave way to soreness. Tracy
opened her eyes. She was surrounded by nothingness. It was
so dark that she could not even nmake out the outline of the
cell. Menories cane flooding back. They had carried her to
the doctor. She could hear his voice: "...a broken rib and a
fractured wist. We'll tape themup.... The cuts and brui ses
are bad, but they'll heal. She's lost the baby...." "Ch, ny
baby," Tracy whi spered. "They've nurdered ny baby." And she
wept. She wept for the |oss of her baby. She wept for
hersel f. She wept for the whole sick world.

Tracy lay on the thin nattress in the cold darkness, and

she was filled with such an overpowering hatred that it
literally shook her body. Her thoughts burned and bl azed
until her m nd was enpty of every enotion but one: vengeance.
It was not a vengeance directed against her three cell

mates. They were victins as nmuch as she. No; she was after

t he nen who had done this to her, who had destroyed her

life.

Joe Romano: "Your old |ady held out on ne. She didn't tell
me she had a horny-1|ooki ng daughter...."

Ant hony Orsatti: "Joe Romano works for a man named Ant hony
Orsatti. Osatti runs New Oleans...."

Perry Pope: "By pleading guilty; you save the state the
expense of a trial...." Judge Henry Law ence: "For the next
fifteen years you're going to be incarcerated in the



Sout hern Loui siana Penitentiary for Wnen...." Those were her
enem es. And then there was Charles, who had never even

|istened to her: "If you needed noney that badly, you could
have discussed it with ne.... Cbviously | never really knew
you.... You'll have to do whatever you think best with your
baby...."

She was going to make them pay. Every one of them She had
no i dea how. But she knew she was going to get revenge.
Tonorrow, she thought. |If tonorrow cones.

BOOK ONE
Chapter 07

Time lost all neaning. There was never light in the cell,

so there was no difference between night and day, and she
had no i dea how | ong she was kept in solitary confinenent.
Fromtinme to tine cold neals were shoved through a slot in
the bottom of the door. Tracy had no appetite, but she forced
herself to eat every norsel. You gotta eat, or you won't

| ast here. She understood that now, she knew she woul d need
every bit of her strength for what she planned to do. She
was in a situation that anyone el se woul d have consi dered
hopel ess: She was | ocked away for fifteen years, with no
noney, no friends, no resources of any kind. But there was a
wel | spring of strength deep within her. | will survive,
Tracy thought. | face m ne enenm es naked, and ny courage is
ny shield. She would survive as her ancestors had survived.
In her was the m xed bl ood of the English and the Irish and
the Scots, and she had inherited the best of their qualities,
the intelligence and the courage and the will. M ancestors
survi ved fam ne and pl agues and floods, and I'mgoing to
survive this. They were with her now in her stygian cell

t he shepherds and trappers, the farners and shopkeepers, the
doctors and teachers. The ghosts of the past, and every one
was a part of her. | won't let you down, Tracy whi spered

I nto the darkness.

She began to plan her escape.
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Tracy knew that the first thing she had to do was regain



her physical strength. The cell was too cranped for
extensive exercise, but it was |large enough for t'ai chi
ch'uan, the centuries-old martial art that was taught
warriors to prepare themfor conbat. The exercises required
little space, and they used every nuscle in the body. Tracy
stood up and went through the opening noves. Each novenent
had a nane and a significance. She started with the mlitant
Punchi ng the Denons, then into the softer Gathering the

Li ght. The novenents were fluid and graceful and done very
slowy. Every gesture cane fromtan tien, the psychic
center, and all the novenents were circular. Tracy could hear
t he voice of her teacher: Arouse your chi, your vital

energy. It starts heavy as a nountain and becones |ight as a
bird' s feather. Tracy could feel the chi flow ng through her
fingers, and she concentrated until her whol e being was
focused on her body noving through the tineless patterns.

G asp the bird' s tail, becone the white stork, repul se the
nonkey, face the tiger, |let your hands becone cl ouds and
circulate the water of |ife. Let the white snake creep down
and ride the tiger. Shoot the tiger, gather your chi, and go
back to tan tien, the center.

The conmpl ete cycle took an hour, and when it was finished
Tracy was exhausted. She went through the ritual each
norni ng and afternoon until her body began to respond and
grow strong.

When she was not exercising her body, Tracy exercised her
mnd. She lay in the dark, doing conplicated nmathenati cal
equations, nentally operating the conputer at the bank,
reciting poetry, recalling the lines of plays she had been in
at college. She was a perfectionist, and when she had gotten
a part in a school play where she had to use different
accents, she had studi ed accents for weeks before the play
went on. A talent scout had once approached her to offer her
a screen test in Hollywod. "No, thank you. | don't want the
limelight. That's not for ne," Tracy had told him

Charles's voice: You're the headline in this norning' s
Dai ly News. Tracy pushed the nenory of Charles away. There

were doors in her mnd that had to remain closed for now.

She pl ayed the teaching gane: Nane three absolutely



| npossi ble things to teach. To teach an ant the difference
bet ween Cat holics and Protestants. To nmake a bee understand
that it is the earth that travels around the sun. To explain
to a cat the difference between communi sm and denocracy. But
she concentrated nostly on how she was going to destroy her
enem es, each of themin turn. She renenbered a gane she had
pl ayed as a child. By holding up one hand toward the sky, it
was possible to blot out the sun. That's what they had done
to her. They had raised a hand and bl otted out her life.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Tracy had no idea how many prisoners had been broken by
their confinenent in the bing, nor would it have mattered to
her .

On the seventh day, when the cell door opened, Tracy was
bl i nded by the sudden light that flooded the cell. A guard
stood outside. "On your feet. You' re going back upstairs.”

He reached down to give Tracy a hel ping hand, and to his
surprise, she rose easily to her feet and wal ked out of the
cell unai ded. The other prisoners he had renoved from
solitary had cone out either broken or defiant, but this

pri soner was neither. There was an aura of dignity about her,
a self-confidence that was alien to this place. Tracy stood
in the light, letting her eyes gradually get accustoned to
it. What a great-I|ooking piece of ass, the guard thought.

Get her cleaned up and you could take her anywhere. I'I| bet
she'd do anything for a few favors.

Al oud he said, "A pretty girl |ike you shouldn't have to
go through this kind of thing. If you and ne was friends,
|'d see that it didn't happen again." Tracy turned to face
him and when he saw the | ook in her eyes, he hastily

deci ded not to pursue it.

The guard wal ked Tracy upstairs and turned her over to a
matron. The matron sniffed. "Jesus, you stink. Go in and take
a shower. We'll burn those clothes."

The cold shower felt wonderful. Tracy shanpooed her hair
and scrubbed herself fromhead to foot with the harsh |ye
soap.



When she had dried herself and put on a change of
clothing, the matron was waiting for her. "Warden wants to
see you."

The last tinme Tracy had heard those words, she had
believed it nmeant her freedom Never again would she be that
nai ve.

kkkkkkkkk*x

War den Branni gan was standing at the w ndow when Tracy

wal ked into his office. He turned and said, "Sit down,

pl ease."” Tracy took a chair. "I've been away i n Washi ngton
at a conference. | just returned this norning and saw a
report on what happened. You shoul d not have been put in
solitary."” She sat watching him her inpassive face giving
not hi ng away. The warden gl anced at a paper on his desk.
"According to this report, you were sexually assaul ted by
your cell nates.”

"No, sir."

War den Branni gan nodded understandingly. "I understand

your fear, but | can't allowthe inmates to run this prison.
| want to punish whoever did this to you, but 1'll need your
testinony. |I'Il see that you're protected. Now, | want you to
tell me exactly what happened and who was responsible.”
Tracy | ooked himin the eye. "I was. | fell off ny bunk." The
war den studied her a long tine, and she could see the
di sappoi ntnment cloud his face. "Are you quite sure"

"Yes, sir."

"You won't change your m nd?"

“"No, sir."

Warden Branni gan sighed. "All right. If that's your
decision. I'll have you transferred to another cel
where---"

"I don't want to be transferred.”

He | ooked at her in surprise. "You nean you want to go



back to the same cell ?" "Yes, sir.

He was puzzl ed. Perhaps he had been wong about her; naybe
she had invited what had happened to her. God only knew what
t hose damed fenmal e prisoners were thinking or doing. He

wi shed he could be transferred to sone nice, sane nen's
prison, but his wife and Any, his small daughter, liked it
here. They all lived in a charmng cottage, and there were

| ovel y grounds around the prison farm To them it was |like
living in the country, but he had to cope with these crazy
wonen twenty-four hours a day.

He | ooked at the young wonan sitting before himand said
awkwardly, "Very well. Just stay out of trouble in the
future. "

"Yes, sir.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Returning to her cell was the nost difficult thing Tracy
had ever done. The nonent she stepped inside she was
assail ed by the horror of what had happened there. Her cell
mates were away at work. Tracy |ay on her bunk, staring at
the ceiling, planning. Finally, she reached down to the
bottom of her bunk and pried a piece of the netal side

| oose. She placed it under her mattress. Wen the 11:00 A M
| unch bell rang, Tracy was the first to line up in the
corridor. In the ness hall, Paulita and Lola were seated at a
tabl e near the entrance. There was no sign of Ernestine
Littl echap.

Tracy chose a table filled with strangers, sat down, and
finished every bite of the tasteless neal. She spent the
afternoon alone in her cell. At 2:45 her three cell mates
ret ur ned.

Paulita grinned with surprise when she saw Tracy. "So you
came back to us, pretty pussy. You liked what we did to you,
huh?"

"Good. W got nore for you," Lola said.

Tracy gave no indication that she heard their taunting.



She was concentrating on the bl ack wonan. Ernestine

Littl echap was the reason Tracy had cone back to this cell
Tracy did not trust her. Not for a nonent. But she needed
her. I'm gonna give you a tip, querida. Ernestine Littlechap
runs this place.... That night, when the fifteen-mnute
war ni ng bell sounded for |ights out, Tracy rose from her
bunk and began to undress. This tinme there was no fal se
nodesty. She stripped, and the Mexi can woman gave a | ong,

| ow whistle as she | ooked at Tracy's full, firmbreasts and
her 1ong, tapering |legs and creany thighs. Lola was

breat hing hard. Tracy put on a nightgown and |ay back on her
bunk. The lights went out. The cell was in darkness.

Thirty mnutes went by. Tracy lay in the dark listening to
the breathing of the others.

Across the cell, Paulita whispered, "Mama's gonna gi ve you
sonme real lovin' tonight. Take off your nightgown, baby."

"We're gonna teach you how to eat pussy, and you'll do it
till you get it right," Lola giggled.
Still not a word fromthe black wonman. Tracy felt the rush

of wind as Lola and Paulita cane at her, but Tracy was ready
for them She lifted the piece of nmetal she had concealed in
her hand and swung with all her mght, hitting one of the
wonen in the face. There was a scream of pain, and Tracy

ki cked out at the other figure and saw her fall to the
floor.

"Conme near ne again and I'Il kill you," Tracy said.

"You bitch!"

Tracy could hear themstart for her again, and she raised
the piece of netal. Ernestine's voice cane abruptly out of
t he darkness. "Tha's enough. Leave her al one.”

"Ernie, I"'mbleedin'. I'"'mgonna fix her---"

"Do what the fuck I tell you."

There was a long silence. Tracy heard the two wonmen novi ng
back to their bunks, breathing hard. Tracy |lay there,



tensed, ready for their next nove. Ernestine Littlechap said,
"You got guts, baby."

Tracy was silent.
"You didn't sing to the warden." Ernestine |aughed softly
I n the darkness. "If you had, you'd be dead neat."

Tracy believed her.

"Why di'n' you let the warden nove you to another cell?"
So she even knew about that. "I wanted to cone back here."
"Yeah? What fo' ?" There was a puzzled note in Ernestine
Littl echap's voice. This was the nonent Tracy had been
waiting for. "You're going to help ne escape.”

BOOK ONE
Chapter 08

A matron canme up to Tracy and announced, "You got a
visitor, Wiitney." Tracy | ooked at her in surprise. "A
visitor?" Who could it be? And suddenly she knew. Charl es.
He had cone after all. But he was too |ate. He had not been
t here when she had so desperately needed him Well, "1l
never need himagain. O anyone el se.

Tracy followed the matron down the corridor to the
visitors' room Tracy stepped inside.

A total stranger was seated at a small wooden table. He

was one of the nost unattractive nen Tracy had ever seen. He
was short, with a bl oated, androgynous body, a |ong,

pi nched-in nose, and a small, bitter nouth. He had a hi gh,
bul gi ng forehead and i ntense brown eyes, nagnified by the
thick lenses of his glasses. He did not rise. "My nane is
Dani el Cooper. The warden gave ne perm ssion to speak to
you. "

"About what?" Tracy asked suspici ously.
"I"'man investigator for IIPA--- the International

| nsurance Protection Association. One of our clients insured
the Renoir that was stolen from M. Joseph Romano."



Tracy drew a deep breath. "I can't help you. | didn't
steal it." She started for the door.

Cooper's next words stopped her. "I know that."

Tracy turned and | ooked at him wary, every sense alert.
"No one stole it. You were franed, M ss Witney."

Slowy, Tracy sank into a chair.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Dani el Cooper's involvenent with the case had begun three
weeks earlier when he had been sunmoned to the office of his
superior, J. J. Reynolds, at IlPA headquarters in Manhattan.

"1've got an assignnent for you, Dan," Reynol ds said.
Dani el Cooper | oathed being called Dan.

“I''l'l make this brief." Reynolds intended to make it brief
because Cooper nmade himnervous. In truth, Cooper nade
everyone in the organi zati on nervous. He was a strange

man--- weird, was how many descri bed him Daniel Cooper kept
entirely to hinself. No one knew where he |ived, whether he
was married or had children. He socialized with no one, and
never attended office parties or office neetings. He was a

| oner, and the only reason Reynol ds tol erated hi m was because
the man was a goddammed genius. He was a bulldog, with a
conputer for a brain. Daniel Cooper was single-handedly
responsi bl e for recovering nore stol en nerchandi se, and
exposi ng nore insurance frauds, than all the other

I nvestigators in the organi zati on put together. Reynolds

just w shed he knew what the hell Cooper was all about.
Merely sitting across fromthe man with those fanatical brown
eyes staring at himnmade hi muneasy.

Reynol ds said, "One of our client conpanies insured a
painting for half a mllion dollars and---"

"The Renoir. New Ol eans. Joe Romano. A wonman naned Tracy
Wi t ney was convicted and sentenced to fifteen years. The



pai nting hasn't been recovered." The son of a bitch! Reynolds
thought. If it were anyone else, |I'd think he was show ng
off. "That's right,"” Reynol ds acknow edged grudgingly. "The
Wi t ney woman has stashed that painting away sonmewhere, and
we want it back. Go to it." Cooper turned and |left the office
wi thout a word. Watching himleave, J. J. Reynolds thought,
not for the first time, Soneday |I'mgoing to find out what
makes that bastard tick.

Cooper wal ked through the office, where fifty enpl oyees
wer e wor ki ng side by side, progranm ng conputers, typing
reports, answering tel ephones. It was bedl am

As Cooper passed a desk, a colleague said, "I hear you got
t he Romano assi gnnent. Lucky you. New Ol eans is---"

Cooper wal ked by without replying. Wiy couldn't they |eave
hi m al one? That was all he asked of anybody, but they were
al ways pestering himw th their nosy overtures.

It had becone a gane in the office. They were detern ned
to break through his nysterious reserve and find out who he
real ly was.

"What are you doing for dinner Friday night, Dan...?"

“If you're not married, Sarah and | know a wonderful girl,
Dan...?" Couldn't they see he did not need any of them--
didn't want any of then? "Conme on, it's only for a drink...."

But Dani el Cooper knew what that could |lead to. An

i nnocent drink could |lead to dinner, and a di nner could
start friendships, and friendships could lead to

confi dences. Too dangerous.

Dani el Cooper lived in nortal terror that one day soneone
woul d | earn about his past. Let the dead past bury its dead
was a |lie. The dead never stayed buried. Every two or three
years one of the scandal sheets would dig up the old scandal,
and Dani el Cooper woul d di sappear for several days. Those
were the only tinmes he ever got drunk.

Dani el Cooper could have kept a psychiatrist busy



full-tinme had he been able to expose his enotions, but he
could never bring hinmself to speak of the past to anyone.

The one piece of physical evidence that he retained fromthat
terrible day | ong ago was a faded, yell owed newspaper
clipping, safety |locked away in his room where no one could
ever find it. He looked at it fromtine to tine as a

puni shment, but every word in the article was enbl azoned on
his m nd. He showered or bathed at |east three tines a day,
but never felt clean. He firmy believed in hell and hell's
fire, and he knew his only salvation on earth was expiati on,
atonenent. He had tried to join the New York police force,
but when he had failed the physical because he was four

I nches too short, he had becone a private investigator. He

t hought of hinself as a hunter, tracking down those who
broke the | aw. He was the vengeance of God, the instrunent

t hat brought down God's wath on the heads of wongdoers. It
was the only way he could atone for the past, and prepare
hinself for eternity. He wondered if there was tinme to take a
shower before he caught his plane. ***x***xxx

Dani el Cooper's first stop was New Ol eans. He spent five
days in the city, and before he was through, he knew
everything he needed to know about Joe Romano, Anthony
Orsatti, Perry Pope, and Judge Henry Law ence. Cooper read
the transcripts of Tracy Witney's court hearing and
sentencing. He interviewed Lieutenant MIller and |earned
about the suicide of Tracy Witney's nother. He talked to
Oto Schm dt and found out how Wi tney's conpany had been
stripped. During all these neetings, Dani el Cooper nade not
one note, yet he could have recited every conversation
verbatim He was 99 percent sure that Tracy Wi tney was an
I nnocent victim but to Daniel Cooper, those were
unaccept abl e odds. He flew to Phil adel phia and tal ked to

Cl arence Desnond, vice-president of the bank where Tracy
Wi t ney had worked. Charles Stanhope |11l had refused to neet
with him

kkhkkkrkkhk*xkkhk*

Now, as Cooper |ooked at the woman seated across from him
he was 100 percent convinced that she had had nothing to do
with the theft of the painting. He was ready to wite his
report.



"Romano franmed you, Mss Witney. Sooner or |ater, he

woul d have put in a claimfor the theft of that painting.
You just happened to conme along at the right nonent to nake
it easy for him"

Tracy could feel her heartbeat accelerate. This man knew
she was i nnocent. He probably had enough evi dence agai nst
Joe Romano to clear her. He would speak to the warden or the
governor, and get her out of this nightnmare. She found it
suddenly difficult to breathe. "Then you'll help nme?"

Dani el Cooper was puzzled. "Help you?"
"Yes. Get a pardon or---"
n m' n

The word was |ike a slap. "No? But why? If you know |I'm
I nnocent " How coul d people be so stupid? "My assignnent is
flnlShed" *kkk*kkk*k*k*x

When he returned to his hotel room the first thing Cooper
did was to undress and step into the shower. He scrubbed

hi nself fromhead to foot, letting the steam ng-hot spray
wash over his body for alnost half an hour. Wen he had dried
hi mrsel f and dressed, he sat down and wote his report.

To: J. J. Reynolds
File No. Y-72-830-412
FROM Dani el Cooper

SUBJECT: Deux Fenmes dans | e Café Rouge, Renoir--- Q1 on
Canvas It is ny conclusion that Tracy Whitney is in no way
i nvolved in the theft of above painting. | believe that Joe
Romano t ook out the insurance policy with the intention of
faking a burglary, collecting the insurance, and reselling
the painting to a private party, and that by this tinme the
painting is probably out of the country. Since the painting
is well known, | would expect it to turn up in Switzerl and,
whi ch has a good-faith purchase and protection law. If a
pur chaser says he bought a work of art in good faith, the
Swi ss governnment permts himto keep it, even though it is
st ol en.



Recommendati on: Since there is no concrete proof of
Romano's guilt, our client wll have to pay himoff on the
policy. Further, it would be useless to |l ook to Tracy
Whitney for either the recovery of the painting or danages,
since she has neither know edge of the painting nor any
assets that | have been able to uncover. In addition, she
will be incarcerated in the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary
for Wonen for the next fifteen years.

Dani el Cooper stopped a nonent to think about Tracy

Wi t ney. He supposed ot her nmen woul d consi der her beautiful.
He wondered, w thout any real interest, what fifteen years

in prison would do to her. It had nothing to do with him
Dani el Cooper signed the neno and debated whether he had tine
to take anot her shower.

BOOK ONE
Chapter 09

A d Iron Pants had Tracy Whitney assigned to the [aundry.

O the thirty-five work assignnments available to prisoners,
the |l aundry was the worst. The enornous, hot roomwas filled
wi th rows of washing machi nes and ironing boards, and the

| oads of laundry that poured in were endless. Filling and
enptyi ng the washing machi nes and toting heavy baskets to
the ironing section was a m ndl ess, backbreaki ng job.

Wrk began at 6:00 A.M, and prisoners were permtted one
10-m nute rest period every two hours. By the end of the

ni ne- hour day, nost of the wonen were ready to drop from
exhaustion. Tracy went about her work nechanically, speaking
to no one, cocooned in her own thoughts.

When Ernestine Littl echap heard about Tracy's assignnent,
she remarked, "Ad Iron Pants is out for your ass.”

Tracy said, "She doesn't bother ne."

Ernestine Littl echap was puzzled. This was a different
wonman fromthe terrified young girl who had been brought
into the prison three weeks earlier. Sonething had changed
her, and Ernestine Littlechap was curious to know what it
was. On Tracy's eighth day working in the laundry, a guard



cane up to her in the early afternoon. "I got a transfer
here for you. You're assigned to the kitchen." The nost
coveted job in the prison.

There were two standards of food in the penitentiary: The
prisoners ate hash, hot dogs, beans, or inedible casseroles,
while the neals for the guards and prison officials were
prepared by professional chefs. Their range of neals

i ncl uded steaks, fresh fish, chops, chicken, fresh vegetables
and fruits, and tenpting desserts. The convicts who worked

in the kitchen had access to those neals, and they took full
advant age of it.

When Tracy reported to the kitchen, she was sonehow not
surprised to see Ernestine Littlechap there.

Tracy approached her. "Thank you." Wth difficulty, she
forced a friendly note into her voice.

Er nesti ne grunted and sai d not hi ng.

"How did you get ne past Ad Iron Pants?"
"She ain't wwth us no no'."

"What happened to her?"

"We got a little system |If a guard is hard-ass and starts
givin' us too nuch of a bad tinme, we get rid of "em"

"You nean the warden |listens to---7?"

"Shee-et. What's the warden got to do with it?"
"Then how can you---?"

"It's easy. Wien the guard you want to get rid of is on
duty, hassles begin to happen. Conplaints start comn' in. A
prisoner reports that Ad Iron Pants grabbed her pussy. The
next day 'nother prisoner accuses her of brutality. Then
soneone conpl ains she took sonethin' fromher cell--- say a
radi o--- and sure enough, it turns up in Ad Iron Pants's



room Od Iron Pants is gone. The guards don't run this
prison, we do."

"What are you in here for?" Tracy asked. She had no

interest in the answer. The inportant thing was to establish
a friendly relationship with this woman. "Through no fault of
Ernestine Littlechap, you' d better believe it. | had a whole
bunch of girls workin' for ne."

Tracy | ooked at her. "You nean as---?" She hesitated.

"Hookers?" She | aughed.. "Naw. They worked as nmaids in big

homes. | opened ne a enpl oynent agency. | had at | east
twenty girls. Rich folks have a hell of a tinme findin'
maids. | did a lot of fancy advertisin' in the best

newspapers, and when they called ne I placed ny girls with
"em The girls would size up the houses, and when their

enpl oyers was at work or outta town, the girls woul d gather
up all the silver and jewelry and furs and what ever other
goodi es were around and skip." Ernestine sighed. "If | told
you how much fuckin' tax-free noney we was pullin' down, you
woul dn't believe nme."

"How di d you get caught?"

"I't was the fickle finger of fate, honey. One of ny nmids
was servin' a luncheon at the nmayor's house, and one of the
guests was a old |lady the maid had worked for and cl eaned
out. When the police used hoses on her, ny girl began
singin', and she sang the whol e opera, and here's poor of
Ernestine."” They were standing at a stove by thensel ves. "I
can't stay in this place," Tracy whispered. "I've got to
take care of sonething on the outside. WII you help ne
escape? |---"

"Start slicin' up themonions., W're havin' Irish stew
tonight." And she wal ked away.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The prison grapevine was incredible. The prisoners knew
everything that was going to happen | ong before it occurred.
| nmat es known as garbage rats picked up di scarded nenos,
eavesdr opped on phone calls, and read the warden's mail, and



all information was carefully digested and sent around to the
I nmat es who were inportant. Ernestine Littlechap was at the
head of the list. Tracy was aware of how t he guards and
prisoners deferred to Ernestine. Since the other inmates had
deci ded that Ernestine had becone Tracy's protector, she was
left strictly alone. Tracy waited warily for Ernestine to
make advances toward her, but the big black kept her

di stance. Why? Tracy wonder ed.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Rul e nunber 7 in the official ten-page panphlet issued to
new prisoners read, "Any formof sex is strictly forhbidden.
There will be no nore than four inmates to a cell. Not nore
t han one prisoner shall be pernmitted to be on a bunk at one
tinme."

The reality was so startlingly different that the

prisoners referred to the panphlet as the prison joke book.
As the weeks went by, Tracy watched new prisoners--- fish---
enter the prison every day, and the pattern was al ways the
same. First offenders who were sexually normal never had a
chance. They cane in timd and frightened, and the

bul | -dykes were there, waiting. The drama was enacted in

pl anned stages. In a terrifying and hostile world, the
bul | -dyke was friendly and synpathetic. She would invite her
victimto the recreation hall, where they woul d watch
tel evi si on together, and when the bull-dyke held her hand,
the new prisoner would allowit, afraid of offending her only
friend. The new prisoner quickly noticed that the other

Il nmates | eft her al one, and as her dependence on the
bul | -dyke grew, so did the intimacies, until finally, she was
willing to do anything to hold onto her only friend.

Those who refused to give in were raped. N nety percent of

t he wonmen who entered the prison were forced i nto honosexual
activity--- willingly or unwillingly--- within the first
thirty days. Tracy was horrified.

"How can the authorities allow it to happen?" she asked
Ernestine. "It's the system" Ernestine explained, "and it's
the same in every prison, baby. There ain't no way you can
separate twelve hundred wonen fromtheir nen and expect them
not to fuck sonebody. We don't just rape for sex. We rape for



power, to show 'emright off who's boss. The new fish who
conme in here are targets for everybody who wants to
gang-fuck '"em The only protection they got is to becone the
wi fe of a bull-dyke. That way, nobody'll ness with 'em
Tracy had reason to know she was listening to an expert. "It
ain't only the inmates," Ernestine went on. "The guards are
j est as bad. Sone fresh nmeat cones in and she's on H She's
strung out and needs a fix real bad. She's sweatin' and
shakin' herself to pieces. Wll, the natron can get heroin
for her, but the matron wants a little favor in exchange,
see? So the fish goes down on the matron and she gets her
fix. The mal e guards are even worse. They got keys to these
cells, and all they have to do is walk in at night and he'p
thensel ves to free pussy. They m ght get you pregnant, but
they can do a |l ot of favors. You want a candy bar or a visit
fromyour boyfriend, you give the guard a piece of ass. It's
called barterin', and it goes on in every prison systemin
the country.”

“I't"s horriblel"
“It's survival." The overhead cell |ight shone on
Ernestine's bald head. "You know why they don't allow no
chewin' gumin this place?" "No."

"Because the girls use it to jamup the | ocks on the doors
so they don't close all the way, and at night they slip out
and visit one another. W follow the rules we want to
follow The girls who nake it out of here may be dunb, but
they're smart dunb.™”

kkhkkhkrkhkxkkhk*

Love affairs within the prison walls flourished, and the
protocol between | overs was even nore strictly enforced than
on the outside. In an unnatural world, the artificial roles
of studs and wi ves were created and played out. The studs
assuned a man's role in a world where there were no nen. They
changed their nanes. Ernestine was called Ernie; Tessie was
Tex; Barbara becane Bob; Katherine was Kelly. The stud cut
her hair short or shaved her head, and she did no chores.
The Mary Femme, the wife, was expected to do the cleaning,
mendi ng, and ironing for her stud. Lola and Paulita conpeted
fiercely for Ernestine's attentions, each fighting to outdo



t he ot her.

The jeal ousy was fierce and frequently | ed to viol ence,

and if the wife was caught | ooking at another stud or
talking to one in the prison yard, tenpers would flare. Love
| etters were constantly flying around the prison, delivered
by the garbage rats.

The letters were folded into snall triangul ar shapes,

known as kites, so they could easily be hidden in a bra or a
shoe. Tracy saw kites being passed anong wonen as they
brushed by one another entering the dining hall or on their
way to worKk.

Time after tinme, Tracy watched inmates fall in love with
their guards. It was a |ove born of despair and hel pl essness
and subm ssiveness. The prisoners were dependent on the
guards for everything: their food, their well-being, and
sonetines, their lives. Tracy allowed herself to feel no
enotion for anyone. Sex went on day and night. It occurred in
the shower room in toilets, in cells, and at night there
was oral sex through the bars. The Mary Femmes who bel onged
to guards were let out of their cells at night to go to the
guards' quarters. After lights out, Tracy would lie in her
bunk and put her hands over her ears to shut out the sounds.

One night Ernestine pulled out a box of Rice Krispies from
under her bunk and began scattering themin the corridor
outside the cell. Tracy could hear inmates fromother cells
doi ng the sane thing.

"What's going on?" Tracy asked.

Ernestine turned to her and said harshly, "Non'a your
busi ness. Jest stay in your bunk. Jest stay in your fuckin'
bunk. "

A few mnutes later there was a terrified screamfroma
nearby cell, where a new prisoner had just arrived. "Oh,
God, no. Don't! Please |eave ne alone!"” Tracy knew t hen what
was happeni ng, and she was sick inside. The screans went on
and on, until they finally dimnished into hel pl ess, racking
sobs. Tracy squeezed her eyes tightly shut, filled with



burni ng rage. How coul d wonen do this to one another? She
had t hought that prison had hardened her, but when she awoke
in the norning, her face was stained with dried tears. She
was determ ned not to show her feelings to Ernestine. Tracy
asked casually, "What were the Rice Krispies for?"

"That's our early warnin' system If the guards try
sneakin' up on us, we kin hear 'emcomn'."

kkkkkkkikk*x

Tracy soon | earned why inmates referred to a termin the
penitentiary as "going to college.” Prison was an

educati onal experience, but what the prisoners |earned was
unort hodox.

The prison was filled with experts in every conceivabl e

type of crinme. They exchanged net hods of grifting,
shoplifting, and rolling drunks. They brought one another up
to date on badger ganes and exchanged information on snitches
and under cover cops.

In the recreation yard one norning, Tracy listened to an
ol der inmate give a sem nar on pickpocketing to a fascinated
young group.

"The real pros cone from Col onbia. They got a school in
Bogota, called the school of the ten bells, where you pay
twenty-five hundred bucks to learn to be a pickpocket. They
hang a dummy fromthe ceilin', dressed in a suit with ten
pockets, filled with noney and jewelry."

"What's the gi nm ck?"

"The gimmck is that each pocket has a belt on it. You
don't graduate till you kin enpty every damm pocket w t hout
ringin' the bell."

Lol a sighed, "I used to go with a guy who wal ked t hrough
crowds dressed in an overcoat, with both his hands out in

the open, while he picked everybody's pockets |ike crazy."

"How the hell could he do that?"



"The right hand was a dummy. He slipped his real hand
through a slit in the coat and picked his way through
pockets and wallets and purses.” In the recreation roomthe
educati on conti nued.

"I like the |ocker-key rip-off," a veteran said. "You hang
around a railroad station till you see a little old | ady
tryin" to lift a suitcase or a big package into one a them
| ockers. You put it in for her and hand her the key. Only
it's the key to an enpty | ocker. Wen she | eaves, you enpty
her | ocker and split."

In the yard anot her afternoon, two i nmates convicted of
prostitution and possession of cocaine were talking to a new
arrival, a pretty young girl who | ooked no nore than

sevent een.

"No wonder you got busted, honey," one of the ol der wonen
scol ded. "Before you talk price to a John, you gotta pat him
down to nmake sure he ain't carryin' a gun, and never tel

hi m what you're gonna do for him ©Make himtell you what he
wants. Then if he turns out to be a cop, it's entrapnent,
see?" The other pro added, "Yeah. And always took at their
hands. If a trick says he's a workin' man, see if his hands
are rough. That's the tip-off. A lot of plainclothes cops
wear workin' nen's outfits, but when it conmes to their hands,
they forget, so their hands are snooth.™
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Time went neither slowy nor quickly. It was sinply tine.
Tracy though of St. Augustine's aphorism "Wat is tinme? If
no one asks me, | know. But if | have to explainit, | do
not know. "

The routine of the prison never vari ed:

4:40 A.M Warning bell

4.45 A°M Rise and dress

5:00 A.M Breakfast

5:30 AM Return to cel



5:55 AAM Warning bell

6:00 AM Work detail |ineup
10: 00 A.M Exercise yard

10: 30 A.M Lunch

11: 00 A M Wrk detail |ineup
3:30 P. M Supper

4:00 P.M Return to cel

5:00 P.M Recreation room
6:00 P.M Return to cel

8:45 P.M Warning bell

9:00 P.M Lights out

The rules were inflexible. All inmtes had to go to neals,
and no tal king was permtted in the lines. No nore than five
cosnetic itens could be kept in the small cell |ockers. Beds

had to be nade prior to breakfast and kept neat during the
day.

The penitentiary had a nusic all its own: the clanging
bells, shuffle of feet on cenent, slamnmng iron doors, day
whi spers and ni ght screans... the hoarse crackle of the

guards' wal ki e-tal kies, the clash of trays at nealtine. And
al ways there was the barbed wire and the high walls and the
| onel i ness and isol ation and the pervadi ng aura of hate.

Tracy becane a nodel prisoner. Her body responded
automatically to the sounds of prison routine: the bar
sliding across her cell at count tinme and sliding back at
wake-up tine; the bell for reporting to work and the buzzer
when work was fi ni shed.

Tracy's body was a prisoner in this place, but her m nd
was free to plan her escape.
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Prisoners could make no outside tel ephone calls, and they
were permtted to receive two five-mnute calls a nonth.

Tracy received a call fromOQto Schmdt. "I thought you'd
want to know," he said awkwardly. "It was a real nice
funeral. | took care of the bills, Tracy."

"Thank you, OQto. I--- thank you." There was not hing nore

for either of themto say.
There were no nore phone calls for her.

"Arl, you best forget the outside world," Ernestine
war ned her. "There ain't nobody out there for you."

You're wong, Tracy thought grimy.
Joe Romano

Perry Pope

Judge Henry Lawr ence

Ant hony Orsatti

Charl es Stanhope 111

It was in the exercise yard that Tracy encountered Big

Bert ha again. The yard was a | arge outdoor rectangl e bounded
by the high outer prison wall on one side and the inner wall
of the prison on the other. The inmates were allowed in the
yard for thirty mnutes each norning. It was one of the few
pl aces where tal king was permtted, and clusters of

pri soners gat hered together exchanging the | atest news and
gossi p before lunch. Wen Tracy wal ked into the yard for the
first time, she felt a sudden sense of freedom and she
realized it was because she was in the open air. She could
see the sun, high above, and cumul us cl ouds, and sonmewhere
in the distant blue sky she heard the drone of a pl ane,
soaring free. "You! | been lookin' for you," a voice said.

Tracy turned to see the huge Swede who had brushed into



her on Tracy's first day in prison.
"I hear you got yourself a nigger bull-dyke."

Tracy started to brush past the woman. Bi g Bertha grabbed
Tracy's arm with an iron grip. "Nobody wal ks away from ne,
she breathed. "Be nice; littbarn." She was backing Tracy
toward the wall, pressing her huge body into Tracy's. "GCet
away fromne."

"What you need is a real good lickin'. You know what |
mean? An' |'mgonna give it to you. You' re gonna be al
m ne, &l skade."

A famliar voice behind Tracy rasped, "Get your fuckin'
hands off her, you asshole."

Ernestine Littlechap stood there, big fists clenched, eyes
bl azi ng, the sun reflecting off her shiny shaved skull.

"You ain't man enough for her, Ernie.”
“I'"'m man enough for you," the black woman expl oded " You
bot her her again, and I'll have your ass for breakfast.
Fried."

The air was suddenly charged with electricity. The two
anmazons were eyeing each other with naked hatred. They're
ready to kill each other over me, Tracy thought. And then
she realized it had very little to do with her. She
remenber ed sonething Ernestine had told her: "In this place,
you have to fight, fuck, or hit the fence. You gotta hold
your nud, or you're dead." It was Big Bertha who backed down.
She gave Ernestine a contenptuous |ook. "I ain't in no
hurry." She | eered at Tracy. "You're gonna be here a | ong
time, baby. So aml. I'll be seein' you."

She turned and wal ked away.

Er nesti ne wat ched her go. "She's a bad nother. ' Menber

that nurse in Chicago who killed off all them patients?
Stuck "em full of cyanide and stayed there an' watched 'em
die? Well, that angel of nercy is the one who got the hots
for you, Wiitney. Shee-et! You need a fuckin' keeper. She



ain't gonna let up on you." "WIIl you help ne escape?”

A bell rang.

"It's chowtinme," Ernestine Littlechap said.

That night, lying in her bunk, Tracy thought about

Er nesti ne. Even though she had never tried to touch Tracy
again, Tracy still did not trust her. She could never forget
what Ernestine and her other cell mates had done to her. But
she needed the bl ack wonman.
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Each afternoon after supper, the innates were allowed to
spend one hour in the recreation room where they could
watch television or talk or read the | atest magazi nes and
newspapers. Tracy was thunbing through a copy of a nmgazi ne
when a phot ograph caught her eye. It was a weddi ng picture
of Charles Stanhope |1l and his new bride, com ng out of a
chapel, armin arm laughing. It hit Tracy |like a bl ow
Seei ng his photograph now, the happy smle on his face, she
was filled with a pain that turned to cold fury. She had
once planned to share her life with this man, and he had
turned his back on her, |let themdestroy her, |let their baby
die. But that was another tinme, another place, another world.
That was fantasy. This is reality.

Tracy sl ammed the magazi ne shut.
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On visiting days it was easy to know whi ch i nmates had
friends or relatives comng to see them The prisoners would
shower and put on fresh cl ot hes and makeup. Ernesti ne

usual ly returned fromthe visitors' roomsniling and
cheerful. "My A, he always cones to see ne," she told Tracy.
"He'll be waitin' for nme when | get out. You know why?
‘Cause | give himwhat no other woman gives him" Tracy coul d
not hide her confusion. "You nean... sexually?" "You bet your
ass. What goes on behind these walls has nothin' to do with
the outside. In here, sonetines we need a warm body to

hol d--- sonebody to touch us and tell us they |ove us. W
gotta feel there's sonebody who gives a damm about wus. It



don't matter if it ain't real or don't last. It's all we got.
But when | get on the outside"--- Enestine broke into a
broad grin--- "then | becone a fuckin' nynphomani ac, hear?"

There was sonething that had been puzzling Tracy. She
decided to bring it up now "Ernie, you keep protecting ne.
VWhy ?"

Er nesti ne shrugged. "Beats the shit out of ne."

"I really want to know. " Tracy chose her words carefully.

"Everyone el se who's your--- your friend belongs to you.
They do whatever you tell themto do." "If they don't want to
wal k around with half an ass, yeah." "But not ne. Wy?"

"You conpl ai nin" ?"
“"No. |I'mcurious."

Er nesti ne thought about it for a nonent. "Ckay. You got
somethin' | want." She saw the | ook on Tracy's face. "No,
not that. | get alla that | want, baby. You got class. |
mean, real, honest-to-CGod class. Like those cool |adies you
see in Vogue and Town and Country, all dressed up and
servin' tea fromsilver pots. That's where you belong. This
ain't your world. I don't know how you got m xed up with al
that rat shit on the outside, but nmy guess is you got
suckered by sonebody." She | ooked at Tracy and sai d, al nost
shyly, "1 ain't conme across many decent things in ny life.
You're one of '"em" She turned away so that her next words
were al nost inaudible. "And I'm sorry about your kid. |
really am..." That night, after lights out, Tracy whi spered
in the dark, "Ernie, |'ve go to escape. Help ne. Please."

"I'mtryin' to sleep, for Christ's sake! Shut up now,

hear’)" kkkhkkhkkhk*k*k

Ernestine initiated Tracy into the arcane | anguage of the
prison. Goups of wonen in the yard were talking: "This

bul | - dyker dropped the belt on the gray broad, and fromthen
on you had to feed her with a | ong-handl ed spoon...." "She
was short, but they caught her in a snowstorm and a stoned
cop turned her over to the butcher. That ended her getup.



Good- bye, Ruby-do...." To Tracy, it was like listening to a
group of Martians. "Wat are they tal ki ng about?" she asked.

Ernestine roared with [aughter. "Don't you speak no

English, girl? Wien the | esbian 'dropped the belt,' it meant
she swtched frombein' the guy to bein' a Mary Femme. She
got involved wwth a 'gray broad'--- that's a honky, |ike you.
She couldn't be trusted, so that nmeant you stayed away from
her. She was 'short,' neanin' she was near the end of her

pri son sentence, but she got caught takin' heroin by a

stoned cop--- that's sonmeone who lives by the rules and can't
be bought--- and they sent her to the 'butcher,' the prison
doctor." "What's a 'Ruby-do' and a 'getup'?"

"Ain't you learned nothin'? A 'Ruby-do' is a parole. A
‘getup’ is the day of rel ease.”

Tracy knew she would wait for neither.
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The expl osi on between Ernestine Littlechap and Bi g Bertha
happened in the yard the follow ng day. The prisoners were
pl ayi ng a gane of softball, supervised by the guards. Big
Bertha, at bat with two strikes against her, hit a hard |line
drive on the third pitch and ran to first base, which Tracy
was covering. Big Bertha slamed into Tracy, knocking her
down, and then was on top of her. Her hands snaked up

bet ween Tracy's | egs, and she whi spered, "Nobody says no to
me, you cunt. I'mcomn' to get you tonight, littbarn, and
"' mgonna fuck your ass off."

Tracy fought wildly to get | oose. Suddenly, she felt Big
Bertha being lifted off her. Ernestine had the huge Swede by
t he neck and was throttling her. "You goddamm bitch!"

Ernesti ne was screamng. "l warned you!" She sl ashed her
fingernails across Big Bertha's face, clawi ng at her eyes.
“"I'"'mblind!'" Big Bertha screaned: "I'mblind!" She grabbed

Ernestine's breasts and starting pulling them The two wonen
wer e punching and clawi ng at each other as four guards cane
running up. It took the guards five mnutes to pull them
apart. Both wonmen were taken to the infirmary. It was |late

t hat night when Ernestine was returned to her cell. Lola and



Paulita hurried to her bunk to consol e her.
“"Are you all right?" Tracy whi spered.

"Dammed right," Ernestine told her. Her voice sounded
nmuf fl ed, and Tracy wondered how badly she had been hurt. "I
made ny Ruby-do yesterday. |I'mgettin' outta this joint. You
got a problem That nother ain't gonna | eave you al one now.
No way. And when she's finished fuckin' with you, she's gonna
kill you." They lay there in the silent darkness. Finally,

Er nesti ne spoke again. "Maybe it's tinme you and ne tal ked
about bustin' you the hell outta here." BOOK ONE

Chapter 10

"You're going to | ose your governess tonorrow, " Warden
Br anni gan announced to his w fe.

Sue Ell en Branni gan | ooked up in surprise. "Wiy? Judy's
very good with Amy." "I know, but her sentence is up. She's
being rel eased in the norning." They were having breakfast in
the confortable cottage that was one of the perquisites of
Warden Brannigan's job. O her benefits included a cook, a
mai d, a chauffeur, and a governess for their daughter, Any,
who was al nost five. Al the servants were trusties. Wen
Sue Ellen Brannigan had arrived there five years earlier,
she had been nervous about |iving on the grounds of the
penitentiary, and even nore apprehensive about having a
house full of servants,who were all convicted crimnals.

"How do you know they won't rob us and cut our throats in
the mddle of the night?" she had demanded.

"If they do," Warden Branni gan had prom sed, "I'll put
themon report."” He had persuaded his wife, wthout
convincing her, but Sue Ellen's fears had proved groundl ess.
The trusties were anxious to make a good i npression and cut
their time down as nuch as possible, so they were very

conscientious. "I was just getting confortable with the idea
of leaving Any in Judy's care," Ms. Branni gan conpl ai ned.
She wi shed Judy well, but she did not want her to | eave. Wo

knew what kind of woman woul d be Any's next governess? There
were so many horror stories about the terrible things
strangers did to children. "Do you have anyone in particul ar



in mnd to replace Judy, George?" The warden had given it
consi derabl e thought. There were a dozen trusties suitable
for the job of taking care of their daughter. But he had not
been able to get Tracy Witney out of his mnd. There was
somet hi ng about her case that he found deeply disturbing. He
had been a professional crimnologist for fifteen years, and
he prided hinself that one of his strengths was his ability
to assess prisoners. Sone of the convicts in his care were
har dened crimnals, others were in prison because they had
comritted crimes of passion or succunbed to a nonentary
tenptation, but it seened to Warden Branni gan that Tracy
Wi t ney bel onged in neither category. He had not been swayed
by her protests of innocence, for that was standard
operating procedure for all convicts. Wat bot hered hi mwas
t he people who had conspired to send Tracy Wiitney to prison.
The warden had been appointed by a New Ol eans civic

comm ssion headed by the governor of the state, and al t hough
he steadfastly refused to becone involved in politics, he
was aware of all the players. Joe Ronano was Mafia, a runner
for Anthony Orsatti. Perry Pope, the attorney who had

def ended Tracy Whitney, was on their payroll, and so was
Judge Henry Lawrence. Tracy Wiitney's conviction had a

deci dedly rank odor to it.

Now Warden Branni gan nade his decision. He said to his
wife, "Yes. | do have soneone in mnd."
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There was an alcove in the prison kitchen with a snmall

Form ca-topped dining table and four chairs, the only place
where it was possible to have a reasonabl e anount of
privacy. Ernestine Littlechap and Tracy were seated there,
drinking coffee during their ten-m nute break.

"I think it's about tinme you tol' nme what your big hurry
Is to bust outta here,"” Ernestine suggested.

Tracy hesitated. Could she trust Ernestine? She had no
choice. "There--- there are sone people who did things to ny

famly and ne. |'ve got to get out to pay them back."

"Yeah? What'd they do?"



Tracy's words canme out slowy, each one a drop of pain.
"They killed nmy nother." "Who's they?"

"I don't think the names woul d nmean anything to you. Joe
Romano, Perry Pope, a judge naned Henry Law ence; Anthony
Osatti---"

Ernesti ne was staring at her wwth her nouth open. "Jesus
H. Christ! You puttin' ne on, girl?"

Tracy was surprised. "You' ve heard of thenP"

"Heard of 'eml Who hasn't heard of 'enf? Nothin' goes down
In New O -fuckin'-leans unless Orsatti or Romano says so.
You can't nmess with them They'Il blow you away |ike snoke."

Tracy said tonelessly, "They've already bl own ne away."

Er nestine | ooked around to make sure they could not be
overheard. "You're either crazy or you' re the dunbest broad
|'ve ever net. Tal k about the untouchabl es!" She shook her
head. "Forget about 'em Fast!"”

"No. | can't. | have to break out of here. Can it be
done?" Ernestine was silent for a long tinme. Wen she finally
spoke, she said, "W'll talk in the yard."
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They were in the yard, off in a corner by thenselves.

"There've been twel ve bust-outs fromthis joint,"

Ernestine said. "Two of the prisoners were shot and kill ed.
The other ten were caught and brought back." Tracy made no
comrent. "The tower's manned twenty-four hours by guards with
machi ne guns, and they're nean sons of bitches. If anyone
escapes, it costs the guards their jobs, so they'd just as
soon kill you as |ook at you. There's barbed wire all around
the prison, and if you get through that and past the nachi ne
guns, they got hound dogs that can track a nosquito's fart.
There's a National Guard station a few mles away, and when
a prisoner escapes fromhere they send up helicopters with
guns and searchlights. Nobody gives a shit if they bring you
back dead or alive, girl. They figure dead is better. It



di scourages anyone else with plans.”

"But people still try," Tracy said stubbornly.

"The ones who broke out had help fromthe outside---

friends who snuggled in guns and noney and cl othes. They had
getaway cars waltin' for '"em" She paused for effect. "And
they still got caught."

"They won't catch ne," Tracy swore.
A matron was approaching. She called out to Tracy, "Wrden
Branni gan wants you. On the double.™
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"We need soneone to take care of our young daughter,"

Warden Brannigan said. "It's a voluntary job. You don't have
to take it if you don't wish to." Soneone to take care of our
young daughter. Tracy's mnd was racing. This m ght nmake her
escape easier. Wrking in the warden's house, she could
probably |l earn a great deal nore about the prison setup.

"Yes," Tracy said. "I'd like to take the job."

George Branni gan was pl eased. He had an odd, unreasonabl e
feeling that he owed this woman sonet hing. "Good. It pays
sixty cents an hour. The noney will be put in your account
at the end of each nonth."

Prisoners were not allowed to handl e cash, and all nonies
accunul at ed were handed over upon the prisoner's rel ease.

| won't be here at the end of the nonth, Tracy thought,
but al oud she said, "That will be fine."

"You can start in the norning. The head matron wll give
you the details." "Thank you, Warden."

He | ooked at Tracy and was tenpted to say sonethi ng nore.
He was not quite sure what. Instead, he said, "That's all."

kkhkkkrkkhk*kkhk*



When Tracy broke the news to Ernestine, the black woman
said thoughtfully, "That neans they gonna nake you a trusty.
You'll get the run of the prison. That m ght nake bustin

out alittle easier.”

"How do | do it?" Tracy asked.

"You got three choices, but they're all risky. The first

way is a sneak-out. You use chewin' gumone night to jamthe
| ocks on your cell door and the corridor doors. You sneak
outside to the yard, throw a bl anket over the barbed wre,
and you're off and runnin'."

Wth dogs and helicopters after her. Tracy could feel the
bullets fromthe guns of the guards tearing into her. She
shuddered. "What are the other ways?" "The second way's a
breakout. That's where you use a gun and take a hostage with

you. If they catch you, they'll give you a deuce with a
nickel tail." She saw Tracy's puzzled expression. "That's
another two to five years on your sentence." "And the third
V\ay?"

"A wal kaway. That's for trusties who are out on a work
detail. Once you're out in the open, girl, you jest keep
nmovin' ."

Tracy thought about that. Wthout noney and a car and a

pl ace to hide out, she woul d have no chance. "They'd find
out I was gone at the next head count and cone | ooking for
me."

Ernesti ne sighed. "There ain't no perfect escape plan,
girl. That's why no one's ever nmade it outta this place.”

Il wll, Tracy vowed. | wll.
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The norning Tracy was taken to Warden Branni gan's hone

mar ked her fifth nonth as a prisoner. She was nervous about
meeting the warden's wife and child, for she wanted this job
desperately. It was going to be her key to freedom Tracy
wal ked into the large, pleasant kitchen and sat down. She



could feel the perspiration bead and roll down from her
underarns. A wonan clad in a nuted rose-col ored housecoat
appeared in the doorway.

She sai d, "Good norning."
"Good norning."

The woman started to sit, changed her m nd, and stood. Sue
El | en Branni gan was a pl easant-faced bl onde in her mddle
thirties, with a vague, distracted nanner. She was thin and
hyper, never quite sure howto treat the convict servants.
Shoul d she thank them for doing their jobs, or just give them
orders? Should she be friendly, or treat themlike
prisoners? Sue Ellen still had not gotten used to the idea

of living in the mdst of drug addicts and thieves and
killers. "I'm Ms. Brannigan," she rattled on. "Any is al nost
five years old, and you know how active they are at that

age. I'mafraid she has to be watched all the tine." She

gl anced at Tracy's |left hand. There was no weddi ng ring
there, but these days, of course, that neant not hing.
Particularly with the | ower classes, Sue Ellen thought. She
paused and asked delicately, "Do you have children?" Tracy

t hought of her unborn baby. "No."

"l see." Sue Ellen was confused by this young wonman. She
was not at all what she had expected. There was sonet hi ng
al nost el egant about her. "I'll bring Ary in." She hurried
out of the room

Tracy | ooked around. It was a fairly large cottage, neat
and attractively furnished. It seened to Tracy that it had
been years since she had been in anyone's hone. That was al
part of the other world, the world outside. Sue Ellen cane
back into the room hol ding the hand of a young girl. "Any,
this is---" Didone call a prisoner by her first or |ast
name? She conprom sed. "This is Tracy Witney."

"H," Any said. She had her nother's thinness and deepset,

intelligent hazel eyes. She was not a pretty child, but
there was an open friendliness about her that was touching.

| won't | et her touch ne.



"Are you going to be ny new nanny?"
“"Well, I"mgoing to help your nother | ook after you."

"Judy went out on parole, did you know that? Are you goi ng
out on parole, too?" No, Tracy thought. She said, "I'mgoing
to be here for a long while, Any." "That's good," Sue Ellen
said brightly. She colored in enbarrassnent and bit her 1ip.
"I nmean---" She whirled around the kitchen and started
explaining Tracy's duties to her. "You'll have your neals
with Any. You can prepare breakfast for her and play with
her in the norning. The cook will make |lunch here. After

| unch, Any has a nap, and in the afternoon she |ikes wal ki ng
around the grounds of the farm | think it's so good for a
child to see growi ng things, don't you?" "Yes."

The farmwas on the other side of the main prison, and the
twenty acres, planted with vegetables and fruit trees, were
tended by trusties. There was a large artificial |ake used
for irrigation, surrounded by a stone wall that rose above
it.
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The next five days were alnost like a newlife for Tracy.
Under different circunstances, she would have enjoyed
getting away fromthe bleak prison walls, free to wal k
around the farmand breathe the fresh country air, but al
she coul d think about was escapi ng. When she was not on duty
with Ary, she was required to report back to the prison.
Each night Tracy was |ocked in her cell, but in the daytine
she had the illusion of freedom After breakfast in the

pri son kitchen, she wal ked over to the warden's cottage and
made breakfast for Amy. Tracy had | earned a good deal about
cooking from Charles, and she was tenpted by the varieties
of foodstuffs on the warden's shelves, but Any preferred a
sinpl e breakfast of oatneal or cereal with fruit. Afterward,
Tracy would play ganmes with the little girl or read to her.
Wt hout thinking. Tracy began teaching Any the ganes her

not her had played with her. Any |oved puppets. Tracy tried to
copy Shari Lews's Lanb Chop for her fromone of the
warden's ol d socks, but it turned out |ooking Iike a cross
between a fox and a duck. "I think it's beautiful," Any said



| oyal ly. Tracy nade the puppet speak with different accents:
French, Italian, German, and the one Any adored the nost,
Paulita's Mexican lilt. Tracy would watch the pleasure oft
the child' s face and think, | won't becone involved. She's
just ny neans of getting out of this place.

After Any's afternoon nap, the two of them would take | ong
wal ks, and Tracy saw to it that they covered areas of the
pri son grounds she had not seen before. She carefully
observed every exit and entrance and how the guard towers
wer e manned and noted when the shifts changed. It becane
obvious to her that none of the escape plans she had

di scussed with Ernestine would work. "Has anyone ever tried
to escape by hiding in one of the service trucks that
deliver things to the prison? |'ve seen m |k trucks and
food---" "Forget it," Ernestine said flatly. "Every vehicle
comn' in and goin' out of the gate is searched.”

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

At breakfast one norning, Any said, "I |ove you, Tracy.

WI1l you be ny nother?" The words sent a pang through Tracy.
"One nother is enough. You don't need two." "Yes, | do. My
friend Sally Ann's father got married again, and Sally Ann
has two nothers."
"You're not Sally Ann," Tracy said curtly. "Finish your
breakfast." Any was | ooking at her with hurt eyes. "I'm not
hungry anynore." "All right. I'll read to you, then."

As Tracy started to read, she felt Any's soft |little hand
on hers. "Can | sit on your |ap?"

"No." Get your affection fromyour owmn famly, Tracy
t hought. You don't belong to ne. Nothing belongs to ne.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The easy days away fromthe routine of the prison sonmehow
made the nights worse. Tracy |oathed returning to her cell
hat ed being caged in |like an animal. She was still unable to
get used to the screans that cane fromnearby cells in the
uncari ng darkness. She would grit her teeth until her jaws
ached. One night at a tinme, she promsed herself. | can



stand one night at a tine. She slept little, for her mnd was
busy planning. Step one was to escape. Step two was to deal

wi th Joe Romano, Perry Pope, Judge Henry Lawr ence, and

Ant hony Orsatti. Step three was Charles. But that was too

pai nful even to think about yet. I'll handl e that when the
time cones, she told herself. ***x**x*xxxx

It was becom ng inpossible to stay out of the way of Big
Bertha. Tracy was sure the huge Swede was havi ng her spied
upon. |If Tracy went to the recreation room Big Bertha would
show up a few mnutes |ater, and when Tracy went out to the
yard, Big Bertha woul d appear shortly afterward.

One day Big Bertha wal ked up to Tracy and said, "You're
| ooki ng beautiful today, littbarn. | can't wait for us to
get together.™

"Stay away fromne," Tracy warned.
The amazon grinned. "Or what? Your black bitch is gettin
out. I'marrangin' to have you transferred to ny cell."

Tracy stared at her.
Bi g Bertha nodded. "I can do it, honey. Believe it."

Tracy knew then her tinme was running out. She had to
escape before Ernestine was rel eased.

kkkkkikkhkk*x

Any's favorite wal k was through the neadow, rainbowed with
colorful wildflowers. The huge artificial |ake was near by,
surrounded by a | ow concrete wall with a long drop to the
deep water.

"Let's go swnmng," Any pleaded. "Please, let's, Tracy?"
"I't's not for swmmng," Tracy said. "They use the water for
irrigation.” The sight of the cold, forbidding-Iooking |ake
made her shiver. Her father was carrying her into the ocean
on his shoul ders, and when she cried out, her father said,
Don't be a baby, Tracy, and he dropped her into the cold

wat er, and when the water closed over her head she pani cked
and began to choke....
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When the news canme, it was a shock, even though Tracy had
expected it. "I'"mgettin' outta here a week from Satti day, "
Ernesti ne said. The words sent a cold chill through Tracy.
She had not told Ernestine about her conversation with Big
Bertha. Ernestine would not be here to help her. Big Bertha
probably had enough influence to have Tracy transferred to
her cell. The only way Tracy could avoid it would be to talk
to the warden, and she knew that if she did that, she was as
good as dead. Every convict in the prison would turn on her.
You gotta fight, fuck; or hit the fence. Well, she was going
to hit the fence.

She and Ernestine went over the escape possibilities
agai n. None of them was satisfactory.

"You ain't got no car, and you ain't got no one on the
outside to he'p you. You' re gonna get caught, sure as hell
and then you'll be worse off. You' d be better doin' cool
time and flnishin" out your gig."

But Tracy knew there would be no cool tine. Not with Big
Bertha after her. The thought of what the giant bull-dyke
had in mnd for her made her physically il]. *x**x**x*xxx
It was Saturday norning, seven days before Ernestine's
rel ease. Sue Ellen Brannigan had taken Any into New Ol eans
for the weekend, and Tracy was at work in the prison

kit chen.

"How s the nursemaid job goin'?" Ernestine asked.

"All right."

"I seen that little girl. She seens real sweet."

"She's okay." Her tone was indifferent.

“I"l'l sure be glad to get outta here. I'll tell you one

thing, | ain't never comn' back to this joint. If there's
anythin' Al or nme kin do for you on the outside---"



"Com ng through,” a nmale voice called out.

Tracy turned. A |l aundryman was pushing a huge cart piled

to the top with soiled unifornms and |linens. Tracy wat ched,
puzzl ed, as he headed for the exit. "What | was sayin' was if
me and Al can do anythin' for you--- you know-- send you

t hings or---"

"Ernie, what's a laundry truck doi ng here? The prison has
its own laundry.” "Ch, that's for the guards,"” Ernestine
| aughed. "They used to send their uniforns to the prison
| aundry, but all the buttons managed to get ripped off,

sl eeves were torn, obscene notes were sewn inside, shirts
were shrunk, and the material got nysteriously slashed.
Ain't that a fuckin' shame, Mss Scarlett? Now the guards
gotta send their stuff to an outside |aundry." Ernestine
| aughed her Butterfly McQueen imtation.

Tracy was no |onger |istening. She knew how she was goi ng
to escape. BOOK ONE

Chapter 11
"Ceorge, | don't think we should keep Tracy on."

War den Branni gan | ooked up from his newspaper. "Wat?
What's the problen?" "I'mnot sure, exactly. | have the
feeling that Tracy doesn't |ike Any. Maybe she just doesn't
i ke children."

"She hasn't been nean to Any, has she? Hit her, yelled at
her?" "No..."

"What, then?"

"Yesterday Any ran over and put her arnms around Tracy, and
Tracy pushed her away. It bothered ne because Any's so crazy
about her. To tell you the truth, I mght be alittle
jealous. Could that be it?"

War den Branni gan | aughed. "That could explain a |ot, Sue
Ellen. I think Tracy Whitney is just right for the job. Now,
I f she gives you any real problens, let nme know, and I'Il do
sonet hi ng about it."



"All right, dear." Sue Ellen was still not satisfied. She
pi cked up her needl epoi nt and began stabbing at it. The
subj ect was not closed yet. "Way can't it work?"

"I tol' you, girl. The guards search every truck going
through the gate.” "But a truck carrying a basket of

| aundry--- they're not going to dunp out the laundry to
check it."

"They don' have to. The basket is taken to the utility
room where a guard watches it bein' filled."

Tracy stood there thinking. "Ernie... could soneone
di stract that guard for five m nutes?”

"What the hell good woul d---?" She broke off, a slowgrin
lighting her face. "Wile soneone punps himfull of

sunshi ne, you get into the bottom of the hanper and get
covered up with laundry!" She nodded. "You know, | think the
damed thing m ght work."

"Then you'll help nme?"

Er nesti ne was thoughtful for a nonent. Then she said

softly, "Yeah. I'lIl he'p you. It's ny |last chance to give

Big Bertha a kick in the ass.” The prison grapevi ne buzzed
with the news of Tracy Witney's inpending escape. A

breakout was an event that affected all prisoners. The

i nmates |ived vicariously through each attenpt, w shing they
had the courage to try it thenselves. But there were the
guards and the dogs and the helicopters, and, in the end, the
bodi es of the prisoners who had been brought back.

Wth Ernestine's help, the escape plan noved ahead

swiftly. Ernestine took Tracy's neasurenents, Lola boosted
the material for a dress fromthe mllinery shop, and
Paulita had a seanstress in another cell block nmake it. A
pair of prison shoes was stolen fromthe wardrobe departnent
and dyed to match the dress. A hat, gloves, and purse
appeared, as if by nmagic. "Now we gotta get you sone ID,"
Ernestine infornmed Tracy "You'll need a couple a credit
cards and a driver's license."



"How can | ---?"

Ernestine grinned. "You jest leave it to old Ernie
Littl echap."” The foll ow ng evening Ernestine handed Tracy
three major credit cards in the name of Jane Smth.

"Next, you need a driver's |icense."

kkkkkkkkk*x

Sonetinme after m dni ght Tracy heard the door of her cell
bei ng opened. Soneone had sneaked into the cell. Tracy sat
up in her bunk, instantly on guard. A voice whispered,
"Whi t ney? Let's go."

Tracy recogni zed the voice of Lillian, a trusty. "Wat do
you want ?" Tracy asked.

Ernestine's voice shot out of the darkness. "Wat kind of
idiot child did your nother raise? Shut up and don't ask
guestions. "

Lillian said softly, "We got to do this fast. If we get
caught, they'll have ny ass. Cone on."

"Where are we goi ng?" Tracy asked, as she followed Lillian
down the dark corridor to a stairway. They went up to the

| andi ng above and, after meking sure there were no guards
about, hurried down a hallway until they canme to the room
where Tracy had been fingerprinted and photographed. Lillian
pushed the door open. "In here," she whi spered.

Tracy followed her into the room Another inmate was
wai ting inside. "Step up against the wall." She sounded
ner vous.

Tracy noved against the wall, her stomach in knots.

"Look into the canera. Conme on. Try and took rel axed."

Very funny, Tracy thought. She had never been so nervous
in her life. The canera clicked.



"The picture wll be delivered in the norning," the inmate
said. "lIt's for your driver's license. Now get out of
here--- fast."

Tracy and Lillian retraced their steps. On the way,
Lillian said, "I hear you're changin' cells.”

Tracy froze. "Wat ?"

"Didn't you know? You're novin' in with Big Bertha."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Ernestine, Lola, and Paulita were waiting up for Tracy
when she returned. "How d it go?"

"Fi ne."

Didn't you know? You're novin' in with Big Bertha.

"The dress'|| be ready for you Sattiday,"” Paulita said.
The day of Ernestine's release. That's ny deadline, Tracy

t hought. Ernestine whispered, "Everythin' is cool. The

| aundry pickup Sattiday is two o' clock. You gotta be in the
utility roomby one-thirty. You don' have to worry about the

guard. Lola will keep himbusy next door. Paulita will be in
the utility roomwaitin' for you. She'll have your clothes.
Your IDw Il be in your purse. You'll be drivin' out the

prison gates by two-fifteen." Tracy found it difficult to
breat he. Just tal ki ng about the escape nade her trenble.
Nobody gives a shit if they bring you back dead or alive....
They figure dead is better.

In a few days she woul d be maki ng her break for freedom
She had no illusions: The odds were agai nst her. They woul d
eventually find her and bring her back. But there was

sonet hing she had sworn to take care of first. **x***xxk%x

The prison grapevine knew all about the contest that had
been fought between Ernestine Littlechap and Bi g Bertha over
Tracy. Now that the word was out that Tracy was being
transferred to Big Bertha's cell, it was no accident that no
one had nentioned anything, to Big Bertha about Tracy's
escape plan: Big Bertha did not |like to hear bad news. She



was often apt to confuse the news with the bearer and treat
t hat person accordingly. Big Bertha did not |earn about
Tracy's plan until the norning the escape was to take pl ace,
and it was revealed to her by the trusty who had taken
Tracy's picture.

Big Bertha took the news in om nous silence. Her body
seened to grow bigger as she |istened.

"What tinme?" was all she asked.

"This afternoon at two o' clock, Bert. They're gonna hide
her in the bottomof a |laundry hanper in the utility room

Bi g Bertha thought about it for a long tine. Then she
waddl ed over to a matron and said, "l gotta see Warden
Branni gan ri ght away."

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

Tracy had not slept all night. She was sick with tension.
The nont hs she had been in prison seened |ike a dozen
eternities. Images of the past flashed through her m nd as
she |l ay on her bunk, staring into the dark. | feel like a
princess in a fairy tale, Mdther. | didn't know anyone could
be this happy.

So! You and Charles want to get married.

How | ong a honeynoon are you pl anni ng?

You shot ne, you bitch!...

Your nother comm tted suicide....

| never really knew you. ..

The weddi ng picture of Charles smling at his bride....
How many eons ago? How many pl anets away?

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The norning bell clanged through the corridor |ike a shock



wave. Tracy sat up on her bunk, w de awake. Ernestine was
wat chi ng her. "How you feelin', girl?" "Fine," Tracy |ied.
Her mouth was dry, and her heart was beating erratically.

"Well, we're both | eavin' here today."

Tracy found it hard to swallow. "Uh-huh."

"You sure you kin get away fromthe warden's house by
one-thirty?" "No problem Any always takes a nap after
| unch. "

Paulita said, "You can't be late, or it won't work."
"I'"1l be there."

Er nesti ne reached under her mattress and took out a roll
of bills. "You re gonna need sone wal kin' around noney. It's
only two hundred bucks, but it'll get you on your way."

"Ernie, | don't know what to---"

"Oh, jest shut up, girl, and take it."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Tracy forced herself to swall ow sone breakfast. Her head
was poundi ng, and every nuscle in her body ached. 1'll never
make it through the day, she thought. 1've got to make it

t hrough t he day.

There was a strained, unnatural silence in the kitchen,

and Tracy suddenly realized she was the cause of it. She was
t he object of know ng | ooks and nervous whi spers. A breakout
was about to happen, and she was the heroi ne of the drana.
In a few hours she would be free. O dead.

She rose from her unfini shed breakfast and headed for
War den Branni gan's house. As Tracy waited for a guard to
unl ock the corridor door, she cane face-to-face with Big
Bert ha. The huge Swede was grinning at her.

She's going to be in for a big surprise, Tracy thought.
She's all mne now, Big Bertha thought.
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The norning passed so slowly that Tracy felt she would go

out of her mnd. The mnutes seened to drag on interm nably.
She read to Any and had no idea what she was readi ng. She
was aware of Ms. Brannigan watching fromthe wi ndow. "Tracy,
let's play hide-and-seek."

Tracy was too nervous to play ganes, but she dared not do
anything to arouse Ms. Brannigan's suspicions. She forced a
smle. "Sure. Why don't you hide first, Amy?"

They were in the front yard of the bungalow. In the far

di stance Tracy could see the building where the utility room
was | ocated. She had to be there at exactly 1:30. She would
change into the street clothes that had been nmade for her,
and by 1:45 she would be lying in the bottom of the |arge
cl ot hes hanper, covered over with uniforns and |inens. At
2:00 the |aundryman woul d conme by for the hanper and wheel
It out to his truck. By 2:15 the truck would drive through
the gates on its way to the nearby town where the | aundry
pl ant was | ocated. The driver can't see in the back of the
truck fromthe front seat. Wen the truck gets to town and
stops for a red light, just open the door, step out, real
cool, and catch a bus to wherever you're goin'.

"Can you see nme?" Any called. She was hal f-hi dden behi nd
the trunk of a magnolia tree. She held her hand over her

nmouth to stifle a giggle. I'll mss her, Tracy thought. Wen
| | eave here, the two people I'll mss will be a bl ack,

bal d- headed bul | -dyke and a young girl. She wondered what
Charl es Stanhope |11 woul d have nmade of that.

“I"'mcomng to find you," Tracy said.

kkkkkikkikk*x

Sue Ell en watched the gane frominside the house. It

seened to her that Tracy was acting strangely. Al norning
she had kept | ooking at her watch, as though expecting
sonmeone, and her m nd was obviously not on Amy. | nust speak
to CGeorge about it when he cones hone for lunch, Sue Ellen
decided. I'mgoing to insist that he replace her.



kkkkkhkkhkk*x

In the yard, Tracy and Any pl ayed hopscotch for a while,
then jacks, and Tracy read to Any, and finally, blessedly,
it was twelve-thirty, time for Anmy's lunch. Tinme for Tracy
to make her nove. She took Any into the cottage. "I'Ill be
| eavi ng now, Ms. Brannigan."

"What? Ch. Didn't anyone tell you, Tracy? We're having a
del egation of VIP visitors today. They'll be having | unch
here at the house, so Any won't be having her nap. You may
take her with you."

Tracy stood there, willing herself not to scream "I[--- |
can't do that, Ms. Brannigan."

Sue Ell en Branni gan stiffened. "Wat do you nean you can't
do that?" Tracy saw the anger in her face and she thought, |
mustn't upset her. She'll call the warden, and I'l|l be sent
back to ny cell.

Tracy forced a smle. "I nean... Amy hasn't had her | unch.
She'll be hungry.” "I've had the cook prepare a picnic |unch
for both of you. You can go for a nice walk in the neadow
and have it there. Any enjoys picnics, don't you, darling?"
"I love picnics." She | ooked at Tracy pleadingly. "Can we,
Tracy? Can we?" No! Yes. Careful. It could still work.

Be in the utility roomby one-thirty. Don't be |ate.

Tracy | ooked at Ms. Brannigan. "Wat--- what tinme do you
want nme to bring Any back?"

"Oh, about three o'clock. They should be gone by then." So
woul d the truck. The world was tunbling in on her. "I---" Are
you all right? You | ook pale."

That was it. She would say she was ill. Go to the

hospital. But then they would want to check her over and keep
her there. She woul d never be able to get out in tine. There
had to be sone other way. Ms. Brannigan was staring at her.

"I"mfine."



There's sonething wong with her, Sue Ellen Branni gan

decided. I'mdefinitely going to have George get soneone
el se.

Any's eyes were alight with joy. "I'll give you the

bi ggest sandw ches, Tracy. We'lI|l have a good tine, won't
we?"

Tracy had no answer.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The VIP tour was a surprise visit. Governor WIIiam Haber

hi nsel f was escorting the prison reformcommttee through
the penitentiary. It was sonething that Warden Branni gan had
to live with once a year

"It goes with the territory, CGeorge," the governor had
expl ai ned. "Just clean up the place, tell your ladies to
smle pretty, and we'll get our budget increased again."

The word had gone out fromthe chief guard that norning:
"Get rid of all the drugs, knives, and dil dos."

Governor Haber and his party were due to arrive at 10:00
A.M They would inspect the interior of the penitentiary
first, visit the farm and then have lunch with the warden
at his cottage.

Big Bertha was inpatient. Wen she had put in a request to
see the warden, she had been told, "The warden is very
pressed for time this norning. Tonorrow woul d be easier.
|_b___ll

"Fuck tonmorrow " Big Bertha had exploded. "I want to see
himnow. It's inportant.”

There were few inmates in the prison who could have gotten
away with it, but Big Bertha was one of them The prison
authorities were well aware of her power. They had seen her
start riots, and they had seen her stop them No prison in
the world could be run wthout the cooperation of the inmate
| eaders, and Big Bertha was a | eader.



She had been seated in the warden's outer office for

al rost an hour, her huge body overflow ng the chair she sat
in. She's a disgusting-looking creature, the warden's
secretary thought. She gives ne the creeps.

"How nmuch | onger?" Big Bertha demanded.

"It shouldn't be too much | onger. He has a group of people
in with him The warden's very busy this norning."

Big Bertha said, "He's gonna be busier." She | ooked at her
wat ch. Twel ve-forty-five. Plenty of tine.

kkkkkkkikk*x

It was a perfect day, cloudless and warm and the singing
breeze carried a tantalizing mxture of scents across the
green farm and. Tracy had spread out a tablecloth on a

grassy area near the | ake, and Any was happily munching on an
egg sal ad sandwi ch. Tracy gl anced at her watch. It was

al ready 1:00. She could not believe it. The norning had
dragged and the afternoon was w nging by. She had to think

of sonmething quickly, or tine was going to steal away her

| ast chance at freedom

kkkkkkkkk*x

One-ten. In the warden's reception office Warden
Branni gan's secretary put down the tel ephone and said to Big

Bertha, "lI'msorry. The warden says it's inpossible for him
to see you today. We'll nmake anot her appointnment for---" Big
Bert ha pushed herself to her feet. "He's got to see ne!
[t's---" "We'll fit you in tonorrow "

Big Bertha started to say, "Tonorrow will be too late,”

but she stopped herself in tine. No one but the warden

hi msel f nust know what she was doi ng. Snitches suffered

fatal accidents. But she had no intention of giving up. There
was no way she was going to let Tracy Witney get away from
her. She wal ked into the prison library and sat down at one
of the long tables at the far end of the room She scribbl ed
a note, and when the matron wal ked over to an aisle to help
an inmate, Big Bertha dropped the note on her desk and |eft.



When the matron returned, she found the note and opened it.
She read it twice: YOU BETTER CHEK THE LAUNDREY TRUCK TO DAY.

There was no signature. A hoax? The matron had no way of
know ng. She picked up the tel ephone. "Get ne the
superi ntendent of guards..." **x***xxk%x

One-fifteen. "You' re not eating," Any said. "You want sone
of my sandwi ch?" "No! Leave ne alone.” She had not neant to
speak so harshly. Any stopped eating. "Are you nad at ne,
Tracy? Pl ease don't be mad at ne. | |ove you so nmuch. |
never get mad at you." Her soft eyes were filled with hurt.
"I'"'mnot angry." She was in hell.

“I"'mnot hungry if you're not. Let's play ball, Tracy."
And Any pull ed her rubber ball out of her pocket.

One-si xteen. She shoul d have been on her way. It would
take her at least fifteen mnutes to get to the utility
room She could just nake it if she hurried. But she could
not | eave Any alone. Tracy | ooked around, and in the far

di stance she saw a group of trusties picking crops.
Instantly, Tracy knew what she was going to do.

"Don't you want to play ball, Tracy?"

Tracy rose to her feet. "Yes. Let's play a new gane. Let's
see who can throw the ball the farthest. I'll throw the
ball, and then it will be your turn." Tracy picked up the
hard rubber ball and threwit as far as she could in the
direction of the workers.

"Ch, that's good," Any said admringly. "That's real far."
“I'"'l'l go get the ball,” Tracy said. "You wait here."

And she was running, running for her life, her feet flying
across the fields. It was 1:18. If she was late, they would
wait for her. O would they? She ran faster. Behind her, she
heard Amy calling, but she paid no attention. The farm

wor kers were noving in the other direction now. Tracy yelled
at them and they stopped. She was breathl ess when she
reached them



"Anythin' wong?" one of them asked.
"No, n--- nothing." She was panting, fighting for breath.
"The little girl back there. One of you |l ook after her. |
have sonething inportant | have to do. |I---" She heard her
name called froma distance and turned. Any was standi ng on
top of the concrete wall surrounding the | ake. She waved.
"Look at ne, Tracy." "No! Get down!" Tracy screaned.

And as Tracy watched in horror, Any |ost her bal ance and
plunged into the | ake. "Ch, dear God!" The bl ood drained from
Tracy's face. She had a choice to nmake, but there was no
choice. | can't help her. Not now Soneone will save her. |
have to save nyself. |'ve got to get out of this place or
"Il die. It was 1:20. Tracy turned and began runni ng as fast
as she had ever run in her |ife. The others were calling
after her, but she did not hear them She flew through the
air, unaware that her shoes had fallen off, not caring that
the sharp ground was cutting into her feet. Her heart was
poundi ng, and her |ungs were bursting, and she pushed

herself to run faster, faster. She reached the wall around
the | ake and vaulted on top of it: Far below, she could see
Any in the deep, terrifying water, struggling to stay

afl oat. Wthout a second's hesitation, Tracy junped in after
her. And as she hit the water, Tracy thought; Onh, ny God! |
can't swm... BOOK TWO

Chapter 12
New O | eans
FRI DAY, AUGUST 25--- 1000 A M

Lester Torrance, a teller at the First Merchants Bank of
New Ol eans, prided hinself on two things: his sexual
prowess with the ladies and his ability to size up his
custoners. Lester was in his late forties, a |anky,

sall ow-faced man with a Tom Sel |l eck nmustache and | ong

si deburns. He had been passed over for pronotion tw ce, and
in retaliation, Lester used the bank as a personal dating
service. He could spot hookers a mle away, and he enjoyed
trying to persuade themto give himtheir favors for
not hi ng. Lonely wi dows were an especially easy prey. They
cane in all shapes, ages, and states of desperation, and



sooner or later they would appear in front of Lester's cage.
If they were tenporarily overdrawn, Lester would |lend a
synpat heti c ear and del ay bouncing their checks. In return,
perhaps they could have a quiet little dinner together? Many
of his femal e custoners sought his hel p and confi ded
delicious secrets to him They needed a | oan without their
husbands' know edge .... They wanted to keep confidenti al
certain checks they had witten.... They were contenplating a
di vorce, and could Lester help themclose out their joint
account right away? Lester was only too eager to please. And
to be pleased. On this particular Friday norning, Lester knew
he had hit the jackpot. He saw the woman the nonent she

wal ked in the door of the bank. She was an absol ute stunner.
She had sleek black hair falling to her shoul ders, and she
wore a tight skirt And sweater that outlined a figure a Las
Vegas chorine woul d have envied. There were four other
tellers in the bank, and the young wonman's eyes went from
one cage to the other, as though seeking hel p. Wen she

gl anced at Lester, he nodded eagerly and gave her an
encouragi ng smle. She wal ked over to his cage, just as
Lester had known she woul d.

"Good norning," Lester said warmy. "Wat may | do for
you?" He coul d see her nipples pushing agai nst her cashnere
sweater, and he thought, Baby, what 1'd like to do for you!

"I"'mafraid | have a problem" the wonan said softly. She
had the nost delightful southern accent Lester had ever
hear d.

"That's what |'mhere for," he said heartily, "to solve

problenms.” "OCh, | do hope so. I'mafraid |I've done sonethin'
just terrible." Lester gave her his best paternal,
you-can-lean-on-nme smle. "I can't believe a | ovely | ady

| i ke you could do anything terrible."

"Oh, but | have." Her soft brown eyes were wide with

panic. "I'm Joseph Romano's secretary, and he told ne to
order new bl ank checks for his checking account a week ago,
and | sinmply forgot all about it, and now we've just about
run out, and when he finds out, | don't know what he'll do
tonme." It cane out in a soft, velvety rush



Lester was only too famliar wth the nane of Joseph

Romano. He was a prized custoner of the bank's, even though
he kept relatively small anpbunts in his account. Everyone
knew that his real noney was | aundered el sewhere. He sure has
great taste in secretaries, Lester thought. He sm | ed again.
"Well, now, that's not too serious, Ms.---?"

"Mss. Hartford. Lureen Hartford."

Mss. This was his lucky day. Lester sensed that this was
going to work out splendidly. "I'lIl just order those new
checks for you right now You should have themin two or

t hree weeks and---"

She gave a little nmopan, a sound that seened to Lester to
hold infinite promse. "Ch, that's too late, and M.

Romano's al ready so upset with ne. | just can't seemto keep
ny mnd on nmy work, you know?" She |eaned forward so that her
breasts were touching the front of the cage. She said

breathl essly, "If you could just rush those checks out, 1'd
be happy to pay extra." Lester said ruefully, "CGee, |I'm
sorry, Lureen, it would be inpossible to---" He saw that she

was near to tears.

"To tell you the truth, this mght cost ne ny job
Please... I'll do anything." The words fell |ike nusic on
Lester's ears.

“I'"l'l tell you what 1'll do," Lester declared. "I'll phone
in a special rush on them and you'll have them Monday.
How s t hat ?"

"Ch, you're just wonderful!" Her voice was filled with
gratitude. "I'll send themto the office and---"

"I't would be better if | picked themup nyself. | don't

want M. Romano to know how stupid | was."

Lester smled indulgently. "Not stupid, Lureen. W all get
alittle forgetful sonetines.”

She said softly, "I'll never forget you. See you Monday."
“I''l'l be here.” It would take a broken back to keep hi m hone.
She gave hima dazzling smle and wal ked slowy out of the



bank, and her wal k was a sight to behold. Lester was
grinning as he went over to a file cabinet, got the nunber
of Joseph Romano's account, and phoned in a rush order for
t he new checks.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The hotel on Carnmen Street was i ndistinguishable froma
hundred other hotels in New Ol eans, which was why Tracy had
chosen it. She had been in the small, cheaply furnished room
for a week. Conpared to her cell, it was a pal ace. Wen Tracy
returned fromher encounter with Lester, she took off the

bl ack wi g, ran her fingers through her own |uxuriant hair,
removed the soft contact |enses, and creaned off her dark
makeup. She sat down on the single straight chair in the
room and breat hed deeply. It was going well. It had been easy
to |l earn where Joe Romano kept his bank account. Tracy had

| ooked up the cancel ed check fromher nother's estate,

| ssued by Romano. "Joe Romano? You can't touch him"

Er nesti ne had sai d.

Er nesti ne was wong and Joe Romano was just the first. The
others would follow. Every one of them

She cl osed her eyes and relived the mracle that had
brought her there, ... ***x*x&x*xkxxx

She felt the cold, dark waters closing over her head. She
was drowni ng, and she was filled with terror. She dived
down, and her hands found the child and grabbed her and
pul l ed her to the surface. Any struggled in blind panic to
break free, draggi ng them both under again, her arns and
legs flailing wildly. Tracy's lungs were bursting. She
fought her way out of the watery grave, hanging on to the
little girl in a death grip, and she felt her strength
ebbing. We're not going to nmake it, she thought. W're

dyi ng. Voices were calling out, and she felt Any's body torn
fromher arns and she screaned, "Ch, God, no!" Strong hands
were around Tracy's wai st and a voice said, "Everything's
fine now Take it easy. It's over."

Tracy | ooked around frantically for Army and saw that she
was safe in a man's arns. Monents later they were both
haul ed up fromthe deep, cruel water.... The incident would



have been worth no nore than a paragraph on the inside page
of the norning newspapers, except for the fact that a

pri soner who could not swimhad risked her life to save the
child of the warden. Overnight the newspapers and tel evision
comrentators turned Tracy into a heroi ne. Governor Haber

hi msel f visited the prison hospital with Warden Brannigan to
see Tracy. "That was a very brave thing you did," the warden
said. "Ms. Brannigan and | want you to know how grateful we
are." H's voice was choked with enotion. Tracy was still weak
and shaken from her experience. "How is Any?" "She's going to
be fine."

Tracy closed her eyes. | couldn't have borne it if

anyt hi ng had happened to her, she thought. She renenbered
her col dness, when all the child had wanted was | ove, and
Tracy felt bitterly ashanmed. The incident had cost her her
chance to escape, but she knew that if she had it to do over
again, she would do the sane thing.

There was a brief inquiry into the accident.

"I't was nmy fault,” Any told her father. "W were playing

ball, and Tracy ran after the ball and told ne to wait, but
| clinbed up on the wall so |I could see her better and |
fell in the water. But Tracy saved ne, Daddy." They kept

Tracy in the hospital that night for observation, and the
next norning she was taken to Warden Brannigan's office. The
media was waiting for her. They knew a hunman-interest story
when they saw one, and stringers fromUPlI and the Associ at ed
Press were present; the local television station had sent a
news team

That evening the report of Tracy's heroi smunfol ded, and

t he account of the rescue went on national television and
began to snowbal|l. Tine, Newsweek, People, and hundreds of
newspapers all over the country carried the story. As the
press coverage continued, letters .and telegrans poured into
the penitentiary, demanding that Tracy Whitney be pardoned.
CGover nor Haber discussed it with Warden Branni gan.

"Tracy Whitney is in here for sone serious crines,” Warden
Branni gan observed. The governor was thoughtful. "But she has
no previous record, right, George?" "That's right, sir."



"I don't mnd telling you, I"'mgetting a hell of a |ot of
pressure to do sonet hing about her."

"So aml|, CGovernor."

"OF course, we can't let the public tell us howto run our
pri sons, can we?" "Certainly not."

"On the other hand," the governor said judiciously, "the
Whitney girl has certainly denonstrated a remarkabl e anmount
of courage. She's becone quite a heroine.™

"No question about it," Warden Branni gan agreed.

The governor paused to light a cigar. "Wat's your

opi ni on, George?" Ceorge Branni gan chose his words carefully.
"You're aware, of course, Governor, that | have a very
personal interest in this. It was ny child she saved. But,
putting that aside, | don't think Tracy Whitney is the
crimnal type, and | can't believe she would be a danger to
society if she were out in the world. My strong
recommendation is that you give her a pardon.™

The governor, who was about to announce his candi dacy for

a new term recognized a good idea when he heard it. "Let's
play this close to the chest for a bit." In politics, timng
was everyt hing.

kkkkkikkikk*x

After discussing it with her husband, Sue Ellen said to
Tracy, "Warden Brannigan and | would like it very nmuch if
you nmoved into the cottage. W have a spare bedroomin back.
You could take care of Any full-time." "Thank you," Tracy
said gratefully. "I would like that." ****x**xx*x

It worked out perfectly. Not only did Tracy not have to
spend each night |ocked away in a cell, but her relationship
with Any changed conpletely. Any adored Tracy, and Tracy
responded. She enjoyed being with this bright, loving little
girl. They played their old ganmes and watched Di sney novies
on television and read together. It was al nost |ike being
part of a famly. But whenever Tracy had an errand that took
her into the cell blocks, she invariably ran into Big



Bert ha.

"You're a lucky bitch,” Big Bertha grow ed. "But you'll be
back here with the common fol ks one day soon. |I'mworkin' on
it, littbarn, " ***x*kxkxx

Three weeks after Any's rescue Tracy and Any were playing
tag in the yard when Sue Ellen Brannigan hurried out of the
house. She stood there a nonent watching them "Tracy, the
war den just tel ephoned. He would like to see you in his
office right away."

Tracy was filled with a sudden fear. Did it nean that she
was going to be transferred back to the prison? Had Big

Bert ha used her influence to arrange it. O had Ms.

Branni gan deci ded that Anmy and Tracy were getting too cl ose?
"Yes, Ms. Brannigan."

The warden was standing in the doorway of his office when
Tracy was escorted in. "You' d better sit down," he said.

Tracy tried to read the answer to her fate fromthe tone

of his voice. "I have sone news for you." He paused, filled
Wi th sone enotion that Tracy did not understand. "I have
just received an order fromthe governor of Louisiana,"

War den Branni gan went on, "giving you a full pardon,
effective inmmediately." Dear God, did he say what | think he
said? She was afraid to speak. "I want you to know," the
war den continued, "that this is not being done because it
was nmy child you saved. You acted instinctively in the way
any decent citizen would have acted. By no stretch of the

| magi nation could I ever believe that you would be a threat
to society.” He smled and added, "Any is going to m ss you.
So are we."

Tracy had no words. If the warden only knew the truth:
that if the accident had not happeped, the warden's nen
woul d have been out hunting her as a fugitive. "You'll be
rel eased the day after tonorrow. "

Her "getup." And still Tracy could not absorb it. "l--- |
don't know what to say."

"You don't have to say anything. Everyone here is very



proud of you. Ms. Brannigan and | expect you to do great
things on the outside." So it was true: She was free. Tracy
felt so weak that she had to steady herself against the arm
of the chair. Wen she finally spoke, her voice was firm
"There's a lot | want to do, Warden Branni gan."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

On Tracy's last day in prison an inmate from Tracy's ol d
cell block wal ked up to her. "So you're getting out."

"That's right."

The woman, Betty Franciscus, was in her early forties,
still attractive, with an air of pride about her.

“If you need any help on the outside, there's a man you
shoul d see in New York. Hs name is Conrad Mrgan." She
slipped Tracy a piece of paper. "He's into crimnal reform
He likes to give a hand to people who've been in prison."
"Thank you, but | don't think I'll need---"

"You never know. Keep his address."

Two hours later, Tracy was wal ki ng through the

penitentiary gates, noving past the television caneras. She
woul d not speak to the reporters, but when Any broke away
from her nother and threw herself into Tracy's arns, the
cameras whirred. That was the picture that cane out over the
eveni ng news. Freedomto Tracy was no | onger sinply an
abstract word. It was sonething tangible, physical, a
condition to be enjoyed and savored. Freedom neant breathing
fresh air, privacy, not standing in lines for neals, not
listening for bells. It nmeant hot baths and good-snelling
soaps, soft lingerie, pretty dresses, and hi gh-heel ed shoes.
It meant having a nane instead of a nunber. Freedom neant
escape fromBig Bertha and fear of gang rapes and the deadly
nonot ony of prison routine.

Tracy's newfound freedomtook getting used to. Wl ki ng

along a street, she was careful not to jostle anyone. In the
peni tentiary bunping into another prisoner could be the
spark that set off a conflagration. It was the absence of
constant nenace that Tracy found nost difficult to adjust



to. No one was threatening her. She was free to carry out her
pl ans.

kkkkkkkkk*x

I n Phil adel phia, Charles Stanhope |IIl saw Tracy on

tel evision, leaving the prison. She's still beautiful, he

t hought. Watching her, it seened inpossible that she had
comritted any of the crines for which she had been convi ct ed.
He | ooked at his exenplary wife, placidly seated across the
room knitting. | wonder if |I nmade a m st ake.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Dani el Cooper watched Tracy on the television news in his
apartnment in New York. He was totally indifferent to the
fact that she had been rel eased fromprison. He clicked off
the television set and returned to the file he was worKking

on kkhkkkkhkkhkk*x

When Joe Romano saw the tel evision news, he |aughed al oud.
The Whitney girl was a lucky bitch. I'lIl bet prison was good
for her. She nust be really horny by now Maybe one day
we'll neet again.

Romano was pleased with hinself. He had al ready passed the
Renoir to a fence, and it had been purchased by a private
collector in Zurich. Five hundred grand fromthe insurance
conpany, and another two hundred thousand fromthe fence.
Naturally, Romano had split the noney with Anthony O satti.
Romano was very neticulous in his dealings with him for he
had seen exanpl es of what happened to people who were not
correct in their transactions with Orsatti. ***x**xxkxx*

At noon on Monday Tracy, in her Lureen Hartford persona,
returned to the First Merchants Bank of New Ol eans. At that
hour it was crowded with custoners. There were several

people in front of Lester Torrance's w ndow. Tracy joined the
| i ne, and when Lester saw her, he beanmed and nodded. She was
even nore goddamed beautiful than he had renenbered.

When Tracy finally reached his w ndow, Lester crowed,
"Well, it wasn't easy, but | did it for you, Lureen.”



A warm appreciative smle lit Lureen's face. "You're just
too wonderful." "Yes, sir, got '"emright here." Lester opened
a drawer, found the box of checks he had carefully put away,
and handed it to her. "There you are. Four hundred bl ank
checks. WIIl that be enough?”

"Oh, nore than enough, unless M. Romano goes on a
check-writing spree." She | ooked into Lester's eyes and
sighed, "You saved ny life." Lester felt a pleasurable
stirring in his groin. "I believe people have to be nice to
peopl e, don't you, Lureen?"

"You're so right, Lester."

"You know, you should open your own account here. |I'd take
real good care of you. Real good.™

"I just know you would,"” Tracy said softly.
"Why don't you and ne tal k about it over a nice quiet
di nner sonewhere?" "l'd surely love that."

"Where can | call you, Lureen?"
"Oh, I'Il call you, Lester." She noved away.

"Wait a min---" The next custoner stepped up and handed
the frustrated Lester a sackful of coins.

In the center of the bank were four tables that held

contai ners of blank deposit and withdrawal slips, and the
tabl es were crowded with people busily filling out fornms.
Tracy noved away from Lester's view. As a customer nade room
at a table, Tracy took her place. The box that Lester had

gi ven her contai ned ei ght packets of blank checks. But it
was not the checks Tracy was interested in: It was the
deposit slips at the back of the packets.

She carefully separated the deposit slips fromthe checks
and, in fewer than three m nutes, she was hol ding eighty
deposit slips in her hand. Making sure she was unobserved,
Tracy put twenty of the slips in the netal container. She
noved on to the next table, where she placed twenty nore
deposit slips. Wthin a few mnutes, all of them had been



|l eft on the various tables. The deposit slips were bl ank,

but each one contai ned a nagneti zed code at the bottom

whi ch the conputer used to credit the various accounts. No
matter who deposited noney, because of the magnetic code,
the computer would automatically credit Joe Romano's account
wi th each deposit. From her experience working in a bank,
Tracy knew that within two days all the magneti zed deposit
slips would be used up and that it would take at |east five
days before the m x-up was noticed. That would give her nore
t han enough tinme for what she planned to do. On the way back
to her hotel, Tracy threw the blank checks into a trash
basket. M. Joe Romano woul d not be needing them

Tracy's next stop was at the New O| eans Holiday Travel
Agency. The young woman behi nd the. desk asked, "May | help
you?"

"I'"'m Joseph Romano's secretary. M. Romano would like to
make a reservation for Rio de Janeiro. He wants to | eave
this Friday."

"WIIl that be one ticket?"

"Yes. First class. An aisle seat. Snoking, please."

"Round trip?"

I‘O]e V\By. n

The travel agent turned to her desk conputer. In a few
seconds, she said, "W're all set. One first-class seat on
Pan Anerican's Flight seven twenty-eight, |eaving at
six-thirty-five P.M on Friday, with a short stopover in

Mam." "He'll be very pleased,"” Tracy assured the wonan.

"That will be nineteen hundred twenty-nine dollars. WII
t hat be cash or charge?"

"M . Romano al ways pays cash. COD. Could you have the
ticket delivered to his office on Thursday, please?"

"We could have it delivered tonorrow, if you |ike."

“"No. M. Romano won't be there tonorrow. Whuld you nmake it



Thursday at el even A M ?"
"Yes. That will be fine. And the address?"

"M . Joseph Romano, Two-seventeen Poydras Street, Suite
four-zero-eight." The woman made a note of it. "Very well.
"Il see that it's delivered Thursday norning."

"El even sharp,"” Tracy said. "Thank you."

Hal f a bl ock down the street was the Acne Luggage Store.
Tracy studied the display in the wi ndow before she wal ked
I nsi de.

A cl erk approached her. "Good norning. And what can | do
for you this norning?" "I want to buy sone |uggage for ny

husband. "

"You've cone to the right place. W're having a sale. W
have sone ni ce, inexpensive---"

"No," Tracy said. "Nothing inexpensive."

She stepped over to a display of Vuitton suitcases stacked
against a wall. ""That's nore what |'mlooking for. We're
going away on a trip." "Well, I'"'msure he'll be pleased with
one of these. W have three different sizes. Wich one
woul d- - - ?"

“I'"'l'l take one of each.™

"Oh. Fine. WIIl that be charge or cash?"

"COD. The nane is Joseph Ronmano. Could you have them
delivered to nmy husband's office on Thursday norning?"

"Why, certainly, Ms. Ronmano."
"At el even o'cl ock?"
“I'"'l'l see to it personally."”

As an afterthought, Tracy added, "Ch... would you put his
initials on them-- in gold? That's J.R "



"OF course. It will be our pleasure, Ms. Romano."
Tracy smled and gave himthe office address.

At a nearby Western Union office, Tracy sent a paid cable
to the Rio O hon Pal ace on Copacabana Beach in Ri o de
Janeiro. It read: REQUEST YOUR BEST SU TE COMMENCI NG THI S
FRI DAY FOR TWO MONTHS. PLEASE CONFI RM BY COLLECT CABLE
JOSEPH ROVANO, 217 POYDRAS STREET, SU TE 408, NEW CRLEANS,
LOUI SI ANA, USA. Three days later Tracy tel ephoned the bank
and asked to speak to Lester Torrance. Wen she heard his
voi ce, she said softly, "You probably don't renenber ne,
Lester, but this is Lureen Hartford, M. Romano's secretary,
and---"

Not renmenber her! His voice was eager. "OF course |

remenber you, Lureen. I---" "You do? Wiy, I'mflattered. You
must neet so many people.” "Not |ike you," Lester assured
her. "You haven't forgotten about our dinner date, have
you?"

"You don't know how nmuch I'm |l ookin' forward to it. Wuld
next Tuesday suit you, Lester?"

"Great!"

"Then it's a date. Oh. |I'msuch an idiot! You got ne so
excited talkin' to you | alnost forgot why | called. M.
Romano asked me to check on his bank bal ance. Wuld you give
me that figure?”

"You bet. No trouble at all."

Odinarily, Lester Torrance would have asked for a birth
date or sone formof identification fromthe caller, but in
this case it was certainly not necessary. No, Sir. "Hang on,
Lureen," he said.

He wal ked over to the file, pulled out Joseph's Romano's
sheet, and studied it in surprise. There had been an
extraordi nary nunber of deposits nmade to Romano's account in
t he past several days. Romano had never kept so nuch noney in
hi s account before. Lester Torrance wondered what was goi ng



on. Sone big deal, obviously. Wien he had dinner with Lureen
Hartford, he intended to punp her. Alittle inside

i nformati on never hurt. He returned to the phone. "Your boss
has been keepi ng us busy,"” he told Tracy. "He has just over
t hree hundred thousand dollars in his checking account.™

"Oh, good. That's the figure | have."”

"Would he like us to transfer it to a noney narket
account? It's not drawing any interest sitting here, and I
coul d---"

"No. He wants it right where it is," Tracy assured him
"Ckay. "

"Thank you so nuch, Lester. You're a darlin."

"Wait a mnute! Should | call you at the office about the
arrangenents for Tuesday?"

“I'"l'l call you, honey," Tracy told him

And the connection was broken.
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The nodern high-rise office building owed by Anthony
Orsatti stood on Poydras Street between the riverfront and
the gigantic Louisiana Superdone, and the offices of the
Paci fic | nport-Export Conpany occupied the entire fourth
floor of the building. At one end of the suite were
Orsatti's offices, and at the other end, Joe Romano's roons.
The space in between was occupi ed by four young
receptioni sts who were avail abl e evenings to entertain

Ant hony Orsatti's friends and business acquai ntances. In
front of Osatti's suite sat two very |arge nmen whose |ives
were devoted to guarding their boss. They al so served as
chauffeurs, masseurs, and errand boys for the capo.

On this Thursday norning Orsatti was in his office

checking out the previous day's receipts fromrunning
nunbers, bookmaking, prostitution, and a dozen ot her

| ucrative activities that the Pacific |nport-Export Conpany
controlled. Anthony Orsatti was in his late sixties. He was



strangely built man, with a | arge, heavy torso and short,
bony | egs that seened to have been designed for a snaller
man. Standing up he | ooked like a seated frog. He had a face
crisscrossed with an erratic web of scars that could have
been woven by a drunken spider, an oversized nouth, and

bl ack, bul bous eyes. He had been totally bald fromthe age
of fifteen after an attack of al opecia, and had worn a bl ack
W g ever since. It fitted himbadly, but in all the years no
one had dared nention it to his face. Orsatti's cold eyes
were ganbler's eyes, giving away not hing, and his face,
except when he was with his five daughters, whom he ador ed,
was expressionless. The only clue to Osatti's enotions was
his voice. He had a hoarse, raspy voice, the result of a

wi re having been tightened around his throat on his
twenty-first birthday, when he had been | eft for dead. The
two nen who had nmade that m stake had turned up in the
norgue the foll owi ng week. When Orsatti got really upset,
his voice |owered to a strangled whisper that could barely
be heard.

Ant hony Orsatti was a king who ran his fiefdomwth

bri bes, guns, and blacknail. He ruled New Ol eans, and it
pai d hi mobei sance in the formof untold riches. The capos
of the other Famlies across the country respected himand
constantly sought his advice.

At the nonent, Anthony Orsatti was in a benevol ent nood.

He had had breakfast with his m stress, whom he kept in an
apartnent building he owned in Lake Vista. He visited her
three tinmes a week, and this norning's visit had been
particularly satisfactory. She did things to himin bed that
ot her wonen never dreaned of, and Orsatti sincerely believed
it was because she |loved himso nmuch. H s organization was
runni ng snoothly. There were no probl ens, because Ant hony
Orsatti knew how to solve difficulties before they becane
probl ens. He had once expl ai ned his philosophy to Joe
Romano: "Never let a little problem becone a big problem

Joe, or it grows |ike a fuckin' snowball. You got a precinct
captai n who thinks he oughta get a bigger cut--- you nelt
him see? No nore snowball. You get sone hotshot from

Chi cago who asks perm ssion to open up his own little
operation here in New Ol eans? You know that pretty soon that
"little'" operation is gonna turn into a big operation and
start cuttin' into your profits. So you say yes, and then



when he gets here, you nelt the son of a bitch. No nore
snowbal | . Get the picture?”

Joe Romano got the picture.

Ant hony Orsatti | oved Romano. He was |ike a son to him
Orsatti had picked himup when Romano was a punk kid rolling
drunks in alleys. He hinself had trai ned Romano, and now t he
kid could tap-dance his way around with the best of them He
was fast, he was smart, and he was honest. In ten years
Romano had risen to the rank of Anthony Orsatti's chief

| i eutenant. He supervised all the Fam|ly's operations and
reported only to Orsatti

Lucy, Orsatti's private secretary, knocked and cane into

the office. She was twenty-four years old, a college
graduate, with a face and figure that had won several | ocal
beauty contests. Orsatti enjoyed having beautiful young wonen
around hi m

He | ooked at the clock on his desk. It was 10:45. He had
told Lucy he did not want any interruptions before noon. He
scowm ed at her. "What?" "lI'msorry to bother you, M.
Orsatti. There's a Mss G gi Dupres on the phone. She sounds
hysterical, but she won't tell ne what she wants. She insists
on speaking with you personally. | thought it m ght be
important."” Orsatti sat there, running the nanme through the
conmputer in his brain. Ggi Dupres? One of the broads he had
up in his suite his last tinme in Vegas? G gi Dupres? Not
that he could renenber, and he prided hinself on a m nd that
forgot nothing. Qut of curiosity, Orsatti picked up the
phone and waved a di sm ssal at Lucy.

"Yeah? Who's this?"

"I's thees M. Anthony Osatti?" She had a French accent.
n SO?H

"Ch, thank God | get hold of you, Meester Orsatti!"
Lucy was right. The dame was hysterical. Anthony Orsatti

was not interested. He started to hang up, when her voice
went on.



"You nmust stop him please!"”

"Lady, | don't know who you're talkin' about, and I'ma
busy---" "My Joe. Joe Romano. He promised to take nme with
him conprenez-vous?" "Hey, you got a beef with Joe, take it
up with him | ain't his nursemaid." "He lie to ne!l | just
found out he is |eave for Brazil without ne. Half of that

t hree hundred thousand dollars is mne."

Ant hony Orsatti suddenly found he was interested, after
all. "What three hundred thousand you tal kin' about?"

"The noney Joe is hiding in his checking account. The
noney he--- how you say?--- skimed."

Ant hony Orsatti was very interested.

"Please tell Joe he nust take ne to Brazil with him
Pl ease! Weel you do thees?" "Yeah;" Anthony Orsatti prom sed.
"1l take care of it." ***x**kxxxx

Joe Romano's office was nodern, all white and chrone, done
by one of New Ol eans's nost fashionable decorators. The
only touches of color were the three expensive French

| npressioni st paintings on the walls. Romano prided hinself
on his good taste. He had fought his way up fromthe sluns
of New Ol eans, and on the way he had educated hinself. He
had an eye for paintings and an ear for nusic. \Wen he dined
out, he had | ong, know edgeabl e di scussions with the
somrel i er about w nes. Yes, Joe Romano had every reason to be
proud. While his contenporaries had survived by using their
fists, he had succeeded by using his brains. If it was true
that Anthony Orsatti owned New Ol eans, it was al so true
that it was Joe Romano who ran it for him

H s secretary wal ked into his office. "M. Romano, there's
a nessenger here with an airplane ticket for Rio de Janeiro.

Shall | wite out a check? It's COD." "R o de Janeiro?"
Romano shook his head. "Tell himthere's sone m stake." The
uni formed nessenger was in the doorway. "I was told to

deliver this to Joseph Romano at this address.”

"Well, you were told wong. What is this, sone kind of a
new airline pronotion gimm ck?"



"No, sir. |---"

"Let ne see that." Romano took the ticket fromthe
nmessenger's hand and | ooked at it. "Friday. Wiy would | be
going to Rio on Friday?" "That's a good question," Anthony
Orsatti said. He was standi ng behind the nessenger. "Wy
woul d you, Joe?"

"I't's some kind of dunb mistake, Tony." Ronmano handed the
ti cket back to the nmessenger. "Take this back where it cane
fromand---"

“"Not so fast." Anthony Orsatti took the ticket and
examned it. "It says here one first-class ticket, aisle
seat, snoking, to Rio de Janeiro for Friday. One way."

Joe Romano | aughed. "Soneone nade a mstake.” He turned to
his secretary. "Madge, call the travel agency and tell them
t hey goofed. Sonme poor slob is going to be mssing his plane
ticket."

Jol een, the assistant secretary, wal ked in. "Excuse ne,
M. Romano. The | uggage has arrived. Do you want ne to sign
for it?"

Joe Romano stared at her. "Wat |uggage? | didn't order
any |uggage." "Have thembring it in," Anthony O satti
commanded.

"Jesus!" Joe Romano said. "Has everyone gone nuts?"

A nmessenger wal ked in carrying three Vuitton suitcases.
"What's all this? | never ordered those."

The nmessenger checked his delivery slip. "It says M.
Joseph Romano, Two-seventeen Poydras Street, Suite
four-zero-ei ght ?"

Joe Romano was losing his tenper. "I don't care what the
fuck it says. | didn't order them Now get them out of
here."

Orsatti was exam ning the | uggage. "They have your



initials on them Joe.” "Wiat? Ch. Wait a mnute! It's
probably sone kind of present. "Is it your birthday?"

“No. But you know how broads are, Tony. They're always

givin' you gifts." "Have you got sonethin' going in Brazil?"
Ant hony Orsatti inquired. "Brazil?" Joe Romano | aughed. "This
must be soneone's idea of a joke, Tony." Osatti smled
gently, then turned to the secretaries and the two
messengers. "Qut."

When the door was cl osed behind them Anthony Orsatti
spoke. "How nmuch noney you got in your bank account, Joe?"

Joe Romano | ooked at him puzzled. "I don't know. Fifteen
hundred, | guess, naybe a couple of grand. Wy?"

"Just for fun, why don't you call your bank and check it
out?" "What for? I---"

"Check it out, Joe."
"Sure. If it'll nmake you happy." He buzzed his secretary.
"Get nme the head bookkeeper over at First Merchants.”

A mnute | ater she was on the |i ne.

"Hel l o, honey. Joseph Ronmano. Wuld you give ne the

current balance in ny checking account? My birth date is
October fourteenth.” Anthony Orsatti picked up the extension
phone. A few nonents |ater the bookkeeper was back on the

i ne.

"Sorry to keep you waiting, M. Romano. As of this
nor ni ng, your checking account bal ance is three hundred ten
t housand nine hundred five dollars and thirty-five cents.™

Romano could feel the blood draining fromhis face. "It's
what ?" "Three hundred ten thousand ni ne hundred five---"

"You stupid bitch!"™ he yelled. "I don't have that kind of
noney in ny account. You nade a mstake. Let ne talk to
t he---"

He felt the tel ephone being taken out of his hand, as



Ant hony Orsatti replaced the receiver. "Were'd that noney
cone from Joe?"

Joe Romano's face was pale. "I swear to God, Tony, | don't
know anyt hi ng about that noney."

n I\b?ll

"Hey, you've got to believe ne! You know what's happeni ng?
Soneone is setting nme up.”

"It nmust be soneone who |ikes you a | ot. He gave you a

goi ng-away present of three hundred ten thousand dollars.”
Orsatti sat down heavily on the Scal amander sil k-covered
arnchair and | ooked at Joe Romano for a | ong nonent, then
spoke very quietly. "Everything was all set, huh? A one-way
ticket to Rio, new luggage... Like you was planning a whole
new life."

"No!" There was panic in Joe Ronmano's voice. "Jesus, you
know ne better than that, Tony. |'ve always been on the

|l evel with you. You're |like a father to nme." He was sweating
now. There was a knock at the door, and Madge poked her head
in. She held an envel ope.

“"I"'msorry to interrupt, M. Romano. There's a cable for
you, but you have to sign for it yourself."

Wth the instincts of a trapped aninmal, Joe Romano said,

"Not now. |I'mbusy.” "I'Il take it," Anthony Orsatti said,
and he was out of the chair before the woman coul d cl ose the
door. He took his tine reading the cable, then he focused
his eyes on Joe Ronano.

In a voice so | ow that Romano coul d barely hear him

Ant hony Orsatti said, "I'll read it to you, Joe. 'Pleased to
confirmyour reservation for our Princess Suite for two
nonths this Friday, Septenmber first.' It's signed, 'S.
Mont al band, nmanager, Ri o O hon Pal ace, Copacabana Beach, Ri o
de Janeiro.' It's your reservation, Joe. You won't be
needin' it, wll you?"

BOOK TWO



Chapter 13

Andre G llian was in the kitchen nmaking preparations for
spaghetti alla carbonara, a large Italian salad, and a pear
torte when he heard a | oud, om nous popping sound, and a
nonment | ater the confortable humof the central air
conditioner trailed off into silence.

Andre stanped his foot and said, "Merde! Not the night of

the game.” He hurried to the utility closet where the breaker
box was | ocated and flicked the electrical sw tches, one by
one. Not hi ng happened.

Oh, M. Pope was going to be furious. Sinply furious!

Andre knew how nmuch his enpl oyer | ooked forward to his
weekly Friday-ni ght poker gane. It was a tradition that had
been going on for years, and it was always with the sane
elite group of players. Wthout air-conditioning, the house
woul d be unbearable. Sinply unbearable! New Ol eans in
Septenber was only for the uncivilized. Even after the sun
went down, there was no relief fromthe heat and hum dity.
Andre returned to the kitchen and consulted the kitchen

cl ock. Four o'clock. The guests would be arriving at 8:00.
Andr e t hought about tel ephoning M. Pope and telling himthe
probl em but then he renmenbered that the | awer had said he
was going to be tied up in court all day. The dear nan was
so busy. He needed his relaxation. And now thi s!

Andre took a small bl ack tel ephone book froma kitchen
drawer, | ooked up a nunber, and di al ed.

After three rings, a netallic voice intoned, "You have
reached the Eskinpb Air-Conditioning Service. Qur technicians
are not available at this tinme. If you will |eave your nane
and nunber and a brief nessage, we will get back to you as
soon as possible. Please wait for the beep."

Foutre! Only in Amrerica were you forced to hold a
conversation with a machine. A shrill, annoyi ng beep sounded
in Andre's ear. He spoke into the nouthpiece: "This is the
resi dence of Monsieur Perry Pope, Forty-two Charles Street.
Qur air-conditioning has ceased to function. You nust send
soneone here as quickly as possible. Vite!"



He sl ammed down the receiver. OF course no one was

avail able. Air-conditioning was probably going off all over
this dreadful city. It was inpossible for air conditioners

to cope with the dammabl e heat and hum dity. Well, soneone
had better cone soon. M. Pope had a tenper. A nasty tenper
In the three years Andre GIllian had worked as a cook for the
attorney, he had | earned how influential his enployer was.

It was amazing. Al that brilliance in one so young. Perry
Pope knew sinply everybody. Wen he snapped his fingers,
peopl e junped.

It seenmed to Andre G llian that the house was al ready
feeling warnmer. Ca va chier dur. If sonmething is not done
qui ckly, the shit's going to hit the fan. As Andre went back
to cutting paper-thin slices of salam and provol one cheese
for the salad, he could not shake the terrible feeling that
the evening was fated to be a disaster.

When the doorbell rang thirty mnutes |later, Andre's
cl othes were soaked with perspiration, and the kitchen was
like an oven. G llian hurried to open the back door

Two workmen in overalls stood in the doorway, carrying

t ool boxes. One of themwas a tall black man. H s conpani on
was white, several inches shorter, with a sleepy, bored | ook
on his face. In the rear driveway stood their service truck.
"CGotta problemw th your air-conditioning?" the black man
asked. "Qui! Thank heaven you're here. You've just got to get
it working right away. There'll be guests arriving soon."

The bl ack man wal ked over to the oven, sniffed the baking
torte, and said, "Snells good."

"Please!™ Gllian urged. "Do sonething!"

"Let's take a look in the furnace room" the short nman
said. "Wiere is it?" "This way."

Andre hurried themdown a corridor to a utility room
where the air-conditioning unit stood.

"This is a good unit, Ralph,"” the black man said to his
conpani on. "Yeah, Al. They don't nmake 'emlike this anynore."



"Then for heaven's sake why isn't it working?" Gllian
demanded. They both turned to stare at him

"We just got here,"” Ral ph said reprovingly. He knelt down
and opened a snall door at the bottomof the unit, took out
a flashlight, got down on his stomach, and peered inside.
After a nonent, he rose to his feet. "The problem s not
here."

"Where is it, then?" Andre asked.

"Must be a short in one of the outlets. Probably shorted
out the whole system How many air-conditioning vents do you
have?"

"Each room has one. Let's see. That nust be at | east

nine." "That's probably the problem Transduction overl oad.
Let's go take a |l ook." The three of them trooped back down
the hall. As they passed the living room Al said, "This is
sure a beautiful place M. Pope has got here.” The living
roomwas exquisitely furnished, filled with signed antiques
worth a fortune. The floors were covered wth nuted-col ored
Persian rugs. To the left of the living roomwas a | arge,
formal dining room and to the right a den, with a large
green bai ze-covered gamng table in the center. In one corner
of the roomwas a round table, already set up for supper.
The two servicenen wal ked into the den, and Al shone his
flashlight into the air-conditioning vent high on the wall.

"Hm" he nuttered. He | ooked up at the ceiling over the
card table. "What's above this roonf"

"The attic."

"Let's take a | ook."

The workmen followed Andre up to the attic, a |ong,
| ow-ceilinged room dusty and spattered wi th cobwebs.

Al wal ked over to an electrical box set in the wall. He
I nspected the tangle of wres. "Ha!"



"Did you find sonething?" Andre asked anxi ously.

"Condenser problem It's the humdity. W nusta had a
hundred calls this week. It's shorted out. We'll have to
repl ace the condenser.” "Ch, ny God! WII it take |ong?"

"Naw. We got a new condenser out in the truck."

"Pl ease hurry," Andre begged them "M . Pope is going to
be hone soon." "You | eave everything to us,"” Al said.

Back in the kitchen, Andre confided, "I nust finish
preparing nmy salad dressing. Can you find your way back up
to the attic?"

Al raised a hand: "No sweat, pal. You just go on about
your business, and we'll go on about ours."

"Oh, thank you. Thank you."

Andre watched the men go out to the truck and return with
two | arge canvas bags. "If you need anything," he told them
"just call ne."

"You betchal™

The workmen went up the stairs, and Andre returned to his
kitchen. When Ral ph and Al reached the attic, they opened
their canvas bags and renoved a small folding canp chair, a
drill with a steel bit, a tray of sandw ches, two cans of
beer, a pair of 12 by 40 Zei ss binoculars for view ng distant
objects in adimlight, and two |live hansters that had been
injected with three quarters of a mlligramof acetyl
promazi ne.

The two nen went to work.

"A Ernestine is gonna be proud of ne," Al chortled as
they started, **x*x%xkxx*

In the beginning, Al had stubbornly resisted the idea.

"You nust be outta your mind, woman. | ain't gonna fuck
around with no Perry Pope. That dude'll cone down on ny ass



so hard I'll never see daylight again.” "You don't gotta
worry about him He won't never be botherin' no one again."
They were naked on the water bed in Ernestine's apartnent.
"What you gettin' out of this deal, anyway, honey" Al
demanded. "He's a prick."

"Hey, baby, the world's full of pricks, but you don't
spend your life goin' around cuttin' off their balls."

"All right. I"'mdoin" it for a friend."
"Tracy?"
"That's right."

Al liked Tracy. They had all had di nner together the day
she got out of prison. "She's a classy dane," A admtted.
"But why we stickin' our necks out for her?" "Because if we
don't he'p her, she's gonna have to settle for soneone who
ain't half as good as you, and if she gets caught, they'l|
cart her ass right back to the joint."

Al sat up in bed and | ooked at Ernestine curiously. "Does
it nmean that nuch to you, baby?"

"Yeah, hon."

She woul d never be able to make hi munderstand it, but the
truth was sinply that Ernestine could not stand the thought
of Tracy back in prison at the nercy of Big Bertha. It was
not only Tracy whom Ernestine was concerned about: It was
hersel f. She had nmade herself Tracy's protector, and if Big
Bert ha got her hands on her, it would be a defeat for

Er nesti ne.

So all she said now was, "Yeah. It neans a lot to ne,
honey. You gonna, do it?" "I damm sure can't do it alone," Al
gr unbl ed.

And Ernestine knew she had won. She started nibbling her
way down his |long, |ean body. And she nurnured, "Wasn't ole

Ral ph due to be released a few days ago...?" ***x**xx*xxx

It was 6: 30 before the two nen returned to Andre's



kitchen, grinmy with sweat and dust.
"I's it fixed?" Andre asked anxi ously.

"It was a real bitch,”™ A informed him "You see, what you
got here is a condenser with an AC/DC cutoff that---"

“"Never mnd that," Andre interrupted inpatiently. "D d you

fix it?" "Yeah. It's all set. In five mnutes we'll have it
goin' again as good as new. " "Form dable! If you'll just
| eave your bill on the kitchen table---" Ral ph shook his

head. "Don't worry about it. The conpany'll bill you." "Bl ess

you both. Au 'voir."

Andre watched the two nen | eave by the back door, carrying
their canvas bags. Qut of his sight, they wal ked around to
the yard and opened the casing that housed the outside
condenser of the air-conditioning unit. Ralph held the
flashlight while Al reconnected the wires he had | oosened a
coupl e hours earlier. The air-conditioning unit imedi ately
sprang into life. A copied down the tel ephone nunber on the
service tag attached to the condenser. Wen he tel ephoned

t he nunber a short tine later and reached the recorded voice
of the Eskino Air-Conditioning Conpany, Al said, "This is
Perry Pope's residence at Forty-two Charles Street. Qur
air-conditioning is workin' fine now Don't bother to send
anyone. Have a nice day." ***x**xxkxx*

The weekly Friday-night poker gane at Perry Pope's house
was an event to which all the players eagerly | ooked
forward. It was always the sane carefully sel ected group:
Ant hony Orsatti, Joe Romano, Judge Henry Law ence, an

al derman, a state senator, and of course their host. The
stakes were high, the food was great, and the conpany was
raw power.

Perry Pope was in his bedroom changing into white silk

sl acks and matching sport shirt. He humred happily, thinking
of the evening ahead. He had been on a w nning streak
lately. In fact, nmy whole life is just one big w nning
streak, he thought.

| f anyone needed a legal favor in New Ol eans, Perry Pope
was the attorney to see. Hi s power cane from his connections



wth the Osatti Famly. He was known as The Arranger, and
could fix anything froma traffic ticket to a drug-dealing
charge to a nurder rap. Life was good.

When Ant hony Orsatti arrived, he brought a guest with him
"Joe Romano won't be playin' anynore,” Orsatti announced.
"You all know I nspector Newhouse." The nen shook hands all
ar ound.

"Drinks are on the sideboard, gentlenen," Perry Pope said.
"We'll have supper later. Wiy don't we start a little action
goi ng?" The nmen took their accustoned chairs around the green
felt table in the den. Orsatti pointed to Joe Romano's

vacant chair and said to | nspector Newhouse, "That'll be

your seat from now on, Mel."

Wil e one of the nmen opened fresh decks of cards, Pope
began distributing poker chips. He explained to I nspector
Newhouse, "The black chips are five dollars, red chips ten
dol lars, blue chips fifty dollars, white chips a hundred.
Each man starts out buying five hundred dollars' worth of
chips. W play table stakes, three raises, dealer's choice."

"Sounds good to ne," the inspector said.

Ant hony Orsatti was in a bad nood. "Cone on. Let's get
started.” His voice was a strangl ed whi sper. Not a good
si gn.

Perry Pope woul d have given a great deal to | earn what had
happened to Joe Ronmano, but the | awer knew better than to
bring up the subject. Orsatti would discuss it with himwhen
he was ready.

Orsatti's thoughts were black: | been like a father to Joe
Romano. | trusted him made himny chief lieutenant. And the
son of a bitch stabbed nme in the back. If that dizzy French
dame hadn't tel ephoned, he m ght have gotten away with it,
too. Well, he won't ever get away with nothin' again. Not
where he is. If he's so clever, let himfuck around with the
fish down there. "Tony, are you in or out?"

Ant hony Orsatti turned his attention back to the gane.



Huge suns of nobney had been won and |lost at this table. It

al ways upset Anthony Orsatti to lose, and it had nothing to
do with noney. He could not bear to be on the |osing end of
anyt hi ng. He thought of hinself as a natural-born w nner.
Only winners rose to his position in fife. For the last six
weeks, Perry Pope had been on sone kind of crazy w nning
streak, and tonight Anthony Orsatti was determ ned to break
it. Since they played dealer's choice, each dealer chose the
game in which he felt the strongest. Hands were dealt for
five-card stud, seven-card stud, |low ball, draw poker--- but
tonight, no matter which gane was chosen, Anthony Orsatti
kept finding hinmself on the |osing end. He began to increase
his bets, playing recklessly, trying to recoup his | osses.
By m dni ght when they stopped to have the neal Andre had
prepared, Osatti was out $50,000, with Perry Pope the big
Wi nner.

The food was delicious. Usually Orsatti enjoyed the free
m dni ght snack, but this evening he was inpatient to get
back to the table. "You' re not eating, Tony," Perry Pope
sai d.

“I"'mnot hungry." Orsatti reached for the silver coffee

urn at his side, poured coffee into a Victoria-patterned
Her end- chi na cup, and sat down at the poker table. He

wat ched the others eat and wi shed they would hurry. He was
i npatient to win his noney back. As he started to stir his
coffee, a small particle fell into his cup. D stastefully,
Orsatti renoved the particle with a spoon and examned it.
It appeared to be a piece of plaster. He | ooked up at the
ceiling, and sonething hit himon the forehead. He suddenly
becane aware of a scurrying noi se over head.

"What the hell's goin' on upstairs?' Anthony Orsatti
asked. Perry Pope was in the mddle of telling an anecdote to
| nspect or Newhouse. "lI'msorry, what did you say, Tony?"

The scurrying noise was nore noticeable now. Bits of
pl aster began to trickle onto the green felt.

"It sounds to ne |like you have mce," the senator said.
"Not in this house." Perry Pope was i ndignant.

"Well, you sure as hell got sonethin'," Osatti growmed. A



| arger piece of plaster fell

"I"Il have Andre take care of
finished eating,

Ant hony Orsatti was staring up

ceiling directly above his head.

| ook up there.”
"What for, Tony? Andre can---"

Orsatti

The ot hers | ooked at one anot her,

"A squirrel
guessed.

probabl y got

it,"
why don't we get back to the ganme?"

into the attic,"
"This time of year they're al

on the green felt table.

Pope said. "If we're

hole in the
Let's go take a

at a snal
"Hold it.

had already risen and started for the stairway.

then hurried after him

Perry Pope
over the place:

Probably hiding his nuts for the winter." He |aughed at his

little joke.

When they reached the door to the attic,

Orsatti pushed it

the Iight. They caught a

glinpse of two white hansters frantically racing around the

open, and Perry Pope turned on
room
"Jesus!" Perry Pope said.

Ant hony Orsatti
room
packet of sandw ches on top of
On the floor next to the chair
Orsatti
one,
dusty floor and noved the tiny

was not

"1've got

rats!”

listening. He was staring at the
In the mddle of the attic was a canp chair with a

it and two open cans of beer.
was a pair of binocul ars.

wal ked over to them picked up the objects one by
and exam ned them Then he got down on his knees on the

wooden cyl i nder that

conceal ed a peephole that had been drilled into the ceiling.

Orsatti

Perry Pope was standing in the
dunbf ounded. "Who the hell put
going to raise hell with Andre
slowy to his feet and brushed
Perry Pope gl anced down at the
"They |l eft a goddammed hole in
aren't worth a shit."

put his eye to the peephole.
card table was clearly visible.

Directly beneath himthe

mddl e of the attic,

all this junk up here? I'm

about this." Osatti rose

t he dust from his trousers.

floor. "Look!" he exclained.
the ceiling. Wrknen today

He crouched down and took a | ook



t hrough the hole, and his face suddenly lost its color. He
stood up and | ooked around, wldly, to find all the nen
staring at him

"Hey!" Perry Pope said. "You don't think I---? Conme on,
fellas, this is nme. | don't know anything about this. |

woul dn't cheat you. My God, we're friends!" H's hand flewto
hi s nouth, and he began biting furiously at his cuticles.
Orsatti patted himon the arm "Don't worry about it." H's
voi ce was al nost i naudi bl e.

Perry Pope kept gnaw ng desperately at the raw fl esh of
his right thunb. BOOK TWO

Chapter 14

"That's two down, Tracy," Ernestine Littlechap chortl ed.
"The word on the street is that your |awer friend Perry
Pope ain't practicin' law no nore. He had a real bad
acci dent . "

They were having café au lait and beignets at a small
si dewal k café off Royal Street.

Ernesti ne gave a high giggle. "You got a brain, girl. You
woul dn't like to go into business with ne, would you?"

"Thanks, Ernestine. | have other plans.™
Er nesti ne asked eagerly, "Who's next?"

"Lawr ence. Judge Henry Law ence."

kkkkkkkikk*x

Henry Law ence had begun his career as a small-town | awer

In Leesville, Louisiana. He had very little aptitude for the
| aw, but he had two very inportant attributes: He was

| npressi ve-1ooking, and he was norally flexible. H's

phil osophy was that the law was a frail rod, nmeant to be bent
to suit the needs of his clients. Wth that in mnd, it was
not surprising that shortly after he noved to New Ol eans,
Henry Lawence's | aw practice began to flourish with a
special group of clients. He went from handling m sdeneanors



and traffic accidents to handling felonies and capital
crinmes, and by the tinme he reached the big | eagues, he was
an expert at suborning juries, discrediting witnesses, and
bri bi ng anyone who could help his case. In short, he was

Ant hony Orsatti's kind of man, and it was inevitable that
the paths of the two should cross. It was a marriage nmade in
Mafi a heaven. Law ence becane the nout hpiece for the Osatti
Fam |y, and when the timng was right, Orsatti had him

el evated to a judgeshi p.

kkkkkikkikk*x

"l don't know how you kin nail the judge," Ernestine said.

"He's rich an' powerful an' untouchable.”
"He's rich and powerful ," Tracy corrected her, "but he's

not untouchable.” Tracy had worked out her plan, but when she
t el ephoned Judge Law ence's chanbers, she knew, imredi ately,
that she would have to change it. "I'd like to speak to Judge
Law ence, please."

A secretary said, "lI'msorry, Judge Lawence is not in."
"When do you expect hin?" Tracy asked.

"l really couldn't say."

“It's very inportant. WIIl he be in tonorrow norning?"

"No. Judge Lawence is out of town."

"Oh. Perhaps | can reach hi m sonewhere?"

“I"'mafraid that would be inpossible. Hs Honor is out of
the country.” Tracy carefully kept the disappointnent from

her voice. "I see. May | ask where?"

"H's Honor is in Europe, attending an international
judiciary synposium" "What a shane," Tracy sai d.

"Who's cal ling, please?"
Tracy's mind was racing. "This is Elizabeth Rowane Dasti n,

chai rwoman of the southern division of the Arerican Trial
Lawyers' Association. W' re having our annual awards di nner



in New Oleans on the twentieth of this nonth, and we've
chosen Judge Henry Lawrence to be our man of the year."
"That's lovely," the judge's secretary said, "but I'mafraid
H s Honor won't be back by then.™

"What a pity. W were all so |ooking forward to hearing

one of his fanous speeches. Judge Law ence was the unani nous
choi ce of our selection commttee." "He'll be disappointed to
mss it."

"Yes. |I'msure you know what a great honor this is. Sone

of our country's nost prom nent judges have been chosen in

the past. Wait a mnute! | have an idea. Do you suppose the
judge m ght tape a brief acceptance speech for us--- a few

wor ds of thanks, perhaps?”

"Well, I--- 1 really can't say. He has a very busy

schedul e---" "There'll be a great deal of national television
and newspaper coverage." There was a silence. Judge

Law ence's secretary knew how nmuch H's Honor enjoyed nedi a
coverage. In fact, as far as she could see, the tour he was
presently on seened to be mainly for that purpose.

She said, "Perhaps he mght find tine to record a few
words for you. | could ask him™

"Ch, that would be wonderful," Tracy enthused. "It would
really make the whol e evening."

"Woul d you like H's Honor to address his remarks toward
anything specific?" "Ch, definitely. We'd like himto talk
about---" She hesitated. "I'mafraid it's a bit conplicated.
It would be better if | could explainit to himdirectly."
There was a nonentary silence. The secretary faced a dil emma.
She had orders not to reveal her boss's itinerary. On the
other hand, it would be just Iike himto blanme her if he

m ssed receiving an award as inportant as this. She said,
“"I"'mreally not supposed to give out any information, but |'m
sure he would want ne to make an exception for sonething as
prestigious as this. You can reach himin Mscow, at the
Rossia Hotel. He'll be there for the next five days, and
after that---"

"Wonderful. I'll get in touch with himright away. Thank



you so nuch." "Thank you, Mss Dastin."

kkkkkkkkk*x

The cabl es were addressed to Judge Henry Law ence, Rossia
Hotel, Moscow. The first cable read:

NEXT JUDI Cl ARY COUNCI L MEETI NG CAN NOW BE ARRANGED
CONFI RM CONVENI ENT DATE AS SPACE MUST BE REQUESTED.

BORI S.
The second cable, which arrived the next day, read:

ADVI SE PROBLEM TRAVEL PLANS.

YOUR SI STER S PLANE ARRI VED LATE

BUT LANDED SAFELY. LOST PASSPORT AND MONEY.
SHE WLL BE PLACED I N FI RST- CLASS SW SS HOTEL.
W LL SETTLE ACCOUNT LATER

BORI S.

The | ast cabl e read:

YOUR SI STER W LL TRY AMERI CAN EMBASSY

TO OBTAI N TEMPORARY PASSPORT

NO | NFORVATI ON AVAI LABLE YET ON NEW VI SA

SW SS MAKE RUSSI ANS SEEM SAI NTS.

WLL SH P SI STER TO YOU SOONEST.

BORI S.

The NKVD sat back and waited to see if there were any
further cables. Wien no nore were forthcom ng, they arrested
Judge Law ence.

The interrogation lasted for ten days and ni ghts.

"To whom did you send the information?"

"What information? | don't know what you're talking

about." "We're tal ki ng about the plans. Wio gave you the
pl ans?" "What plans?"



"The plans for the Soviet atom c submarine."”

"You nust be crazy. What do | know about Sovi et

submari nes?" "That's what we intend to find out. W were
your secret neetings with?" "What secret neetings? | have no
secrets.”

"Good. Then you can tell us who Boris is."

"Boris, who?"

"The man who deposited noney in your Swi ss account."”
"What Swi ss account ?"

They were furious. "You' re a stubborn fool," they told
him "W're going to nake an exanple of you and all the
ot her Anerican spies trying to underm ne our great

not her | and. "

By the tinme the Anmerican anbassador was pernmitted to visit
him Judge Henry Law ence had | ost fifteen pounds. He could
not renmenber the last tinme his captors had allowed himto
sl eep, and he was a trenbling weck of a man. "Wy are they
doing this to nme?" the judge croaked. "I'm an Anerican
citizen. I'ma judge. For God's sake, get ne out of here!"
"I"'mdoing everything | can,"” the anbassador assured him
He was shocked by Lawrence's appearance. The anbassador had
greeted Judge Lawence and the other nenbers of the
Judiciary Commttee when they had arrived two weeks earlier.
The man the anbassador net then bore no resenblance to the
cringing, terrified creature who grovel ed before hi mnow.

VWhat the hell are the Russians up to this tinme? the
anbassador wondered. The judge is no nore a spy than | am
Then he thought wyly, | suppose | could have chosen a
better exanple.

The anbassador denanded to see the president of the
Pol i t buro, and when the request was refused, he settled for
one of the mnisters. "I nust make a formal protest," the
anbassador angrily declared. "Your country's behavior in the
treatnent of Judge Henry Lawence is inexcusable. To call a



man of his stature a spy is ridiculous."

“If you're quite finished," the mnister said coldly,
wi |l please take a | ook at these.”

you

He handed copies of the cables to the anbassador.

The anbassador read them and | ooked up, bew | dered.
"What's wong with then? They're perfectly innocent."

"Real | y? Perhaps you had better read them agai n. Decoded."
He handed t he anbassador another copy of the cables. Every
fourth word had been underlined. NEXT JUD Cl ARY COUNCI L
MEETI NG CAN NOW BE ARRANGED.

CONFI RM CONVENI ENT DATE AS SPACE MUST BE REQUESTED
BORI S

ADVI SE PROBLEM TRAVEL PLANS.

YOUR SI STER S PLANE ARRI VED LATE

BUT LANDED SAFELY. LOST PASSPORT AND MONEY.
SHE WLL BE PLACED I N FI RST- CLASS SW SS HOTEL.
WLL SETTLE ACCOUNT LATER

BORI S

YOUR SI STER WLL TRY AMERI CAN EMBASSY

TO OBTAI N TEMPORARY PASSPORT.

NO | NFOCRVATI ON AVAI LABLE YET ON NEW VI SA.
SW SS MAKE RUSSI ANS SEEM SAI NTS.

WLL SH P SI STER TO YOU SOONEST.

BORI S
"Il be a son of a bitch, the anbassador thought.

The press and public were barred fromthe trial. The

pri soper remai ned stubborn to the last, continuing to deny

he was in the Soviet Union on a spying mssion. The
prosecution prom sed himleniency if he would di vul ge who his
bosses were, and Judge Law ence woul d have given his soul to
have been able to do so, but alas, he could not.



The day after the trial there was a brief nention in

Pravda that the notorious Anerican spy Judge Henry Law ence
had been convi cted of espionage and sentenced to Siberia for
fourteen years of hard | abor.

The Anerican intelligence community was baffled by the

Law ence case. Runors buzzed anong the CIA the FBlI, the
Secret Service, and the Treasury Departnent. "He's not one of
ours," the CIA said. "He probably belongs to Treasury." The
Treasury Departnent disclained any knowl edge of the case.
"No, Sir. Lawence isn't our baby. Probably the fucking FB
butting into our territory again." "Never heard of him" the
FBI said. "He was probably run by State, or the Defense
Intelligence Agency."

The Defense Intelligence Agency, as nmuch in the dark as
the others, cannily said, "No conment."”

Each agency was sure that Judge Henry Law ence had been
sent abroad by one of the others.

"Well, you've got to admire his guts,” the head of the CA

said. "He's tough. He hasn't confessed and he hasn't naned

nanmes. To tell you the truth, I wish we had a ot nore |ike
him™"
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Thi ngs were not going well for Anthony Orsatti, and the

capo was unable to figure out why. For the first tinme in his
life, his luck was going bad. It had started with Joe
Romano' s defection, then Perry Pope, and now the judge was
gone, m xed up in some crazy spy deal. They had all been an
intrinsic part of Orsatti's nmachine--- people he had relied
on.

Joe Romano had been the linchpin in the Famly

organi zation, and Orsatti had not found anyone to take his
pl ace. The busi ness was being run sloppily, and conplaints
were conming in from people who had never dared conpl ain
before. The word was out that Tony Orsatti was getting old,
that he couldn't keep his nmen in line, that his organization
was com ng apart.



The final straw was a tel ephone call from New Jersey.

"We hear you're in alittle trouble back there; Tony. W'd
like to help you out."

"I ain't in no trouble,”™ Osatti bristled. "Sure, |'ve had
a couple a problens lately, but they're all straightened
out."

"That's not what we hear, Tony. The word's out that your
town's goin' alittle wild; there's no one controlling it."

"' mcontrolling it."

"Maybe it's too nuch for you. Could be you' re working too
hard. Maybe you need a little rest.™

"This is ny town. No one's takin' it away fromne."

"Hey, Tony, who said anything about taking it away from
you? We just want to help. The Fam |ies back east got

toget her and decided to send a few of our people down there
to give you a little hand. There's nothing wong with that
between old friends, is there?"

Ant hony Orsatti felt a deep chill go through him There
was only one thing wong with it: The little hand was goi ng
to becone a big hand, and it was going to snowbal |
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Er nesti ne had prepared shrinp gunbo for dinner, and it was
simrering on the stove while she and Tracy waited for Al to
arrive. The Septenber heat wave had burned itself deeply
into everyone's nerves, and when Al finally wal ked into the
smal| apartnent, Ernestine screaned, "Were the hell you
been? The fuckin' dinner's burning, and so am|"

But Al's spirits were too euphoric to be affected. "I been
busy diggin' the scam woman. An' wait'll you hear what |
got." He turned to Tracy. "The nob's puttin' the arm on Tony

Orsatti. The Famly from New Jersey's comn' in to take
over." His face split into a broad grin. "You got the son of



a bitch!" He | ooked into Tracy's eyes, and his smle died.
"Ain't you happy, Tracy?" Wat a strange word, Tracy thought.
Happy. She had forgotten what it neant. She wondered whet her
she woul d ever be happy again, whether she woul d ever feel
any normal enotions again. For so | ong now, her every waking
t hought had been to avenge what had been done to her nother
and herself. And now that it was al nost finished, there was
only an enptiness inside her.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The follow ng norning Tracy stopped at a florist. "I want
sone flowers delivered to Anthony Orsatti. A funeral weath
of white carnations on a stand, with a wide ribbon. | want
the ribbon to read: 'REST IN PEACE.' " She wote out a card.

It said, FROM DORI S WH TNEY' S DAUGHTER
BOOK THREE

Chapter 15

Phi | adel phi a

TUESDAY, OCTCBER 7--- 4:00 P. M

It was tine to deal wth Charles Stanhope II1l. The others
had been strangers. Charles had been her |over, the father
of her unborn child, and he had turned his back on both of
t hem

Ernestine and Al had been at the New Oleans Airport to

see Tracy off. "I'mgonna mss you," Ernestine had said. "You
sure set this town on its ass. They oughta run you for

peopl e's mayor. "

"What cha gonna do in Philly?" A had asked.

She had told themhalf the truth. "Go back to ny old job
at the bank." Ernestine and Al had exchanged a gl ance.
"They--- er--- know you're comn' ?" "No. But the
vice-president |likes ne. There won't be a problem Good
conputer operators are hard to find."

"Well, good luck. Keep in touch, ya hear? And stay out of



trouble, girl." Thirty mnutes |ater Tracy had been in the
air, bound for Phil adel phl Q. KERXEEA KKKk

She checked into the Hilton Hotel and steanmed out her one
good dress over the hot tub. At 11:00 the foll ow ng norning
she wal ked into the bank and approached C arence Desnond's
secretary.

"Hell o, Mae."

The girl stared at Tracy as though she were seeing a
ghost. "Tracy!" She did not know where to | ook. "I--- how
are you?"

"Fine. Is M. Desnond in?"

"I --- | don't know. Let ne see. Excuse ne." She rose from
her chair, flustered, and hurried into the vice-president's
of fice.

She cane out a few nonents later. "You nay go in." She
edged away as Tracy wal ked toward the door.

What's the matter with her? Tracy wonder ed.
Cl arence Desnond was standi ng next to his desk.

"Hello, M. Desnond. Well, I've cone back," Tracy said
brightly. "What for?" H's tone was unfriendly. Definitely
unfriendly. It caught Tracy by surprise. She pressed on.
"Well, you said | was the best conputer operator you had
ever seen, and | thought ---" "You thought |I'd give you back
your old job?"

"Well, yes, sir. | haven't forgotten any of my skills. |

can still---" "Mss Witney." It was no longer Tracy. "I'm
sorry, but what you're asking is quite out of the question.
"' m sure you can understand that our custoners would not

wi sh to deal with soneone who served tinme in the penitentiary
for armed robbery and attenpted nurder. That woul d hardly

fit inwith our high ethical image. | think it unlikely that
gi ven your background, any bank would hire you. | would
suggest that you try to find enploynent nore suitable to your
circunstances. | hope you understand there is nothing



personal in this." Tracy listened to his words, first with
shock and then with grow ng anger. He made her sound |ike an
outcast, a leper. W wouldn't want to | ose you. You're one
of our nost val uabl e enpl oyees.

"Was there anything else, Mss Wiitney?" It was a

dism ssal. There were a hundred things Tracy wanted to say,
but she knew they would do no good. "No. | think you' ve said
it all." Tracy turned and wal ked out the office door, her
face burning. Al the bank enpl oyees seened to be staring at
her. Mae had spread the word: The convict had cone back.
Tracy noved toward the exit, head held high, dying inside. |
can't let themdo this to me. My pride is all | have left,
and no one is going to take that away from nme. *****x**x%

Tracy stayed in her roomall day, mserable. How could she
have been naive enough to believe that they woul d wel cone

her back with open arns? She was notorious now. "You're the
headline in the Philadel phia Daily News." Well, to hell with
Phi | adel phia, Tracy thought. She had sone unfini shed busi ness
there, but when that was done, she would | eave. She woul d go
to New York, where she woul d be anonynous. The deci si on nmade
her feel better.

That evening, Tracy treated herself to dinner at the Café
Royal . After the sordid neeting wwth C arence Desnond t hat
nor ni ng, she needed the reassuring atnosphere of soft

|l i ghts, elegant surroundi ngs, and soothing nmusic. She ordered
a vodka martini, and as the waiter brought it to her table,
Tracy gl anced up, and her heart suddenly skipped a beat.
Seated in a booth across the roomwere Charles and his wfe.
They had not yet seen her. Tracy's first inpulse was to get
up and | eave. She was not ready to face Charles, not until
she had a chance to put her plan into action.

"Whuld you like to order now?" the captain was asking.

“I"I1--- 1"l wait, thank you." She had to deci de whet her
she was going to stay. She | ooked over at Charles again, and
an astoni shing phenonmenon occurred: It was as though she
were | ooking at a stranger. She was seeing a sallow,

dr awn- | ooki ng, m ddl e-aged, bal ding man, w th stooped

shoul ders and an air of ineffable boredomon his face. It
was i npossible to believe that she had once thought she



| oved this man, that she had slept with him planned to spend
the rest of her life wwth him Tracy glanced at his w fe.

She wore the same bored expression as Charles. They gave the
I npression of two people trapped together for eternity,
frozen in tinme. They sinply sat there, speaking not one word
to each other. Tracy could visualize the endl ess, tedious
years ahead of the two of them No |love. No joy. That is
Charl es's punishnent, Tracy thought, and she felt a sudden
surge of release, a freedomfromthe deep, dark, enotional
chains that had bound her.

Tracy signaled to the captain and said, "I'mready to
order now." It was over. The past was finally buried.

It was not until Tracy returned to her hotel roomthat
eveni ng that she renenbered she was owed noney fromthe
bank's enpl oyees' fund. She sat down and cal cul ated the
amount. It came to $1, 375. 65.

She conposed a letter to O arence Desnond, and two days
| at er she received a reply from Mae.

Dear M ss Wi tney:

In response to your request, M. Desnond has asked ne to
I nformyou that because of the norals policy in the

enpl oyees' financial plan, your share has reverted to the
general fund. He wants to assure you that he bears no
personal ill wll toward you

Si ncerely,

Mae Trenton

Secretary to the Senior Vice-president

Tracy could not believe it. They were stealing her noney,
and doing it under the pretext of protecting the norals of

t he bank! She was outraged. |'mnot going to | et them cheat
me, she vowed. No one is ever going to cheat ne again.
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Tracy stood outside the famliar entrance to the
Phi | adel phia Trust and Fidelity Bank. She wore a | ong bl ack



w g and heavy, dark nmakeup, with a raw red scar on her chin.
I f anything went wong, it would be the scar they renmenbered.
Despite her disguise, Tracy felt naked, for she had worked
in this bank for five years, and it was staffed with people
who knew her well: She would have to be very careful not to
gi ve herself away.

She renoved a bottle cap fromher purse, placed it in her
shoe, and linped into the bank. The bank was crowded with
custoners, for Tracy had carefully chosen a tinme when the
bank woul d be doi ng peak business. She |inped over to one of
t he custoner-service desks, and the man seated behind it
finished a phone call and said, "Yes?"

It was Jon Creighton, the bank bigot. He hated Jews,

bl acks, and Puerto Ricans, but not necessarily in that

order. He had been an irritant to Tracy during the years she
had worked there. Now there was no sign of recognition on his
face. "Buenos dias, sefior. | would Iike to open a checking
account, ahora," Tracy said. Her accent was Mexican, the
accent she had heard for all those nonths fromher cell mate
Paul it a.

There was a | ook of disdain on Creighton's face. "Nanme?"
"Rita Gonzal es."

"And how nuch would you like to put in your account?"

"Ten dollars.”

Hi s voice was a sneer. "WII| that be by check or cash?"
"Cash, | theenk."

She carefully took a crunpled, half-torn ten-dollar bil
from her purse and handed it to him He shoved a white form
toward her.

"Fill this out---"

Tracy had no intention of putting anything in her
handwiting. She frowned. "lI'msorry, senor. | hurt m

mano--- ny hand--- in an accident. Wwuld you mn' witin' it
for me, si se puede?”



Creighton snorted. These illiterate wetbacks! "Rita
CGonzal es, you said?" "Si."

"Your address?"

She gave himthe address and tel ephone nunber of her
hotel. "Your nother's nmaiden nane?"

"CGonzal es. My nother, she married her uncle.”
"And your date of birth?"

"Decenber twentieth, 1958."

"Place of birth?"

"Ciudad de Mexico."

"Mexico City. Sign here."

"I weel have to use ny left hand," Tracy said. She picked

up a pen and clunsily scrawl ed out an ill egible signature.
Jon Creighton wote out a deposit slip. "I'll give you a
tenporary checkbook. Your printed checks will be nailed to

you in three or four weeks."
"Bueno. Michas graci as, seifor."
"Yeah."

He wat ched her wal k out of the bank. Fuckin' spic.
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There are nunerous illegal ways to gain entry to a

conputer, and Tracy was an expert. She had hel ped set up the
security systemat the Philadel phia Trust and Fidelity Bank,
and now she was about to circument it.

Her first step was to find a conputer store, where she
could use a termnal to tap into the bank's conputer. The
store, several blocks fromthe bank, was al nost enpty.



An eager sal esnman approached Tracy. "May | hel p you,
m ss?" "Eso si que no, sefior. | amjust |ooking."

H s eye was caught by a teen-ager playing a conputer gane.
"Excuse nme." He hurried away.

Tracy turned to the desk-nodel conputer in front of her,

whi ch was connected to a tel ephone. Getting into the system
woul d be easy, but w thout the proper access code, she was
stym ed, and the access code was changed daily. Tracy had
been at the neeting when the original authorization code had
been deci ded on. "W nust keep changing it," C arence Desnond
had said, "so no one can break in; yet we want to keep it

si npl e enough for people who are authorized to use it." The
code they had finally settled on used the four seasons of the
year and the current day's date.

Tracy turned on the term nal and tapped out the code for

t he Phil adel phia Trust and Fidelity Bank. She heard a

hi gh- pi t ched whi ne and pl aced the tel ephone receiver into
the termnal nodem A sign flashed on the snmall screen: YOUR
AUTHORI ZATI ON CODE, PLEASE?

Today was the tenth.
FALL 10, Tracy tapped out.

THAT IS AN | MPROPER AUTHORI ZATI ON CODE. The conputer

screen went bl ank. Had they changed the code? Qut of the
corner of her eye, Tracy saw the sal esman com ng toward her
agai n. She noved over to another conputer, gave it a casual
gl ance, and anbl ed slang the aisle. The sal esman checked his
stride. A looker, he decided. He hurried forward to greet a
prosperous-| ooki ng couple comng in the door. Tracy returned
to the desk-nodel conputer.

She tried to put herself into Carence Desnond's m nd. He
was a creature of habit, and Tracy was sure he woul d not
have varied the code too nuch. He had probably kept the
original concept of the seasons and the nunbers, but how had
he changed thenf? It woul d have been too conplicated to
reverse all the nunbers, so he had probably shifted the
seasons around.



Tracy tried again.
YOUR AUTHORI ZATI ON CODE, PLEASE?
W NTER 10.

THAT IS AN | MPROPER AUTHORI ZATI ON CODE. The bl ank screen
again. It's not going to work, Tracy thought despairingly.
"Il give it one nore try. YOUR AUTHORI ZATI ON CODE, PLEASE?

SPRI NG 10.

The screen went blank for a nonent, and then the nessage
appear ed: PLEASE PROCEED

So he had switched the seasons. She quickly typed out:
DOVESTI C MONEY TRANSACTI ON.

Instantly, the bank nmenu, the category of avail able
transactions, flashed onto the screen:

DO YOU WSH TO

A DEPCSI T MONEY

B TRANSFER MONEY

C W THDRAW MONEY FROM SAVI NGS ACCOUNT
D | NTERBRANCH TRANSFER

E W THDRAW MONEY FROM CHECKI NG ACCOUNT

PLEASE ENTER YOUR CHO CE

Tracy chose B. The screen went blank and a new nenu
appeared. AMOUNT OF TRANSFER?

WHERE TO?
WHERE FROW?

She typed in: FROM GENERAL RESERVE FUND TO RI TA GONZALES.
When she cane to the anpbunt, she hesitated for an instant.
Tenpting, Tracy thought. Since she had access, there was no
limt to the anmount the now subservient conputer would give
her. She could have taken mllions. But she was no thief. All
she wanted was what was rightfully owed her.



She typed in $1,375.65, and added Rita Gonzal es's account
nunber. The screen flashed: TRANSACTI ON COVPLETED. DO YQU
W SH OTHER TRANSACTI ONS? NO.

SESS| ON COMPLETED. THANK YQU

The nmoney woul d autonmatically be transferred by CH PS, the
Cl eari ng House | nterbank Paynent System that kept track of
the $220 billion shifted from bank to bank every day.

The store clerk was approaching Tracy again, frowning.
Tracy hurriedly pressed a key, and the screen went bl ank.

"Are you interested in purchasing this machi ne, mss?"

"No, gracias," Tracy apol ogi zed. "I don' understan' these
conmputers.” She tel ephoned the bank froma corner drug store
and asked to speak to the head cashier.

"Hola. Thees is Rita Gonzales. | would lIike to have ny
checkin' account transferred to the main branch of the First
Hanover Bank of New York City, por favor."

"Your account nunber, M ss Gonzal es?"
Tracy gave it to her.

An hour later Tracy had checked out of the Hilton and was
on her way to New York City.

When the First Hanover Bank of New York opened at 10:00
the follow ng norning, Rita Gonzales was there to w thdraw
s8 the, noney from her account. "How much ees in it?" she
asked.

The teller checked. "Thirteen hundred eighty-five dollars
and sixty-five cents." "Si, that ees correct."”

"Whul d you like a certified check for that, M ss
CGonzal es?" "No, gracias," Tracy said. "I don' trust banks. |
weel take the cash." *****xxxxxx

Tracy had received the standard two hundred dollars from
the state prison upon her release, plus the small anount of



noney she had earned taking care of Any, but even with her
noney fromthe bank fund, she had no financial security. It
was i nperative she get a job as quickly as possible.

She checked into an i nexpensive hotel on Lexington Avenue

and began sendi ng out applications to New York banks,
applying for a job as a conputer expert. But Tracy found

that the conputer had suddenly becone her eneny. Her |ife was
no | onger private. The conputer banks held her life's story,
and readily told it to everyone who pressed the right

buttons. The nonment Tracy's crimnal record was reveal ed,

her application was automatically rejected.

| think it unlikely that given your background, any bank
woul d hire you. C arence Desnond had been right.

Tracy sent in nore job applications to insurance conpanies
and dozens of other conputer-oriented busi nesses. The
replies were always the sane: negative. Very well, Tracy

t hought, | can always do sonething el se. She bought a copy of
The New York Tines and began searchi ng the want ads.

There was a position listed as secretary in an export
firm The nonment Tracy wal ked in the door, the personnel
manager said, "Hey, | seen you on television. You saved a
kid in prison, didn't you?" Tracy turned and fl ed.

The follow ng day she was hired as a sal esworman in the
children's departnent at Saks Fifth Avenue. The salary was a
great deal |ess than she had been used to, but at least it
was enough to support herself.

On her second day, a hysterical custoner recogni zed her

and inforned the fl oor manager that she refused to be waited
on by a murderess who had drowned a small child. Tracy was
gi ven no chance to explain. She was discharged i medi ately.
It seened to Tracy that the nen upon whom she had exacted
vengeance had had the |ast word after all. They had turned
her into a public crimnal, an outcast. The unfairness of
what was happening to her was corrosive. She had no i dea how
she was going to live, and for the first tinme she began to
have a feeling of desperation. That night she | ooked through
her purse to see how nmuch noney remai ned, and tucked away in
a corner of her wallet she cane across the slip of paper



that Betty Franciscus had given her in prison. CONRAD MORGAN,
JEVELER, 640 FI FTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY. He's into crim nal
reform He likes to give a hand to people who've been in
prison.
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Conrad Morgan et Ce Jewelers was an el egant

establishment, with a liveried doornan on the outside and an
armed guard on the inside. The shop itself was tastefully
understated, but the jewels were exquisite and expensive.
Tracy told the receptionist inside, "I'd like to see M.
Conrad Morgan, please." "Do you have an appoi nt nent ?"

"No. A--- a nutual friend suggested that | see him"
"Your nanme?"

"Tracy Witney."

"Just a nmonent, please.”

The receptioni st picked up a tel ephone and nurnured
sonething into it that Tracy could not hear. She repl aced
the receiver. "M . Mirgan is occupied just now. He wonders
I f you could cone back at six o'clock."

"Yes, thank you," Tracy said.

She wal ked out of the shop and stood on the sidewal k,
uncertainly. Comng to New York had been a m stake. There
was probably nothing Conrad Morgan could do for her. And why
shoul d he? She was a conplete stranger to him He'll give ne
a lecture and a handout. Well, | don't need either. Not from
hi m or anyone else. |I'ma survivor. Sonehow |'m going to
make it. To hell wth Conrad Morgan. | won't go back to see
hi m

Tracy wandered the streets ainessly, passing the
glittering salons of Fifth Avenue, the guarded apart nent
bui | di ngs on Park Avenue, the bustling shops on Lexington
and Third. She wal ked the streets of New York m ndl essly,
seeing nothing, filled with a bitter frustrati on.



At 6:00 she found herself back on Fifth Avenue, in front

of Conrad Morgan et C e Jewelers. The doorman was gone, and
t he door was | ocked. Tracy pounded on the door in a gesture
of defiance and then turned away, but to her surprise, the
door suddenly opened.

An avuncul ar -1 ooki ng man stood there | ooking at her. He

was bald, with ragged tufts of gray hair above his ears, and
he had a jolly, rubicund face and tw nkling blue eyes. He

| ooked Iike a cheery little gnone. "You must be M ss
Wi t ney?"

"Yes...."
“I'"'m Conrad Morgan. Please, do cone in, won't you?"
Tracy entered the deserted store.

"1've been waiting for you," Conrad Mdrgan said. "Let's go
into ny office where we can talk."

He | ed her through the store to a cl osed door, which he

unl ocked with a key. His office was el egantly furnished, and
it looked nore |ike an apartnent than a place of business,

W th no desk, just couches, chairs, and tables artfully

pl aced. The walls were covered with old nasters.

"Wul d you care for a drink?" Conrad Mrgan of fered.
"\Whi skey, cognac, or perhaps sherry?"

"“No, nothing, thank you."

Tracy was suddenly nervous. She had dism ssed the idea

that this man woul d do anything to help her, yet at the sane
time she found herself desperately hoping that he coul d.
"Betty Franciscus suggested that | | ook you up, M.

Morgan. She said you--- you hel ped peopl e who have been

in... trouble.” She could not bring herself to say prison.

Conrad Morgan cl asped his hands together, and Tracy
noti ced how beautifully mani cured they were.

"Poor Betty. Such a |lovely |ady. She was unl ucky, you



know. " "Unl ucky?"
"Yes. She got caught.™
"I--- 1 don't understand."

"It's really quite sinple, Mss Witney. Betty used to

work for me. She was well protected. Then the poor dear fell
in love with a chauffeur from New Ol eans and went off on
her own. And, well... they caught her."

Tracy was confused. "She worked for you here as a

sal esl ady?" Conrad Morgan sat back and | aughed until his eyes
filled with tears. "No, ny dear," he said, wiping the tears
away. "Cbviously, Betty didn't explain everything to you."

He | eaned back in his chair and steepled his fingers. "I

have a very profitable little sideline, Mss Witney, and |

t ake great pleasure in sharing those profits with ny

col | eagues. | have been nost successful enploying people
| i ke yourself--- if you'll forgive nme--- who have served tine
in prison.”

Tracy studied his face, nore puzzled that ever.

“I"'min a unique position, you see. | have an extrenely
wealthy clientele. My clients becone ny friends. They
confide in ne." He tapped his fingers together delicately.

"I know when ny custoners take trips. Very few people travel
with jewelry in these parlous tinmes, so their jewels are

| ocked away at honme. | recommend to themthe security
nmeasures they should take to protect them | know exactly
what jewels they own because they purchased them from ne.
They---" Tracy found herself on her feet. "Thank you for your
time, M. Mrgan." "Surely you' re not |eaving already?"

“If you're saying what | think you're saying---"
"Yes. Indeed, | am"

She could feel her cheeks burning. "I'"'mnot a crimnal. |
came here |l ooking for a job."

"And |'moffering you one, ny dear. It wll take an hour
or two of your tine, and | can prom se you twenty-five



t housand dollars.” He smled inpishly. "Tax free, of
course."

Tracy was fighting hard to control her anger. "I'm not
i nterested. Wuld you let ne out, please?"

"Certainly, if that is what you wish.” He rose to his feet
and showed her to the door. "You nust understand, M ss
Whitney, that if there were the slightest danger of anyone's
bei ng caught, | would not be involved in this. | have ny
reputation to protect.”

"l promse you | won't say anything about it," Tracy said
coldly. He grinned. "There's really nothing you could say, ny
dear, is there? | mean, who would believe you? I am Conrad
Mor gan. "

As they reached the front entrance of the store, Mrgan

said, "You wll let nme know if you change your m nd, won't
you? The best tinme to tel ephone ne is after six o'clock in
the evening. I'lIl wait for your call."

"Don't," Tracy said curtly, and she wal ked out into the
approachi ng ni ght. Wen she reached her room she was stil
trenbling.

She sent the hotel's one bellboy out for a sandw ch and
coffee. She did not feel |ike facing anyone. The neeting

wi th Conrad Morgan had nade her feel unclean. He had | unped
her wwth all the sad, confused, and beaten crimnals she had
been surrounded by at the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary
for Wonen. She was not one of them She was Tracy Witney, a
conmput er expert, a decent, |law abiding citizen.

Whom no one would hire.

Tracy | ay awake all night thinking about her future. She
had no job, and very little noney left. She nade two
resolutions: In the norning she would nove to a cheaper

pl ace and she would find a job. Any kind of job. *****x**xxx

The cheaper place turned out to be a dreary fourth-floor
wal kup, one-room apartnent on the Lower East Side. From her
room through the paper-thin walls, Tracy could hear her



nei ghbors scream ng at one another in foreign | anguages. The
wi ndows and doors of the small stores that |lined the streets
were heavily barred, and Tracy coul d understand why. The

nei ghbor hood seened to be popul ated by drunks, prostitutes,
and bag | adi es.

On her way to the market to shop, Tracy was accosted three
tinmes--- twice by nen and once by a wonan.

| can stand it. | won't be here long, Tracy assured
hersel f. **x**x*x*xx%xx%

She went to a snmall enpl oynent agency a few bl ocks from
her apartnent. It was run by a Ms. Mirphy, a matronly
| ooki ng, heavy-set |ady. She put down Tracy's resumé and

studi ed her quizzically. "I don't know what you need ne for.
There must be a dozen conpanies that'd give their eyeteeth
to get soneone |like you." Tracy took a deep breath. "I have a

problem" she said. She explained as Ms. Mirphy sat
listening quietly, and when Tracy was finished, Ms. Mirphy
said flatly, "You can forget about |ooking for a conputer
job." "But you said---"

"Conpani es are junpy these days about conputer crines.
They' re not gonna hire anybody with a record.™

"But | need a job. I---

"There are other kinds of jobs. Have you thought about
wor ki ng as a sal esl ady?" Tracy renenbered her experience at
t he departnent store. She could not bear to go through that
again. "lIs there anything el se?"

The woman hesitated. Tracy \Witney was obviously
over-qualified for the job Ms. Miurphy had in mnd. "Look,"
she said. "I knowthis isn't up your alley, but there's a
wai tress job open at Jackson Hole. It's a hanburger place on
t he Upper East Side."

"A waitress job?"

"Yeah. |If you take it, | won't charge you any comm ssion.
| just happened to hear about it."



Tracy sat there, debating. She had waited on tables in
college. Then it had been fun. Now it was a question of
survi vi ng.

“I"l'l try it," she said.
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Jackson Hol e was bedl am packed with noi sy and inpatient
custoners, and harassed, irritable fry cooks. The food was
good and the prices reasonable, and the place was al ways

j ammed. The waitresses worked at a frantic pace with no tine
to relax, and by the end of the first day Tracy was
exhaust ed. But she was earni ng noney.

At noon on the second day, as Tracy was serving a table
filled with sal esnen, one of the nen ran his hand up her
skirt, and Tracy dropped a bow of chili on his head. That
was the end of the job.

She returned to Ms. Mirphy and reported what had

happened. "I nmay have some good news,"” Ms. Mirphy said. "The
Wel li ngton Arns needs an assi stant housekeeper. I'mgoing to
send you over there." The Wellington Arns was a snal |,

el egant hotel on Park Avenue that catered to the rich and
fanmous. Tracy was interviewed by the housekeeper and hired.
The work was not difficult, the staff was pl easant, and the
hours reasonable. A week after she started, Tracy was
summoned to the housekeeper's office. The assi stant nanager
was al so there.

"Did you check Suite eight-twenty-seven today?" the
housekeeper asked Tracy. The suite was occupi ed by Jennifer
Marl owe, a Hol |l ywood actress. Part of Tracy's job was to

I nspect each suite and see that the naids had done their work
properly. "Wy, yes," she said.

"What tinme?"
"At two o' clock. |Is sonething wong?"
The assi stant manager spoke up. "At three o' clock M ss

Mar |l owe returned and di scovered that a val uabl e dianond ring
was m ssing."



Tracy could feel her body grow tense.
"Did you go into the bedroom Tracy?"
"Yes. | checked every room"

"When you were in the bedroom did you see any jewelry
| yi ng around?” "Way... no. | don't think so."

The assi stant nmanager pounced on it. "You don't think so?
You're not sure?" "I wasn't |looking for jewelry," Tracy said.
"l was checking the beds and towels."

"M ss Marlowe insists that her ring was on the dressing
tabl e when she left the suite.”

"I don't know anything about it.

"No one else has access to that room The naids have been
with us for many years."

"I didn't take it."

The assi stant nmanager sighed. "W're going to have to cal
in the police to investigate."

"It had to be soneone el se,”
Marl owe m splaced it."

Tracy cried. "Or perhaps M ss

"Wth your record---" the assistant manager said.
And there it was, out in the open. Wth your record...

“I''l'l have to ask you to please wait in the security
office until the police get here."

Tracy felt her face flush. "Yes, sir."

She was acconpanied to the office by one of the security
guards, and she felt as though she were back in prison
agai n. She had read of convicts being hounded because they
had prison records, but it had never occurred to her that
this kind of thing could happen to her. They had stuck a



| abel on her, and they expected her tolive uptoit. O
down to it, Tracy thought bitterly. Thirty mnutes later the
assi stant manager wal ked into the office, smling. "Well!"
he said. "M ss Marl owe found her ring. She had m splaced it,
after all. It was just a little m stake."

"Wonderful ," Tracy said.

She wal ked out of the office and headed for Conrad Morgan
et Cie Jewelers, ******xxkxx

"I't's ridiculously sinple,"” Conrad Myrgan was saying. "A
client of mne, Lois Bellany, has gone to Europe. Her house
Isin Sea Aiff, on Long Island. On weekends the servants
are off, so there's no one there. A private patrol makes a
check evey four hours. You can be in and out of the house in
a fewmnutes.” They were seated in Conrad Mdrgan's office.

"I know the alarm system and | have the conbination to

the safe. All you have to do, ny dear, is walk in, pick up
the jewels, and wal k out again. You bring the jewels to ne,

| take themout of their settings, recut the | arger ones, and
sell them again."

"I'f it's so sinple, why don't you do it yoursel f?" Tracy
asked bluntly. H's blue eyes tw nkled. "Because |'mgoing to
be out of town on business. Wenever one of these little
“incidents' occurs, |I'malways out of town on business."

"l see."

"I'f you have any scrupl es about the robbery hurting Ms.
Bel | any, you needn't have. She's really quite a horrible
worman, who has houses all over the world filled with
expensi ve goodi es. Besides, she's insured for twi ce the
anmount the jewels are worth. Naturally, | did all the
appraisals."” Tracy sat there | ooking at Conrad Morgan,
thinking, | nust be crazy. I'msitting here calmy

di scussing a jewel robbery with this nan.

"I don't want to go back to prison, M. Mrgan."

"There's no danger of that. Not one of ny people has ever
been caught. Not while they were working for nme. Well...



what do you say?"

That was obvi ous. She was going to say no. The whol e i dea
was i nsane. "You said twenty-five thousand doll ars?"

"Cash on delivery."
It was a fortune, enough to take care of her until she

could figure out what to do with her |ife. She thought of
the dreary little roomshe lived in, of the scream ng

tenants, and the custoner yelling, "I don't want a nurderess
wai ting on ne," and the assistant manager saying, "W're
going to have to call in the police to investigate.™

But Tracy stilt could not bring herself to say yes.

"I woul d suggest this Saturday night," Conrad Morgan said.
"The staff | eaves at noon on Saturdays. |'ll arrange a
driver's license and a credit card for you in a fal se nane.
You'll rent a car here in Manhattan and drive out to Long

I sland, arriving at eleven o' clock. You'll pick up the
jewelry, drive back to New York, and return the car.... You
do drive, don't you?"

n YeS. n

"Excellent. There's a train leaving for St. Louis at
seven-forty-five AM I'll reserve a conpartnent for you
"Il neet you at the station in St. Louis, you'll turn over
the jewels, and I'Il give you your twenty-five thousand."

He made it all sound so sinple.

This was the nonent to say no, to get up and wal k out.
Wal k out to where? "I'll need a blond wig," Tracy said
sl ow vy.
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When Tracy had left, Conrad Mdrgan sat in the dark in his
of fice, thinking about her. A beautiful woman. Very
beautiful, indeed. It was a shane. Perhaps he shoul d have



war ned her that he was not really that famliar wth that
particul ar burgl ar-alarmsystem

BOOK THREE
Chapter 16

Wth the thousand dollars that Conrad Morgan advanced her,
Tracy purchased two wi gs--- one blond and one black, with a
mul titude of tiny braids. She bought a dark-blue pants suit,
bl ack coveralls, and an imtation Gucci valise froma street
vendor on Lexington Avenue. So far everything was going
snmoot hly. As Modrgan had prom sed, Tracy received an envel ope
containing a driver's license in the nane of Ellen Branch, a
di agram of the security systemin the Bellany house, the
conmbi nation to the bedroom safe, and an Antrak ticket to St.
Louis, in a private conpartnent. Tracy packed her few

bel ongings and left. I'll never live in a place like this
again, Tracy prom sed herself. She rented a car and headed
for Long Island. She was on her way to commt a burglary.
What she was doing had the unreality of a dream and she was
terrified. Wiat if she were caught? Was the risk worth what
she was about to do? It's ridiculously sinple, Conrad Morgan
had sai d.

He woul dn't be involved in anything like this if he

weren't sure about it. He has his reputation to protect. |
have a reputation, too, Tracy thought bitterly, and it's all
bad. Any tine a piece of jewelry is missing, |I'll be guilty
until proven innocent.

Tracy knew what she was doing: She was trying to work
herself up into a rage, trying to psych herself up to conmt
acrinme. It did not work. By the tine she reached Sea diff,
she was a nervous weck. Twi ce, she alnost ran the car off
the road. Maybe the police will pick ne up for reckl ess
driving, she thought hopefully, and | can tell M. Mbrgan
that things went wong. But there was not a police car in
sight. Sure, Tracy thought, in disgust. They're never around
when you need them

She headed toward Long |sland Sound, follow ng Conrad
Morgan's directions. The house is right on the water. It's
called the Enbers. It's an old Victorian mansion. You can't



mss it.
Please let nme mss it, Tracy prayed.

But there it was, |loomng up out of the dark |like sone
ogre's castle in a nightmare. It |ooked deserted. How dare
the servants take the weekend off, Tracy thought

I ndi gnantly. They should all be discharged.

She drove the car behind a stand of giant willow trees,
where it was hidden fromview, and turned off the engi ne,
listening to the nocturnal sounds of insects. Nothing else
di sturbed the silence. The house was off the main road, and
there was no traffic at that tinme of night.

The property is screened by trees, ny dear, and the

near est nei ghbor is acres away, so you don't have to be
concerned about being seen. The security patrol makes its
check at ten P.M and again at two A°M You'll be |ong gone
by the two A M check.

Tracy | ooked at her watch. It was 11:00. The first patrol
had gone. She had three hours before the patrol was due to
arrive for its second check. O three seconds to turn the
car around and head back to New York and forget about this

I nsanity. But head back to what? The inmages flashed unbi dden
into her mind. The assistant manager at Saks: "lI'mterribly
sorry, Mss Witney, but our custoners nust be hunored...."

"You can forget about running a conputer. They're not
going to hire anybody wwth a record...."

"Twenty-five thousand tax-free dollars for an hour or

two.. If you have scruples, she's really a horrible woman."
What am | doi ng? Tracy thought. I'mnot a burglar. Not a
real one. |'ma dunb amateur who's about to have a nervous
br eakdown.

If I had half a brain, I'd get away from here while
there's still tinme. Before the SWAT team catches ne and

there's a shoot-out and they carry ny riddled body to the



norgue. | can see the headline: DANGEROUS CRI M NAL Kl LLED
DURI NG BUNGLED BURGLARY ATTEMPT

Who woul d be there to cry at her funeral ? Ernestine and

Any. Tracy | ooked at her watch. "OCh, nmy God." She had been
sitting there, daydream ng, for twenty mnutes. If |I'm going
to doit, |I'd better nove.

She coul d not nove. She was frozen with fear. | can't sit
here forever, she told herself. Wiy don't | just go take a

| ook at the house? A quick |ook. Tracy took a deep breath and
got out of the car. She was wearing bl ack coveralls; her
knees were shaki ng. She approached the house slowy, and she
could see that it was conpletely dark.

Be sure to wear gl oves.

Tracy reached in her pocket, took out a pair of gloves,

and put themon. Ch, God, I'mdoing it, she thought. I'm
really going ahead with it. Her heart was pounding so |oudly
she could no | onger hear any other sounds. The alarmis to
the left of the front door. There are five buttons. The red

light will be on, which neans the alarmis activated. The
code to turn it off is three-two-four-one-one. Wen the red
| i ght goes off, you'll know the alarmis deactivated. Here's

the key to the front door. Wen you enter, be sure to close
the door after you. Use this flashlight. Don't turn on any of
the lights in the house in case soneone happens to drive
past. The nmaster bedroomis upstairs, to your |eft,

overl ooking the bay. You'll find the safe behind a portrait
of Lois Bellanmy. It's a very sinple safe. All you have to do
Is follow this conbination. Tracy stood stock-still,
trenbling, ready to flee at the slightest sound. Silence.
Slowy, she reached out and pressed the sequence of alarm
buttons, praying that it would not work. The red |ight went
out. The next step would commt her. She renenbered that
airplane pilots had a phrase for it: the point of no return.

Tracy put the key in the |ock, and the door swung open.

She waited a full mnute before she stepped inside. Every
nerve in her body throbbed to a savage beat as she stood in
the hallway, listening, afraid to nove. The house was fill ed
wth a deserted silence. She took out a flashlight, turned



It on, and saw the staircase. She noved forward and started
up. Al she wanted to do now was get it over with as quickly
as possible and run.

The upstairs hallway | ooked eerie in the gl ow of her
flashlight, and the wavering beam nmade the walls seemto
pul se back and forth. Tracy peered into each room she
passed. They were all enpty.

The nmaster bedroomwas at the end of the hallway, | ooking
out over the bay, just as Mdrgan had described it. The
bedroom was beautiful, done in dusky pink, with a canopi ed
bed and a commpbde decorated wth pink roses. There were two
| ove seats, a fireplace, and a table in front of it for
dining. | alnost lived in a house like this with Charles and
our baby, Tracy thought. She wal ked over to the picture

wi ndow and | ooked out at the distant boats anchored in the
bay. Tell nme, God, what made you decide that Lois Bellany
should live in this beautiful house and that | should be
here robbing it? Cone on, girl, she told herself, don't get
phil osophical. This is a one-tine thing. It will be over in
a few mnutes, but not if you stand here doing nothing. She
turned fromthe w ndow and wal ked over to the portrait Morgan
had descri bed. Lois Bellanmy had a hard, arrogant took. It's
true. She does | ook |ike a horrible woman. The painting
swung outward, away fromthe wall, and behind it was a snall
safe. Tracy had nenorized the conbination. Three turns to the
right, stop at forty-two. Two turns to the left, stop at

ten. One turn to the right, stop at thirty. Her hands were
trenbling so nuch that she had to start over tw ce. She
heard a click. The door was open.

The safe was filled with thick envel opes and papers, but
Tracy ignored them At the back, resting on a small shelf,
was a chanmpbis jewelry bag. Tracy reached for it and lifted
it fromthe shelf. At that instant the burglar alarm went
off, and it was the | oudest sound Tracy had ever heard. It
seened to reverberate fromevery corner of the house,
scream ng out its warning. She stood there, paralyzed, in
shock.

What had gone wong? Had Conrad Mbrgan not known about the
alarminside the safe that was activated when the jewels
were renoved?



She had to get out quickly. She scooped the chanbis bag
into her pocket and started running toward the stairs. And

t hen, over the sound of the alarm she heard another sound,
the sound of an approaching siren. Tracy stood at the top of
the staircase, terrified, her heart racing, her nouth dry.
She hurried to a window, raised the curtain, and peered out.
A bl ack-and-white patrol car was pulling up in front of the
house. As Tracy watched, a uniforned policenan ran toward

t he back of the house, while a second one noved toward the
front door. There was no escape. The alarmbells were still
cl angi ng, and suddenly they sounded like the terrible bells
In the corridors of the Southern Louisiana Penitentiary for
Wnen.

No! thought Tracy. | won't let them send ne back there.
The front doorbell shrilled.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Li eut enant Melvin Durkin had been on the Sea Ciff police
force for ten years. Sea Ciff was a quiet town, and the
main activity of the police was handling vandalism a few
car thefts, and occasi onal Saturday-night drunken brawls. The
setting-off of the Bellany alarmwas in a different

category. It was the type of crimnal activity for which

Li eut enant Durkin had joined the force. He knew Lois Bell any
and was aware of what a val uable collection of paintings and
jewelry she owned. Wth her away, he had nade it a point to
check the house fromtine to tine, for it was a tenpting
target for a cat burglar. And now, Lieutenant Durkin
thought, it looks like |I've caught one. He had been only two
bl ocks away when the radio call had conme in fromthe
security conpany. This is going to | ook good on ny record.
Dammed good.

Li eut enant Durkin pressed the front doorbell again. He
wanted to be able to state in his report that he had rung it
three times before making a forcible entry. Hi s partner was
covering the back, so there was no chance of the burglar's
escapi ng. He would probably try to conceal hinself on the
prem ses, but he was in for a surprise. No one could hide
fromMelvin Durkin. As the |ieutenant reached for the bel
for the third time, the front door suddenly opened. The



pol i ceman stood there staring. In the doorway was a wonan
dressed in a filmy nightgown that left little to the

i magi nati on. Her face was covered with a nudpack, and her
hair was tucked into a curler cap. She denmanded, "Wat on
earth i s going on?"

Li eutenant Durkin swallowed. "I... who are you?"
“I"'mEllen Branch. |I'm a houseguest of Lois Bellany's.
She's away in Europe.” "I know that." The |ieutenant was

confused. "She didn't tell us she was having a houseguest."

The woman in the doorway nodded knowi ngly. "lIsn't that
just like Lois? Excuse ne, | can't stand that noise."

As Lieutenant Durkin watched, Lois Bellany's houseguest
reached over to the alarm buttons, pressed a sequence of
nunbers, and the sound stopped. "That's better," she sighed.
"I can't tell you howglad | amto see you." She |aughed
shakily. "I was just getting ready for bed when the alarm
went off. | was sure there were burglars in the house, and
I"mall alone here. The servants left at noon."

"Do you mnd if we | ook around?”
"Pl ease, | insist!”

It took the lieutenant and his partner only a few m nutes
to make sure there was no one |lurking on the prem ses.

"All clear," Lieutenant Durkin said. "False alarm

Sorret hi ng must have set it off. Can't al ways depend on these
el ectronic things. I'd call the security conpany and have

t hem check out the system™

"I nmost certainly wll."

"Well, guess we'd better be running along," the |ieutenant
said. "Thank you so nmuch for comng by. |I feel nmuch safer
now. " She sure has a great body, Lieutenant Durkin thought.
He wondered what she | ooked |ike under that nudpack and

w thout the curler cap. "WII| you be staying here |ong, Mss
Branch?"



"Anot her week or two, until Lois returns.”

“If there's anything | can do for you, just let ne know "
"Thank you, | will."

Tracy watched as the police car drove away into the night.
She felt faint wwth relief. Wen the car was out of sight,
she hurried upstairs, washed off the nudpack she had found
in the bathroom stripped off Lois Bellamnmy's curler cap and
ni ght gown, changed into her own black coveralls, and left by
the front door, carefully resetting the alarm

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

It was not until Tracy was hal fway back to Manhattan t hat
the audacity of what she had done struck her. She giggled,
and the giggle turned into a shaking, uncontroll able

| aughter, until she finally had to pull the car off onto the
side of the road. She | aughed until the tears streanmed down
her face. It was the first tinme she had | aughed in a year.

It felt wonderful. BOOK THREE

Chapter 17

It was not until the Anmtrak train pulled out of

Pennsyl vania Station that Tracy began to relax. At every
second she had expected a heavy hand to grip her shoul der, a
voice to say, "You' re under arrest.”

She had carefully watched the other passengers as they
boarded the train, and there was nothing al arm ng about

them Still, Tracy's shoul ders were knots of tension. She
kept assuring herself that it was unlikely anyone woul d have
di scovered the burglary this soon, and even if they had,
there was nothing to connect her with it. Conrad Mrgan
woul d be waiting in St. Louis with $25,000. Twenty-five

t housand dollars to do wth as she pleased! She woul d have
had to work at the bank for a year to earn that much noney.
"Il travel to Europe, Tracy thought. Paris. No. Not Paris.

Charles and | were going to honeynoon there. I'll go to
London. There, | won't be a jailbird. In a curious way, the
experience she had just gone through had nade Tracy feel |ike

a different person. It was as though she had been reborn.



She | ocked the door to the conpartnent and took out the
chanmpbi s bag and opened it. A cascade of glittering colors
spilled into her hands. There were three |arge di anond
rings, an enerald pin, a sapphire bracelet, three pairs of
earrings, and two neckl aces, one of rubies, one of pearls.
There nmust be nore than a mllion dollars' worth of jewelry
here, Tracy marveled. As the train rolled through the
countrysi de, she | eaded back in her seat and replayed the

evening in her mnd. Renting the car... the drive to Sea
Ciff... the stillness of the night... turning off the alarm
and entering the house... opening the safe... the shock of

the alarm going off, and the police appearing. It had never
occurred to themthat the woman in the nightgowmn wth a
nmudpack on her face and a curler cap on her head was the
burgl ar they were | ooking for.

Now, seated in her conpartnent on the train to St. Louis,
Tracy allowed herself a smle of satisfaction. She had

enj oyed outwitting the police. There was sonething
wonderful Iy exhilarating about being on the edge of danger.
She felt daring and clever and invincible. She felt
absolutely great. There was a knock at the door of her
conpartnent. Tracy hastily put the jewels back into the
chanoi s bag and placed the bag in her suitcase. She took out
her train ticket and unl ocked the conpartnent door for the
conductor. Two nmen in gray suits stood in the corridor. One
appeared to be in his early thirties, the other one about
ten years ol der. The younger man was attractive, with the
build of an athlete. He had a strong chin, a small, neat
must ache, and wore horn-rinmmed gl asses behind which were
intelligent blue eyes. The older man had a thick head of

bl ack hair and was heavy-set. H's eyes were a cold brown.
“Can | hel p you?" Tracy asked.

"Yes, ma'am" the older man replied. He pulled out a
wal | et and held up an identification card:

FEDERAL BUREAU OF | NVESTI GATI ON
UNI TED STATES DEPARTMENT OF JUSTI CE

"I''"'m Speci al Agent Dennis Trevor. This is Special Agent
Thomas Bowers." Tracy's nouth was suddenly dry. She forced a



smle. "lI--- I"'mafraid | don't understand. |Is sonething
wr ong?"

“I"'mafraid there is, ma'am" the younger agent said. He
had a soft, southern accent. "A few mnutes ago this train
crossed into New Jersey. Transporting stol en nerchandi se
across a state line is a federal offense.” Tracy felt
suddenly faint. Ared filmappeared in front of her eyes,
bl urring everything.

The ol der man, Dennis Trevor, was saying, "Wuld you open
your |uggage, please?" It was not a question but an order.

Her only hope was to try to bluff it out. "OF course |

won' t! How dare you cone barging into ny conpartnent |ike
this!" Her voice was filled with indignation. "Is that al

you have to do--- go around bothering innocent citizens? |I'm
going to call the conductor.™

"We' ve already spoken to the conductor," Trevor said.

Her bl uff was not working. "Do--- do you have a search
warrant ?" The younger man said gently, "W don't need a
search warrant, M ss Witney. W' re apprehendi ng you during
the conm ssion of a crine." They even knew her nane. She was
trapped. There was no way out. None.

Trevor was at her suitcase, opening it. It was useless to
try to stop him Tracy watched as he reached inside and
pul l ed out the chanbis bag. He opened it, |ooked at his
partner, and nodded. Tracy sank down onto the seat, suddenly
too weak to stand.

Trevor took a list fromhis pocket, checked the contents

of the bag against the list, and put the bag in his pocket.
"I't's all here, Tom" "How-- how did you find out?" Tracy
asked m serably.

"We're not pernmitted to give out any information," Trevor
replied. "You re under arrest. You have the right to remain
silent, and to have an attorney present before you say

anyt hing. Anything you say now may be used as evi dence

agai nst you. Do you undersand?"



Her answer was a whi spered, "Yes."

Tom Bowers said, "lI"'msorry about this. | nmean, | know
about your background, and I'mreally sorry."

"For Christ's sake,"” the older man said, "this isn't a
social visit." "I know, but still---"

The ol der man held out a pair of handcuffs to Tracy.
"Hold ijut your wists, please."

Tracy felt her heart twisting in agony. She renenbered the
airport in New Ol eans when they had handcuffed her, the
staring faces. "Please! Do you--- do you have to do that?"

"Yes, ma'am"

The younger man said, "Can | talk to you alone for a
m nute, Dennis?" Dennis Trevor shrugged. "Okay."

The two nmen stepped outside into the corridor. Tracy sat
there, dazed, filled with despair. She could hear snatches
of their conversation. "For God's sake, Dennis, it isn't
necessary to put cuffs on her. She's not going to run
away. ..."

"When are you going to stop being such a boy scout? Wen
you' ve been with the Bureau as long as | have..."

"Conme on. G ve her a break. She's enbarrassed enough,
and..." "That's nothing to what she's going to..."

She could not hear the rest of the conversation. She did
not want to hear the rest of the conversati on.

In a nonent they returned to the conpartnent. The ol der
man seened angry. "All right," he said. "W're not cuffing
you. We're taking you off at the next station. W' re going
to radi o ahead for a Bureau car. You're not to | eave this
conpartnent. |Is that clear?”

Tracy nodded, too m serable to speak.

The younger man, Tom Bowers, gave her a synpathetic shrug,



as though to say, "I wish there was sonething nore | could
do."

There was not hi ng anyone could do. Not now. It was too

| at e. She had been caught red-handed. Sonehow t he police had
traced her and informed the FBI. The agents were outside in
the corridor talking to the conductor. Bowers pointed to
Tracy and sai d sonething she could not hear. The conduct or
nodded. Bowers cl osed the door of the conpartnent, and to
Tracy, it was like a cell door slamm ng.

The countrysi de sped by, flashing vignettes briefly franmed
by the w ndow, but Tracy was unaware of the scenery. She sat
there, paralyzed by fear. There was a roaring in her ears
that had nothing to do with the sounds of the train. She
woul d get no second chance. She was a convicted felon. They
woul d gi ve her the maxi num sentence, and this tine there
woul d be no warden's daughter to rescue, there would be
not hi ng but the deadly, endless years of prison facing her.
And the Big Berthas. How had they caught her? The only

per son who knew about the robbery was Conrad Morgan, and he
coul d have no possible reason to turn her and the jewelry
over to the FBI. Possibly sonme clerk in his store had | earned
of the plan and tipped off the police. But how it happened
made no di fference. She had been caught. At the next stop
she woul d be on her way to prison again. There would be a
prelimnary hearing and then the trial, and then.... Tracy
squeezed her eyes tightly shut, refusing to think about it
any further. She felt hot tears, brush her cheeks.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The train began to | ose speed. Tracy started to
hyperventil ate. She could not get enough air. The two FBI
agents would be comng for her at any nonent. A station cane
into view, and a few seconds later the train jerked to a
stop. It was tinme to go. Tracy closed her suitcase, put on
her coat, and sat down. She stared at the cl osed conpart nent
door, waiting for it to open. Mnutes went by. The two nen
did not appear. Wiat could they be doing? She recalled their
words: "We're taking you off at the next station. W're
going to radi o ahead for a Bureau car. You're not to | eave
this conpartnent.”



She heard the conductor call, "Al aboard...."

Tracy started to panic. Perhaps they had neant they woul d
wait for her on the platform That nust be it. If she stayed
on the train, they would accuse her of trying to run away
fromthem and it would nmake things even worse. Tracy grabbed
her suitcase, opened the conpartnent door, and hurried out
into the corridor. The conductor was approaching. "Are you
getting off here, mss?" he asked. "You'd better hurry. Let
me hel p you. A woman in your condition shouldn't be lifting

t hi ngs. "

She stared. "In ny condition?"

"You don't have to be enbarrassed. Your brothers told ne
you' re pregnant and to sort of keep an eye on you."

"My brothers-?"
"Ni ce chaps. They seened really concerned about you."

The worl d was spi nning around. Everything was topsy-turvy.
The conductor carried the suitcase to the end of the car and
hel ped Tracy down the steps. The train began to nove.

"Do you know where ny brothers went?" Tracy call ed.

“"No, ma'am They junped into a taxi when the train
stopped.” Wth a mllion dollars' worth of stolen jewelry.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Tracy headed for the airport. It was the only place she
could think of. If the nmen had taken a taxi, it nmeant they
did not have their own transportation, and they would surely
want to get out of town as fast as possible. She sat back in
the cab, filled wwth rage at what they had done to her and
with shame at how easily they had conned her. Oh, they were
good, both of them Really good. They had been so

convi ncing. She blushed to think how she had fallen for the
anci ent good cop-bad cop routi ne.

For God's sake, Dennis, it isn't necessary -to put cuffs
on her. She's not going to run away....



When are you going to stop being such a boy scout? Wen
you' ve been with the Bureau as long as | have...

The Bureau? They were probably both fugitives fromthe

|l aw. Well, she was going to get those jewels back. She had
gone through too nuch to be outwitted by two con artists.
She had to get to the airport in tine.

She | eaned forward in her seat and said to the driver,
"Coul d you go faster, please!"

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

They were standing in the boarding |ine at the departure
gate, and she did not recognize themimredi ately. The

younger man, who had cal led hinself Thomas Bowers, no | onger
wor e gl asses, his eyes had changed fromblue to gray, and his
nmust ache was gone. The ot her man, Dennis Trevor, who had had
thick black hair, was now totally bald. But still, there was
no m staking them They had not had time to change their
clothes. They were al nost at the boarding gate when Tracy
reached them

"You forgot sonething," Tracy said.

They turned to |l ook at her, startled. The younger nan
frowned. "What are you doing here? A car fromthe Bureau was
supposed to have been at the station to pick you up." H's
sout hern accent was gone.

"Then why don't we go back and find it?" Tracy suggested.
"Can't. We're on another case," Trevor explained. "W have to
catch this plane.” "Gve ne back the jewelry, first," Tracy
demanded.

""" mafraid we can't do that," Thomas Bowers told her.

"I't's evidence. W'll send you a receipt for it."
“"No. | don't want a receipt. | want the jewelry."
"Sorry," said Trevor. "W can't let it out of our

possession.” They had reached the gate. Trevor handed his
boardi ng pass to the attendant. Tracy | ooked around,



desperate, and saw an airport policeman standi ng nearby. She
called out, "Oficer! Oficer!"

The two nen | ooked at each other, startl ed.

"What the hell do you think you' re doing?" Trevor hissed.
"Do you want to get us all arrested?”

The policeman was noving toward them "Yes, m ss? Any

probl en?" "Ch, no problem"” Tracy said gaily. "These two
wonder ful gentlenmen found sone valuable jewelry I lost, and
they're returning it to ne. | was afraid I was going to have
to go to the FBlI about it."

The two nmen exchanged a frantic | ook.

"They suggested that perhaps you wouldn't mnd escorting
me to a taxi." "Certainly. Be happy to."

Tracy turned toward the nen. "It's safe to give the jewels
to ne now This nice officer will take care of ne."
“"No, really," Tom Bowers objected. "It would be nuch

better if we---" "Ch, no, | insist,” Tracy urged. "I know how
I mportant it is for you to catch your plane."

The two nmen | ooked at the policenman, and then at each
ot her, hel pless. There was nothing they coul d do.

Rel uctantly, Tom Bowers pulled the chanbis bag fromhis
pocket .

"That's it!" Tracy said. She took the bag from his hand,
opened it, and | ooked inside. "Thank goodness. It's all
here. "

Tom Bowers nmade one last-ditch try. "Wiy don't we keep it
safe for you until---" "That won't be necessary," Tracy said
cheerfully. She opened her purse, put the jewelry inside,

and took out two $5.00 bills. She handed one to each of the
men. "Here's a little token of ny appreciation for what

you' ve done." The ot her passengers had all departed through
the gate. The airline attendant said, "That was the | ast
call. You'll have to board now, gentlenen." "Thank you
again," Tracy beaned as she wal ked away wth the policenman at



her side. "It's so rare to find an honest person these
days." BOOK THREE

Chapter 18

Thonas Bowers--- né Jeff Stevens--- sat at the plane

wi ndow | ooki ng out as the aircraft took off. He raised his
handkerchief to his eyes, and his shoul ders heaved up and
down.

Dennis Trevor--- a.k.a. Brandon Hi ggins--- seated next to

him |ooked at himin surprise. "Hey," he said, "it's only
nmoney. It's nothing to cry about." Jeff Stevens turned to him
wth tears stream ng down his face, and Higgins, to his

astoni shnment, saw that Jeff was convul sed with | aughter.

"What the hell's the matter with you?" Hi ggins demanded.

"It's nothing to | augh about, either.”

To Jeff, it was. The manner in which Tracy Witney had
outwitted themat the airport was the nost ingenius con he
had ever wi tnessed. A scamon top of a scam Conrad Morgan
had told themthe wonman was an amateur. My God, Jeff

t hought, what would she be like if she were a professional?
Tracy Wiitney was w thout doubt the nost beautiful wonman
Jeff Stevens had ever seen. And clever. Jeff prided hinself
on being the best confidence artist in the business, and she
had outsmarted him Uncle WIllie would have | oved her, Jeff
thought *kkhkkk*kkhkkhk*k*%x

It was Uncle WIIlie who had educated Jeff. Jeff's nother

was the trusting heiress to a farmequi pnent fortune,

married to an inprovident schener filled with get-rich-quick
projects that never quite worked out. Jeff's father was a
charnmer, darkly handsone and persuasively glib, and in the
first five years of marriage he had managed to run through
his wife's inheritance. Jeff's earliest nenories were of his
not her and father quarreling about noney and his father's
extramarital affairs. It was a bitter marriage, and the young
boy had resolved, |I'mnever going to get married. Never.

Hs father's brother, Uncle WIllie, owned a snall

traveling carnival, and whenever he was near Marion, Ohio,
where the Stevenses lived, he cane to visit them He was the
nost cheerful man Jeff had ever known, filled with optim sm



and prom ses of a rosy tonorrow. He al ways nmanaged to bring
the boy exciting gifts, and he taught Jeff wonderful nagic
tricks. Uncle WIlie had started out as a nmgician at a
carnival and had taken it over when it went broke. Wen Jeff
was fourteen, his nother died in an autonobil e accident. Two
nmonths later Jeff's father married a nineteen-year-old
cocktail waitress. "It isn't natural for a man to live by

hi msel f," his father had explained. But the box was filled
with a deep resentnent, feeling betrayed by his father's

cal | ousness. Jeff's father had been hired as a siding

sal esman and was on the road three days a week. One night
when Jeff was alone in the house with his stepnother, he was
awakened by the sound of his bedroom door opening. Mnents

| ater he felt a soft, naked body next to his. Jeff sat up in
al arm

"Hold ne, Jeffie," his stepnother whispered. "I"mafraid
of thunder."™ "It--- it isn't thundering," Jeff stamered.

"But it could be. The paper said rain." She pressed her
body close to his. "Make | ove to ne, baby."

The boy was in a panic. "Sure. Can we do it in Dad's bed?"
"Ckay." She | aughed. "Kinky, huh?"

“I''l'l be right there," Jeff prom sed.

She slid out of bed and went into the other bedroom Jeff

had never dressed faster in his life. He went out the w ndow
and headed for C marron, Kansas, where Uncle WIllie's
carnival was playing. He never | ooked back. Wen Uncle Wllie
asked Jeff why he had run away from hone, all he would say
was, "l don't get along with ny stepnother."”

Uncle WIlie tel ephoned Jeff's father, and after a | ong
conversation, it was decided that the boy should remain with
the carnival. "He'll get a better education here than any
school could ever give him" Uncle WIlie prom sed.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The carnival was a world unto itself. "W don't run a
Sunday school show," Uncle WIllie explained to Jeff. "We're
flinflamartists. But renenber, sonny, you can't con people
unl ess they're greedy to begin with. W C. Fields had it



right. You can't cheat an honest nan."

The carni es becane Jeff's friends. There were the
"front-end" nmen, who had the concessions, and the "back-end"
peopl e, who ran shows |ike the fat woman and the tattooed

| ady, and the flat-store operators, who operated the ganes.
The carnival had its share of nubile girls, and they were
attracted to the young boy. Jeff had inherited his nother's
sensitivity and his father's dark, good |ooks, and the

| adi es fought over who was going to relieve Jeff of his
virginity. His first sexual experience was with a pretty
contortionist, and for years she was the high-water mark
that other wonen had to live up to. Uncle WIlie arranged for
Jeff to work at various jobs around the carnival. "Soneday
all this will be yours,” Uncle WIllie told the boy, "and the
only way you're gonna hang on to it is to know nore about it
t han anybody el se does."” Jeff started out with the six-cat
"hanky-park," a scam where custonmers paid to throw balls to
try to knock six cats nmade out of canvas with a wood-base
bottominto a net. The operator running the joint would
denonstrate how easy it was to knock them over, but when the
custoner tried it, a "gunner" hiding in back of the canvas
lifted a rod to keep the wooden base on the cats steady. Not
even Sandy Koufax coul d have downed the cats.

"Hey, you hit it too low," the operator would say. "All
you have to do is hit it nice and easy."

Ni ce and easy was the password, and the nonent the

operator said it, the hidden gunner would drop the rod, and
t he operator would knock the cat off the board. He woul d
then say, "See what | nean?" and that was the gunner's signal
to put up the rod again. There was al ways anot her rube who
wanted to show off his pitching armto his giggling girl
friend.

Jeff worked the "count stores,"” where cl othespins were
arranged in a line. The custonmer would pay to throw rubber
rings over the clothespins, which were nunbered, and if the
total added up to twenty-nine, he would win an expensive
toy. What the sucker did not know was that the cl ot hespins
had different nunbers at each end, so that the man running
the count store could conceal the nunber that would add up
to twenty-nine and nmake sure the mark never won. One day



Uncle WIllie said to Jeff, "You're doin'" real good, kid, and
"' m proud of you. You're ready to nove up to the skillo."

The skillo operators were the crene de |la crene, and al

the other carnies |ooked up to them They nade nore noney

t han anyone else in the carnival, stayed at the best hotels,
and drove flashy cars. The skillo ganme consisted of a flat
wheel with an arrow bal anced very carefully on glass wth a
thin piece of paper in the center. Each section was
nunber ed, and when the custoner spun the wheel and it
stopped on a nunber, that nunber woul d be bl ocked off. The
custoner woul d pay again for another spin of the wheel, and
anot her space woul d be bl ocked off. The skill o operator
expl ai ned that when all the spaces were bl ocked off, the
customer would win a |l arge sum of noney. As the custoner got

closer to filling in all the spaces, the skillo operator
woul d encourage himto increase his bets. The operator woul d
| ook around nervously and whisper, "I don't own this gane,
but I'd like you to win. If you do, naybe you'll give ne a
smal | piece." The operator would slip the custoner five or
ten dollars and say, "Bet this for ne, will you? You can't

| ose now." And the mark woul d feel as though he had a

confederate. Jeff becane an expert at mlking the custoners.
As the open spaces on the board becane snmaller and the odds
of winning grew greater, the excitenent would intensify.

"You can't mss now" Jeff would exclaim and the player
woul d eagerly put up nore noney. Finally, when there was
only one tiny space left to fill, the excitenment woul d peak.
The mark woul d put up all the noney he had, and often hurry
home to get nore. The custoner never won, however, because
the operator or his shill would give the table an

| npercepti bl e nudge, and the arrow would invariably |and at
t he wong pl ace.

Jeff quickly learned all the carnie terns: The "gaff" was

a termfor fixing the ganes so that the marks could not w n.
The nmen who stood in front of a sideshow nmaking their spiel
were cal l ed "barkers" by outsiders, but the carnie people
called them "tal kers."” The tal ker got 10 percent of the take
for building the tip--- the "tip" being a crowd. "Sl unf was
the prize given away. The "postman” was a cop who had to be
pai d off.



Jeff becane an expert at the "blow off." When custoners

paid to see a sideshow exhibition, Jeff would nmake his
spiel: "Ladies and gentlenen: Everything that's pictured,

pai nted, and advertised outside, you will see within the
walls of this tent for the price of your general adm ssion.
However, imedi ately after the young lady in the electric
chair gets finished being tortured, her poor body racked by
fifty thousand watts of electricity, we have an extra added
attraction that has absolutely nothing to do with the show
and i s not advertised outside. Behind this enclosure you are
going to see sonething so truly remarkable, so chilling and
hair-raising, that we dare not portray it outside, because it
m ght cone under the eyes of innocent children or

suscepti ble wonen." And after the suckers had paid an extra
dollar, Jeff would usher theminside to see a girl with no
m ddl e, or a two-headed baby, and of course it was all done
with mrrors.

One of the nost profitable carnival ganes was the "nouse
running." A live nouse was put in the center of a table and
a bowl was placed over it. The rimof the table had ten

hol es around its perineter into any one of which the nouse
could run when the bowl was lifted. Each patron bet on a
nunber ed hol e. Whoever selected the hole into which the
nmouse woul d run won the prize. "How do you gaff a thing |ike
that?" Jeff asked Uncle WIllie. "Do you use trained mce?"

Uncle WIllie roared with [aughter. "Wio the hell's go tine
to train mce? No, no. It's sinple. The operator sees which
nunber no one has bet on, and he puts a little vinegar on

his finger and touches the edge of the hole he wants the
nouse to run into. The nouse will head for that hole every
tinme." Karen, an attractive young belly dancer, introduced
Jeff to the "key" gane. "Wen you' ve nmade your spiel on
Saturday night," Karen told him "call sonme of the nen
custoners aside, one at a tine, and sell thema key to ny
trailer." The keys cost five dollars. By mdnight, a dozen or
nore men would find thenselves mlling around outside her
trailer. Karen, by that tinme, was at a hotel in town,
spending the night with Jeff. \Wen the marks canme back to the
carnival the follow ng norning to get their revenge, the
show was | ong gone. ****x**xx*x

During the next four years Jeff |earned a great deal about



human nature. He found out how easy it was to arouse greed,
and how guillible people could be. They believed incredible
tal es because their greed made them want to believe. At

ei ghteen, Jeff was strikingly handsone. Even the nost casual
wonman observer would instantly note and approve his gray,
wel | - spaced eyes, tall build, and curly dark hair. Men
enjoyed his wit and air of easy good hunor. Even chil dren,
as if speaking to sonme answering child in him gave himtheir
confidence i mediately. Custoners flirted outrageously with
Jeff, but Uncle WIlie cautioned, "Stay away fromthe

towni es, ny boy. Their fathers are always the sheriff."

It was the knife thrower's wife who caused Jeff to | eave
the carnival. The show had just arrived in MI | edgeville,
CGeorgia, and the tents were being set up. A new act had
signed on, a Sicilian knife thrower called the Geat Zorbin
and his attractive blond wife. Wile the Geat Zorbini was
at the carnival setting up his equipnent, his wife invited
Jeff to their hotel roomin town. "Zorbini will be busy al
day," she told Jeff. "Let's have sone fun." It sounded good.

"A@ve ne an hour and then conme up to the room" she said.
"Whay wait an hour?" Jeff asked.

She smled and said, "It wll take ne that |long to get
everything ready." Jeff waited, his curiosity increasing, and
when he finally arrived at the hotel room she greeted him
at the door, stark naked. He reached for her, but she took
his hand and said, "Cone in here."

He wal ked into the bathroom and stared in disbelief. She
had filled the bathtub with six flavors of Jell-O m xed

w th warm wat er .

"What's that?" Jeff asked.

"It's dessert. CGet undressed, baby."

Jeff undressed.

"Now, into the tub."

He stepped into the tub and sat down, and it was the



w | dest sensation he had ever experienced. The soft,
slippery Jell-O seened to fill every crevice of his body,
massaging himall over. The blonde joined himin the tub.
"Now, " she said, "lunch."

She started down his chest toward his groin, licking the
Jell -0 as she went. "Mmm you taste delicious. | like the
strawberry best...." Between her rapidly flicking tongue and

the friction of the warm viscous Jell-O it was an erotic
experi ence beyond description. In the mddle of it, the

bat hr oom door flew open and the Great Zorbini strode in. The
Sicilian took one ook at his wife and the startled Jeff,
and howl ed, "Tu sei una puttana! Vi ammazzo tutti e due!
Dove sono i mei coltelli?"

Jeff did not recognize any of the words, but the tone was
famliar. As the Geat Zorbini raced out of the roomto get
his knives, Jeff |eaped out of the tub, his body | ooking

li ke a rainbowwth the nulticolored Jell-Oclinging to it,
and grabbed his clothes. He junped out of the w ndow, naked,
and began runni ng down the alley. He heard a shout behind
himand felt a knife sing past his head. Zing!' Another, and
then he was out of range. He dressed in a culvert, pulling
his shirt and pants over the sticky Jell-0O and squished his
way to the depot, where he caught the first bus out of town.

Six nonths |l ater, he was in Vietnam

kkkkkikkhkk*x

Every soldier fights a different war, and Jeff cane out of
hi s Vi et nam experience with a deep contenpt for bureaucracy
and a lasting resentnment of authority. He spent two years in
a war that could never be won, and he was appal |l ed by the
waste of nmoney and matériel and lives, and sickened by the
treachery and deceit of the generals and politicians who
performed their verbal sleight of hand. W' ve been suckered
into a war that nobody wants, Jeff thought. It's a con gane.
The bi ggest con gane in the world.

A week before Jeff's discharge, he received the news of
Uncle WIlie's death. The carnival had folded. The past was
finished. It was tinme for himto enjoy the future.
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The years that followed were filled with a series of
adventures. To Jeff, the whole world was a carnival, and the
people in it were his marks. He devised his own con ganes.
He pl aced ads in newspapers offering a color picture of the
President for a dollar. When he received a dollar, he sent
his victima postage stanp with a picture of the President
on it.

He put announcenents in magazi nes warning the public that
there were only sixty days left to send in five dollars,

that after that it would be too |ate. The ad did not specify
what the five dollars would buy, but the noney poured in. For
three nmonths Jeff worked in a boiler room selling phony oi
stocks over the tel ephone.

He | oved boats, and when a friend offered hima job
wor ki ng on a sailing schooner bound for Tahiti, Jeff signed
on as a seanan

The ship was a beauty, a 165-foot white schooner,

glistening in the sun, all sails drawning well. It had teak
decking, long, gleamng Oregon fir for the hull, with a main
salon that sat twelve and a galley forward, with electric
ovens. The crew s quarters were in the forepeak. In addition
to the captain, the steward, and a cook, there were five
deckhands. Jeff's job consisted of hel pi ng hoist the sails,
pol i shing the brass portholes, and clinbing up the ratlines
to the |lower spreader to furl the sails. The schooner was
carrying a party of eight. "The owner is naned Hol | ander, "
Jeff's friend informed him Hollander turned out to be Louise
Hol | ander, a twenty-five year-old, gol den-haired beauty,
whose father owned half of Central Anmerica. The other
passengers were her friends, whom Jeff's buddi es sneeringly
referred to as the "jest set."”

The first day out Jeff was working in the hot sun,
polishing the brass on deck. Louise Holl ander stopped beside

hi m

"You're new on board."



He | ooked up. "Yes."
"Do you have a nane?"
"Jeff Stevens.™

"That's a nice nane." He made no conment. "Do you know who
| anm?" "No."

“I'"m Loui se Hollander. | own this boat."
"I see. I'mworking for you."
She gave hima slow smle. "That's right."

"Then if you want to get your noney's worth, you' d better
let me get on with ny work." Jeff noved on to the next
st anchi on.

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

In their quarters at night, the crew nenbers di sparaged

t he passengers and nade j okes about them But Jeff admtted

to hinself that he was envious of them-- their backgrounds,
their educations, and their easy manners. They had cone from
nonied famlies and had attended the best schools. H's school
had been Uncle WIlie and the carnival.

One of the carnies had been a professor of archaeol ogy
until he was thrown out of college for stealing and selling
val uable relics. He and Jeff had had | ong tal ks, and the
prof essor had i mbued Jeff with an enthusiasm for archaeol ogy.
"You can read the whole future of mankind in the past,"” the
prof essor would say. "Think of it, son. Thousands of years
ago there were people just |ike you and ne dream ng drearns,
spinning tales, living out their lives, giving birth to our
ancestors." H s eyes had taken on a faraway | ook.
"Carthage--- that's where I'd like to go on a dig. Long
before Christ was born, it was a great city, the Paris of
ancient Africa. The people had their ganmes, and baths, and
chariot racing. The G rcus Maxinmus was as |large as five
football fields.” He had noted the interest in the boy's
eyes. "Do you know how Cato the El der used to end his
speeches in the Roman Senate? He'd say, 'Del enda est



cartaga'; 'Carthage nust be destroyed.' His wish finally
cane true. The Romans reduced the place to rubble and cane
back twenty-five years later to build a great city on its
ashes. | wish | could take you there on a dig one day, ny
boy. "

A year |ater the professor had died of al coholism but
Jeff had prom sed hinself that one day he would go on a dig.
Carthage, first, for the professor. ***x**xxkxx

On the last night before the schooner was to dock in
Tahiti, Jeff was summoned to Loui se Hol |l ander's stateroom
She was wearing a sheer silk robe. "You wanted to see ne,
ma' anf?"

"Are you a honpbsexual , Jeff?"

"I don't believe it's any of your business, M ss
Hol | ander, but the answer is no. What | amis choosy."

Loui se Hol |l ander's nmouth tightened. "Wat kind of wonmen do
you |ike? Wores, | suppose.”

"Sonetines," Jeff said agreeably. "Was there anything

el se, Mss Hollander?" "Yes. I'mgiving a dinner party
tonmorrow night. Wuld you like to cone?" Jeff |ooked at the
wonan for a | ong nonment before he answered. "Wiy not?" And
that was the way it began.

kkkkkikkhkk*x

Loui se Hol | ander had had two husbands before she was
twenty-one, and her |awer had just made a settlenment with
her third husband when she net Jeff. The second ni ght they
were noored at the harbor in Papeete, and as the passengers
and crew were going ashore, Jeff received another summons to
Loui se Hol |l ander's quarters. When Jeff arrived, she was
dressed in a colorful silk pareu slit all the way up to the
t hi gh.

"I"'mtrying to get this off," she said. "I'mhaving a
problemw th the zipper." Jeff wal ked over and exam ned the
costune. "It doesn't have a Zipper." She turned to face him
and smled. "I know. That's ny problem" They nade | ove on



the deck, where the soft tropical air caressed their bodies
like a blessing. Afterward, they lay on their sides, facing
each other. Jeff propped hinself up on an el bow and | ooked

down at Louise. "Your daddy's not the sheriff, is he?" Jeff
asked.

She sat up in surprise. "Wat?"

"You're the first townie | ever nade love to. Uncle Wllie
used to warn ne that their daddi es always turned out to be
the sheriff."

They were together every night after that. At first

Loui se's friends were anused. He's another one of Louise's
pl ayt hi ngs, they thought. But when she infornmed themthat
she intended to marry Jeff, they were frantic. "For Christ's
sake, Louise, he's a nothing. He worked in a carnival. My
God, you mght as well be marrying a stable hand. He's
handsonme--- granted. And he has a fab bod. But outside of
sex, you have absolutely nothing in comon, darling."

"Loui se, Jeff's for breakfast, not dinner."

"You have a social position to uphold."”
"Frankly, angel, he just won't fit in, wll he?"

But nothing her friends said could di ssuade Louise. Jeff

was the nost fascinating nan she had ever net. She had found
that nmen who were outstandi ngly handsone were either
nonunental |y stupid or unbearably dull. Jeff was intelligent
and anusi ng, and the conbination was irresistible. Wen

Loui se nentioned the subject of marriage to Jeff, he was as
surprised as her friends had been.

"Why marriage? You' ve already got nmy body. | can't give
you anyt hing you don't have."

"I't's very sinple, Jeff. | love you. | want to share the
rest of ny life with you.™

Marri age had been an alien idea, and suddenly it no | onger
was. Beneath Loui se Holl ander's worldly, sophisticated
veneer; there was a vulnerable, lost little girl. She needs
me, Jeff thought. The idea of a stable honelife and children



was suddenly i nmmensely appealing. It seened to himthat ever
since he could renenber, he had been running. It was tine to
st op.

They were married in the town hall in Tahiti three days

Iater kkkkkhkkhkk*x

When they returned to New York, Jeff was sunmoned to the
office of Scott Fogarty, Louise Hollander's attorney, a
small, frigid man, tight-1ipped and probably, Jeff thought,
tight-assed.

"l have a paper here for you to sign,"
announced. "What ki nd of paper?"

the attorney

"It's arelease. It sinply states that in the event of the
di ssol ution of your marriage to Louise Hollander---"

"Loui se Stevens."

"---Louise Stevens, that you will not participate
financially in any of her---" Jeff felt the nuscles of his
jaw tightening. "Where do | sign?" "Don't you want ne to
finish readi ng?"

“"No. | don't think you get the point. | didn't marry her
for her fucking noney." "Really, M. Stevens! | just----

“"Do you want nme to sign it or don't you?"

The | awyer placed the paper in front of Jeff. He scrawl ed

his signature and stornmed out of the office. Louise's

| i rousi ne and driver were waiting for hi mdownstairs. As

Jeff clinbed in, he had to |augh to hinself. Wat the hell am
| so pissed off about? I've been a con artist all ny life,

and when | go straight for the first tinme and soneone thinks
l"'mout to take them | behave |i ke a fucking Sunday school

t eacher.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Loui se took Jeff to the best tailor in Manhattan. "You'll
| ook fantastic in a dinner jacket," she coaxed. And he did.
Before the second nonth of the marriage, five of Louise's



best friends had tried to seduce the attracti ve newconer in
their circle, but Jeff ignored them He was determned to
make his marri age worKk.

Budge Hol | ander, Louise's brother, put Jeff up for
menbership in the exclusive New York Pilgrimd ub, and Jeff
was accepted. Budge was a beefy, m ddl e-aged man who had
gotten his sobriquet playing right tackle on the Harvard
football team where he got the reputation of being a player
hi s opponents could not budge. He owned a shipping line, a
banana pl antation, cattle ranches, a neat-packi ng conpany,
and nore corporations than Jeff could count. Budge Hol | ander
was not subtle in concealing his contenpt for Jeff Stevens.

"You're really out of our class, aren't you, old boy? But

as long as you anuse Louise in bed, that will do nicely. I'm
very fond of ny sister.” It took every ounce of w || power for
Jeff to control hinself. I"'mnot married to this prick. |I'm

married to Loui se.

The other nmenbers of the Pilgrimdub were equally

obnoxi ous. They found Jeff terribly anusing. Al of them

di ned at the club every noontine, and pleaded for Jeff to
tell them stories about his "carnie days," as they liked to
call them Perversely, Jeff made the stories nore and nore
Outl’ageOUS *khkkhkk ki *xkkk*

Jeff and Louise lived in a twenty-roomtownhouse filled

with servants, on the East Side of Manhattan. Loui se had
estates in Long Island and the Bahamas, a villa in Sardinia,
and a | arge apartnent on Avenue Foch in Paris. Aside fromthe
yacht, Louise owned a Maserati, a Rolls Corniche, a
Lanborghini, and a Daimer. It's fantastic, Jeff thought.

It's great, Jeff thought.

It's boring, Jeff thought. And degradi ng.

One norning he got up fromhis eighteenth-century
four-poster bed, put on a Sul ka robe, and went | ooking for

Loui se. He found her in the breakfast room "I've got to get
a job," he told her.



"For heaven's sake, darling, why? W don't need the
noney." "It has nothing to do with noney. You can't expect ne
to sit around on ny hands and be spoonfed. | have to work."

Loui se gave it a nonment's thought. "All right, angel. |l
speak to Budge. He owns a stockbrokerage firm Wuld you

li ke to be a stockbroker, darling?" "I just want to get off
ny ass," Jeff nuttered.

kkkkkikkikk*x

He went to work for Budge. He had never had a job with
regul ar hours before. I'"'mgoing to love it, Jeff thought.

He hated it. He stayed with it because he wanted to bring
home a paycheck to his wfe.

"When are you and | going to have a baby?" he asked
Loui se, after a lazy Sunday brunch.

"Soon, darling. I'mtrying."

"Cone to bed. Let's try again."”

kkhkkkk*kkhk*

Jeff was seated at the |luncheon table reserved for his
brot her-in-law and half a dozen other captains of industry
at the Pilgrimd ub.

Budge announced, "W just issued our annual report for the
neat - packi ng conpany, fellas. Qur profits are up forty
percent."”

"Way shoul dn't they be?" one of the nen at the table

| aughed. "You've got the fucking inspectors bribed." He
turned to the others at the table. "A d cl ever Budge, here,
buys inferior nmeat and has it stanped prine and sells it for
a bl oody fortune."

Jeff was shocked. "People eat neat, for Christ's sake.
They feed it to their children. He's kidding, isn't he,
Budge?"



Budge grinned and whooped, "Look who's being noral!"”

kkkkkkkkk*x

Over the next three nonths Jeff became very well

acquainted with his table conpanions. Ed Zeller had paid a
mllion in bribes in order to build a factory in Libya. M ke
Qui ncy, the head of a conglonerate, was a raider who bought
conpanies and illegally tipped off his friends when to buy
and sell the stock. Al an Thonpson, the richest nan at the
tabl e, boasted of his conpany's policy. "Before they changed
the damm law, we used to fire the old gray hairs one year
before their pensions were due. Saved a fortune."

Al'l the nmen cheated on taxes, had insurance scans,

fal sified expense accounts, and put their current m stresses
on their payrolls as secretaries or assistants. Christ, Jeff
t hought. They're just dressed-up carnies. They all run fl at
stores. The wives were no better. They grabbed everything
they could get their greedy hands on and cheated on their
husbands. They're playing the key gane, Jeff marvel ed.

Wien he tried to tell Louise how he felt, she | aughed.
"Don't be naive, Jeff. You're enjoying your life, aren't
you?"

The truth was that he was not. He had married Louise

because he believed she needed him He felt that children
woul d change everything. "Let's have one of each. It's tine.
W' ve been married a year now. " "Angel, be patient. |'ve been
to the doctor, and he told ne I'mfine. Maybe you shoul d

have a checkup and see if you're all right."

Jeff went.

"You shoul d have no troubl e producing healthy children,"”
the doctor assured him And still nothing happened.

kkkkkkkikk*x

On Bl ack Monday Jeff's world fell apart. It started in the
nor ni ng when he went into Louise's nedicine chest for an
aspirin. He found a shelf full of birth control pills. One



of the cases was al nost enpty. Lying innocently next to it
was a vial of white powder and a small gol den spoon. And that
was only the start of the day.

At noon, Jeff was seated in a deep arnthair in the Pilgrim
Cl ub, waiting for Budge to appear, when he heard two nen
behi nd hi mtal king. "She swears that her Italian singer's
cock is over ten inches long." There was a sni cker. "Well,
Loui se always |liked thembig." They're tal ki ng about anot her
Loui se, Jeff told hinself. "That's probably why she married
that carnival person in the first place. But she does tel

t he nost anusing stories about him "You won't believe what
he did the other day..."

Jeff rose and blindly nade his way out of the club.

He was filled with a rage such as he had never known. He
wanted to kill. He wanted to kill the unknown Italian. He
wanted to kill Louise. How many ot her nmen had she been

sl eeping with during the past year? They had been | aughi ng at
himall this tinme. Budge and Ed Zeller and M ke Quincy and

Al an Thonpson and their w ves had been havi ng an enor nous

j oke at his expense. And Louise, the wonman he had wanted to
protect. Jeff's imedi ate reaction was to pack up and | eave.
But that was not good enough. He had no intention of letting
t he bastards have the | ast | augh.

That afternoon when Jeff arrived hone, Loui se was not
there. "Madane went out this norning," Pickens, the butler,

said. "I believe she had several appointnents."

"Il bet she did, Jeff thought. She's out fucking that
ten-inch-cock Italian. Jesus Christ!

By the tinme Louise arrived hone, Jeff had hinmself under
tight control. "D d you have a nice day?" Jeff asked.

"Oh, the usual boring things, darling. A beauty

appoi nt nrent, shopping.... How was your day, angel ?"
"It was interesting," Jeff said truthfully. "I learned a
lot." "Budge tells ne you' re doing beautifully."

"I am" Jeff assured her. "And very soon |I'mgoing to be



doi ng even better." Louise stroked his hand. "M bright
husband. Way don't we go to bed early?" "Not tonight," Jeff
said. "I have a headache."

*kkhkkhkkkkkkk*
He spent the next week making his plans.

He began at lunch at the club. "Do any of you know
anyt hi ng about conputer frauds?" Jeff asked.

"Why?" Ed Zeller wanted to know. "You planning to conmt
one?" There was a sputter of |aughter.

"No, I'mserious," Jeff insisted. "It's a big problem
Peopl e are tapping into conputers and ripping off banks and
I nsurance conpani es and ot her businesses for billions of

dollars. It gets wiorse all the tine."
"Sounds right up your alley," Budge nurnured.

"Sonmeone | net has conme up with a conmputer he says can't
be tanpered with."” "And you want to have hi m knocked off,k"

M ke Quincy kidded. "As a matter of fact, I'minterested in
rai sing noney to back him | just wondered if any of you
m ght know sonet hi ng about conputers.” "No," Budge grinned,

"but we know everything about backing inventors, don't we
fellas?"

There was a burst of |aughter.

Two days |later at the club, Jeff. passed by the usual
tabl e and explained to Budge, "I"msorry | won't be able to
join you fellows today. |I'm having a guest for lunch."

Wen Jeff noved on to another table, Al an Thonpson
grinned, "He's probably having lunch with the bearded | ady
fromthe circus.”

A stooped, gray-haired man entered the dining roomand was
ushered to Jeff's table.

"Jesus!" Mke Quincy said. "lIsn't that Professor
Acker man?" "Who's Prof essor Acker man?"



"Don't you ever read anything but financial reports,

Budge? Vernon Ackerman was on the cover of Tinme |ast nonth.
He's chairman of the President's National Scientific Board.
He's the nost brilliant scientist in the country.” "What the
hell is he doing wwth ny dear brother-in-law?" Jeff and the
prof essor were engrossed in a deep conversation all during

| unch, and Budge and his friends grew nore and nore curi ous.
When the professor |eft, Budge notioned Jeff over to his
tabl e.

"Hey, Jeff. Who was that?"
Jeff looked guilty. "COh... you nean Vernon?"
"Yeah. \What were you two tal ki ng about ?"

"We... ah..." The others could al nost watch Jeff's thought
processes as he tried to dodge the question. "I... ah..
mght wite a book about him He's a very interesting
character.”

"I didn't know you were a witer."

"Well, | guess we all have to start sonetine.”

kkkkkkkkk*x

Three days | ater Jeff had anot her | uncheon guest. This

time it was Budge who recognized him "Hey! That's Seynour
Jarrett, chairman of the board of Jarrett International
Conmputer. What the hell would he be doing with Jeff?" Again,
Jeff and his guest held a | ong, aninated conversation. Wen
t he | uncheon was over, Budge sought Jeff out.

"Jeffrey, boy, what's with you and Seynour Jarrett?"

"Not hing," Jeff said quickly. "Just having a chat." He
started to wal k away. Budge stopped him

"Not so fast, old buddy. Seynour Jarrett is a very busy
fellow He doesn't sit around having | ong chats about
not hi ng. "



Jeff said earnestly, "All right. The truth is, Budge, that
Seynour collects stanps, and | told himabout a stanp |

m ght be able to acquire for him" The truth, ny ass, Budge
t hought .

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The foll ow ng week, Jeff lunched at the club with Charles
Bartlett, the president of Bartlett Bartlett, one of the

| argest private capital venture groups in the world. Budge,
Ed Zeller, Al an Thonpson, and M ke Qui ncy watched in
fascination as the two nen tal ked, their heads close
together. "Your brother-in-lawis sure in high-flying conpany
lately," Zeller commented. "Wat kind of deal has he got

cooki ng, Budge?"

Budge said testily, "I don't know, but |I'msure in hel

going to find out. If Jarrett and Bartlett are interested,
there nust be a pot of noney involved." They watched as
Bartlett rose, enthusiastically punped Jeff's hand, and |eft.
As Jeff passed their table, Budge caught his arm "Sit down,
Jeff. W want to have a little talk with you."

"I should get back to the office," Jeff protested. "I---"
"You work for ne, renenber? Sit down." Jeff sat. "Wio were
you having lunch with?"

Jeff hesitated. "No one special. An old friend."

"Charlie Bartlett's an old friend?"

"Kind of."

"What were you and your old friend Charlie discussing,
Jeft?" "Uh... cars, nostly. Add Charlie |ikes antique cars,
and | heard about this '37 Packard, four-door
convertible---"

"Cut the horseshit!" Budge snapped. "You' re not collecting
stanps or selling autonobiles, or witing any fucking book.

What are you really up to?" "Nothing. I---"

"You're raising noney for sonething, aren't you, Jeff?" Ed
Zeller asked. "No!" But he said it a shade too quickly.



Budge put a beefy arm around Jeff. "Hey, buddy, this is

your brother-in-law. W're famly, renenber?" He gave Jeff a
bear hug. "It's sonething about that tanper-proof conputer
you nmentioned | ast week, right?"

They could see by the | ook on Jeff's face that they had
trapped him "Well, yes."

It was |ike pulling teeth to get anything out of the son
of a bitch. "Wiy didn't you tell us Professor Ackerman was
I nvol ved?"

"I didn't think you' d be interested."

"You were wong. \Wen you need capital, you go to your

friends." "The professor and | don't need capital," Jeff said
"Jarrett and Bartlett---" "Jarrett and Bartlett are fuckin'
sharks! They'll eat you alive," Al an Thonpson excl ai ned.

Ed Zeller picked it up. "Jeff, when you deal with friends,

you don't get hurt."” "Everything is already arranged," Jeff
told them "Charlie Bartlett---" "Have you signed anyt hi ng
yet ?"

"No, but | gave ny word---"

"Then nothing's arranged. Hell, Jeff boy, in business
peopl e change their m nds every hour."

"l shouldn't even be discussing this with you," Jeff
protested. "Professor Ackerman's nane can't be nentioned.
He's under contract to a governnent agency." "W know that,"
Thonpson said soothingly. "Does the professor think this
thing will work?"

"Ch, he knows it works."

“If it's good enough for Ackerman, it's good enough for
us, right fellows?" There was a chorus of assent.

"Hey, I'mnot a scientist,"” Jeff said. "I can't guarantee
anything. For all | know, this thing may have no val ue at
all."



"Sure. W understand. But say it does have a val ue, Jeff
How big could this thing be?"

"Budge, the market for this is worldw de. | couldn't even
begin to put a value on it. Everybody will be able to use
it."

"How rmuch initial financing are you | ooking for?"

"Two mllion dollars, but all we need is two hundred and
fifty thousand dollars down. Bartlett prom sed---"

"Forget Bartlett. That's chicken feed, old buddy. W'lI
put that up ourselves. Keep it in the famly. Right,
fellas?"

“Ri ght ! "

Budge | ooked up and snapped his fingers, and a captain
came hurrying over to the table. "Dom nick, bring M.
St evens sone paper and a pen." It was produced al nost

i nstantly.

"We can wap up this little deal right here,"” Budge said
to Jeff. "You just make out this paper, giving us the
rights, and we'll all sign it, and in the norning you'l
have a certified check for two hundred fifty thousand
dollars. How does that suit you?"

Jeff was biting his lower lip. "Budge, | promsed M.
Bartlett " "Fuck Bartlett," Budge snarled. "Are you married
to his sister or mine? Now wite."

"We don't have a patent on this, and---"

"Wite, goddamm it!" Budge shoved the pen in Jeff's hand.

Rel uctantly, Jeff began to wite: "This will transfer all ny
rights, title, and interest to a nathenatical conputer

call ed SUCABA, to the buyers, Donald 'Budge' Hollander, Ed
Zeller, Al an Thonpson, and M ke Quincy, for the consideration
of two mllion dollars, with a paynent of two hundred and
fifty thousand dollars on signing. SUCABA has been
extensively tested, is inexpensive, trouble-free, and uses



| ess power than any conputer currently on the market. SUCABA

wi Il require no maintenance or parts for a m ninmum period of
ten years." They were all 1ooking over Jeff's shoul der as he
wr ot e.

"Jesus!" Ed Zeller said. "Ten years! There's not a
conputer on the market that can claimthat!"”

Jeff continued. "The buyers understand that neither
Prof essor Vernon Ackerman nor | holds a patent on SUCABA---"

"We'll take care of all that," Al an Thonpson interrupted
I npatiently. "I've got one hell of a patent attorney."

Jeff kept witing. "I have explained to the buyers that
SUCABA may have no val ue of any kind, and that neither
Prof essor Vernon Ackerman nor | makes any representations or

warranti es about SUCABA except as witten above." He signed
It and held up the paper. "lIs that satisfactory?"

"You sure about the ten years?" Budge asked.

"Quaranteed. 1'll just nmake a copy of this," Jeff said.

They watched as he carefully made a copy of what he had
written.

Budge snat ched the papers out of Jeff's hand and signed
them Zeller, Quincy, and Thonpson followed suit.

Budge was beam ng. "A copy for us and a copy for you. Ad
Seynour Jarrett and Charlie Bartlett are sure going to have
egg on their faces, huh, boys? | can't wait until they hear
that they got screwed out of this deal." The foll ow ng
nmor ni ng Budge handed Jeff a certified check for $250, 000.
"Where's the conputer?" Budge asked.

"I arranged for it to be delivered here at the club at

noon. | thought it only fitting that we should all be

t oget her when you receive it." Budge clapped himon the
shoul der. "You know, Jeff, you're a smart fellow. See you at
| unch. "

At the stroke of noon a nessenger carrying a box appeared



in the dining roomof the Pilgrim Cub and was ushered to
Budge' s table, where he was seated with Zeller, Thonpson,
and Qui ncy.

"Here it is!" Budge exclained. "Jesus! The damed thing's
even portable!"™ "Should we wait for Jeff?" Thonpson asked.

"Fuck him This belongs to us now. " Budge ripped the paper
away fromthe box. Inside was a nest of straw. Carefully,

al nrost reverently, he lifted out the object that lay in the
nest. The nen sat there, staring at it. It was a square
frame about a foot in dianeter, holding a series of wres
across which were strung rows of beads. There was a | ong

si |l ence.

"What is it?" Quincy finally asked.
Al an Thonpson said, "It's an abacus. One of those things

Oientals use to count---" The expression on his face
changed. "Jesus! SUCABA is abacus spelled backward!" He

turned to Budge. "lIs this sone kind of joke?" Zeller was
sputtering. "Low power, trouble-free, uses |ess power than
any conputer currently on the market... Stop the goddamed

check!" There was a concerted rush to the tel ephone.

"Your certified check?" the head bookkeeper said. "There's
nothing to worry about. M. Stevens cashed it this norning.'

kkkkkikkhkk*x

Pi ckens, the butler, was very sorry, indeed, but M.
St evens had packed and left. "He nmentioned sonet hi ng about
an extended journey." **x**xkxkxk

That afternoon, a frantic Budge finally nmanaged to reach
Pr of essor Vernon Acker man.

"OF course. Jeff Stevens. A charnming nan. Your
brot her-in-law, you say?" "Professor, what were you and Jeff
di scussi ng?"

"l suppose it's no secret. Jeff is eager to wite a book
about ne. He has convinced ne that the world wants to know



t he human being behind the scientist....’

kkkkkkkkk*x

Seynour Jarrett was reticent. "Way do you want to know
what M. Stevens and | discussed? Are you a rival stanp
col | ector?"

Ilml_-_ll

"Well, it won't do you any good to snoop around. There's
only one stanp like it in existence, and M. Stevens has
agreed to sell it to me when he acquires it." And he sl amred

down the receiver.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Budge knew what Charlie Bartlett was going to say before
the words were out. "Jeff Stevens? Oh, yes. | collect
antique cars. Jeff knows where this '37 Packard four-door
convertible in mnt condition----"

This tine it was Budge who hung up.
"Don't worry," Budge told his partners. "W'I| get our
noney back and put the son of a bitch away for the rest of
his life. There are | aws agai nst fraud." *****x**xxx*

The group's next stop was at the office of Scott Fogarty.
"He took us for two hundred fifty thousand dollars,"” Budge
told the attorney. "I want him put behind bars for the rest
of his life. Get a warrant out for---" "Do you have the
contract with you, Budge?"

“It's right here." He handed Fogarty the paper Jeff had
witten out. The | awer scanned it quickly, then read it
again, slowy. "Did he forge your nanmes to this paper?"
"Why, no," Mke Quincy said. "W signed it."

"Did you read it first?"

Ed Zeller angrily said, "OF course we read it. Do you
think we're stupid?" "I'Il let you be the judge of that,



gentl enen. You signed a contract stating that you were

I nformed that what you were purchasing wth a down paynent of
two hundred fifty thousand dollars was an object that had

not been patented and could be conpletely worthless. In the

| egal parlance of an old professor of mne, 'You ve been
royal ly fucked.' ™

kkhkkkrkk*kkhk*k

Jeff had obtained the divorce in Reno. It was while he was
establ i shing residence there that he had run into Conrad
Morgan. Mrgan had once worked for Uncle WIlie. "How woul d
you |like to do ne a small favor, Jeff?" Conrad Morgan had
asked. "There's a young lady traveling on a train from New
York to St. Louis with sone jewelry...."

Jeff | ooked out of the plane w ndow and t hought about
Tracy. There was a smle on his face.

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

When Tracy returned to New York, her first stop was at
Conrad Morgan et Cie Jewelers. Conrad Morgan ushered Tracy
into his office and cl osed the door. He rubbed his hands
together and said, "I was getting very worried, ny dear. |
waited for you in St. Louis and---"

"You weren't in St. Louis."

"What ? What do you nean?" Hi s blue eyes seened to tw nkle.
"I mean, you didn't go to St. Louis. You never intended to
neet ne." "But of course | did! You have the jewels and I|---"

"You sent two nen to take them away from ne."

There was a puzzl ed expression on Mdrgan's face. "I don't
understand." "At first | thought there mght be a leak in
your organi zation, but there wasn't, was there? It was you.
You told ne that you personally arranged for ny train
ticket, so you were the only one who knew t he nunber of ny
conpartnent. | used a different nane and a di sgui se, but
your nmen knew exactly where to find ne."



There was a | ook of surprise on his cherubic face. "Are
you trying to tell nme that sone nen robbed you of the
j ewel s?"

Tracy smled. "I'"'mtrying to tell you that they didn't."

This tinme the surprise on Mirgan's face was genui ne. "You
have the jewel s?" "Yes. Your friends were in such a big hurry
to catch a plane that they |eft them behind."

Morgan studied Tracy a nonent. "Excuse ne."

He went through a private door, and Tracy sat down on the
couch, perfectly rel axed.

Conrad Morgan was gone for alnost fifteen m nutes, and

when he returned, there was a | ook of dismay on his face.
"I"'mafraid a m stake has been nade. A big mstake. You're a
very clever young |ady, Mss Witney. You' ve earned your
twenty-five thousand dollars.” He smled admringly. "G ve ne
the jewels and---" "Fifty thousand."

"l beg your pardon?”

"I had to steal themtw ce. That's fifty thousand dollars,

M. Mrgan. " "No," he said flatly. His eyes had lost their
twnkle. "I"'mafraid | can't give you that nuch for them"™
Tracy rose. "That's perfectly all right. 1'Il try to find

sonmeone in Las Vegas who thinks they're worth that." She
noved toward the door. "Fifty thousand dollars?" Conrad
Mor gan asked.

Tracy nodded.

"Where are the jewel s?"

"I'n a |l ocker at Penn Station. As soon as you give ne the
noney--- in cash--- and put nme in a taxi, |I'll hand you the
key. "

Conrad Morgan gave a sigh of defeat. "You' ve got a deal.”

"Thank you," Tracy said cheerfully. "It's been a pleasure
doi ng business with you."



BOOK THREE
Chapter 19

Dani el Cooper was al ready aware of what the nmeeting in J.

J. Reynolds's office that norning was about, for all the
conpany's investigators had been sent a neno the day before
regarding the Lois Bellany burglary that had taken place a
week earlier. Daniel Cooper |oathed conferences. He was too
I npatient to sit around listening to stupid chatter.

He arrived in J. J. Reynolds's office forty-five m nutes
| ate, while Reynolds was in the mddle of a speech.

"Nice of you to drop by," J. J. Reynolds said
sarcastically. There was no response. It's a waste of tine,
Reynol ds deci ded. Cooper did not understand sarcasm-- or
anything el se, as far as Reynol ds was concerned. Except how
to catch crimnals. There, he had to adnmit, the man was a
goddammed genius. Seated in the office were three of the
agency's top investigators: David Sw ft, Robert Schiffer,
and Jerry Davi s.

"You've all read the report on the Bellany burglary,"
Reynol ds said, "but something new has been added. It turns
out that Lois Bellany is a cousin of the police

comm ssioner's. He's raising holy hell.™

"What are the police doing?" Davis asked.

"Hiding fromthe press. Can't blanme them The

I nvestigating officers acted |like the Keystone Kops. They
actually talked to the burglar they caught in the house and
| et her get away."

"Then they should have a good description of her," Sw ft
suggested. "They have a good description of her nightgown,"
Reynol ds retorted witheringly. "They were so goddamed

I npressed with her figure that their brains nelted. They
don't even know the color of her hair. She wore sone kind of



curler cap, and her face was covered with a nudpack. Their
description is of a woman sonewhere in her mddle twenties,
with a fantastic ass and tits. There's not one single clue.
W have no information to go on. Nothing."

Dani el Cooper spoke for the first tine. "Yes, we have."
They all turned to ook at him wth varying degrees of
di slike. "What are you tal king about?" Reynol ds asked

"I know who she is."

kkkkkkkikk*x

When Cooper had read the nmeno the norning before, he had
decided to take a | ook at the Bellany house, as a | ogical
first step. To Dani el Cooper, logic was the orderliness of
God's mnd, the basic solution to every problem and to apply
| ogi c, one always started at the begi nning. Cooper drove out
to the Bellany estate in Long Island, took one look at it,
and, w thout getting out of his car, turned around and drove
back to Manhattan. He had | earned all he needed to know. The
house was isol ated, and there was no public transportation
near by, which nmeant that the burglar could have reached the
house only by car. He was explaining his reasoning to the nen
assenbled in Reynolds's office. "Since she probably woul d
have been reluctant to use her own car, which could have

been traced, the vehicle either had to be stolen or rented. |
decided to try the rental agencies first. | assunmed that she
woul d have rented the car in Manhattan, where it woul d be
easier for her to cover her trail." Jerry Davis was not

| npressed. "You've got to be kidding, Cooper. There nust be

t housands of cars a day rented in Manhattan.™

Cooper ignored the interruption. "All car-rental

operations are conputerized. Relatively few cars are rented
by wonen. | checked themall out. The lady in question went
to Budget Rent a Car at Pier Sixty-one on West Twenty-third
Street, rented a Chevy Caprice at eight P.M the night of the
burglary, and returned it to the office at two AM"



"How do you know it was the getaway car?" Reynol ds asked
skeptically. Cooper was getting bored with the stupid
guestions. "I checked the el apsed mleage. It's thirty-two
mles to the Lois Bellany estate and another thirty-two

m | es back. That checks exactly with the odoneter on the
Caprice. The car was rented in the nane of Ellen Branch.™

"A phony," David Sw ft surm sed.
"Right. Her real nane is Tracy Witney."

They were all staring at him "How the hell do you know
that?" Schiffer demanded.

"She gave a fal se name and address, but she had to sign a
rental agreenment. | took the original dowmn to One Police
Plaza and had themrun it through for fingerprints. They

mat ched the prints of Tracy Wi tney. She served tinme at the
Sout hern Loui siana Penitentiary for Wonen. |If you renenber, |
tal ked to her about a year ago about a stolen Renoir."

"I renmenber,"” Reynol ds nodded. "You said then that she was

I nnocent." "She was--- then. She's not innocent anynore. She
pulled the Bellany job." The little bastard had done it
again! And he had made it seem so sinple. Reynolds tried not
to sound grudging. "That's--- that's fine work, Cooper.
Really fine work. Let's nail her. W'Ill have the police pick
her up and---" "On what charge?" Cooper asked m | dly.
"Renting a car? The police can't identify her, and there's
not a shred of evidence against her."

"What are we supposed to do?" Schiffer asked. "Let her
wal k away scot-free?" "This tine, yes," Cooper said. "But |
know who she is now. She'll try sonething again. And when
she does, 1'll catch her."

The neeting was finally over. Cooper desperately wanted a
shower. He took out a little black book and wote in it very
careful ly: TRACY WH TNEY. BOOK THREE

Chapter 20

It's tine to begin ny new life, Tracy decided. But what
kind of |ife? |I've gone froman innocent, naive victimto



a... what? Athief--- that's what. She thought of Joe Ronano
and Anthony Orsatti and Perry Pope and Judge Lawrence. No. An
avenger. That's what |'ve becone. And an adventuress,

per haps. She had outwitted the police, two professional con
artists, and a doubl e-crossing jewel er. She thought of
Ernestine and Any and felt a pang. On an inpul se, Tracy went
to F. AO Schwarz and bought a puppet theater, conplete with
hal f a dozen characters, and had it nailed to Any. The card
read: SOVE NEW FRI ENDS FOR YOU. M SS YOU. LOVE TRACY

Next she visited a furrier on Madi son Avenue and bought a
bl ue fox boa for Ernestine and nailed it wth a noney order
for two hundred dollars. The card sinply read: THANKS,
ERNI E. TRACY.

Al'l ny debts are paid now, Tracy thought. It was a good
feeling. She was free to go anywhere she |iked, do anything
she pl eased.

She cel ebrated her independence by checking into a Tower
Suite in The Hel nsl ey Pal ace Hotel. From her
forty-seventh-floor |living room she could | ook down at St.
Patrick's Cathedral and see the George Washi ngton Bridge in
the distance. Only a fewnmles in another direction was the
dreary place she had recently lived in. Never again, Tracy
swor e.

She opened the bottle of chanpagne that the nmanagenent had
sent up and sat sipping it, watching the sun set over the
skyscrapers of Manhattan. By the tinme the noon had risen,
Tracy had made up her m nd. She was going to London. She was
ready for all the wonderful things life had to offer. |'ve
paid ny dues, Tracy thought. | deserve sone happi hess.

kkkkkikkikk*x

She lay in bed and turned on the late television news. Two
men were being interviewed. Boris Ml nikov was a short,
stocky Russian, dressed in an ill-fitting brown suit, and
Pietr Negul esco was his opposite, tall and thin and

el egant -1 ooki ng. Tracy wondered what the two nen coul d
possi bly have in common. "Were is the chess match going to
be hel d?" the news anchorman asked. "At Sochi, on the
beautiful Black Sea," Melnikov replied. "You are both



I nternational grand masters, and this match has created quite
a stir, gentlenen. In your previous matches you have taken
the title fromeach other, and your |ast one was a draw. M.
Negul esco, M. Ml nikov currently holds the title. Do you
think you will be able to take it away from hi m agai n?"

"Absol utely,"” the Romani an repli ed.

"He has no chance,"” the Russian retorted.

Tracy knew not hi ng about chess, but there was an arrogance
about both nen that she found distasteful. She pressed the
renmote-control button that turned off the tel evision set and
went to sl eep.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Early the follow ng norning Tracy stopped at a travel

agency and reserved a suite on the Signal Deck of the Queen
El i zabeth 2. She was as excited as a child about her first
trip abroad, and spent the next three days buying clothes and

| uggage.

On the norning of the sailing Tracy hired a linousine to
drive her to the pier. Wien she arrived at Pier 90, Berth 3,
at West Fifty-fifth and Twel fth Avenue, where the QE Il was
docked, it was crowded wi th photographers and tel evision
reporters, and for a nonent, Tracy was panic-stricken. Then
she realized they were interviewi ng the two nmen posturing at
the foot of the gangpl ank--- Melni kov and Negul esco, the

i nternational grand masters. Tracy brushed past them showed
her passport to a ship's officer at the gangpl ank, and wal ked
up onto the ship. On deck, a steward |ooked at Tracy's

ticket and directed her to her stateroom It was a |ovely
suite, with a private terrace. It had been ridicul ously
expensive, but Tracy decided it was going to be worth it. She
unpacked and then wandered along the corridor. In al nost
every cabin there were farewell parties going on, with

| aught er and chanpagne and conversation. She felt a sudden
ache of |l oneliness. There was no one to see her off, no one
for her to care about, no one who cared about her. That's not
true, Tracy told herself. Big Bertha wants ne. And she

| aughed al oud.

She nmade her way up to the Boat Deck and had no idea of



the admring glances of the nen and the envious stares of

t he wonen cast her way. Tracy heard the sound of a
deep-throated boat whistle and calls of "All ashore who's
goi ng ashore,” and she was filled with a sudden excitenent.
She was sailing into a conpletely unknown future. She felt

t he huge ship shudder as the tugs started to pull it out of
t he harbor, and she stood anpbng the passengers on the Boat
Deck, watching the Statue of Liberty slide out of sight, and
t hen she went expl ori ng.

The QE Il was a city, nore than nine hundred feet | ong and
thirteen stories high. It had four restaurants, six bars,

two bal |l roons, two nightclubs, and a "Gol den Door Spa at
Sea." There were scores of shops, four sw mm ng pools, a
gymasium a golf driving range, a jogging track. | nmay never
want to | eave the ship, Tracy narvel ed.

kkkkkikkhkk*x

She had reserved a table upstairs in the Princess Gill,

whi ch was small er and nore el egant than the main dining
room She barely had been seated when a famliar voice said,
"Well, hello there!"

She | ooked up, and there stood Tom Bowers, the bogus FBI
man. Ch, no. | don't deserve this, Tracy thought.

"What a pl easant surprise. Do you mind if I join you?"

"Very much."

He slid into the chair across from her and gave her an
engaging smle. "W mght as well be friends. After all,
we're both here for the sane reason, aren't we?" Tracy had no
| dea what he was tal king about. "Look, M. Bowers---"
"Stevens," he said easily. "Jeff Stevens.™

"What ever." Tracy started to rise.

"Wait. I'd like to explain about the last tinme we net."
"There's nothing to explain,” Tracy assured him "An idiot

child could have figured it out--- and did."

"I owed Conrad Morgan a favor." He grinned ruefully. "I'm



afraid he wasn't too happy wth ne."

There was that sane easy, boyish charmthat had conpletely
taken her in before. For God's sake, Dennis, it isn't
necessary to put cuffs on her. She's not going to run
away. . .

She said hostilely, "I'"mnot too happy with you; either.
What are you doing aboard this ship? Shouldn't you be on a
ri verboat ?"

He | aughed. "Wth Maximlian Pierpont on board, this is a
riverboat." "Wo?"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Cone on. You mean you
really don't know?" "Know what ?"

"Max Pierpont is one of the richest nmen in the world. H's
hobby is forcing conpetitive conpani es out of business. He

| oves sl ow horses and fast wonen, and he owns a | ot of both.
He's the last of the big-tinme spenders.” "And you intend to
relieve himof some of his excess wealth.” "Quite a | ot of
it, as a matter of fact." He was eyei ng her specul atively.
"Do you know what you and | should do?"

"l certainly do, M. Stevens. W shoul d say good-bye."

And he sat there watching as Tracy got up and wal ked out

of the dining room She had dinner in her cabin. As she ate,
she wondered what ill fate had placed Jeff Stevens in her
pat h again. She wanted to forget the fear she had felt on
that train when she thought she was under arrest. Well, |I'm
not going to let himspoil this trip. I'll sinply ignore
hi m

After dinner Tracy went up on deck. It was a fantastic
night, with a magi c canopy of stars sprayed agai nst a vel vet
sky. She was standing at the rail in the noonlight, watching
t he soft phosphorescence of the waves and listening to the
sounds of the night w nd, when he noved up beside her. "You
have no i dea how beautiful you | ook standing there. Do you
believe in shi pboard romances?"

"Definitely. What | don't believe inis you." She started



to wal k away. "Wait. | have sone news for you. | just found
out that Max Pierpont isn't on board, after all. He cancel ed
at the last mnute."

"Ch, what a shane. You wasted your fare."
"Not necessarily." He eyed her specul atively. "How woul d
you like to pick up a small fortune on this voyage?"

The man is unbelievable. "Unless you have a submarine or a
helicopter in your pocket, | don't think you'll get away

Wi th robbi ng anyone on this ship." "W said anythi ng about
r obbi ng anyone? Have you ever heard of Boris Ml ni kov or

Pi etr Negul esco?"

"What if | have?"

"Mel ni kov and Negul esco are on their way to Russia for a
chanpi onship match. If | can arrange for you to play the two
of them" Jeff said earnestly, "we can win a | ot of npney.
It's a perfect setup.”

Tracy was | ooking at himincredul ously. "If you can
arrange for nme to play the two of then? That's your perfect
setup?"

"Uh-huh. How do you like it?"

“I love it. There's just one tiny hitch."
"What ' s that ?"

"I don't play chess."

He smled benignly. "No problem ['Il teach you."

"You're insane," Tracy said. "If you want sone advi ce,
you'll find yourself a good psychiatrist. Good night."

kkkkkkkikk*x

The following norning Tracy literally bunped into Boris
Mel ni kov. He was jogging on the Boat Deck, and as Tracy
rounded a corner, he ran into her, knocking her off her



f eet.

"Wat ch where you're going," he growl ed. And he kept
runni ng. Tracy sat on the deck, |ooking after him "O al
the rude---!" She stood up and brushed herself off.

A steward approached. "Are you hurt, mss? | saw him--"
"No, I'mfine, thank you."

Nobody was going to spoil this trip.

When Tracy returned to her cabin, there were six nessages

to call M. Jeff Stevens. She ignored them In the afternoon
she swam and read and had a massage, and by the tinme she
went into the bar that evening to have a cocktail before

di nner, she was feeling wonderful. Her euphoria was
short-lived. Pietr Negul esco, the Romani an, was seated at
the bar. Wien he saw Tracy, he stood up and said, "May | buy
you a drink, beautiful |ady?"

Tracy hesitated, then smled. "Wy, yes, thank you."
"What woul d you Iike?"
"A vodka and tonic, please.”

Negul esco gave the order to the barnman and turned back to
Tracy. "I'm Pietr Negul esco.”

"1 know. "
"Of course. Everyone knows ne. | amthe greatest chess
player in the world. In ny country, | ama national hero."

He | eaned close to Tracy, put a hand on her knee, and said,
"I amalso a great fuck."

Tracy thought she had m sunderstood him "Wat?"
"I ama great fuck."
Her first reaction was to throw her drink in his face, but

she controll ed herself. She had a better idea. "Excuse ne,"
she said, "I have to neet a friend."
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She went to |ook for Jeff Stevens. She found himin the
Princess Gill, but as Tracy started toward his table, she
saw that he was dining with a |ovely-I|ooking blonde with a
spectacul ar figure, dressed in an evening gown that | ooked as
if it had been painted on. | should have known better, Tracy
t hought. She turned and headed down the corridor. A nonent

| ater Jeff was at her side. "Tracy... did you want to see
me?"

"I don't want to take you away fromyour... dinner."

"She's dessert,"” Jeff said lightly. "Wat can | do for
you?" "Were you serious about Ml ni kov and Negul esco?"

"Absol utely. Wiy?"

"I think they both need a | esson in manners."

"So do I. And we'll make noney while we teach them"
"Good. What's your plan?"

"You're going to beat them at chess.™

"I mserious."

"So am | "

"l told you, | don't play chess. | don't know a pawn from

a king. I---" "Don't worry," Jeff prom sed her. "A coupl e of
| essons fromne, and you'll slaughter them both."

" Bot h?"

"Ch, didn't | tell you? You're going to play them
Si n‘ultaneou5|y_" *kkkkkkokkk

Jeff was seated next to Boris Ml nikov in the. Doubl e Down
Piano Bar. "The woman is a fantastic chess player," Jeff

confided to Mel nikov. "She's traveling incognito."

The Russian grunted. "Wnen know not hi ng about chess. They



cannot think." "This one does. She says she could beat you

easily."
Bori s Mel ni kov | aughed al oud. "Nobody beats ne--- easily
or not." "She's willing to bet you ten thousand dollars that

she can play you and Pietr Negul esco at the sane tine and
get a draw wth at |east one of you." Boris Ml nikov choked
on his drink. "What! That's--- that's ridiculous! Play two
of us at the sane time? This--- this fenal e amat eur ?"

"That's right. For ten thousand dollars each.”

"l should do it just to teach the stupid idiot a | esson.”

"I'f you win, the noney will be deposited in any country you
choose."” A covetous expression flitted across the Russian's
face. "I've never even heard of this person. And to play the

two of us! My God, she nust be insane.
t housand dollars in cash.”

"She has the twenty

"What nationality is she?"

"American. "

"Ah, that explains it. Al rich Arericans are crazy,
especially their wonen." Jeff started to rise. "Well, | guess
she'll just have to play Pietr Negul esco al one."

"Negul esco is going to play her?"

"Yes, didn't | tell you? She wanted to play the two of
you, but if you're afraid..."

"Afraid! Boris Melnikov afraid?" H's voice was a roar. "l
wi Il destroy her. Wien is this ridiculous match to take
pl ace?"

"She t hought perhaps Friday night. The |ast night out."
Boris Meini kov was thinking hard. "The best two out of
three?" "No. Only one gane."

"For ten thousand doll ars?"

"That i1s correct.”



The Russian sighed. "I do not have that nmuch cash with

me." "No problem" Jeff assured him "All Mss Witney really
wants is the glory of playing the great Boris Ml nikov. If
you | ose, you give her a personally autographed picture. If
you wi n, you get ten thousand dollars."” "W holds the
stakes?" There was a sharp note of suspicion in his voice.
"The ship's purser.”

"Very well," Melnikov decided. "Friday night We will start
at ten o' clock, pronptly."

"She'll be so pleased,” Jeff assured him

The follow ng norning Jeff was talking to Pietr Negul esco
in the gymasi um where the two nmen were working out.

"She's an Anerican?" Pietr Negulesco said. "I should have
known. All Americans are cuckoo."

"She's a great chess player.."

Pietr Negul esco made a gesture of contenpt. "Geat is not
good enough. Best is what counts. And | amthe best."

"That's why she's so eager to play against you. If you

| ose, you give her an autographed picture. If you wn, you
get ten thousand dollars in cash..." "Negul esco does not play
amat eurs. "

"...deposited in any country you like."
"Qut of the question.”

"Well, then, | guess she'll have to play only Boris

Mel ni kov. " "What? Are you sayi ng Mel ni kov has agreed to play
agai nst this woman?" "OF course. But she was hoping to play
you both at once." "I've never heard of anything so--- so---"
Negut esco sputtered, at a loss for words. "The arrogance!

Who is she that she thinks she can defeat the two top chess
masters in the worl d? She nust have escaped from sone |unatic
asylum" "She's a little erratic,"” Jeff confessed, "but her
noney is good. All cash."” "You said ten thousand dollars for
defeating her?"



"That's right."
"And Boris Meini kov gets the sane anount ?"
"If he defeats her."

Pietr Negul esco grinned. "Ch, he will defeat her. And so
will I." "Just between us, | wouldn't be a bit surprised.™

"Who wll hold the stakes?"
"The ship's purser.”

Why shoul d Mel ni kov be the only one to take noney from
this wonman? t hought Pietr Negutesco.

"My friend, you have a deal. Were and when?"

"Friday night. Ten o' clock. The Queen's Room"

Pietr Negulesco smled wolfishly. "I will be there."
T

"You nean they agreed?" Tracy cried.

"That's right."

“I"mgoing to be sick."

“1"ll get you a cold towel."

Jeff hurried into the bathroomof Tracy's suite, ran cold
water on a towel, and brought it back to her. She was |ying
on the chai se | ongue. He placed the towel on her forehead.
"How does that feel ?"

"Terrible. | think I have a mgraine."

"Have you ever had a m grai ne before?"

n m. n

"Then you don't have one now. Listen to ne, Tracy, it's



perfectly natural to be nervous before sonething like this."

She | eapt up and flung down the towel. "Sonething |ike

this? There's never been anything like this! I'm playing two
I nternational master chess players with one chess | esson
fromyou and---"

"Two, " Jeff corrected her. "You have a natural talent for
chess." "My God, why did | ever let you talk ne into this?"

"Because we're going to nake a | ot of noney."

"l don't want to nmake a |l ot of noney," Tracy wailed. "I
want this boat to sink. Wiy couldn't this be the Titanic?"

“"Now, just stay calm" Jeff said soothingly. "lIt's going

to be---" "It's going to be a disaster! Everyone on this ship
Is going to be watching." "That's exactly the point, isn't
1t?" Jeff beaned.
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Jeff had nade all the arrangenents with the ship's purser.

He had given the purser the stakes to hold--- $20,000 in
traveler's checks--- and asked himto set up two chess

tabl es for Friday evening. The word spread rapidly throughout
the ship, and passengers kept approaching Jeff to ask if the
mat ches were actually going to take place.

"Absolutely,"” Jeff assured all who inquired. "It's

I ncredi bl e. Poor M ss Witney believes she can win. In fact,
she's betting on it."

"I wonder," a passenger asked, "If | mght place a snal
bet?" Certainly. As nuch noney as you like. Mss Wiitney is
asking only ten-to-one odds."

A mllion-to-one odds woul d have made nore sense. Fromthe
noment the first bet was accepted, the floodgates opened. It
seened that everyone on board, including the engine-room
crew and the ship's officers, wanted to place bets on the
gane. The anmounts varied fromfive dollars to five thousand
dol lars and every single bet was on the Russian and the



Ronmani an.

The suspicious purser reported to the captain. "I've never
seen anything like it, sir. It's a stanpede. Nearly all the
passengers have placed wagers. | nust be hol ding two hundred

t housand dollars in bets.”

The captain studied himthoughtfully. "You say M ss
VWhitney is going to play Ml ni kov and Negul esco at the sane
time?"

"Yes, Captain."

"Have you verified that the two nen are really Pietr
Negul esco and Boris Ml ni kov?"

"Oh, yes, of course, sir.

"There's no chance they woul d deliberately throw the chess
ganme, is there?" "Not with their egos. | think they'd rather
die first. And if they lost to this woman, that's probably
exactly what woul d happen to them when they got hone." The
captain ran his fingers through his hair, a puzzled frown on
his face. "Do you know anything about Mss Wiitney or this
M. Stevens?' "Not a thing, sir. As far as | can deternine,
they're traveling separately." The captain nade his deci sion.
"It smells like some kind of con gane, and ordinarily I
woul d put a stop to it. However, | happen to be a bit of an
expert nyself, and if there was one thing |I'd stake ny life
on, it's the fact that there is no way to cheat at chess.

Let the match go on." He wal ked over to his desk and

w thdrew a bl ack | eather wallet. "Put down fifty pounds for
nme. On the masters.”
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By 9:00 Friday evening the Queen's Room was packed with
passengers fromfirst class, those who had sneaked in from
second and third class, and the ship's officers and nenbers
of the crew who were off duty. At Jeff Stevens's request,
two roons had been set up for the tournanent. One table was
in the center of the Queen's Room and the other table was
I n the adjoining salon. Curtains had been drawn to separate
the two roons.



"So that the players aren't distracted by each other,"

Jeff explained. "And we would |ike the spectators to renain
i n whi chever roomthey choose." Vel vet ropes had been pl aced
around the two tables to keep the crowds back. The
spectators were about to w tness sonething they were sure

t hey woul d never see again. They knew not hi ng about the
beauti ful young Anerican worman, except that it would be

i npossi ble for her--- or anyone else--- to play the great
Negul esco and Mel ni kov sinultaneously and obtain a draw with
either of them Jeff introduced Tracy to the two grand
masters shortly before the gane was to begin. Tracy | ooked
like a Grecian painting in a nuted green chiffon Gal anos
gown which | eft one shoul der bare. Her eyes seened trenendous
in her pale face. Pietr Negul esco | ooked her over carefully.
"Have you won all the national tournanents you have pl ayed

I n?" he asked.

"Yes," Tracy replied truthfully.

He shrugged. "I have never heard of you."

Boris Mel ni kov was equal ly rude. "You Anericans do not
know what to do with your noney," he said. "I wish to thank
you in advance. My winnings will make ny famly very happy."

Tracy's eyes were green jade. "You haven't won, yet, M.

Mel ni kov. "™ Mel ni kov's | augh booned out through the room "My
dear lady, | don't know who you are, but | know who |I am
amthe great Boris Melnikov." It was 10:00. Jeff | ooked
around and saw that both salons had filled up with
spectators. "lIt's time for the match to start.”

Tracy sat down across the table from Mel ni kov and wonder ed
for the hundredth tinme how she had gotten herself into this.

"There's nothing to it," Jeff had assured her. "Trust ne."
And |ike a fool she had trusted him | nust have been out of
nmy mnd, Tracy thought. She was playing the two greatest
chess players in the world, and she knew not hi ng about the
sane, except what Jeff had spent four hours teaching her. The
big nonment had arrived. Tracy felt her |legs trenbling.



Mel ni kov turned to the expectant crowd and grinned. He nmade
a hissing noise at a steward. "Bring ne a brandy. Napol eon.™

“In order to be fair to everyone," Jeff had said to
Mel ni kov, "l suggest that you play the white so that you go
first, and in the gane wth M. Negul esco, Mss Wiitney wl|
play the white and she will go first." Both grand masters
agr eed.

Wi |l e the audi ence stood hushed, Boris Mel ni kov reached
across the board and played the queen's ganbit decline

openi ng, noving his queen pawn two squares. |I'mnot sinply
going to beat this woman. |I'mgoing to crush her. He gl anced
up at Tracy. She studied the board, nodded, and stood up,

Wi t hout noving a piece. A steward cleared the way through
the crowd as Tracy wal ked into the second sal on, where Pietr
Negul esco was seated at a table waiting for her. There were
at | east a hundred people crowdi ng the roomas Tracy took her
seat opposite Negul esco.

"Ah, ny little pigeon. Have you defeated Boris yet?" Pietr
Negul esco | aughed uproariously at his joke.

"I" mworking on it, M. Negulesco,"” Tracy said quietly.
She reached forward and noved her white queen's pawn two
squares. Negul esco | ooked up at her and grinned. He had
arranged for a massage in one hour, but he planned to finish
this gane before then. He reached down and noved his bl ack
gueen's pawn two squares. Tracy studied the board a nonent,
then rose. The steward escorted her back to Boris Ml nikov.

Tracy sat down at the table and noved her bl ack queen's

pawn two squares. In the background she saw Jeffs al nost
| npercepti ble nod of approval. Wthout hesitation, Boris
Mel ni kov noved his white queen's bishop pawn two squares.

Two minutes |ater, at Negul esco's table, Tracy noved her
whi te queen's bi shop two squares.

Negul esco pl ayed his king's pawn square.

Tracy rose and returned to the roomwhere Boris Ml ni kov



was waiting. Tracy played her king's pawn square.

So! She is not a conplete amateur, Melnikov thought in
surprise. Let us see what she does with this. He played his
gueen's knight to queen's bishop 3. Tracy watched his nove,
nodded, and returned to Negul esco, where she copied

Mel ni kov' s nove.

Negul esco noved the queen's bi shop pawn two squares, and
Tracy went back to Mel ni kov and repeat ed Negul esco’'s nove.

Wth growi ng astoni shment, the two grand nmasters realized
they were up against a brilliant opponent. No nmatter how
clever their noves, this amateur nmanaged to counteract them

Because they were separated, Boris Ml nikov and Pietr
Negul esco had no idea that, in effect, they were playing
agai nst each other. Every nove that Mel ni kov nade with
Tracy, Tracy repeated with Negul esco. And when Negul esco
countered with a nove, Tracy used that npbve agai nst
Mel ni kov.

By the tinme the grand nasters entered the m ddl e gane,

they were no |l onger snmug. They were fighting for their
reputations. They paced the floor while they contenplated
noves and puffed furiously on cigarettes. Tracy appeared to
be the only cal mone.

In the beginning, in order to end the gane quickly,
Mel ni kov had tried a knight's sacrifice to allow his white
bi shop to put pressure on the black king's side. Tracy had
carried the nove to Negul esco. Negul esco had exam ned the
nove carefully, then refuted the sacrifice by covering his
exposed side, and when Negul esco had sacked a bishop to
advance a rook to white's seventh rank, Ml nikov had refuted
It before the black rook could danage his pawn structure.
There was no stopping Tracy. The gane had been going on for
four hours, and not one person in either audi ence had
stirred.

Every grand master carries in his head hundreds of ganes
pl ayed by other grand nasters. It was as this particular
mat ch was going into the end gane that both Ml ni kov and



Negul esco recogni zed the hall mark of the other. The bitch,
Mel ni kov t hought. She has studied with Negul esco. He has
tutored her. And Negul esco thought, She is Ml nikov's

prot egee. The bastard has taught her his gane.

The harder they fought Tracy, the nore they cane to
realize there was sinply no way they could beat her. The
mat ch was appearing drawi sh. In the sixth hour of play, at
4.00 A.M, when the players had reached the end gane, the
pi eces on each board had been reduced to three pawns, one
rook, and a king. There was no way for either side to wn.
Mel ni kov studied the board for a long tinme, then took a
deep, choked breath and said, "I offer a draw." Over the
hubbub, Tracy said, "I accept."”

The crowd went wl d.

Tracy rose and made her way through the crowd into the

next room As she started to take her seat, Neguleseo, in a
strangl ed voice said, "I offer a draw." And the uproar from
the other room was repeated. The crowd could not believe
what it had just wtnessed. A woman had cone out of nowhere
to sinmultaneously stalemate the two greatest chess masters
in the world.

Jeff appeared at Tracy's side. "Cone on," he grinned. "W
both need a drink." Wen they left, Boris Ml nikov and Pietr
Negul esco were sill slunped in their chairs, mndlessly
staring at their boards.
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Tracy and Jeff sat at a table for two in the Upper Deck

bar. "You were beautiful,"” Jeff |laughed. "Did you notice the
| ook on Mel ni kov's face? | thought he was going to have a
heart attack."

"I thought | was going to have a heart attack," Tracy
said. "How nuch did we w n?"

"About two hundred thousand dollars. W'll collect it from
the purser in the norning when we dock at Sout hanpton. 1'1|
nmeet you for breakfast in the dining room"



"Fi ne."

“I think I"l'l turn in now Let nme walk you to your
stateroom” "lI'mnot ready to go to bed yet, Jeff. I"'mtoo
excited. You go ahead." "You were a chanpion,” Jeff told her.

He | eaned over and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "Good
ni ght, Tracy."

"Good night, Jeff."

She wat ched him | eave. Go to sleep? Inpossible! It had

been one of the nost fantastic nights of her life. The
Russi an and the Romani an had been so sure of thenselves, so
arrogant. Jeff had said, "Trust ne," and she had. She had no
i 1l usi ons about what he was. He was a con artist. He was

bri ght and amusing and cl ever, easy to be with. But of
course she coul d never be seriously interested in him
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Jeff was on the way to his stateroom when he encountered
one of the ship's officers.

"Good show, M. Stevens. The word about the match has

al ready gone out over the wireless. | imagine the press wl|l
be neeting you both at Sout hanpton. Are you M ss Witney's
manager ?"

“"No, we're just shipboard acquai ntances," Jeff said

easily, but his mnd was racing. If he and Tracy were |inked
together, it would |l ook |ike a setup. There could even be an
I nvestigation. He decided to collect the noney before any
suspi ci ons were aroused.

Jeff wote a note to Tracy. HAVE Pl CKED UP MONEY AND W LL
MEET YOU FOR A CELEBRATI ON BREAKFAST AT THE SAVOY HOTEL. YQU
VWERE MAGNI FI CENT. JEFF. He sealed it in an envel ope and
handed it to a steward. "Please see that Mss Wiitney gets
this first thing in the norning."

"Yes, Sir."

Jeff headed for the purser's office.



"Sorry to bother you," Jeff apol ogized, "but we'll be
docking in a few hours, and |I know how busy you're going to
be, so | wondered whether you'd m nd paying ne off now?"

“"No trouble at all,"” the purser smled. "Your young | ady
is really wzard, isn't she?"

"She certainly is."

“If you don't mind ny asking, M. Stevens, where in the
world did she learn to play chess |ike that?"

Jeff | eaned close and confided, "I heard she studied with
Bobby Fi scher." The purser took two | arge manil a envel opes
out of the safe. "This is a lot of cash to carry around.
Wuld you like ne to give you a check for this anount?" "No,
don't bother. The cash will be fine," Jeff assured him "I
wonder if you could do me a favor? The mail boat conmes out
to neet the ship before it docks, doesn't it?"

"Yes, Sir. We're expecting it at six AM™"

“I'"d appreciate it if you could arrange for ne to | eave on

the mail boat. My nother is seriously ill, and I'd like to
get to her before it's"--- his voice dropped--- "before it's
too late."

"Oh, I'mdreadfully sorry, M. Stevens. O course | can
handl e that for you. I'll nmake the arrangenents with
custons. "
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At 6:15 AM Jeff Stevens, with the two envel opes

carefully stashed away in his suitcase, clinbed down the
ship's ladder into the mail boat. He turned to take one | ast
| ook at the outline of the huge ship towering above him The
passengers on the |iner were sound asl eep. Jeff would be on
the dock | ong before the QE Il landed. "It was a beauti ful
voyage," Jeff said to one of the crewren on the nmail boat.

"Yes, it was, wasn't it?" a voice agreed.

Jeff turned around. Tracy was seated on a coil of rope,



her hair blow ng softly around her face.
"Tracy! What are you doi ng here?"
"What do you think I'm doing?"

He saw the expression on her face. "Wait a mnute! You
didn't think I was going to run out on you?"

"Why would | think that?" Her tone was bitter.

"Tracy, | left a note for you. I was going to neet you at
the Savoy and---" "OF course you were," she said cuttingly.
"You never give up, do you?" He | ooked at her, and there was
nothing nore for himto say. *****x**x*x

In Tracy's suite at the Savoy, she watched carefully as
Jeff counted out the noney. "Your share cones to one hundred
and one thousand dollars."” "Thank you." Her tone was icy.

Jeff said, "You know, you're wong about nme, Tracy. | w sh
you' d give ne a chance to explain. WIIl you have dinner with
me toni ght?" She hesitated, then nodded. "All right."

"Good. I'll pick you up at eight o'clock."

kkkkkkkkk*x

Wen Jeff Stevens arrived at the hotel that evening and
asked for Tracy, the roomclerk said, "I"'msorry, sir. Mss
Wi t ney checked out early this afternoon. She |eft no
forwar di ng address. "

BOOK THREE
Chapter 21

It was the handwitten invitation. Tracy decided | ater,

t hat changed her |ife. After, collecting her share of the
noney from Jeff Stevens, Tracy checked out of the Savoy and
noved into 47 Park Street, a quiet, semresidential hotel
with | arge, pleasant roons and superb service.

On her second day in London the invitation was delivered



to her suite by the hall porter. It was witten in a fine,
copperplate handwiting: "A nutual friend has suggested that
it mght be advantageous for us to becone acquainted. Wn't
you join me for tea at the Ritz this afternoon at 4:007? If
you will forgive the cliché, | will be wearing a red
carnation.” It was signed "Gunther Hartog." Tracy had never
heard of him Her first inclination was to ignore the note,
but her curiosity got the better of her, and at 4:15 she was
at the entrance of the elegant dining hall of the Rtz
Hotel. She noticed himimediately. He was in his sixties,
Tracy guessed, an interesting-looking man with a | ean,

intell ectual face. His skin was snooth and cl ear, al nost
translucent. He was dressed in an expensively tailored gray
suit and wore a red carnation in his |apel. As Tracy wal ked
toward his table, he rose and bowed slightly. "Thank you for
accepting ny invitation."

He seated her with an ol d-fashioned gallantry that Tracy
found attractive. He seened to belong to another worl d.
Tracy could not inagine what on earth he wanted wth her.
"I came because | was curious," Tracy confessed, "but are
you sure you haven't confused ne with sonme other Tracy
Wi t ney?"

@Qunt her Hartog smled. "Fromwhat | have heard, there is
only one Tracy Witney."

"What exactly have you heard?"
"Shall we discuss that over tea?"

Tea consi sted of finger sandw ches, filled with chopped
egg, sal non, cucunber, watercress, and chicken. There were
hot scones with clotted creamand jam and freshly nade
pastries, acconpanied by Twinings tea. As they ate, they
tal ked. "Your note nentioned a nutual friend," Tracy began.

"Conrad Morgan. | do business with himfromtinme to tine."

| did business with himonce, Tracy thought grimy. And he
tried to cheat ne. "He's a great admrer of yours," Qunther
Hartog was saying. Tracy | ooked at her host nore closely. He
had the bearing of an aristocrat and the | ook of wealth.

What does he want with nme? Tracy wondered agai n. She deci ded



to let himpursue the subject, but there was no further
menti on of Conrad Morgan or of what possible nutual benefit
there coul d be between Gunther Hartog and Tracy Wit ney.

Tracy found the neeting enjoyable and intriguing. GQunther
told her about his background. "I was born in Mmnich. M
father was a banker. He was wealthy, and |"'mafraid | grew
up rather spoiled, surrounded by beautiful paintings and
antiques. My nother was Jew sh, and when Hitler cane to
power, my father refused to desert nmy nother, and so he was
stripped of everything. They were both killed in the

bombi ngs. Friends snuggled ne out of Germany to Switzerl and,

and when the war was over, | decided not to return to
Germany. | noved London and opened a small antique shop on
Mount Street. | hope that you will visit it one day." That's

what this is all about, Tracy thought in surprise. He wants
to sell nme sonething.

As it turned out, she was w ong.

As CGunt her Hartog was paying the check, he said, casually,
"I have a little country house in Hanpshire. |I'm having a
few friends down for the weekend, and |'d be delighted if
you woul d join us."

Tracy hesitated. The man was a conpl ete stranger, and she
still had no idea what he wanted from her. She deci ded she
had nothing to | ose. *****x**xxx

The weekend turned out to be fascinating. Gunther Hartog's
“l'ittle country house" was a beautiful seventeenth-century
manor honme on a thirty-acre estate. GQunther was a w dower,
and except for his servants, he |lived alone. He took Tracy
on a tour of the grounds. There was a barn stabling half a
dozen horses, and a yard where he rai sed chickens and pi gs.

"That's so we'll never go hungry," he said gravely. "Now,
| et me show you ny real hobby."

He led Tracy to a cote full of pigeons. "These are hom ng

pi geons." Qunther's voice was filled with pride. "Look at
these little beauties. See that slate-gray one over there?
That's Margo." He picked her up and held her. "You really are



a dreadful girl, do you know that? She bullies the others,
but she's the brightest." He gently snoothed the feathers
over the small head and carefully set her down.

The colors of the birds were spectacular: There was a
vari ety of Dbl ue-black, blue-gray with checked patterns, and
silver.

"But no white ones,"” Tracy noticed.

"Hom ng pigeons are never white," Q@unther explained,
"because white feathers cone off too easily, and when

pi geons are homng, they fly at an average of forty mles an
hour . "

Tracy watched Gunther as he fed the birds a special racing
feed with added vitam ns.

"They are an amazi ng species,” Qnther said. "Do you know
they can find their way honme fromover five hundred mles
away ?"

"That's fascinating."

The guests were equally fascinating. There was a cabi net
mnister, with his wife; an earl; a general and his girl
friend; and the Maharani of Morvi, a very attractive,
friendly young wonman. "Please call ne V.J.," she said, in an
al nost unaccented voice. She wore a deep-red sari shot with
gol den threads, and the nost beautiful jewels Tracy had ever
seen.

"I keep nost of nmy jewelry in a vault," V.J. explained.
"There are so many robberies these days."
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On Sunday afternoon, shortly before Tracy was to return to
London, Gunther invited her into his study. They sat across
fromeach other over a tea tray. As Tracy poured the tea
into the wafer-thin Bell eek cups, she said, "I don't know
why you invited ne here, Gunther, but whatever the reason,
|'ve had a wonderful tine."



"I'"m pl eased, Tracy." Then, after a nonent, he conti nued.
"1've been observing you."

"l see.”
"Do you have any plans for the future?"

She hesitated. "No. | haven't decided what |I'm going to do
yet." "I think we could work well together."

"You nmean in your antique shop?"

He | aughed. "No, ny dear. It would be a shane to waste
your talents. You see, | know about your escapade with
Conrad Morgan. You handled it brilliantly.” "Gunther... all
that's behind ne."

"But what's ahead of you? You said you have no plans. You
must think about your future. Watever noney you have is
surely going to run out one day. |'m suggesting a
partnership. | travel in very affluent, international
circles. | attend charity balls and hunting parties and
yachting parties. | know the com ngs and goi ngs of the
rich.”

"I don't see what that has to do wwth me---"

"I can introduce you into that golden circle. And | do

mean gol den, Tracy. | can supply you with information about
fabul ous jewels and paintings, and how you can safely
acquiree them | can dispose of themprivately. You would be
bal anci ng the | edgers of people who have becone weal t hy at

t he expense of others. Everything would be divided evenly

bet ween us. What do you say?" "I say no."
He studied her thoughtfully. "I see. You will call ne if
you change your m nd?" "I won't change ny m nd, Gunther."

Late that afternoon Tracy returned to London.
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Tracy adored London. She dined at Le Gavroche and Bil
Bentley's and Coin du Feu, and went to Drones after the



theater, for real American hanburgers and hot chili. She
went to the National Theatre and the Royal Opera House and
attended auctions at Christie's and Sotheby's. She shopped
at Harrods, and Fortnum and Mason's, and browsed for books
at Hatchards and Foyles, and W H Smth. She hired a car
and driver and spent a nenorabl e weekend at the Chewton d en
Hotel in Hanpshire, on the fringe of the New Forest, where
the setting was spectacul ar and the service inpeccabl e.

But all these things were expensive. Watever noney you
have is sure to run out sone day. Gunther Hartog was right.
Her noney was not going to |ast forever, and Tracy realized
she woul d have to make plans for the future. ****x***xxxx

She was invited back for nore weekends at Gunther's

country home, and she thoroughly enjoyed each visit and
delighted in Gunther's conpany. One Sunday eveni ng at dinner
a nmenber of Parlianment turned to Tracy and said, "I've never
nmet a real Texan, M ss Witney. What are they |ike?" Tracy
went into a wicked imtation of a nouveau riche Texas dowager
and had the conpany roaring with |aughter.

Later, when Tracy and Gunt her were al one, he asked, "How
woul d you like to make a small fortune doing that
I mtation?"

"I"' mnot an actress, @nther."

"You underestimate yourself. There's a jewelry firmin
London--- Parker and Parker--- that takes a delight in--- as
you Anericans woul d say--- ripping off their custoners.

You' ve given ne an idea how to nmake them pay for their

di shonesty." He told Tracy his idea.

"No," Tracy said. But the nore she thought about it, the
nore intrigued she was. She renenbered the excitenent of
outwitting the police in Long Island, and Boris Ml ni kov and
Pietr Negul esco, and Jeff Stevens. It had been a thrill that
was i ndescribable. Still, that was part of the past.

"No, Qunther," she said again. But this tine there was
| ess certainty in her voice.
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London was unseasonably warm for October, and Engli shnen

and tourists alike took advantage of the bright sunshine.
The noon traffic was heavy with tie-ups at Trafal gar Square,
Charing Cross, and Piccadilly Grcus. A white Dainmer turned
off Oxford Street to New Bond Street and threaded its way
through the traffic, passing Roland Cartier, Geigers, and

t he Royal Bank of Scotland. A few doors farther on, it
coasted to a stop in front of a jewelry store. A discreet,
polished sign at the side of the door read: PARKER PARKER A
liveried chauffeur stepped out of the |inousine and hurried
around to open the rear door for his passenger. A young
woman wi th bl ond Sassoon-ed hair, wearing far too nuch nakeup
and a tight-fitting Italian knit dress under a sable coat,
totally inappropriate for the weather, junped out of the
car.

"Which way's the joint, junior?" she asked. Her voice was
| oud, with a grating Texas accent.

The chauffeur indicated the entrance. "There, nadane."”

"Ckay, honey. Stick around. This ain't gonna take |ong."

"I may have to circle the block, madane. | won't be permtted
to park here." She clapped hi mon the back and said, "You do
what you gotta do, sport." Sport! The chauffeur w nced. It
was hi s puni shment for being reduced to chauffeuring rental
cars. He disliked all Americans, particularly Texans. They
wer e savages; but savages with noney. He woul d have been
astonished to |l earn that his passenger had never even seen
the Lone Star State. Tracy checked her reflection in the

di spl ay wi ndow, sm | ed broadly, and strutted toward the
door, which was opened by a unifornmed attendant. "Good

aft ernoon, nadane."

"Afternoon, sport. You sell anythin' besides costune
jewelry in this joint?" She chuckled at her joke.

The doorman bl anched. Tracy swept into the store, trailing
an over powering scent of Chloé behind her.

Arthur Chilton, a salesman in a norning coat, noved toward
her. "May | help you, nadane?"



"Maybe, maybe not. Ad P.J. told ne to buy nyself a little
bi rt hday present, so here I am Whatcha got?"

"I's there sonething in particular Madanme is interested

i n?" "Hey, pardner, you English fellows are fast workers,
ai n' cha?" She | aughed raucously and cl apped himon the
shoul der. He forced hinself to remain inpassive. "Mbbe
sonethin' in eneralds. Add P.J. loves to buy ne eneral ds."
“If you'll step this way, please...."

Chilton led her to a vitrine where several trays of

eneral ds were di spl ayed. The bl eached bl onde gave them one
di sdai nful glance. "These're the babies. Were are the manas
and papas?"

Chilton said stiffly, "These range in price up to thirty
thousand dollars.” "Hell, | tip ny hairdresser that." The
woman guffawed. "Ad P.J. would be insulted if | came back
with one of themlittle pebbles.” Chilton visualized old P.J.
Fat and paunchy and as | oud and obnoxi ous as this woman.

They deserved each other. Wiy did noney always flowto the
undeservi ng? he wonder ed.

"What price range was Madane interested in?"

"Wy don't we start with sonethin' around a hundred G s."
He | ooked bl ank. "A hundred G s?"

"Hell, | thought you people was supposed to speak the
king's English. A hundred grand. A hundred thou."

He swall owed. "Oh. In that case, perhaps it woul d be
better if you spoke with our managing director."

The managi ng director, Gegory Hal ston, insisted on
personal |y handling all |arge sales, and since the enpl oyees
of Parker Parker received no comm ssion, it nmade no
difference to them Wth a custoner as distasteful as this
one, Chilton was relieved to | et Hal ston deal with her.
Chilton pressed a button under the counter, and a nonent

| ater a pale, reedy-Iooking man bustled out of a back room
He took a | ook at the outrageously dressed bl onde and prayed
that none of his regular custoners appeared until the wonman
had departed. Chilton said, "M. Halston, this is Ms...



er...?" He turned to the wonan. "Benecke, honey. Mary Lou
Benecke. O d P.J. Benecke's wife. Betcha you all have heard
of P.J. Benecke."

"OF course." Gregory Hal ston gave her a smle that barely
touched his lips. "Ms. Benecke is interested in purchasing
an enerald, M. Halston." Gegory Halston indicated the trays
of eneralds. "W have sone fine eneralds here that---"

"She want ed sonet hing for approxi mately a hundred thousand
dollars.”™ This tine the smle that |lit Gegory Hal ston's face
was genuine. What a nice way to start the day.

"You see; it's ny birthday, and old P.J. wants ne to buy
nysel f sonmethin' pretty.”

"I ndeed, " Hal ston said. "Wuld you foll ow ne, please?"

"You little rascal, what you got in m nd?" The bl onde

gi ggl ed. Hal ston and Chilton exchanged a pai ned | ook. Bl oody
Aneri cans! Hal ston | ed the woman to a | ocked door and opened
it with a key. They entered a snmall, brightly it room and
Hal ston carefully | ocked the door behind them "This is where
we keep our nerchandi se for our valued custoners,"” he said.
In the center of the roomwas a showase filled with a
stunni ng array of dianonds, rubies, and eneral ds, flashing
their bright colors. "Well, this is nore like it. Add P.J.'d
go crazy in here." "Does Madane see sonething she |ikes?
"Well, let's jest see what we got here." She wal ked over
to to jewelry case containing eneralds. "Let ne | ook at that
there bunch." Hal ston extracted another small key fromhis
pocket, unlocked the case, lifted out a tray of eneralds,
and placed it on top of the table. There were ten eneral ds
In the velvet case. Hal ston watched as the worman picked up
the largest of them as exquisite pin in a platinumsetting.

"As old P.J. would say, 'This here one's got ny nane wit
onit." " "Madane has excellent taste. This is a ten-carat
grass-green Colonbian. It's flaw ess and---"

"Emeralds ain't never flaw ess."”



Hal st on was taken aback for an instant. "Madane is

correct, of course. What | neant was---" For the first tinme
he noticed that the woman's eyes were as green as the stone
she twisted in her hands, turning it around, studying its
facets. "W have a wi der selection if---"

"No sweat, sweetie. I'll take this here one."
The sal e had taken fewer than three m nutes.

"Splendid,"” Ralston said. Then he added delicately, "In

dollars it cones to one hundred thousand. How wi || Madane
payi ng?"

"Don't you worry, Halston, old sport, | have a dollar
account at a bank here in London. I'll wite out alittle

ol e personal check. Then P.J. can jest pay ne back."

"Excellent. 1'lIl have the stone cleaned for you and

delivered to your hotel." The stone did not need cl eaning,

but Hal ston had no intention of letting it out of his
possession until her check had cleared, for too many jewel ers
he knew had been bil ked by clever sw ndl ers. Hal ston prided
hi nsel f on the fact that he had never been cheated out of

one pound.

"Where shall | have the enerald delivered?"

"We got ourselves the Aiver Messel Suite at the Dorch.”
Hal st on made a note. "The Dorchester.™

"I call it the Aiver Messy Suite," she | aughed. "Lots of
people don't |ike the hotel anynore because it's full of
A-rabs, but old P.J. does a |lot of business with them "GOl
Is its own country,' he always says. P.J. Benecke's one smart
fella."”

"' msure he is," Halston replied dutifully.
He watched as she tore out a check and began witing. He
noted that it was a Barclays Bank check. Good. He had a

friend there who woul d verify the Beneckes' account.

He picked up the check. "I'll have the enerald delivered



to you personally tonorrow norning."

"add P.J."s gonna love it," she beaned.

"I amsure he will," Halston said politely.

He wal ked her to the front door.
"Ral ston---"

He al nost corrected her, then decided against it. Wy
bot her? He was never going to |lay eyes on her again, thank
God! "Yes, madane?"

"You gotta conme up and have tea with us sone afternoon.
You'll love old P.J." "I amsure | would. Unfortunately, |
wor k afternoons.”

"Too bad."

He watched as his custoner wal ked out to the curb. A white
Dai mMer slithered up, and a chauffeur got out and opened the
door for her. The blonde turned to give Hal ston the thunbsup
sign as she drove off.

When Hal ston returned to his office, he imredi ately picked
up the tel ephone and called his friend at Barclays. "Peter,
dear, | have a check here for a hundred thousand doll ars
drawn on the account of a Ms. Mary Lou Benecke. Is it good?"
"Hol d on, old boy."

Hal ston wai ted. He hoped the check was good, for business
had been slow lately. The m serabl e Parker brothers, who
owned the store, were constantly conpl ai ning, as though it
were he who was responsi bl e and not the recession. O course,
profits were not down as nmuch as they could have been, for
Par ker Parker had a departnent that specialized in cleaning
jewelry, and at frequent intervals the jewelry that was
returned to the custoner was inferior to the original that
had been brought in. Conplaints had been | odged, but nothing
had ever been proven. Peter was back on the line. "No
problem Gegory. There's nore than enough noney in the
account to cover the check." Halston felt alittle frisson of
relief. "Thank you, Peter."



"Not at all."

"Lunch next week--- on ne."
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The check cleared the follow ng norning, and the Col onbi an
enerald was delivered by bonded nessenger to Ms. P.J.
Benecke at the Dorchester Hotel. That afternoon, shortly
before closing time, Gregory Hal ston's secretary said, "A
M's. Benecke is here to see you, M. Halston."

Hi s heart sank. She had cone to return the pin, and he
could hardly refuse to take it back. Damm all wonen, al
Aneri cans, and all Texans! Hal ston put on a smle and went
out to greet her.

"Good afternoon, Ms. Benecke. | assune your husband

didn't like the pin." She grinned. "You assune w ong, buster.
Od P.J. was just plain crazy about it." Halston's heart
began to sing. "He was?"

“In fact, he liked it so nuch he wants ne to get another
one so we can have 'emnade into a pair of earrings. Let ne
have a twin to the one | got." A small frown appeared on
Gregory Halston's face. "I'mafraid we mght have a little
probl emthere, Ms. Benecke."

"What ki nda problem honey?"

"Yours is a unique stone. There's not another one like it.
Now, | have a lovely set in a different style I could---"

"I don't want a different style. I want one jest like the
one | bought." "To be perfectly candid, Ms. Benecke, there
aren't very nmany ten-carat Col onbian flaw ess"--- he saw her
| ook--- "nearly flaw ess stones avail able." "Cone on, sport.
There's gotta be one sonewhere."”

“I'n all honesty, |'ve seen very few stones of that

quality, and to try to duplicate it exactly in shape and
col or woul d be al nost inpossible.” "W got a sayin' in Texas
that the inpossible jest takes a little |onger. Saturday's



ny birthday. P.J. wants ne to have those earrings, and what
P.J. wants, P.J. gets.”

“I really don't think I can---"

"How nmuch did | pay for that pin--- a hundred grand? I

know old P.J. will go up to two hundred or three hundred

t housand for another one." Gegory Hal ston was thinking fast.
There had to be a duplicate of that stone somewhere, and if
P. J. Benecke was willing to pay an extra $200,000 for it,
that would nean a tidy profit. In fact, Halston thought, |
can work it out so that it neans a tidy profit for ne.

Al oud he said, "I'll inquire around, Ms. Benecke. |'m

sure that no other jeweler in London has the identical
eneral d, but there are always estates com ng up for auction.
"Il do sone advertising and see what results | get." "You
got till the end of the week," the blonde told him "And jest
bet ween you and nme and the | anppost, old P.J. wll probably
be wllin" to go up to three hundred fifty thousand for it."

And Ms. Benecke was gone, her sable coat billow ng out
behi nd her. ***x*x****xx

Gregory Halston sat in his office lost in a daydream Fate
had placed in his hands a man who was so besotted with his
blond tart that he was willing to pay $350,000 for a

$100, 000 enerald. That was a net profit of $250,000. G egory
Hal st on saw no need to burden the Parker brothers with the
details of the transaction. It would be a sinple matter to
record the sale of the second enerald at $100, 000 and pocket
the rest. The extra $250, 000 would set himup for life.

All he had to do now was to find a twin to the enerald he
had sold to Ms. P.J. Benecke.

It turned out to be even nore difficult than Hal ston had
antici pated. None of the jewel ers he tel ephoned had anyt hi ng
in stock that resenbl ed what he required. He pl aced
advertisenents in the London Tines and the Financial Tines,
and he called Christie's and Sot heby's, and a dozen estate
agents. In the next few days Hal ston was i nundated with a
flood of inferior eneralds, good eneralds, and a few



first-quality eneralds, but none of them cane cl ose to what
he was | ooking for.

On Wednesday M's. Benecke tel ephoned. "Ad P.J.'s gettin
m ghty restless,” she warned. "Did you find it yet?"

"Not yet, Ms. Benecke," Hal ston assured her, "but don't

worry, we wll." On Friday she tel ephoned again. "Tonorrow s
ny birthday," she rem nded Hal ston. "I know, Ms. Benecke. If
| only had a few nore days, | know | could---" "Well, never
m nd, sport. If you don't have that enerald by tonorrow
mornin', 1'll return the one | bought fromyou. Ad P.J.---
bl ess his heart--- says he's gonna buy ne a big ole country

estate instead. Ever hear of a place called Sussex?"

Hal st on broke out in perspiration. "Ms. Benecke," he
noaned earnestly, "you would hate living in Sussex. You
woul d loathe living in a country house. Mst of themare in
depl orabl e condition. They have no central heating and---"

"Between you and |," she interrupted, "I'd rather have them
earrings. Ad P.J. even nentioned sonethin' about bein'
willin" to pay four hundred thousand dollars for a twin to

that stone. You got no idea how stubborn old P.J. can be."
Four hundred thousand! Hal ston could feel the noney slipping

between his fingers. "Believe ne, |'m doing everything I
can," he pleaded. "I need a little nore tine."
"It ain't up to nme, honey," she said. "It's up to P.J."

And the |ine went dead.

Hal ston sat there cursing fate. Wiere could he find an

I dentical ten-carat enerald? He was so busy with his bitter
t houghts that he did not hear his intercomuntil the third
buzz. He pushed down the button and snapped, "Wat is it?"

"There's a Contessa Marissa on the tel ephone, M. Hal ston.
She's cal ling about our advertisenent for the enerald.”

Anot her one! He had had at |east ten calls that norning,
every one of thema waste of tinme. He picked up the

t el ephone and sai d ungraciously, "Yes?" A soft female voice
with an Italian accent said, "Buon giorno, signore. | have
read you are interested possibly in buying an enerald, si?"
"I'f it fits ny qualifications, yes." He could not keep the



| npati ence out of his voice.

"I have an enerald that has been in ny famly for nmany
years. It is a peccato--- a pity--- but I amin a situation
now where | amforced to sell it." He had heard that story
before. | nust try Christie's again, Halston thought. O

Sot heby's. Maybe sonething cane in at the last mnute, or---
"Signore? You are looking for a ten-carat enerald, si?" "Yes

"I have a ten-carat verde--- green--- Col onbian."”

When Hal ston started to speak, he found that his voice was

choked. "Wbul d--- would you say that again, please?"
"Si. | have a ten-carat grass-green Col onbian. Wuld you
be interested in that?" "I mght be," he said carefully. "I

wonder if you could drop by and et ne have a |look at it."

"No, scusi, | amafraid | amvery busy right now W are
preparing a party at the enbassy for ny husband. Perhaps
next week | could---" No! Next week would be too late. "My |

come to see you?" He tried to keep the eagerness out of his
voice. "I could conme up now. "

"Ma, no. Sono occupata stamani. | was planning to go
shoppi ng---" "Were are you stayi ng, Contessa?"

"At the Savoy."

"I can be there in fifteen m nutes. Ten. H s voi ce was
feverish. "Mdlto bene. And your nane is---"

"Hal ston. Gregory Hal ston."

"Suite ventisei--- twenty-six."
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The taxi ride was interm nable. Hal ston transported

hi msel f fromthe heights of heaven to the depths of hell

and back again. If the enerald was indeed simlar to the

ot her one, he would be wealthy beyond his w | dest dreans.
Four hundred thousand dollars, he'll pay. A $300,000 profit.



He woul d buy a place on the Riviera. Perhaps get a cruiser.
Wth a villa and his own boat, he would be able to attract
as many handsone young nmen as he liked. ...

Gregory hal ston was an at heist, but as he wal ked down the
corridor of the Savoy Hotel to Suite 26, he found hinself
prayi ng, Let the stone be simlar enough to satisfy old P.J.
Benecke.

He stood in front of the door of the contessa's room
taki ng sl ow, deep breaths, fighting to get control of
hi msel f. He knocked on the door, and there was no answer.

Ch, ny God, Hal ston thought. She's gone; she didn't wait
for me. She went out shopping and---

The door opened, and Hal ston found hinself facing an

el egant-looking lady in her fifties, with dark eyes, a |ined
face, and black hair laced with gray. Wen she spoke, her

voi ce was soft, wth the famliar nelodic Italian accent.

" Si?"

"I'mG Gegory Hal ston. You t-tel ephoned ne."” In his
nervousness he was stuttering.
"Ah, si. | amthe Contessa Marissa. Cone in, signore, per

favore." "Thank you."

He entered the suite, pressing his knees together to keep
themfromtrenbling. He alnost blurted out, "Were's the
eneral d? But he knew he nust control hinself. He nmust not
seemtoo eager. If the stone was satisfactory, he would have
t he advantage in bargaining. After all, he was the expert.
She was an anmat eur.

"Please to sit yourself," the contessa said.
He took a chair.

"Scusi. Non parlo nolto bene inglese. | speak poor
English.” "No, no. It's charm ng, charm ng."

"Grazie. Wwuld you take perhaps coffee? Tea?"



"No, thank you, Contessa."

He could feel his stomach quivering. Was it too soon to
bring up the subject of the eneral d? He could not wait

anot her second. "The enerald---" She said, "Ah, si. The
enerald was given to ne by ny grandnother. | wish to pass it
on to ny daughter when she is twenty-five, but ny husband is
going into a new business in Mlano, and I|---"

Hal ston's m nd was el sewhere. He was not interested in the
boring life story of the stranger sitting across fromhim
He was burning to see the enerald. The suspense was nore

t han he coul d bear.

"Credo che sia inportante to help my husband get started
in his business.” She smled ruefully. "Perhaps |I am making
a m stake---"

"No, no," Hal ston said hastily. "Not at all, Contessa.
It's a wwfe's duty to stand by her husband. Were is the
eneral d now?"

"I have it here," the contessa said.

She reached into her pocket, pulled out a jewel wapped in
a tissue, and held it out to Halston. He stared at it, and
his spirits soared. He was | ooking at the nost exquisite
ten-carat grass-green Col onbian enerald he had ever seen. It
was so close in appearance, size, and color to the one he
had sold Ms. Benecke that the difference was al nost

| npossible to detect. It is not exactly the sane, Hal ston
told hinself, but only an expert would be able to tell the
difference. H's hands began to trenble. He forced hinself to
appear calm He turned the stone over, letting the |ight
catch the beautiful facets, and said casually, "It's a
rather nice little stone.™

"Spl endente, si. | have loved it very much all these
years. | will hate to part with it."

"You're doing the right thing," Hal ston assured her. "Once
your husband's business is successful, you will be able to
buy as many of these as you wish." "That is exactly what |
feel. You are nolto sinpatico.” "I"mdoing a little favor for



a friend, Contessa. W have nuch better stones than this in
our shop, but ny friend wants one to match an eneral d that
his wife bought. | imagine he would be willing to pay as
much as sixty thousand dollars for this stone."

The contessa sighed. "My grandnot her woul d haunt ne from
her grave if | sold it for sixty thousand dollars.”

Hal st on pursed his lips. He could afford to go higher. He

smled. "I'"Il tell you what... | think |I m ght persuade ny
friend to go as high as one hundred thousand. That's a great
deal of noney, but he's anxious to have the stone." "That

sounds fair," the contessa said.

Gregory Hal ston's heart swelled within his breast. "Bene!

| brought ny checkbook with nme, so I'll just wite out a
check---"
"Ma, no.... | amafraid it wll not solve ny problem" The

contessa's voi ce was sad.
Hal st on stared at her. "Your problenf"

"Si. As | explain, ny husband is going into this new

busi ness, and he needs three hundred fifty thousand dol | ars.
| have a hundred thousand of ny noney to give him but |
need two hundred fifty thousand nore. | was hope to get it
for this enerald.”

He shook his head. "My dear Contessa, no enerald in the
world is worth that kind of noney. Believe ne, one hundred

t housand dollars is nore than a fair offer." "I amsure it is
so, M. Halston," the contessa told him "but it wll not
hel p ny husband, will it?" She rose to her feet. "I wll

save this to give to our daughter.” She held out a slim
delicate hand. "G azie, signore. Thank you for com ng."

Hal ston stood there in a panic. "Wait a mnute,"” he said.

H s greed was dueling with his conmon sense, but he knew he
must not | ose the enmerald now "Please sit down, Contessa.
|'"'msure we can cone to sone equitable arrangenent. If | can
persuade ny client to pay a hundred fifty thousand---?" "Two
hundred and fifty thousand dollars.™



"Let's say, two hundred thousand?"
"Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars."

There was no budgi ng her. Hal ston nmade his decision. A

$150, 000 profit was better than nothing. It would nmean a
smaller villa and boat, but it was still a fortune. It would
serve the Parker brothers right for the shabby way they
treated him He would wait a day or two and then give them
his notice. By next week he would be on the Cbéte d' Azur.

"You have a deal," he said.
"Meraviglioso! Sono contental”

You shoul d be contented, you bitch, Hal ston thought. But
he had nothing to conplain about. He was set for life. He
took one last |look at the enerald and slipped it into his
pocket. "I'll give you a check witten on the store's
account . "

"Bene, signore."

Hal ston wote out the check and handed it to her. He woul d
have Ms. P.J. Benecke make out her $400, 000 check to cash.
Peter woul d cash the check for him and he woul d exchange
the contessa's check for the Parker brothers' check and
pocket the difference. He would arrange it with Peter so that
t he $250, 000 check woul d not appear on the Parker brothers'
nmonthly statenment. One hundred and fifty thousand doll ars.

He could already feel the warm French sun on his face.
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The taxi ride back to the store seened to take only

seconds. Hal ston visualized Ms. Benecke's happi ness when he
broke the good news to her. He had not only found the jewel
she wanted, he had spared her fromthe excruciating
experience of living in a drafty, rundown country house.

When Hal ston floated into the store, Chilton said, "Sir, a
custoner here is interested in---"



Hal ston cheerfully waved him aside. "Later."

He had no tine for custonmers. Not now, not ever again.
From now on people would wait on him He would shop at
Her nes and Gucci and Lanvin. Halston fluttered into his
office, closed the door, set the enerald on the desk in
front of him and dialed a nunber.

An operator's voice said, "Dorchester Hotel."

"The Aiver Messel Suite, please."

"To whom did you wi sh to speak?"

"Ms. P.J. Benecke."

"One nonent, please.”

Hal ston whistled softly while he waited.

The operator cane back on the line. "I'msorry, Ms.
Benecke has checked out."” "Then ring whatever suite she's
noved to."

"M's. Benecke has checked out of the hotel."

"That's inpossible. She---"

“I'"l'l connect you with reception.”

A mal e voice said, "Reception. May | hel p you?"

"Yes. What suite is Ms. P.J. Benecke in?"

"Ms. Benecke checked out of the hotel this norning."

There had to be an expl anation. Sonme unexpected energency.
“"May | have her forwarding address, please. This is---" "I'm
sorry. She didn't |eave one."

"OfF course she left one."

"I checked Ms. Benecke out nyself. She left no forwarding
address." It was a jab to the pit of his stomach. Hal ston



slowy replaced the receiver and sat there, bew | dered. He
had to find a way to get in touch with her, to |l et her know
that he had finally located the enerald. In the neantinme, he
had to get back the $250, 000 check fromthe Contessa

Mari ssa.

He hurriedly dialed the Savoy Hotel. "Suite twenty-six."
"Whom are you cal ling, please?"

"The Contessa Marissa."
"One nonent, please.”

But even before the operator canme back on the |line, sone
terrible prenonition told G egory Hal ston the disastrous
news he was about to hear. "I'msorry. The Contessa Mrissa
has checked out."

He hung up. Hs fingers were trenbling so hard that he was
barely able to dial the nunber of the bank. "G ve nme the
head bookkeeper.... quickly! | wish to stop paynent on a
check. "

But, of course, he was too late. He had sold an enerald
for $100,000 and had bought back the same enerald for
$250, 000. Gregory Hal ston sat there slunped in his chair,
wonderi ng how he was going to explain it to the Parker

br ot hers.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 22

It was the beginning of a newlife for Tracy. She

purchased a beautiful old Georgian house at 45 Eaton Square
that was bright and cheerful and perfect for entertaining.
It had a Queen Anne--- British slang for a front garden---
and a Mary Anne--- a back garden--- and in season the
flonwers were magnificent. Gunther hel ped Tracy furnish the
house, and before the two of themwere finished, it was one
of the showpl aces of London.

GQunt her introduced Tracy as a weal thy young w dow whose



husband had nmade his fortune in the inport-export business.
She was an instant success; beautiful, intelligent, and
charm ng, she was soon inundated with invitations. At
intervals, Tracy made short trips to France and Switzerl and
and Belgiumand Italy, and each tinme she and Gunther Hartog
profited.

Under Qunther's tutelage, Tracy studied the Al manach de

CGCot ha and Debrett's Peerage and Baronetage, the
authoritative books listing detailed information on all the
royalty and titles in Europe. Tracy becane a chanel eon, an
expert in makeup and di sgui ses and accents. She acquired
hal f a dozen passports. In various countries, she was a
British duchess, a French airline stewardess, and a South
Anerican heiress. In a year she had accunul ated nore noney

t han she woul d ever need. She set up a fund from which she
made | arge, anonynous contributions to organi zati ons that
hel ped fornmer wonen prisoners, and she arranged for a
generous pension to be sent to Gto Schm dt every nonth. She
no | onger even entertained the thought of quitting. She

| oved the challenge of outwitting clever, successful people.
The thrill of each daring escapade acted |like a drug, and
Tracy found that she constantly needed new and bi gger
chal | enges. There was one credo she lived by: She was
careful never to hurt the innocent. The people who junped at
her swi ndles were greedy or immoral, or both. No one wll
ever commt suicide because of what |'ve done to them Tracy
prom sed herself. The newspapers began to carry stories of
the daring escapades that were occurring all over Europe,
and because Tracy used different disguises, the police were
convinced that a rash of ingenious sw ndles and burglaries
was being carried out by a gang of wonen. Interpol began to
take an interest. ****x**xkx

At the Manhattan headquarters of the International
| nsurance Protection Association, J. J. Reynolds sent for
Dani el Cooper.

"We have a problem" Reynolds said. "A | arge nunber of our
European clients are being hit apparently by a gang of
wonen. Everybody's scream ng bl oody nmurder. They want the
gang caught. Interpol has agreed to cooperate with us. It's
your assignnment, Dan. You |leave for Paris in the norning."
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Tracy was having dinner with Gunther at Scott's on Munt
Street. "Have you ever heard of Maximlian Pierpont, Tracy?"

The nane sounded fam liar. Where had she heard it before?
She renenbered. Jeff Stevens, on board the Qe Il, had said,
"We're here for the sane reason. Maximlian Pierpont."

“Very rich, isn't he?"

"And quite ruthless. He specializes in buying up conpanies
and stripping them" Wen Joe Romano took over the business,
he fired everybody and brought in his own people to run
things. Then he began to raid the conpany.... They took
everything--- the business, this house, your nother's car....
@unt her was | ooking at her oddly. "Tracy, are you all right?"
"Yes. I'mfine." Sonetines |ife can be unfair, she thought,
and it's up to us to even things out. "Tell nme nore about
Maximlian Pierpont.” "His third wife just divorced him and
he's alone now. | think it mght be profitable if you nade
the gentl eman's acquai ntance. He's booked on the Oient
Express Friday, from London to |stanbul."

Tracy smled. "I've never been on the Oient Express. |
think 1'd enjoy it." Gunther smled back. "Good. Maximlian
Pi erpont has the only inportant Fabergé egg collection
outside of the Herm tage Miseumin Leningrad. It's
conservatively estimated to be worth twenty million
dollars.™

“I'f | managed to get some of the eggs for you," Tracy
asked, curious, "what would you do with them Qunther?

Wul dn't they be too well known to sell?" "Private
collectors, dear Tracy. You bring the little eggs to ne, and
Il wll find a nest for them"

"I''ll see what | can do."

“"Maxim lian Pierpont is not an easy man to approach.
However, there are two other pigeons al so booked on the
Orient Express Friday, bound for the filmfestival in
Venice. | think they're ripe for plucking. Have you heard of



Si | vana Luadi ?"
"The Italian novie star? O course."”

"She's married to Al berto Fornati, who produces those
terrible epic filnms. Fornati is infanmous for hiring actors
and directors for very little cash, prom sing them big
percentages of the profits, and keeping all the profits for
hi nsel f. He manages to nake enough to buy his wife very
expensive jewels. The nore unfaithful he is to her, the nore
jewelry he gives her. By this tinme Silvana should be able to
open her own jewelry store. I'msure you'll find all of them
I nteresting conpany. "

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

kkkkkikkikk*x

The Venice Sinplon Oient Express departs fromVictoria
Station in London every Friday norning at 11:44, traveling
from London to Istanbul, with internediate stops in

Boul ogne, Paris, Lausanne, Ml an, and Venice. Thirty m nutes
bef ore departure a portable check-in counter is set up at
the entrance to the boarding platformin the termnal, and
two burly uniformed nen roll a red rug up to the counter,

el bowi ng asi de eagerly waiting passengers.

The new owners of the Orient Express had attenpted to
recreate the golden age of rail travel as it existed in the
| ate nineteenth century, and the rebuilt train was a
duplicate of the original, with a British Pull man car
wagon-1lit restaurants, a bar-salon car, and sl eeping cars.

An attendant in a 1920's marine-blue uniformwth gold

braid carried Tracy's two suitcases and her vanity case to
her cabi n, which was di sappointingly small. There was a
single seat, upholstered with a fl ower-patterned nohair. The
rug, as well as the |adder that was used to reach the top
berth, was covered in the sane green plush. It was |ike
being in a candy box.

Tracy read the card acconpanying a small bottle of
chanpagne in a silver bucket: OLI VER AUBERT, TRAI N MANAGER



"Il save it until | have sonething to celebrate, Tracy
decided. Maximlian Pierpont. Jeff Stevens had failed. It
woul d be a wonderful feeling to top M. Stevens. Tracy
smled at the thought.

She unpacked in the cranped space and hung up the cl ot hes
she woul d be needing. She preferred traveling on a Pan
Anerican jet rather than a train; but this journey prom sed
to be an exciting one.

Exactly on schedule, the Oient Express began to nove out

of the station. Tracy sat back in her seat and watched the
sout hern suburbs of London roll by. At 1:15 that afternoon
the train arrived at the port of Fol kestone, where the
passengers transferred to the Sealink ferry, which would take
t hem across the channel to Boul ogne, where they would board
anot her Oient Express headi ng sout h.

Tracy approached one of the attendants. "I understand
Maxim lian Pierpont is traveling with us. Could you point
himout to nme?"

The attendant shook his head. "I wish | could, ma'am He
booked his cabin and paid for it, but he never showed up.
Very unpredictable gentleman, so I'mtold." That left Silvana

Luadi and her husband, the producer of forgettabl e epics.
*kkkhkkk*xkkk*

I n Boul ogne, the passengers were escorted onto the
continental Oient Express. Unfortunately, Tracy's cabin on
the second train was identical to the one she had left, and
t he rough roadbed made the journey even nore unconfortabl e.
She remained in her cabin all day making her plans, and at
8:00 in the evening she began to dress.

The dress code of the Orient Express recomended eveni ng

cl othes, and Tracy chose a stunning dove-gray chiffon gown
with gray hose and gray satin shoes. Her only jewelry was a
single strand of matched pearls. She checked herself in the
mrror before she |eft her quarters, staring at her
reflection for a long tinme. Her green eyes had a | ook of

I nnocence, and her face | ooked guil el ess and vul nerable. The
mrror is lying, Tracy thought. |I'mnot that woman anynore.



I"mIliving a masquerade. But an exciting one.

As Tracy |eft her cabin, her purse slipped out of her
hand, and as she knelt down to retrieve it, she quickly
exam ned the outside | ocks on the door. There were two of
them a Yale lock and a Universal |ock. No problem Tracy
rose and noved on toward the dining cars.

There were three dining cars aboard the train. The seats
wer e plush-covered, the walls were veneered, and the soft
lights canme from brass sconces topped with Lalique shades.
Tracy entered the first dining roomand noted several enpty
tables. The maitre d' greeted her. "A table for one,

madenoi sel | e?" Tracy | ooked around the room "I'm joining
some friends, thank you." She continued on to the next dining
car. This one was nore crowded, but there were still several

unoccupi ed tabl es.

"Good evening," the maitre d' said. "Are you dining
al one?" "No, |'m neeting soneone. Thank you."

She noved on to the third dining car. There, every table

was occupi ed. The maitre d' stopped her at the door. "I'm
afraid there will be a wait for a table, madam There are
avail able tables in the other dining cars, however." Tracy

| ooked around the room and at a table in the far corner she
saw what she was | ooking for. "That's all right," Tracy
said. "I see friends." She noved past the naitre d' and

wal ked over to the corner table. "Excuse ne," she said

apol ogetically. "All the tables seemto be occupied. Wuld
you mind if I joined you?"

The man quickly rose to his feet, took a good | ook at

Tracy, and excl ai ned, "Prego! Con piacere! | am Al berto
Fornati and this is ny wife, Silvans Luadi." "Tracy Witney."
She was using her own passport.

"Ah! E Americana! | speak the excellent English."

Al berto Fornati was short, bald; and fat. Wy Silvana

Luadi had ever married himhad been the nost lively topic in
Rone for the twelve years they had been together. Silvana
Luadi was a classic beauty, with a sensational figure and a
conpel ling, natural talent. She had won an Oscar and a Sil ver



Pal m award and was al ways in great demand. Tracy recognized
that she was dressed in a Valentino evening gown that sold
for five thousand dollars, and the jewelry she wore mnust
have been worth close to a mllion. Tracy renenbered Gunther
Hartog's words: The nore unfaithful he is to her, the nore
jewelry he gives her. By this tinme Silvana should be able to
open her own jewelry store.

"This is your first tinme on the Orient Express,
si gnorina?" Fornati opened the conversation, after Tracy was
seat ed.

"Yes, it is.

"Ah, it is a very romantic train, filled with legend.” H's
eyes were noist. "There are many interessante tal es about
it. For instance, Sir Basil Zaharoff, the arns tycoon, used
to ride the old Orient Express--- always in the seventh
conpartnent. One night he hears a scream and a poundi ng on
his door. A bellissim young Spani sh duchess throws herself
upon him" Fornati paused to butter a roll and take a bite.
"Her husband was trying to nurder her. The parents had
arranged the marriage, and the poor girl now realized her
husband was i nsane. Zaharoff restrai ned the husband and

cal med the hysterical young woman and t hus began a ronance
that lasted forty years." "How exciting," Tracy said. Her
eyes were wide with interest. "Si. Every year after that they
neet on the Orient Express, he in conpartnent nunber seven,
she in nunber eight. Wien her husband died; the |ady and
Zaharoff were married, and as a token of his |ove, he bought
her the casino at Monte Carlo as a wedding gift."

"What a beautiful story, M. Fornati."

Silvana Luadi sat in stony silence.

"Mangi a," Fornati urged Tracy. "Eat."

kkkkkkkikk*x

The nmenu consi sted of six courses, and Tracy noted that

Al berto Fornati ate each one and finished what his wife left
on her plate. In between bites he kept up a constant
chatter.



"You are an actress, perhaps?" he asked Tracy.
She | aughed. "Ch no. I'mjust a tourist.”

He beaned at her. "Bellissima. You are beautiful enough to
be an actress." "She said she is not an actress,” Silvana
said sharply. Alberto Fornati ignored her. "I produce notion
pictures,” he told Tracy. "You have heard of them of

course: WId Savages, The Titans versus Superwonan...." "I
don't see many novies," Tracy apol ogi zed. She felt his fat

| eg press agai nst hers under the table.

"Perhaps | can arrange to show you sone of mne."
Silvana turned white with anger.

"Do you ever get to Rome, ny dear?" H s | eg was noving up
and down agai nst Tracy's.

"As a matter of fact, I"'mplanning to go to Rone after

Veni ce." "Splendid!' Benissino! We will all get together for

di nner. Won't we, cara?" He gave a quick gl ance toward

Si | vana before he continued. "W have a lovely villa off the
Appi an Way. Ten acres of---" H's hand nmade a sweepi ng gesture
and knocked a bow of gravy into his wife's lap. Tracy coul d
not be sure whether it was deliberate or not.

Silvana Luadi rose to her feet and | ooked at the spreading
stain on her dress. "Sei un mascal zone!" she screaned.

"Tieni le tue puttane |lontano da ne!" She storned out of the
dining car, every eye follow ng her. "What a shane,” Tracy
murnmured. "lIt's such a beautiful dress.” She could have

sl apped the man for degrading his wife. She deserves every
carat of jewelry she has, Tracy thought, and nore.

He sighed. "Fornati wll buy her another one. Pay no
attention to her manners. She is very jeal ous of Fornati."
“I"'msure she has good reason to be."
irony with a small smle.

Tracy covered her

He preened. "It is true. Wonen find Fornati very
attractive." It was all Tracy could do to keep from bursting



out laughing at the ponpous little man. "I can understand
that."

He reached across the table and took her hand. "Fornati

| i kes you," he said. "Fornati |ikes you very nuch. Wat do
you do for a living?" "I'"'ma |legal secretary. | saved up al
my noney for this trip. | hope to get an interesting

position in Europe."

H s bul ging eyes roved over her body. "You will have no
probl em Fornati prom ses you. He is very nice to people who
are very nice to him" "How wonderful of you," Tracy said

shyly.

He | owered his voice. "Perhaps we could discuss this l[ater
this evening in your cabin?"

"That m ght be enbarrassing."”
"Perchée? \Why?"

"You're so famobus. Everyone on the train probably knows
who you are.”™ "Naturally."

"I'f they see you cone to ny cabin--- well, you know, sone
peopl e m ght m sunderstand. O course, if your cabin is near
m ne... \Wat nunber are you in?" "E settanta--- seventy." He
| ooked at her hopefully.

Tracy sighed. "I'"min another car. Wiy don't we neet in

Veni ce?" He beaned. "Bene! My wfe, she stays in her room
nost of the tinme. She cannot stand the sun on her face. Have
you ever been to Venezia?" "No."

"Ah. You and | shall go to Torcello, a beautiful little
island wwth a wonderful restaurant, the Locanda Cipriani. It
Is also a snmall hotel." H's eyes gleaned. "Molto privato."

Tracy gave hima slow, understanding smle. "It sounds
exciting." She | owered her eyes, too overcone to say nore.

Fornati | eaned forward, squeezed her hand, and whi spered
wetly, "You do not know what excitenment is yet, cara.”



Hal f an hour |ater Tracy was back in her cabin.
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The Orient Express sped through the |Ionely night, past
Paris and Dijon and Val |l arbe, while the passengers sl ept.
They had turned in their passports the eveni ng before, and
the border formalities would be handl ed by the conductors.

At 3:30 in the norning Tracy quietly left her conpartnent.
The timng was critical. The train would cross the Sw ss
border and reach Lausanne at 5:21 A°M and was due to arrive
in Mlan, Italy, at 9:15 A M

Clad in pajamas and robe, and carrying a sponge bag, Tracy
noved down the corridor, every sense alert, the famliar

exci tenment nmaki ng her pulse |eap. There were no toilets in
the cabins of the train, but there were sone | ocated at the
end of each car. If Tracy was questioned, she was prepared to
say that she was |ooking for the | adies' room but she
encount ered no one. The conductors and porters were taking
advant age of the early-norning hours to catch up on their

sl eep.

Tracy reached Cabin E 70 without incident. She quietly

tried the doorknob. The door was | ocked. Tracy opened the
sponge bag and took out a netallic object and a snmall bottle
with a syringe, and went to worKk.

Ten mnutes |ater she was back in her cabin, and thirty
m nutes after that she was asleep, with the trace of a smle
on her freshly scrubbed face.
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At 7:00 AM, tw hours before the Oient Express was due

to arrive in Mlan, a series of piercing screans rang out.
They cane from Cabin E 70, and they awakened the entire car.
Passengers poked their heads out of their cabins to see what
was happeni ng. A conductor canme hurrying al ong the car and
entered E 70. Silvana Luadi was in hysterics. "Aiuto! Help!"
she screaned. "All ny jewelry is gone! This mserable train
is full of ladri--- thieves!" "Please cal mdown, madane," the
conductor begged. "The other---" "Cal mdown!" Her voice went



up an octave. "How dare you tell ne to cal mdown, stupido
mai al e! Sonmeone has stolen nore than a mllion dollars' worth
of my jewels!"

"How coul d this have happened?" Al berto Fornati denmanded.
"The door was | ocked--- and Fornati is a light sleeper. If
anyone had entered, | would have awakened instantly."

The conductor sighed. He knew only too well how it had
happened, because it had happened before. During the night
sonmeone had crept down the corridor and sprayed a syringe
full of ether through the keyhole. The | ocks woul d have been
child s play for soneone who knew what he was doi ng. The

t hi ef woul d have cl osed the door behind him |ooted the
room and, having taken what he wanted, quietly crept back
to his conpartnent while his victins were still unconsci ous.
But there was one thing about this burglary that was
different fromthe others. In the past the thefts had not
been di scovered until after the train had reached its
destination, so the thieves had had a chance to escape. This
was a different situation. No one had di senbarked since the
robbery, which neant that the jewelry still had to be on
boar d.

"Don't worry," the conductor prom sed the Fornatis.
"You'l | get your jewels back. The thief is still on this
train."

He hurried forward to tel ephone the police in MIan.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

When the Orient Express pulled into the MIan term nal,
twenty unifornmed policenen and pl ai ncl ot hes detectives |ined
the station platform wth orders not to |l et any passengers
or baggage off the train.

Luigi R cci, the inspector in charge, was taken directly
to the Fornati conpartnent.

I f anything, Silvana Luadi's hysteria had increased.
"Every bit of jewelry | owned was in that jewel case," she
screaned. "And none of it was insured!" The inspector

exam ned the enpty jewel case. "You are sure you put your



jewels in there | ast night, signora?"

"Of course | amsure. | put themthere every night." Her

| um nous eyes, which had thrilled mllions of adoring fans,
pool ed over with large tears, and Inspector Ricci was ready
to slay dragons for her.

He wal ked over to the conpartnent door, bent down, and
sniffed the keyhole. He could detect the lingering odor of
ether. There had been a robbery, and he intended to catch
the unfeeling bandit.

| nspector Ricci straightened up and said, "Do not worry,
signora. There is no way the jewels can be renoved fromthis
train. We will catch the thief, and your gens will be
returned to you."

I nspector Ricci had every reason to be confident. The trap
was tightly sealed, and there was no possibility for the
culprit to get away. One by one, the detectives escorted the
passengers to a station waiting roomthat had been roped
of f, and they were expertly body searched. The passengers,
many of them people of prom nence, were outraged by this
indignity. "I"msorry," Inspector Ricci explained to each of
them "but a mllion-dollar theft is a very serious

busi ness. "

As each passenger was |led fromthe train, detectives

turned their cabins upside down. Every inch of space was
exam ned. This was a splendid opportunity for |nspector

Ri cci, and he intended to make the nost of it. Wen he
recovered the stolen jewels, it would nean a pronotion and a
rai se. H's imaginati on becane inflamed. Silvana Luadi woul d
be so grateful to himthat she would probably invite him
to... He gave orders wth renewed vigor.

There was a knock at Tracy's cabin door and a detective
entered. "Excuse ne, signorina. There has been a robbery. It
I s necessary to search all passengers. If you will come with
nme, please..."”

"A robbery?" Her voice was shocked. "On this train?"

"l fear so, signorina.”



When Tracy stepped out of her conpartnent, two detectives
noved in, opened her suitcases, and began carefully sifting

t hrough the contents. At the end of four hours the search had
turned up several packets of marijuana, five ounces of
cocaine, a knife, and an illegal gun. There was no sign of
the mssing jewelry.

I nspector Ricci could not believe it. "Have you searched
the entire train?" he demanded of his |ieutenant.

"I nspector, we have searched every inch. W have exam ned

the engine, the dining roons, the bar, the toilets, the
conpartnents. W have searched the passengers and crew and
exam ned every piece of luggage. | can swear to you that the
jewelry is not on board this train. Perhaps the |ady inagined
the theft." But Inspector R cci knew better. He had spoken to
the waiters, and they had confirnmed that Silvana Luadi had

I ndeed worn a dazzling display of jewelry at dinner the
eveni ng before.

A representative of the Orient Express had flown to M I an.
"You cannot detain this train any longer,"” he insisted. "W
are already far behind schedule.” Inspector R cci was
defeated. He had no excuse for holding the train any
further. There was nothing nore he could do. The only

expl anation he could think of was that sonmehow, during the
night, the thief had tossed the jewels off the trainto a
wai ti ng confederate. But could it have happened that way? The
timng would have been inpossible. The thief could not have
known in advance when the corridor would be clear, when a
conductor or passenger mght be prow ing about, what tine
the train would be at some deserted assignation point. This
was a nystery beyond the inspector's power to solve.

"Let the train go on," he ordered.

He stood watching helplessly as the Oient Express slowy

pul l ed out of the station. Wth it went his pronotion, his
rai se, and a blissful orgy with Silvana Luadi.
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The sole topic of conversation in the breakfast car was



the robbery. "It's the nost exciting thing that's happened to
me in years," confessed a primteacher at a girls' school.
She fingered a small gold necklace with a tiny dianmond chip.
"' mlucky they didn't take this."

"Very," Tracy gravely agreed.

When Al berto Fornati wal ked into the dining car, he caught
sight of Tracy and hurried over to her. "You know what
happened, of course. But did you know it was Fornati's wife
who was robbed?"

n I\b! n

"Yes! My life was in great danger. A gang of thieves crept
into ny cabin and chlorofornmed ne. Fornati coul d have been
murdered in his sleep.” "How terrible."

"E una bella fregatura! Now | shall have to replace all of
Silvana's jewelry. It's going to cost ne a fortune.™

"The police didn't find the jewel s?"

"No, but Fornati knows how the thieves got rid of them"
"Real | y! How?"

He | ooked around and | owered his voice. "An acconplice was
wai ting at one of the stations we passed during the night.

The ladri threw the jewels out of the train, and--- ecco---
it was done."

Tracy said admringly, "How clever of you to figure that
out." "Si." He raised his brows neaningfully. "You will not
forget our little tryst in Venezia?"

"How could I?" Tracy sm | ed.

He squeezed her armhard. "Fornati is |looking forward to
it. Now | nust go console Silvana. She is hysterical."
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When the Orient Express arrived at the Santa Lucia station
I n Venice, Tracy was anong the first passengers to



di senbar k. She had her |uggage taken directly to the airport
and was on the next plane to London wth Silvana Luadi's
jewelry. Gunther Hartog was going to be pl eased.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 23

The seven-story headquarters building of Interpol, the
International Crimnal Police Organization, is at 26 Rue
Armengaud, in the hills of St. doud, about six mles west
of Paris, discreetly hidden behind a high green fence and
white stone walls. The gate at the street entrance is | ocked
twenty-four hours a day, and visitors are admtted only
after being scrutinized through a closed-circuit television
system Inside the building, at the head of the stairs at
each floor, are white iron gates which are | ocked at night,
and every floor is equipped with a separate al arm system and
closed-circuit tel evision.

The extraordinary security is nmandatory, for within this
buil di ng are kept the world' s nost el aborate dossiers with
files on two and a half mllion crimnals. Interpol is a

cl eari nghouse of information for 126 police forces in 78
countries, and coordi nates the worldw de activities of police
forces in dealing with swindlers, counterfeiters, narcotics
snmuggl ers, robbers, and nurderers. It dissem nates
up-to-the-second informati on by an updated bulletin called a
circulation; by radio, photo-tel egraphy, and early-bird
satellite. The Paris headquarters is manned by forner
detectives fromthe Slireté Nationale or the Paris

Pr éf ecture.
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On an early May norning a conference was under way in the

of fice of Inspector André Trignant, in charge of Interpol
headquarters. The office was confortable and sinply

furni shed, and the view was breathtaking. In the far distance
to the east, the Eiffel Tower |ooned, and in another
direction the white dome of the Sacré Coeur in Montmartre

was clearly visible. The inspector was in his md-forties,

an attractive, authoritative figure, with an intelligent

face, dark hair, and shrewd brown eyes behind bl ack



horn-rimed gl asses. Seated in the office with himwere
detectives from Engl and, Bel gium France, and Italy.
"Gentlenen," Inspector Trignant said, "I have received urgent
requests fromeach of your countries for information about
the rash of crines that has recently sprung up all over
Europe. Half a dozen countries have been hit by an epidenic
of ingenious swindles and burglaries, in which there are
several simlarities. The victins are of unsavory

reputation, there is never violence involved, and the
perpetrator is always a female. W have reached the
conclusion that we are facing an international gang of

wonen. We have identi-kit pictures based on the descriptions
by victins and random wi tnesses. As you wll see, none of the
wonen in the pictures is alike. Sonme are bl ond, sonme brunet.
They have variously been reported as being English, French,
Spani sh, Italian, Anerican--- or Texan." Inspector Trignant
pressed a switch, and a series of pictures began to appear on
the wall screen. "Here you see an identi-kit sketch of a
brunet with short hair." He pressed the button again. "Here
Is a young blonde with a shag cut.... Here is another bl onde
with a perm.. a brunet with a pageboy.... Here is an ol der
wonman with a French twist... a young woman with bl ond
streaks... an older woman with a coup sauvage. He turned off
the projector. "W have no idea who the gang's |eader is or
where their headquarters is | ocated. They never |eave any

cl ues behind, and they vanish |ike snoke rings. Sooner or

| ater we will catch one of them and when we do, we shal
get themall. In the neantine, gentlenen, until one of you
can furnish us with sone specific information, I amafraid we

are at a dead end...."
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When Dani el Cooper's plane |anded in Paris, he was net at
Roi ssy-Charles de Gaulle Airport by one of I|Inspector
Trignant's assistants, and driven to the Prince de Galles,

next door to its nore illustrious sister hotel, the CGeorge V.
"It is arranged for you to neet Inspector Trignant tonorrow, "
his escort told Cooper. "I will pick you up at

eight-fifteen."
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Dani el Cooper had not been | ooking forward to the trip to



Europe. He intended to finish his assignnent as quickly as
possi ble and return honme. He knew about the fleshpots of
Paris, and he had no intention of beconing involved. He
checked into his roomand went directly into the bathroom To
his surprise, the bathtub was satisfactory. In fact, he
admtted to hinself, it was nuch larger than the one at

home. He ran the bath water and went into the bedroomto
unpack. Near the bottom of his suitcase was the small | ocked
box, safe between his extra suit and his underwear. He

pi cked up the box and held it in his hands, staring at it,
and it seenmed to pulse with alife of its own. He carried it
into the bathroomand placed it on the sink. Wth the tiny
key dangling fromhis key ring, he unlocked the box and
opened it, and the words screaned up at himfromthe
yel | owed newspaper clipping.

BOY TESTI FI ES | N MURDER TRI AL

Twel ve-year-ol d Dani el Cooper today testified in the trial

of Fred Zi mrer, accused of the rape-nurder of the young
boy's nother. According to his testinony, the boy returned
home from school and saw Zi mmer, a next-door nei ghbor,

| eavi ng t he Cooper hone with blood on his hands and face.
When the boy entered his home, he discovered the body of his
not her in the bathtub. She had been savagely stabbed to
death. Zi nmrer confessed to being Ms. Cooper's |over, but
deni ed that he had killed her.

The young boy has been placed in the care of an aunt.

Dani el Cooper's trenbling hands dropped the clipping back
into the box and | ocked it. He | ooked around wildly. The
wal |s and ceiling of the hotel bathroomwere spattered with
bl ood. He saw his nother's naked body floating in the red
water. He felt a wave of vertigo and clutched the sink. The
screans inside himbecane gutteral noans, and he frantically
tore off his clothes and sank down into the bl ood-warm bat h.
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"I must informyou, M. Cooper," lInspector Trignant said,
"that your position here is nbst unusual. You are not a
menber of any police force, and your presence here is



unofficial. However, we have been requested by the police
departnents of several European countries to extend our
cooperation." Dani el Cooper said nothing.

"As | understand it, you are an investigator for the

I nternational Insurance Protective Association, a consortium
of i nsurance conpanies." Sone of our European clients have
had heave | osses lately. | was told there are no clues."”

I nspector Trignant sighed. "I'mafraid that is the case.
We. know we are dealing with a gang of very clever wonen,
but beyond that---"

“"No information frominformers?"
“No. Not hi ng. "

"Doesn't that strike you as odd?"
"What do you nean, nonsieur?"

It seenmed so obvious to Cooper that he did not bother to
keep the inpatience out of his voice. "When a gang is

I nvol ved, there's always soneone who tal ks too nuch, drinks
too nmuch, spends too nuch. It's inpossible for a | arge group
of people to keep a secret. Wuld you m nd giving ne your
files on this gang?" The inspector started to refuse. He

t hought Dani el Cooper was one of the npbst physically
unattractive nen he had ever net. And certainly the nost
arrogant. He was going to be a chierie, "a pain in the ass”;
but the inspector had been asked to cooperate fully.

Rel uctantly, he said, "I will have copies nmade for you."

He spoke into an intercom and gave the order. To make
conversation, Inspector Trignant said, "An interesting

report just crossed ny desk. Sone val uable jewels were stolen
aboard the Orient Express while it---"

"I read about it. The thief nmade a fool of the Italian
police."” "No one has been able to figure out how the robbery
was acconplished.” "It's obvious," Daniel Cooper said rudely.
"A matter of sinple logic." Inspector Trignant | ooked over
his glasses in surprise. Mon Dieu, he has the manners of a
pig. He continued, coolly, "In this case, |ogic does not



hel p. Every inch of that train was exam ned, and the
enpl oyees, passengers, and all the |uggage searched."

“"No, " Dani el Cooper contradi cted.

This man is crazy, Inspector Trignant decided. "No---
what ?" "They didn't search all the |uggage."”

"And | tell you they did," Inspector Trignant insisted. "I
have seen the police report."

"The woman from whomthe jewels were stolen--- Silvana
Luadi ?" "Yes?"

"She had placed her jewels in an overni ght case from which
they were taken?" "That is correct.”

"Did the police search Mss Luadi's |uggage?"

"Only her overnight case. She was the victim Wy shoul d
t hey search her |uggage?"

"Because that's logically the only place the thief could
have hidden the jewels--- in the bottom of one of her other
sui tcases. He probably had a duplicate case, and when al

the |l uggage was piled on the platformat the Venice station,
all he had to do was exchange suitcases and di sappear. "
Dani el Cooper rose. "If those reports are ready, |I'll be
runni ng al ong. " **x**xkxkx

Thirty mnutes later, Inspector Trignant was speaking to
Al berto Fornati in Venice.

"Monsi eur,"” the inspector said, "I was calling to inquire
whet her there happened to be any problemw th your wife's

| uggage when you arrived in Venice." "Si, si," Fornati

conpl ained. "The idiot porter got her suitcase mxed up with
soneone el se's. Wien ny wi fe opened her bag at the hotel, it
contai ned nothing but a ot of old magazines. | reported it
to the office of the Orient Express. Have they | ocated ny

wi fe's suitcase?" he asked hopefully. "No, nonsieur,"” the

I nspector said. And he added silently to hinself, Nor would
| expect it, if | were you.



When he conpl eted the tel ephone call, he sat back in his
chair thinking, This Daniel Cooper is tres form dable. Very
f orm dabl e, i ndeed. BOOK THREE

Chapter 24

Tracy's house in Eaton Square was a haven. It was in one

of the nost beautiful areas in London, with the old Georgian
houses facing tree-filled private parks. Nannies in stiffly
starched unifornms wheeled their small charges in status-naned
prans al ong the gravel ed paths, and children played their
ganmes. | mss Any, Tracy thought.

Tracy wal ked along the storied old streets and shopped at
the greengrocers and the chem st on Elizabeth Street; she
marvel ed at the variety of brilliantly colored flowers sold
outside the little shops.

@Qunt her Hartog saw to it that Tracy contributed to the
right charities and net the right people. She dated wealthy
dukes and i npoverished earls and had nunerous proposals of
marri age. She was young and beautiful and rich, and she
seened so vul nerabl e.

"Everyone thinks you're a perfect target," Qunther
| aughed. "You've really done splendidly for yourself, Tracy.
You're set now. You have everything you'll ever need."

It was true. She had noney in safe-deposit boxes all over
Eur ope, the house in London, and a chalet in St. Mritz.
Everyt hi ng she woul d ever need. Except for soneone to share
It with. Tracy thought of the life she had al nost had, with a
husband and a baby. Wuld that ever be possible for her
agai n? She coul d never reveal to any nan who she really was,
nor could she live a lie by concealing her past. She had

pl ayed so many parts, she was no | onger sure who she really
was, but she did know that she could never return to the
life she had once had. It's all right, Tracy thought
defiantly. A lot of people are lonely. GQunther is right. |
have everyt hi ng.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

She was giving a cocktail party the follow ng evening, the



first since her return from Veni ce.

“I"'mlooking forward to it," Gunther told her. "Your
parties are the hottest ticket in London."

Tracy said fondly, "Look who ny sponsor is.

"Who's going to be there?"

"Everybody," Tracy told him

Everybody turned out to be one nore guest than Tracy had
anticipated. She had invited the Baroness Howarth, an
attractive young heiress, and when Tracy saw t he baroness
arrive, she wal ked over to greet her. The greeting died on
Tracy's lips. Wth the baroness was Jeff Stevens.

"Tracy, darling, | don't believe you know M. Stevens.
Jeff, this is Ms. Tracy Witney, your hostess."

Tracy said stiffly, "How do you do, M. Stevens?"

Jeff took Tracy's hand, holding it a fraction |onger than
necessary. "Ms. Tracy Witney?" he said. "O course! | was
a friend of your husband's. W were together in India."

"Isn't that exciting!" Baroness Howarth excl ai med.

"Strange, he never nentioned you," Tracy said coolly.

"Didn't he, really? I"'msurprised. Interesting old fella.
Pity he had to go the way he did."

"Ch, what happened?" Baroness Howarth asked.
Tracy glared at Jeff. "It was nothing, really.”

“Not hing!" Jeff said reproachfully. "If | remenber
correctly, he was hanged in India."

"Paki stan,"” Tracy said tightly. "And | believe |I do
remenber ny husband nentioning you. How is your w fe?"

Bar oness Howarth | ooked at Jeff. "You never nentioned that



you were nmarried, Jeff."

"Cecily and | are divorced."

Tracy smled sweetly. "I neant Rose."
"Ch, that wife."

Bar oness Howarth was astoni shed. "You've been married
tw ce?" "Once," he said easily. "Rose and | got an annul nent.
W were very young." He started to nove away.

Tracy asked, "But weren't there tw ns?"
Bar oness Howart h excl ai ned, "Tw ns?"

"They live with their nother," Jeff told her. He | ooked at
Tracy: "I can't tell you how pleasant it's been talking to
you, Ms. Witney, but we nustn't nonopolize you." And he
took the baroness's hand and wal ked away. The fol |l ow ng
norning Tracy ran into Jeff in an elevator at Harrods. The
store was crowded with shoppers. Tracy got off at the second
floor. As she left the elevator, she turned to Jeff and said
in a loud, clear voice, "By the way, how did you ever cone
out on that norals charge?" The door closed, and Jeff was
trapped in an elevator filled with indignant strangers. Tracy
| ay in bed that night thinking about Jeff, and she had to

| augh. He really was a charnmer. A scoundrel, but an engagi ng
one. She wondered what his relationship wi th Baroness
Howarth was: She knew very well what his relationship with
Bar oness Howarth was. Jeff and | are two of a kind, Tracy

t hought. Neither of them would ever settle down. The life
they led was too exciting and stinulating and rewardi ng.

She turned her thoughts toward her next job. It was going

to take place in the South of France, and it would be a
chal l enge. @unther had told her that the police were | ooking
for a gang. She fell asleep with a smle on her |ips.
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In his hotel roomin Paris, Daniel Cooper was reading the
reports Inspector Trignant had given him It was 4:.00 A M,
and Cooper had been poring over the papers for hours,

anal yzing the imagi native m x of robberies and sw ndles. Sone



of the scans Cooper was famliar wth, but others were new
to him As Inspector Trignant had nentioned, all the victins
had unsavory reputations. This gang apparently thinks

t hey' re Robi n Hoods, Cooper reflected. He had nearly
finished. There were only three reports |left. The one on top
was headed BRUSSELS. Cooper opened the cover and gl anced at
the report. Two mllion dollars' worth of jewelry had been
stolen fromthe wall safe of a M. Van Ruysen, a Bel gi an

st ockbr oker, who had been involved in sone questionable

fi nanci al dealings.

The owners were away on vacation, and the house was enpty,
and--- Cooper caught sonething on the page that nmade his
heart qui cken. He went back to the first sentence and began
rereading the report, focusing on every word. This one varied
fromthe others in one significant respect: The burglar had
set off an alarm and when the police arrived, they were
greeted at the door by a woman wearing a filmy negligee. Her
hair was tucked into a curler cap, and her face was thickly
covered with cold cream She clained to be a houseguest of
the Van Ruysens'. The police accepted her story, and by the
time they were able to check it out with the absent owners,
the woman and the jewel ry had vani shed. Cooper | aid down the
report. Logic, |ogic.

kkhkkkk*kkhk*

| nspector Trignant was |osing his patience. "You' re wong.

| tell you it is inpossible for one wonan to be responsible
for all these crines.” "There's a way to check it out,"
Dani el Cooper said.

n |_bv\pll

“I"'d like to see a conputer run on the dates and | ocations
of the last few burglaries and swindles that fit into this
category."

"That's sinple enough, but ---

“"Next, | would like to get an inmm gration report on every

femal e American tourist who was in those sane cities at the
tinmes the crines were commtted. It's possible that she uses
fal se passports sone of the tinme, but the probabilities are



that she al so uses her real identity." Inspector Trignhant was
t houghtful. "I see your line of reasoning, nonsieur." He
studied the little nman before himand found hinmself half
hopi ng that Cooper was m staken. He was nuch too sure of
himsel f. "Very well. | will set the wheels in notion."

The first burglary in the series had been commtted in
Stockholm The report fromlnterpol Sektionen Rikspolis
Styrel sen, the Interpol branch in Sweden, listed the
Anerican tourists in Stockhol mthat week, and the nanes of
the wonmen were fed into a conputer. The next city checked
was Ml an. When the nanmes of Anerican wonen tourists in
Mlan at the tinme of the burglary was cross-checked with the
nanmes of wonen who had been in Stockhol mduring that
burglary, there were fifty-five names on the list. That |ist
was checked agai nst the nanes of fenmal e Anericans who had
been in Ireland during a swndle, and the |list was reduced
to fifteen. Inspector Trignant handed the printout to Dani el
Cooper. "I'Il start checking these nanes against the Berlin
swindle," Inspector Trignant said, "and---"

Dani el Cooper | ooked up. "Don't bother."

The nane at the top of the list was Tracy Whitney.

kkhkkkk*kkhk*

Wth sonething concrete finally to go on, Interpol went
into action. Red circulations, which neant top priority,
were sent to each nenber nation, advising themto be on the
| ookout for Tracy Wi tney.

"We're al so Tel etypi ng green notices,"
told Cooper. "Green notices?"

| nspect or Trignant

"We use a color-code 'system A red circulation is top
priority, blue is an inquiry for information about a
suspect, a green notice puts police departnents on warni ng
that an individual is under suspicion and shoul d be wat ched,
black is an inquiry into unidentified bodies. X-D signals
that a nessage is very urgent, while Dis urgent. No natter
what country M ss Witney goes to, fromthe nonent she
checks through custons, she will be under observation. The
foll owi ng day Tel ephoto pictures of Tracy Witney fromthe



Sout hern Loui siana Penitentiary for Wonen were in the hands
of Interpol. Daniel Cooper put inacall to J. J. Reynolds's
honme. The phone rang a dozen tines before it was answered.

"Hello..."
"I need some information."

"I's that you, Cooper? For Christ's sake, it's four o'clock
in the norning here. | was sound---"

"I want you to send nme everything you can find on Tracy
Wi t ney. Press clippings, videotapes--- everything."

"What' s happeni ng over---?"
Cooper had hung up.

One day I'I'l kill the son of a bitch, Reynol ds swore.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Bef ore, Dani el Cooper had been only casually interested in
Tracy Wiitney. Now she was his assignnent. He taped her

phot ographs on the walls of his snmall Paris hotel room and
read all the newspaper accounts about her. He rented a video
cassette player and ran and reran the tel evision news shots
of Tracy after her sentencing, and after her release from
prison. Cooper sat in his darkened room hour after hour,

| ooking at the film and the first glimering of suspicion
becane a certainty. "You' re the gang of wonen, M ss Witney,"
Dani e Cooper said aloud. Then he flicked the rewi nd button
of the cassette player once nore.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 25

Every year, on the first Saturday in June, the Count de
Mat i gny sponsored a charity ball for the benefit of the
Children's Hospital in Paris. Tickets for the white-tie
affair were a thousand dollars apiece, and society's elite
flewin fromall over the world to attend.



The Chateau de Matigny, at Cap d' Antibes, was one of the
showpl aces of France. The careful |y mani cured grounds were
superb, and the chateau itself dated back to the fifteenth
century. On the evening of the fete, the grand ballroom and
the petit ballroomwere filled with beautifully dressed
guests and smartly liveried servants offering endl ess

gl asses of chanpagne. Huge buffet tables were set up,

di spl ayi ng an astonishing array of hors d'oeuvres on Georgi an
silver platters. Tracy, looking ravishing in a white |ace
gown, her hair dressed high and held in place by a dianond
tiara, was dancing with her host, Count de Mtigny, a w dower
in his late sixties, small and trim with pale, delicate
features. The benefit ball the count dives each year for the
Children's Hospital is a racket. Gunther Hartog had told
Tracy. Ten percent of the noney goes to the children---

ni nety percent goes into his pocket.

"You are a superb dancer, Duchess," the count said.
Tracy smled. "That's because of ny partner.”

"How is it that you and I have not net before?"

"I"ve been living in South America," Tracy explained. "In
the jungles, I'mafraid."
"Why on earth!"

"My husband owmns a few mnes in Brazil."
"Ah. And is your husband here this evening?"

"No. Unfortunately, he had to stay in Brazil and take care
of business.” "Unlucky for him Lucky for ne." Hs arm

ti ghtened around her waist. "I |look forward to our becomn ng
very good friends."

"And |, too," Tracy nurnured.

Over the count's shoul der Tracy suddenly caught sight of
Jeff Stevens, |ooking suntanned and ridiculously fit. He was
dancing with a beautiful, willow brunet in crinson taffeta,
who was clinging to himpossessively. Jeff saw Tracy at the
same nonent and sm | ed.



The bastard has every reason to smle, Tracy thought

grimy. During the previous two weeks Tracy had neticul ously
pl anned two burglaries. She had broken into the first house
and opened the safe, only to find it enpty. Jeff Stevens had
been there first. On the second occasion Tracy was noving

t hrough the grounds toward the targeted house when she heard
t he sudden accel eration of a car and caught a glinpse of
Jeff as he sped away. He had beaten her to it again. He was
i nfuriating. Now he's here at the house I'mplanning to
burgl e next, Tracy thought.

Jeff and his partner danced nearer. Jeff smled and said,
"Good evening, Count." The Count de Matigny smled. "Ah,
Jeffrey. Good evening. |'mso pleased that you could cone."

"I wouldn't have mssed it." Jeff indicated the
vol upt uous-1 ooking woman in his arns. "This is Mss Wl l ace.
The Count de Matigny."

"Enchanté!" The count indicated Tracy. "Duchess, may |
present Mss Wallace and M. Jeffrey Stevens? The Duchess de
Larosa. "

Jeff's eyebrows raised questioningly. "Sorry. | didn't

hear the nane." "De Larosa," Tracy said evenly.

"De Larosa... De Larosa." Jeff was studying Tracy. "That

nanme seens so famliar. O course! | know your husband. Is
the dear fellow here wwth you?" "He's in Brazil." Tracy found

that she was gritting her teeth. Jeff smled. "Ah, too bad.
W used to go hunting together. Before he had his accident,
of course.”

"Acci dent ?" the count asked.

"Yes." Jeff's tone was rueful. "H s gun went off and shot
himin a very sensitive area. It was one of those stupid
things." He turned to Tracy. "Is there any hope that he'll
ever be nornmal agai n?"

Tracy said tonelessly, "I'msure that one day he'll be as
normal as you are, M. Stevens."



"Oh, good. You will give himny best regards when you talk
to him won't you, Duchess?"

The nusic stopped. The Count de Matigny apol ogi zed to
Tracy. "If you'll excuse ne, ny dear, | have a few hostly
duties to attend to." He squeezed her hand. "Don't forget
you're seated at ny table."

As the count noved away, Jeff said to his conpani on,

"Angel , you put sonme aspirin in your bag, didn't you? Could
you get one for nme? |'mafraid |I'"'mgetting a terrible
headache. "

"Ch, ny poor darling." There was an adoring | ook in her
eyes. "I'lIl be right back, sweetheart."

Tracy watched her slink across the floor. "Aren't you
afraid she'll give you di abetes?"

"She is sweet, isn't she? And how have you been | ately,
Duchess?" Tracy smled for the benefit of those around them
"That's really none of your concern, is it?"

"Ah, but it is. In fact, |I'mconcerned enough to give you
some friendly advice. Don't try to rob this chateau."

"Why? Are you planning to do it first?"

Jeff took Tracy's arm and wal ked her over to a deserted

spot near the piano, where a dark-eyed young nan was

soul fully massacring Anmerican show tunes. Only Tracy could
hear Jeff's voice over the nusic. "As a nmatter of fact, | was
planning a little sonmething, but it's too dangerous."”

"Real | y?" Tracy was beginning to enjoy the conversation.

It was a relief to be herself, to stop playacting. The G eeks
had the right word for it, Tracy thought. Hypocrite was from
the G eek word for "actor." "Listen to nme, Tracy." Jeff's
tone was serious. "Don't try this. First of all, you'd never
get through the grounds alive. A killer guard dog is |et

| oose at night."

Suddenly, Tracy was listening intently. Jeff was pl anning



to rob the place. "Every wi ndow and door is wired. The al arns
connect directly to the police station. Even if you did
manage to get inside the house, the whole place is
crisscrossed with invisible infrared beans."

"I know all that." Tracy was a little snug.

"Then you nust al so know that the beam doesn't sound the

al arm when you step into it. It sounds the al arm when you
step out of it. It senses the heat change. There's no way
you can get through it without setting it off." She had not
known that. How had Jeff |earned of It?

"Why are you telling nme all this?"

He sm |l ed, and she thought he had never | ooked nore
attractive. "l really don't want you to get caught, Duchess.
| 1ike having you around. You know, Tracy, you and | could
becone very good friends."

"You're wong," Tracy assured him She saw Jeff's date
hurrying toward them "Here comes Ms. D abetes. Enjoy
yoursel f."

As Tracy wal ked away, she heard Jeff's date say, "I
brought you sone chanpagne to wash it down w th, poor baby."

The di nner was sunptuous. Each course was acconpani ed by

the appropriate w ne, inpeccably served by white-gl oved
footmen. The first course was a native asparagus wth a
white truffle sauce, followed by a consomm& with delicate
norels. After that cane a saddle of |lanb with an assort nment
of fresh vegetables fromthe count's gardens. A crisp endive
sal ad was next. For dessert there were individually nolded

I ce-cream servings and a silver epergne, piled high with
petite fours. Coffee and brandy cane last. Cigars were
offered to the nen, and the wonen were given Joy perfunme in
a Baccarat crystal flacon. After dinner, the Count de Matigny
turned to Tracy. "You nentioned that you were interested in
seeing sone of ny paintings. Wuld you like to take a | ook
now?" "1'd love to," Tracy assured him

The picture gallery was a private nuseumfilled wth



Italian masters, French | npressionists, and Picassos. The

| ong hall was ablaze with the bew tching colors and forns
painted by imortals. There were Mnets and Renoirs,

Canal ettos and CGuardis and Tintorettos. There was an

exqui site Tiepolo and Guercino and a Titian, and there was
alnost a full wall of Cézannes. There was no cal cul ating the
val ue of the collection.

Tracy stared at the paintings a long time, savoring their
beauty. "I hope these are well guarded.”

The count smled. "On three occasions thieves have tried

to get at ny treasures. One was killed by ny dog, the second
was mai ned, and the third is serving a life termin prison
The chateau is an invul nerable fortress, Duchess."” "|I'm so
relieved to hear that, Count."

There was a bright flash of |light fromoutside. "The

fireworks display is beginning,"” the count said. "I think
you'll be anused." He took Tracy's soft hand in his papery,
dry one and |l ed her out of the picture gallery. "I'm|leaving
for Deauville in the norning, where | have a villa on the
sea. I've invited a few friends down next weekend. You m ght

enjoy it."

"I msure | would,"” Tracy said regretfully, "but I'm
afraid ny husband is getting restless. He insists that |
return.”

The fireworks display |asted for al nbst an hour, and Tracy
t ook advantage of the distraction to reconnoiter the house.
What Jeff had said was true: The odds agai nst a successful
burglary were form dable, but for that very reason Tracy
found the challenge irresistible. She knew that upstairs in
the count's bedroomwere $2 million in jewels, and half a
dozen masterpi eces, including a Leonardo. The chateau is a
treasure house, Gunther Hartog had told her, and it's guarded
| i ke one. Don't make a nove unl ess you have a f ool proof
plan. Well, |'ve worked out a plan, Tracy thought. Whether
it's fool proof or not, I'Il know tonorrow.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The follow ng night was chilly and cl oudy, and the high



wal | s around the chateau appeared gri mand forbidding as
Tracy stood in the shadows, wearing black coveralls,

gum sol ed shoes, and supple black kid gloves, carrying a
shoul der bag. For an unguarded nonent Tracy's m nd enbraced
the nmenory of the walls of the penitentiary, and she gave an
I nvol untary shiver.

She had driven the rented van al ongside the stone wall at
the back of the estate. Fromthe other side of the wall cane
a low, fierce growl that devel oped into a frenzied barking,
as the dog leapt into the air, trying to attack. Tracy

vi sual i zed the Doberman's powerful, heavy body and deadly
teeth. She called out softly to sonmeone in the van, "Now. "

A slight, mddl e-aged nan, also dressed in black, with a
rucksack on his back, canme out of the van holding onto a
femal e Doberman. The dog was in season, and the tone of
barking fromthe other side of the stone wall suddenly
changed to an excited whine.

Tracy helped lift the bitch to the top of the van, which
was al nost the exact height of the wall.

"One, two, three," she whispered.

And the two of themtossed the bitch over the wall into

t he grounds of the estate. There were two sharp barks,
followed by a series of snuffling noises, then the sound of
the dogs running. After that all was quiet. Tracy turned to
her confederate. "Let's go."

The man, Jean Louis, nodded. She had found himin Anti bes.
He was a thief who had spent nost of his life in prison.
Jean Louis was not bright, but he was a genius with | ocks
and al arnms, perfect for this job.

Tracy stepped fromthe roof of the van onto the top of the
wal | . She unrolled a scaling | adder and hooked it to the
edge of the wall. They both noved down it onto the grass
bel ow. The estate appeared vastly different fromthe way it
had | ooked the evening before, when it was brightly lit and
crowded with | aughi ng guests. Now, everything was dark and
bl eak.



Jean Louis trailed behind Tracy, keeping a fearful watch

for the Dobernmans. The chateau was covered with centuries-old
ivy clinging to the wall up to the rooftop. Tracy had
casually tested the ivy the evening before. Now, as she put
her weight on a vine, it held. She began to clinb, scanning

t he grounds bel ow. There was no sign of the dogs. | hope

they stay busy for a long tine, she prayed.

When Tracy reached the roof, she signaled to Jean Louis

and waited until he clinbed up beside her. Fromthe pinpoint
light Tracy switched on, they saw a gl ass skylight, securely
| ocked from bel ow. As Tracy wat ched, Jean Louis reached into
the rucksack on his back and pulled out a small glass cutter.
It took himless than a mnute to renove the gl ass.

Tracy gl anced down and saw that their way was bl ocked by a
spiderweb of alarmwres. "Can you handl e that, Jean?" she
whi sper ed.

"Je peux faire ca. No problem" He reached into his pack

and pulled out a foot-long wire with an alligator clanp on
each end. Moving slowy, he traced the beginning of the
alarmwre, stripped it, and connected the alligator clanp to
the end of the alarm He pulled out a pair of pliers and
carefully cut the wire. Tracy tensed herself, waiting for

the sound of the alarm but all was quiet. Jean Louis | ooked
up and grinned. "Voila. Fini."

Wong, Tracy thought. This is just the beginning.

They used a second scaling |adder to clinmb down through
the skylight. So far so good. They had nade it safely into
the attic. But when Tracy thought of what |ay ahead, her
heart began to pound.

She pulled out two pairs of red-1lens goggles and handed
one of themto Jean Louis. "Put these on."

She had figured out a way to distract the Dobernman, but

the infrared-ray alarnms had proved to be a nore difficult
problemto solve. Jeff had been correct: The house was
crisscrossed with invisible beans. Tracy took several |ong,
deep breaths. Center your energy, your chi. Relax. She
forced her mnd into a crystal clarity: Wen a person noves



Into a beam not hi ng happens, but the instant the person
noves out of the beam the sensor detects the difference in
tenperature and the alarmis set off. It has been set to go
of f before the burglar opens the safe, Ieaving himno tine
to do anything before the police arrive. And there, Tracy had
deci ded, was the weakness in the system She had needed to
devise a way to keep the alarmsilent until after the safe
was opened. At 6:30 in the norning she had found the
solution. The burglary was possible, and Tracy had felt that
famliar feeling of excitenment begin to build wi thin her.
Now, she slipped the infrared goggles on, and instantly
everything in the roomtook on an eerie red glow. In front
of the attic door Tracy saw a beam of |ight that would have
been invisible wthout the gl asses.

"Slip under it," she warned Jean Louis. "Careful."

They craw ed under the beam and found thenselves in a dark
hal | way | eading to Count de Matigny's bedroom Tracy flicked
on the flashlight and |l ed the way. Through the infrared
goggl es, Tracy saw another |ight beam this one | ow across
the threshold of the bedroom door. G ngerly, she junped over
it. Jean Louis was right behind her.

Tracy played her flashlight around the walls, and there
were the paintings, inpressive, awesone.

Promise to bring ne the Leonardo, Gunther had said. And of
course the jewelry. Tracy took down the picture, turned it
over, and laid it on the floor. She carefully renoved it
fromits franme, rolled up the vellum and stored it in her
shoul der bag. Al that remai ned now was to get into the safe,
whi ch stood in a curtained al cove at the far end of the

bedr oom

Tracy opened the curtains. Four infrared lights
transversed the al cove, fromthe floor to the ceiling,
crisscrossing one another. It was inpossible to reach the
safe w thout breaking one of the beans.

Jean Louis stared at the beans with dismay. "Bon Di eu de
merde! We can't get through those. They're too low to craw
under and too high to junp over." "I want you to do just as |
tell you," Tracy said. She stepped in back of him and put



her arnms tightly around his waist. "Now, walk with nme. Left
foot first." Together, they took a step toward the beans,

t hen another. Jean Louis breathed, "Alors! W're going into
t hem "

"Right."

They noved directly into the center of the beans, where
t hey converged, and Tracy st opped.

“"Now, |isten carefully,” she said. "I want you to wal k
over to the safe.” "But the beans---"

"Don't worry. It will be all right." She fervently hoped
she was right. Hesitantly, Jean Louis stepped out of the
infrared beanms. Al was quiet. He | ooked back at Tracy with
| arge, frightened eyes. She was standing in the m ddl e of

t he beans, her body heat keeping the sensors from soundi ng
the alarm Jean Louis hurried over to the safe. Tracy stood
stock-still, aware that the instant she noved, the alarm
woul d sound.

Qut of the corner of one eye, Tracy could see Jean Louis

as he renoved sone tools fromhis pack and began to work on
the dial of the safe. Tracy stood notionl ess, taking sl ow,
deep breaths. Tine stopped. Jean Louis seened to be taking
forever. The calf of Tracy's right | eg began to ache, then
went into spasm Tracy gritted her teeth. She dared not
nove.

"How | ong?" she whi sper ed.
"Ten, fifteen mnutes."”

It seenmed to Tracy she had been standing there a lifetine.
The |l eg nuscles in her left leg were beginning to cranp. She
felt like screamng fromthe pain. She was pinned in the
beans, frozen. She heard a click. The safe was open.

"Magni fique! C est |a banque! Do you wi sh everything?" Jean
Loui s asked. "No papers. Only the jewels. Whatever cash is
there is yours." "Merci."

Tracy heard Jean Louis riffling through the safe, and a
few nonments | ater he was wal ki ng toward her.



"Form dabl e!" he said. "But how do we get out of here
wi t hout breaking the beanf"

"We don't," Tracy informed him

He stared at her. "What ?"

"Stand in front of ne."

"But---"

"Do as | say."

Pani cky, Jean Louis stepped into the beam

Tracy held her breath. Nothing happened. "All right. Now,
very slowy, we're going to back out of the room™

"And then?" Jean Louis's eyes | ooked enornous behind the
goggles. "Then, ny friend, we run for it."

I nch by inch, they backed through the beans toward the
curtains, where the beans began. Wen they reached them
Tracy took a deep breath. "Right. Wien | say now, we go out
the same way we cane in."

Jean Louis swal |l owed and nodded. Tracy could feel his
smal | body trenble. "Now"

Tracy spun around and raced toward the door, Jean Louis
after her. The instant they stepped out of the beans, the
al ar m sounded. The noi se was deafening, shattering.

Tracy streaked to the attic and scurried up the hook

| adder, Jean Louis close behind. They raced across the roof
and cl anbered down the ivy, and the two of them sped across
the grounds toward the wall where the second | adder was

wai ting. Monents |later they reached the roof of the van and
scurried down. Tracy leapt into the driver's seat, Jean
Loui s at her side.

As the van raced down the side road, Tracy saw a dark



sedan parked under a grove of trees. For an instant the
headl i ghts of the van |it the interior of the car. Behind

t he wheel sat Jeff Stevens. At his side was a | arge Doberman.
Tracy | aughed al oud and blew a kiss to Jeff as the van sped
away. Fromthe distance cane the wail of approaching police
sirens.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 26

Biarritz, on the southwestern coast of France, has | ost
much of its turn-of-the-century gl anour. The once-faned
Casino Bellevue is closed for badly needed repairs, while
t he Casi no Munici pal on Rue Mazagran i s now a run-down
bui | di ng housi ng snmall shops and a danci ng school. The old
villas on the hills have taken on a | ook of shabby
gentility.

Still, in high season, fromJuly to Septenber, the wealthy
and titled of Europe continue to flock to Biarritz to enjoy
the ganbling and the sun and their nenories. Those who do
not have their own chéateaus stay at the | uxurious Hotel du
Palais, at 1 Avenue Inpératrice. The former sumrer residence
of Napoleon II1l, the hotel is situated on a pronontory over
the Atlantic Ocean, in one of nature's nost spectacul ar
settings: a lighthouse on one side, flanked by huge jagged
rocks |l oom ng out of the gray ocean |ike prehistoric
nonsters, and the boardwal k on the other side.

On an afternoon in | ate August the French Baroness
Marguerite de Chantilly swept into the | obby of the Hotel du
Pal ai s. The baroness was an el egant young woman with a sl eek
cap of ash-blond hair. She wore a green-and-white silk

G vency dress that set off a figure that nade the wonen turn
and wat ch her enviously, and the nen gape.

The baroness wal ked up to the concierge. "Ma clé, s'i
vous plait," she said. She had a charm ng French accent.
"Certainly, Baroness." He handed Tracy her key and several

t el ephone nessages. As Tracy wal ked toward the el evator, a
bespect acl ed, runpl ed-1ooking man turned abruptly away from
the vitrine displaying Hernmes scarves and crashed into her,



knocki ng the purse from her hand.

"COh, dear," he said. "I'"'mterribly sorry." He picked up
her purse and handed it to her. "Please forgive ne." He
spoke with a M ddl e European accent. The Baroness Marguerite
de Chantilly gave himan inperious nod and noved on. An
attendant ushered her into the elevator and Il et her off at
the third floor. Tracy had chosen Suite 312, having | earned
that often the selection of the hotel accommbdati ons was as
i nportant as the hotel itself. In Capri, it was Bungal ow 522
in the Quisisana. In Majorca, it was the Royal Suite of Son
Vi da, overlooking the nmountains and the distant bay. In New
York, it was Tower Suite 4717 at The Hel nsl ey Pal ace Hotel,
and in Arsterdam Room 325 at the Anstel, where one was
lulled to sleep by the soothing |apping of the canal waters.
Suite 312 at the Hotel du Palais had a panoram c view of both
the ocean and the city. Fromevery wi ndow Tracy coul d watch
t he waves crashing against the tineless rocks protruding
fromthe sea |ike drowning figures. Directly bel ow her

w ndow was an enor nous ki dney-shaped sw nm ng pool, its

bri ght blue water clashing with the gray of the ocean, and
next toit a large terrace with unbrellas to ward off the
sumrer sun. The walls of the suite were upholstered in

bl ue-and-white sil k damask, w th marbl e baseboards, and the
rugs and curtains were the color of faded sweetheart roses.
The wood of the doors and shutters was stained with the soft
patina of tinme.

When Tracy had | ocked the door behind her, she took off

the tight-fitting blond wig and nassaged her scal p. The

bar oness persona was one of her best. There were hundreds of
titles to choose fromin Debrett's Peerage and Baronetage and
Al manach de Gotha. There were | adi es and duchesses and

pri ncesses and baronesses and countesses by the score from
two dozen countries, and the books were invaluable to Tracy,
for they gave famly histories dating back centuries, with
the nanmes of fathers and nothers and children, schools and
houses, and addresses of famly residences. It was a sinple
matter to select a promnent famly and becone a distant
cousin--- particularly a wealthy distant cousin. People were
so inpressed by titles and noney.

Tracy thought of the stranger who had bunped into her in
the hotel |obby and smled. It had begun.
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At 8:00 that evening the Baroness Marguerite de Chantilly
was seated in the hotel's bar when the man who had collided
with her earlier approached her table. "Excuse ne," he said
diffidently, "but | nust apologize again for ny inexcusable
clunsi ness this afternoon.™

Tracy gave hima gracious smle. "That's quite all right.
It was an accident." "You are nost kind." He hesitated. "I
woul d feel nuch better if you would permt ne to buy you a
drink."

"Qui. If you wish."

He slid into a chair opposite her. "Allow nme to introduce
nyself. | am Professor Adolf Zuckernman."

"Marguerite de Chantilly."

Zuckerman signal ed the captain. "What are you drinking?"
Zucker man asked Tracy. "Chanpagne. But perhaps---"

He rai sed a reassuring hand. "I can afford it. In fact, |
amon the verge of being able to afford anything in the
wor |l d. "

"Real | y?" Tracy gave hima small smle. "How nice for
you." "Yes."

Zuckerman ordered a bottle of Bollinger, then turned to
Tracy. "The nost extraordinary thing has happened to ne. |
really should not be discussing this with a stranger, but it
Is too exciting to keep to nyself." He | eaned cl oser and

| onered 'his voice. "To tell you the truth, | ama sinple
school -teacher--- or | was, until recently. | teach history.
It is nost enjoyable, you understand, but not too exciting."

She listened, a | ook of polite interest on her face.

"That is to say, it was not exciting until a few nonths
ago." "May | ask what happened a few nonths ago, Professor



Zuckerman?" "1 was doi ng research on the Spani sh Arnmada,

| ooki ng for odd bits and pieces that m ght nake the subject
nore interesting for ny students, and in the archives of the
| ocal nuseum | cane across an ol d docunent that had sonehow
gotten mxed in with other papers. It gave the details of a
secret expedition that Prince Philip sent out in 1588. One
of the ships, |loaded with gold bullion, was supposed to have
sunk in a stormand vani shed wthout a trace." Tracy | ooked
at himthoughtfully. "Supposed to have sunk?" "Exactly. But
according to these records, the captain and crew deliberately
sank the ship in a deserted cove, planning to cone back

| ater and retrieve the treasure, but they were attacked and
killed by pirates before they could return. The docunent
survived only because none of the sailors on the pirate ship
could read or wite. They did not know the significance of
what they had."” His voice was trenbling with excitenent.
"Now'--- he |l owered his voice and | ooked around to nake sure
It was safe to continue--- "I have the docunent, with
detailed instructions on howto get to the treasure."

"What a fortunate discovery for you, Professor."” There was

a note of admration in her voice.

"That gold bullion is probably worth fifty mllion dollars
today," Zuckerman said. "All | have to do is bring it up."

"What's stopping you?"

He gave an enbarrassed shrug. "Mney. | nust outfit a ship
to bring the treasure to the surface."

"l see. How nmuch woul d that cost?"

"A hundred thousand dollars. | nust confess, | did
sonmet hing extrenely foolish. | took twenty thousand
dollars--- ny life's savings--- and | cane to Biarritz to

ganbl e at the casino, hoping to win enough to..." H's voice

trailed off. "And you lost it."
He nodded. Tracy saw the glint of tears behind his
spectacl es. The chanpagne arrived, and the captain popped the

cork and poured the golden liquid into their glasses.

"Bonne chance," Tracy toasted.



"Thank you."
They sipped their drinks in contenplative silence.

"Please forgive nme for boring you with all this,"
Zuckerman said. "I should not be telling a beautiful |ady ny
troubles.”

"But | find your story fascinating," she assured him "You

are sure the gold is there, oui?"

"Beyond a shadow of a doubt. | have the original shipping
orders and a map drawn by the captain, hinself. | know the
exact |ocation of the treasure.” She was studying himwth a
t hought ful expression on her face. "But you need a hundred

t housand dol | ars?"

Zucker man chuckled ruefully. "Yes. For a treasure worth
fifty mllion." He took another sip of his drink.

"C est possible..." She stopped.
"What ?"
"Have you considered taking in a partner?"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "A partner? No. | planned to

do this alone. But of course nowthat |I've |lost ny noney..."
H s voice trailed off again. "Professor Zuckerman, suppose |
were to give you the hundred thousand dol |l ars?" He shook his
head. "Absolutely not, Baroness. | could not permt that. You
m ght | ose your noney."

"But if you're sure the treasure is there---?"

"OCh, of that | am positive. But a hundred things could go
wrong. There are no guarantees."

"Inlife, there are few guarantees. Your problemis tres
intéressant. Perhaps if | help you solve it, it could be

| ucrative for both of us.” "No, | could never forgive nyself
I f by any renote chance you should | ose your noney."



"l can afford it," she assured him "And | would stand to
make a great deal on ny investnent, n'est-ce pas?"

"OF course, there is that side of it," Zuckerman adm tt ed.
He sat there weighing the matter, obviously torn with
doubts. Finally, he said, "If that is what you wi sh, you
wll be afifty-fifty partner.”

She smiled, pleased. "D accord. | accept."

The professor added quickly, "After expenses, of course.”
"Naturell ement. How soon can we get started?"

“I'mredi ately." The professor was charged wth a sudden
vitality. "I have already found the boat | want to use. It
has nodern dredgi ng equi pnent and a crew of four. O course,
we will have to give thema small percentage of whatever we
bring up."

"Bi en sdr."

"We should get started as quickly as possible, or we m ght
| ose the boat." "I can have the noney for you in five days."

"Wonderful!'" Zuckerman exclained. "That will give ne tine
to make all the preparations. Ah, this was a fortuitous
neeting for both of us, was it not?" "Qui. Sans doute."

"To our adventure." The professor raised his glass.
Tracy raised hers and toasted, "May it prove to be as
profitable as | feel it will be."

They clinked gl asses. Tracy | ooked across the room and
froze. At a table in the far corner was Jeff Stevens,

wat ching her wwth an anused smle on his face. Wth hi mwas
an attractive wonman abl aze with jewels.

Jeff nodded to Tracy, and she smled, renenbering how she
had | ast seen himoutside the De Matigny estate, with that
silly dog beside him That was one for ne, Tracy thought

happi | y.



"So, if you will excuse ne," Zuckerman was saying, "l have
much to do. | will be in touch with you." Tracy graciously
ext ended her hand, and he kissed it and depart ed.

kkkkkikkikk*x

"l see your friend has deserted you, and | can't imagine
why. You | ook absolutely terrific as a bl onde."

Tracy gl anced up. Jeff was standing beside her table. He

sat down in the chair Adolf Zuckerman had occupied a few

m nutes earlier.

"Congratul ations," Jeff said. "The De Matigny caper was

i ngeni ous. Very neat." "Coming fromyou, that's high praise,
Jeff."

"You're costing ne a | ot of noney, Tracy."

"You'll get used to it."

He toyed with the glass in front of him "What did
Pr of essor Zuckerman want ?" " Ch, you know hi nf?"

"You m ght say that."

"He... er... just wanted to have a drink."

"And tell you all about his sunken treasure?"

Tracy was suddenly wary. "How do you know about that?"

Jeff looked at her in surprise. "Don't tell me you fel
for it? It's the oldest con gane in the world."

"Not this tinme."
"You nean you believed hinP"

Tracy said stiffly, "I"'mnot at liberty to discuss it, but
t he professor happens to have sone inside infornmation.”

Jeff shook his head in disbelief. "Tracy, he's trying to
take you. How nmuch did he ask you to invest in his sunken



treasure?"

“"Never mnd," Tracy said primy. "It's nmy noney and ny

busi ness. " Jeff shrugged. "Right. Just don't say old Jeff
didn't try to warn you.'' "It couldn't be that you're
interested in that gold for yourself, could it?" He threw up
his hands in nock despair. "Wiy are you al ways so suspi ci ous
of me?" "It's sinple," Tracy replied. "I don't trust you. Wo
was the woman you were with?" She instantly w shed she coul d
have w t hdrawn the question. "Suzanne? A friend."

"Rich, of course."”

Jeff gave her a lazy smle. "As a matter of fact, | think
she does have a bit of noney. If you'd like to join us for
| uncheon tonorrow, the chef on her two-hundred-fifty-foot

yacht in the harbor nakes a---"

Thank you. | wouldn't dream of interfering with your
| unch. What are you selling her?"

"That's personal ."
"I"'msure it is." It cane out harsher than she had

I ntended. Tracy studied himover the rimof her glass. He
really was too dammed attractive. He had cl ean, regular
features, beautiful gray eyes with long | ashes, and the
heart of a snake. A very intelligent snake. "Have you ever
t hought of going into a legitimte business?" Tracy asked.
"You' d probably be very successful."”

Jeff | ooked shocked. "What? And give up all this? You nust
be joking!" "Have you al ways been a con artist?"

"Con artist? I'man entrepreneur,” he said reprovingly.
"How did you becone a--- an--- entrepreneur?”

"I ran away from hone when | was fourteen and joined a
carnival ." "At fourteen?" It was the first glinpse Tracy had
had i nto what |ay beneath the sophisticated, charm ng
veneer.

"I't was good for ma--- | learned to cope. Wen that
wonderful war in Vietnamcane along, | joined up as a G een



Beret and got an advanced education. | think the main thing
| | earned was that that war was the biggest con of all
Conpared to that, you and | are amateurs."” He changed the
subj ect abruptly. "Do you like pel ota?"

"If you're selling it, no thank you."

"It's a gane, a variation of jai alai. | have two tickets
for tonight, and Suzanne can't make it. Wuld you like to
go?"

Tracy found herself saying yes.
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They dined at a little restaurant in the town square,

where they had a | ocal wine and confit de canard a |l' ail---
roast duck sinmered in its own juices with roasted potatoes
and garlic. It was delicious.

"The specialty of the house,"” Jeff infornmed Tracy.

They di scussed politics and books and travel, and Tracy
found Jeff surprisingly know edgeabl e.

"When you're on your own at fourteen," Jeff told her, "you
pick up things fast. First you | earn what notivates you
then you | earn what notivates other people. A con gane is
simlar to ju jitsu. In ju jitsu you use your opponent's
strength to win. In a con gane, you use his greed. You nake
the first nove, and he does the rest of your work for you."

Tracy smled, wondering if Jeff had any idea how nuch

al i ke they were. She enjoyed being with him but she was

sure that given the opportunity, he would not hesitate to
doubl e-cross her. He was a man to be careful of, and that she
I ntended to be.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The fronton where pelota was played was a | arge outdoor
arena the size of a football field, high in the hills of
Biarritz. There were huge green concrete backboards at



either end of the court, and a playing area in the center,
with four tiers of stone benches on both sides of the field.
At dusk, floodlights were turned on. Wien Tracy and Jeff
arrived, the stands were alnost full, crowded with fans, as
the two teans went into action.

Menbers of each teamtook turns slamming the ball into the
concrete wall and catching it on the rebound in their
cestas, the |long, narrow baskets strapped to their arns.
Pel ota was a fast, dangerous gane.

When one of the players mssed the ball, the crowd

screaned, "They really take this very seriously," Tracy
commented. "A lot of noney is bet on these ganes. The Basques
are a ganbling race." As spectators kept filing in, the
benches becanme nore crowded, and Tracy found herself being
pressed against Jeff. If he was aware of her body agai nst

his, he gave no sign of it.

The pace and ferocity of the gane seened to intensify as

the m nutes passed, and the screans of the fans kept echoing
through the night. "Is it as dangerous as it | ooks?" Tracy
asked.

"Baroness, that ball travels through the air at al nost a
hundred mles an hour. If you get hit in the head, you're
dead. 'INKit's rare for a player to mss." He patted her
hand absently, his eyes glued to the action. The players were
experts, noving gracefully, in perfect control. But in the

m ddl e of the gane, w thout warning, one of the players
hurled the ball at the backboard at the wong angle, and the
| et hal ball canme hurtling straight toward the bench where
Tracy and Jeff sat. The spectators scranbled for cover. Jeff
grabbed Tracy and shoved her to the ground, his body covering
hers. They heard the sound of the ball sailing directly over
their heads and smashing into the side wall. Tracy lay on

the ground, feeling the hardness of Jeff's body. Hs face

was very close to hers.

He held her a nonment, then lifted hinself up and pulled
her to her feet. There was a sudden awkwar dness bet ween

t hem

"I--- 1 think I've had enough excitenent for one evening,"



Tracy said. "I'd like to go back to the hotel, please.”
They sai d good-night in the |obby.

"I enjoyed this evening," Tracy told Jeff. She neant it.
"Tracy, you're not really going ahead with Zuckerman's crazy
sunken-treasure schene, are you?"

"Yes, | am

He studied her for a long nmonent "You still think I'm
after that gold, don't you?"

She | ooked himin the eye. "Aren't you?"
H s expression hardened. "Good |uck "
"Good night, Jeff."

Tracy watched himturn and wal k out of the hotel. She
supposed he was on his way to see Suzanne. Poor wonan.

The concierge said, "Ah, good evening, Baroness. There is
a nessage for you." It was from Professor Zuckerman.
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Adol f Zuckerman had a problem A very large problem He

was seated in the office of Armand G angi er, and Zucker man
was so terrified of what was happeni ng that he di scovered he
had wet his pants. Grangier was the owner of an ill egal
private casino |ocated in an elegant private villa at 123
Rue de Frias. It nmade no difference to G angi er whet her the
Casi no Muni ci pal was closed or not, for the club at Rue de
Frias was always filled with wealthy patrons. Unlike the
gover nnment - super vi sed casi nos, bets there were unlimted, and
that was where the high rollers cane to play roulette,
chem n de fer, and craps. G angier's custoners included Arab
princes, English nobility, Oriental businessnen, African
heads of state. Scantily clad young | adies circul ated around
the roomtaking orders for conplinentary chanpagne and

whi skey, for Armand G angi er had | earned | ong before that,
nore than any ot her class of people, the rich appreciated
getting sonmething for nothing. Gangier could afford to give



drinks away. H's roulette wheels and his card ganes were
ri gged.

The club was usually filled with beautiful young wonen
escorted by ol der gentlenen wth noney, and sooner or |ater
the wonmen were drawn to Grangier. He was a mniature of a
man, with perfect features, liquid brown eyes, and a soft,
sensual mouth. He stood five feet four inches, and the
conmbi nation of his |ooks and his small stature drew wonen
li ke a magnet. Grangier treated each one with feigned

adm ration.

"I find you irresistible, chérie, but unfortunately for
both of us, | amnmadly in |ove with soneone."

And it was true. O course, that soneone changed from week
to week, for in Biarritz there was an endl ess supply of
beautiful young nen, and Armand G angi er gave each one his
brief place in the sun.

Grangi er's connections with the underworld and the police
wer e powerful enough for himto maintain his casino. He had
wor ked his way up frombeing a ticket runner for the nob to
runni ng drugs, and finally, to ruling his owm little fiefdom
in Biarritz; those who opposed himfound out too | ate how
deadly the little man coul d be.

Now Adol f Zuckerman. was bei ng cross-exan ned by Arnmand
Grangier. "Tell nme nore about this baroness you tal ked into
t he sunken-treasure schene.” Fromthe furious tone of his
voi ce, Zuckerman knew that sonething was wong, terribly

W ong.

He swal | oned and said, "Well, she's a wi dow whose husband

| eft her a |ot of noney, and she said she's going to conme up
with a hundred thousand dollars.” The sound of his own voice
gave himconfidence to go on: "Once we get the noney, of

course, we'll tell her that the salvage ship had an acci dent
and that we need another fifty thousand. Then it'll be

anot her hundred thousand, and--- you know-- just |ike

al ways. "

He saw the | ook of contenpt on Armand Grangier's face.
"What' s--- what's the problem chief?"



"The problem" said Gangier in a steely tone, "is that |
just received a call fromone of nmy boys in Paris. He forged
a passport for your baroness. Her nanme is Tracy Witney, and
she's an Anerican.”

Zuckerman's nouth was suddenly dry. He licked his |ips.
"She--- she really seened interested, chief."

"Bal |l e! Conneau! She's a con artist. You tried to pull a

swindle on a swindler!" "Then wwhy did she say yes? Wy
didn't she just turn it down?" Armand G angier's voi ce was
icy. "I don't know, Professor, but | intend to find out. And

when | do, I'msending the lady for a swmin the bay. Nobody
can make a fool out of Armand G angier. Now, pick up that
phone. Tell her a friend of yours has offered to put up half
the noney, and that I'mon ny way over to see her. Do you

t hi nk you can handl e t hat ?"

Zuckerman said eagerly, "Sure, chief. Not to worry."
"I do worry,"” Armand Grangier said slowy. "I worry a | ot
about you, Professor."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Armand Grangier did not like nmysteries. The

sunken-treasure ganme had been worked for centuries, but the
victinms had to be gullible. There was sinply no way a con
artist would ever fall for it. That was the nystery that

bot hered G angier, and he intended to solve it; and when he
had t he answer, the woman woul d be turned over to Bruno
Vicente. Vicente enjoyed playing ganes with his victins

bef ore di sposing of them

Armand Grangi er stepped out of the |inousine as it stopped

in front of the Hotel du Palais, wal ked into the | obby, and
approached Jul es Bergerac, the white-haired Basque who had
wor ked at the hotel fromthe age of thirteen. "Wat's the
nunber of the Baroness Marguerite de Chantilly's suite?"
There was a strict rule that desk clerks not divulge the room
nunbers of guests, but rules did not apply to Armand

G angi er.



"Suite three-twelve, Mnsieur Gangier."

“Merci."

"And Room t hree-el even.”

Grangi er stopped. "Wat ?"

"The countess al so has a room adj oi ning her suite."
"Oh? Who occupies it?"

"No one."

"No one? Are you sure?"

"Qui, nonsieur. She keeps it | ocked. The mai ds have been
ordered to keep out." A puzzled frown appeared on Grangier's
face. "You have a passkey?" "O course.” Wthout an instant's
hesitation, the concierge reached under the desk for a
passkey and handed it to Armand G angi er. Jul es watched as
Armand Grangi er wal ked toward the el evator. One never argued
with a man |li ke Gangier. Wien Armand G angi er reached the
door of the baroness's suite, he found it ajar. He pushed it
open and entered. The living roomwas deserted. "Hello.
Anyone here?"

A fem nine voice fromanother roomsang out, "I'min the
bath. 1'll be with you in a mnute. Please help yourself to
a drink."

Grangi er wandered around the suite, famliar with its

furni shings, tbr over the years he had arranged for many of
his friends to stay in the hotel. He strolled into the
bedroom Expensive jewelry was carel essly spread out on a
dressi ng table.

"I won't be a mnute," the voice called out fromthe
bat hroom "No hurry, Baroness."

Bar oness non cul! he thought angrily. Watever little gane
you' re playing, chérie, is going to backfire. He wal ked over
to the door that connected to the adjoining room It was

| ocked. Grangi er took out the passkey and opened the door.



The room he stepped into had a nusty, unused snell. The
conci erge had said that no one occupied it. Then why did she
need---? Gangier's eye was caught by something oddly out of
pl ace. A heavy black electrical cord attached to a wal

socket snaked along the |l ength of the floor and di sappeared
into a closet. The door was open just enough to allow the
cord to pass through. Curious, Gangier wal ked over to the
cl oset door and opened it.

A row of wet hundred-dollar bills held up by clothespins
on a wre was strung across the closet, hanging out to dry.
On a typewiter stand was an object covered by a drape
cloth. Gangier flicked up the cloth. He uncovered a snall
printing press with a still-wet hundred-dollar bill init.
Next to the press were sheets of blank paper the size of
Anerican currency and a paper cutter. Several

one- hundred-dol lar bills that had been unevenly cut were
scattered on the fl oor.

An angry voi ce behind G angi er denmanded, "What are you

doing in here?" Gangier spun around. Tracy Witney, her hair
danp fromthe bath and wapped in a towel, had cone into the
room

Armand G angier said softly, "Counterfeit! You were going
to pay us off with counterfeit noney." He watched the
expressions that played across her face. Denial, outrage,
and then defi ance.

"All right," Tracy admtted. "But it wouldn't have
mattered. No one can tell these fromthe real thing."

"Con!" It was going to be a pleasure to destroy this one.
"These bills are as good as gold."

"Real | y?" There was contenpt in Gangier's voice. He

pul l ed one of the wet bills fromthe wire and glanced at it.
He | ooked at one side, then the other, and then exam ned
them nore cl osely. They were excellent. "Wo cut these dies?"
"What's the difference? Look, | can have the hundred thousand
dollars ready by Friday."

Grangi er stared at her, puzzled. And when he realized what
she was thinking, he |aughed al oud. "Jesus," he said.



"You're really stupid. There's no treasure." Tracy was
bew | dered. "What do you nean, no treasure? Professor
Zuckerman told nme---"

“And you believed hinf Shanme, Baroness." He studied the
bill in his hand again. "I'I|l take this."

Tracy shrugged. "Take as many as you like. It's only

paper." G angi er grabbed a handful of the wet hundred-dollar
bills. "How do you know one of the maids won't wal k in
here?" he asked.

"I pay themwell to keep away. And when I'mout, | |ock
the closet." She's cool, Armand Grangi er thought. But it's
not going to keep her alive. "Don't |eave the hotel," he
ordered. "I have a friend | want you to nmeet." *****xkxxx

Armand Grangi er had intended to turn the wonman over to
Bruno Vicente i medi ately, but sone instinct held himback.
He exam ned one of the bills again. He had handl ed a | ot of
counterfeit noney, but nothing nearly as good as this.
Whoever cut the dies was a genius. The paper felt authentic,
and the lines were crisp and clean. The col ors renai ned
sharp and fixed, even with the bill wet, and the picture of
Benjam n Franklin was perfect. The bitch was right. It was
hard to tell the difference between what he held in his hand
and the real thing. G angi er wondered whether it would be
possible to pass it off as genuine currency. It was a
tenpting idea.

He decided to hold off on Bruno Vicente for a while.

Early the follow ng norning Armand Grangi er sent for
Zucker man and handed hi m one of the hundred-dollar bills.
"Go down to the bank and exchange this for francs."

"Sure, chief."

Grangi er watched himhurry out of the office. This was
Zuckerrpan's punishnent for his stupidity. If he was
arrested, he would never tell where he got the counterfeit
bill, not if he wanted to live. But if he managed to pass the
bill successfully... I'll see, Gangier thought.



Fifteen mnutes | ater Zuckerman returned to the office. He
counted out a hundred dollars' worth of French francs.

"Anyt hing el se, chief?" Gangier stared at the francs. "D d
you have any troubl e?" "Trouble? No. Wy?"

"I want you to go back to the sane bank," G angier
ordered. "This is what | want you to say...."

kkkkkkkkk*x

Adol f Zucker man wal ked into the | obby of the Banque de
France and approached the desk where the bank nanager sat.
This tinme Zuckerman was aware of the danger he was in, but
he preferred facing that than Grangier's wath. "May | help
you?" the manager asked.

"Yes." He tried to conceal his nervousness. "You see, |

got into a poker gane |ast night with sone Americans | net
at a bar." He stopped. The bank manager nodded w sely. "And
you | ost your noney and perhaps wish to make a | oan?"

"No, " Zuckerman said. "As--- as a matter of fact, | won.

The only thing is, the nen didn't | ook quite honest to ne."
He pulled out two $100 bills. "They paid ne with these, and
I"'mafraid they--- they mght be counterfeit." Zuckerman held
his breath as the bank manager | eaned forward and took the
bills in his pudgy hands. He exam ned them carefully, first
one side and then the other, then held themup to the |ight.

He | ooked at Zuckerman and sm |l ed. "You were |ucky,
nonsi eur. These bills are genuine."

Zuckerman all owed hinmself to exhale. Thank God! Everything
was going to be all right.

*kkkkikkkkhk*
“"No problemat all, chief. He said they were genuine."

It was al nbst too good to be true. Armand G angi er sat
there thinking, a plan already half-fornmed in his m nd.

"Go get the baroness.”



kkhkkkrkhk*xkkhk*

Tracy was seated in Armand Grangier's office, facing him
across his Enpire desk. "You and | are going to be partners,"”
G angier infornmed her. Tracy started to rise. "I don't need a
partner and---"

"Sit down."
She | ooked into Grangier's eyes and sat down.

"Biarritz is ny towmn. You try to pass a single one of

those bills and you'll get arrested so fast you won't know
what hit you. Conprenez-vous? Bad things happen to pretty

|l adies in our jails. You can't nake a nove here w thout ne."
She studied him "So what |'m buying fromyou is protection?"
"Wong. What you're buying fromne is your life."

Tracy believed him
“"Now, tell nme where you got your printing press.”

Tracy hesitated, and Grangi er enjoyed her squirmng. He

wat ched her surrender. She said reluctantly, "I bought it
froman American living in Swtzerland. He was an engraver
with the US. Mnt for twenty-five years, and when they
retired himthere was sonme technical problem about his
pensi on and he never received it. He felt cheated and

decided to get even, so he snuggl ed out sone hundred-dol | ar

pl ates that were supposed to have been destroyed and used his
contacts to get the paper that the Treasury Depart nent

prints its noney on." That explains it, Gangier thought
triunphantly. That is why the bills |ook so good. H's
excitenment grew. "How nmuch noney can that press turn out in a
day?" "Only one bill an hour. Each side of the paper has to
be processed and---" He interrupted. "lIsn't there a |arger
press?"

"Yes, he has one that will turn out fifty bills every
ei ght hours--- five thousand dollars a day--- but he wants

half a mllion dollars for it." "Buy it," Gangier said.

"I don't have five hundred thousand dollars."”



"l do. How soon can you get hold of the press?”
She said reluctantly, "Now, | suppose, but | don't---"

Grangi er picked up the tel ephone and spoke into it.

"Louis, | want five hundred thousand dollars' worth of
French francs. Take what we have fromthe safe and get the
rest fromthe banks. Bring it to ny office. Vite!" Tracy
stood up nervously. "1'd better go and---"

"You' re not goi ng anywhere."
"I really should---"
"Just sit there and keep quiet. |I'mthinking."

He had busi ness associ ates who woul d expect to be cut in
on this deal, but what they don't know won't hurt them

G angi er decided. He would buy the large press for hinself
and replace what he borrowed fromthe casino's bank account
with noney he would print. After that, he would tell Bruno
Vicente to handl e the woman. She did not |ike partners.

Vell, neither did Armand G angi er.
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Two hours later the noney arrived in a | arge sack.

Grangier said to Tracy, "You' re checking out of the Pal ais.
| have a house up in the hills that's very private. You w |
stay there until we set up the operation." He pushed the
phone toward her. "Now, call your friend in Switzerland and
tell himyou' re buying the big press.™

"I have his phone nunber at the hotel. I'll call from
there. Gve ne the address of your house, and I'Il tell him
to ship the press there and---" "Non!" G angi er snapped. "I
don't want to leave a trail. 1'll have it picked up at the
airport. We will talk about it at dinner tonight. I'lIl see
you at eight o'clock."

It was a dismssal. Tracy rose to her feet.



Grangi er nodded toward the sack. "Be careful with the

noney. | wouldn't want anything to happen to it--- or to
you. "

“"Nothing will,"” Tracy assured him

He smled lazily. "I know. Professor Zuckerman is going to

escort you to your hotel."

The two of themrode in the linobusine in silence, the

noney bag between them each busy with his own thoughts.
Zuckerman was not exactly sure what was happeni ng, but he
sensed it was going to be very good for him The wonman was
the key. Gangier had ordered himto keep an eye on her, and
Zuckerman intended to do that.
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Armand Grangier was in a euphoric nood that evening. By

now, the large printing press would have been arranged for.
The Whitney wonman had said it would print $5,000 a day, but
Grangier had a better plan. He intended to work the press on
twenty-four hour shifts. That would bring it to $15,000 a
day, nore than $100,000 a week, $1 million every ten weeks.
And that was just the beginning. Tonight he would | earn who
t he engraver was and nmake a deal with himfor nore machi nes.
There was no limt to the fortune it would make him At
precisely 8:00, Gangier's linousine pulled into the sweeping
curve of the driveway of the Hotel du Palais, and G angier
stepped out of the car. As he wal ked into the |obby, he
noticed with satisfaction that Zuckerman was seated near the
entrance, keeping a watchful eye on the doors. G angier

wal ked over to the desk. "Jules, tell the Baroness de
Chantilly I am here. Have her cone down to the | obby."

The conci erge | ooked up and said, "But the baroness has
checked out, Monsieur G angier."”

"You're m staken. Call her."

Jul es Bergerac was distressed. It was unhealthy to
contradi ct Armand Grangier. "I checked her out nyself."

| npossi bl e. "When?"



"Shortly after she returned to the hotel. She asked ne to

bring her bill to her suite so she could settle it in
cash--"
Armand Grangier's mnd was racing. "lIn cash? French

francs?" "As a matter of fact, yes, nonsieur."

Grangi er asked frantically, "Did she take anythi ng out of
her suite? Any baggage or boxes?"

"No. She said she would send for her |uggage |ater."

So she had taken his noney and gone to Switzerland to nake
her own deal for the large printing press.

"Take ne to her suite. Quickly!"
"Qui, Monsieur Gangier."

Jul es Bergerac grabbed a key froma rack and raced with
Armand Grangi er toward the el evator.

As Grangi er passed Zuckerman, he hissed, "Wy are you
sitting there, you idiot? She's gone.™

Zuckerman | ooked up at hi munconprehendi ngly. "She can't
be gone. She hasn't conme down to the |obby. |I've been
wat chi ng for her.™

"Watching for her," Grangier m m cked. "Have you been

wat ching for a nurse--- a gray-haired old lady--- a maid
goi ng out service door?" Zuckerman was bew | dered. "Wy would
| do that?"

"Get back to the casino," Gangier snapped. "I'll deal

with later." The suite | ooked exactly the sane as when

G angi er had seen it |ast. The connecting door to the
adj oi ni ng room was open. G angier stepped in and hurried
over to the cl oset and yanked open the door. The printing
press was still there, thank God! The Wi tney wonman had | eft
in too big a hurry to take it with her. That was her

m stake. And it is not her only m stake, Gangier thought.
She had cheated hi mout of $500,000, and he was going to pay



her back wth a vengeance. He would let the police help him
find her and put her in jail, where his nen could get at
her. They woul d make her tell who the engraver was and then
shut her up for good.

Armand Grangi er dialed the nunber of police headquarters
and asked to talk to Inspector Dunont. He spoke earnestly
Into the phone for three mnutes and then said, "I'll wait
here."

Fifteen mnutes later his friend the inspector arrived,
acconpanied by a man with an epicene figure and one of the
nost unattractive faces G angier had ever seen. Hi s forehead
| ooked ready to burst out of his face, and his brown eyes,

al rost hi dden behind thick spectacles, had the piercing | ook
of a fanatic. "This is Mnsieur Dani el Cooper," I|Inspector
Dunont said. "Monsieur Gangier. M. Cooper is also
interested in the woman you tel ephoned ne about."” Cooper
spoke up. "You nentioned to |Inspector Dunont that she's

I nvolved in a counterfeiting operation.”

"Vrainment. She is on her way to Switzerland at this

nonment. You can pick her up at the border. | have all the

evi dence you need right here." He led themto the closet, and
Dani el Cooper and Jnspector Dunont | ooked inside. "There is
the press she printed her noney on."

Dani el Cooper wal ked over to the nmachi ne and exanmined it
carefully. "She printed the noney on this press?”

"l just told you so," Gangier snapped. He took a bil
fromhis pocket. "Look at this. It is one of the counterfeit
hundred-dol lar bills she gave nme." Cooper wal ked over to the
wi ndow and held the bill up to the light. "This is a genuine
bill."

"I't only looks |like one. That is because she used stol en
pl at es she bought from an engraver who once worked at the
M nt in Philadel phia. She printed these bills on this
press."

Cooper said rudely "You're stupid. This is an ordinary
printing press. The only thing you could print on this is
| etterheads."



"Letterheads?" The room was begi nning to spin.

"You actually believed in the fable of a machine that
turns paper into genui ne hundred-dollar bills?"

"l tell youl saw with nmy own eyes---" Grangier stopped.
What had he seen? Sone wet hundred-dollar bills strung up to
dry, sonme bl ank paper, and a paper cutter. The enormty of
the swi ndl e began to dawn on him There was no counterfeiting
operation, no engraver waiting in Switzerland. Tracy Witney
had never fallen for the sunken-treasure story. The bitch

had used his own schene as the bait to sw ndle himout of
half a mllion dollars. If the word of this got out.... The
two nen were watching him

"Do you wi sh to press charges of sone kind, Armand?"

| nspect or Dunont asked. How could he? What coul d he say? That
he had been cheated while trying to finance a counterfeiting
operation? And what were his associates going to do to him
when they | earned he had stolen half a mllion dollars of
their nmoney and given it away? He was filled with sudden

dr ead.

"No. I--- 1 don't wish to press charges." There was panic
in his voice. Africa, Armand G angi er thought. They'll never
find me in Africa. Daniel Cooper was thinking, Next tinme.
"1l get her next tine.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 27

It was Tracy who suggested to GQunther Hartog that they
neet in Majorca. Tracy |loved the island. It was one of the
truly picturesque places in the world. "Besides," she told
GQunther, "it was once the refuge of pirates. W'll feel
right at hone there."

“I't mght be best if we are not seen together,"” he
suggested. "I'll arrange it."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x



It had started with GQunther's phone call from London. "I
have sonmething for you that is quite out of the ordinary,
Tracy. | think you'll find it a real challenge."

The follow ng norning Tracy flew to Palma, Mjorca's
capital. Because of Interpol's red circulation on Tracy, her
departure fromBiarritz and her arrival in Mjorca were
reported to the local authorities. When Tracy checked into
the Royal Suite at the Son Vida Hotel, a surveillance team
was set up on a twenty-four-hour basis.

Pol i ce Commandant Ernesto Marze at Pal ma had spoken with
I nspector Trignant at Interpol.

"I amconvinced," Trignant said, "that Tracy Witney is a
one-woman crine wave." "All the worse for her. If she commits
acrime in Majorca, she will find that our justice is

swft."

| nspector Trignant said, "Mnsieur, there is one other
thing I should nention." "Si?"

"You will be having an Anerican visitor. His nanme is
Dani el Cooper." ****x*xkx%

It seened to the detectives trailing Tracy that she was
interested only in sightseeing. They foll owed her as she
toured the island, visiting the cloister of San Francisco

and the colorful Bellver Castle and the beach at Illetas. She
attended a bullfight in Pal ma and di ned on sobrasadas and
camaiot in the Plaza de | a Reine; and she was al ways al one.

She took trips to Fornentor and Val | denbsa and La G anj a,
and visited the pearl factories at Manacor.

"Nada," the detectives reported to Ernesto Marze. "She is
here as a tourist, Commandant."”

The commandant's secretary canme into the office. "There is
an Anerican here to see you. Sefior Dani el Cooper."

Commandant Marze had many Anerican friends. He |iked
Anericans, and he had the feeling that despite what



| nspector Trignant had said, he was going to like this
Dani el Cooper.

He was wrong.

"You're idiots. Al of you," Daniel Cooper snapped. "O
course she's not here as a tourist. She's after sonething."

Commandant Marze barely nmanaged to hold his tenper in

check. "Sefior, you yourself have said that Mss Wiitney's
targets are always sonethi ng spectacul ar, that she enjoys
doing the inpossible. | have checked carefully, Sefior Cooper.
There is nothing in Majorca that is worthy of attracting
Sefiorita Wiitney's talents."

"Has she net anyone here... talked to anyone?”
The insolent tone of the ojete! "No. No one."
"Then she will," Daniel Cooper said flatly.

| finally know, Commandant Marze told hinself, what they
mean by the Ugly Anerican.
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There are two hundred known caves in Majorca, but the nost
exciting is the Cuevas del Drach, the "Caves of the Dragon,™
near Porto Cristo, an hour's journey from Pal ma. The anci ent
caves go deep into the ground, enornous vaulted caverns
carved with stalagmtes and stalactites, tonb-silent except
for the occasional rush of nmeandering, underground streans,
with the water turning green or blue or white, each col or
denoting the extent of the trenendous depths. The caves are a
fairyland of pale-ivory architecture, a seem ngly endl ess
series of labyrinths, dimy lit by strategically placed
torches. No one is permtted inside the caves without a

gui de, but fromthe nonent the caves are opened to the
public in the norning, they are filled with tourists. Tracy
chose Saturday to visit the caves, when they were nost
crowded, packed with hundreds of tourists fromcountries all
over the world. She bought her ticket at the small counter
and di sappeared into the crowd. Dani el Cooper and two of



Commandant Marze's nen were cl ose behind her. A guide led the
excursioni sts along narrow stone paths, made slippery by the
dripping water fromthe stal actites above, pointing downward
| i ke accusing skeletal fingers. There were al coves where the
visitors could step off the paths to stop and adnire the
calcium formations that | ooked |ike huge birds and strange
animals and trees. There were pools of darkness al ong the
dimMy lit paths, and it was into one of these that Tracy

di sappear ed.

Dani el Cooper hurried forward, but she was nowhere in

sight. The press of the crowd noving down the steps nade it

| npossible to | ocate her. He had no way of know ng whet her
she was ahead of himor behind him She is planning sonething
here, Cooper told hinself. But how? \Were? Wat?
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In an arena-sized grotto at the | owest point in the caves,
facing the Geat Lake, is a Roman theater. Tiers of stone
benches have been built to acconmpdate the audi ences that
come to watch the spectacle staged every hour, and the
sightseers take their seats in darkness, waiting for the show
to begin. Tracy counted her way up to the tenth tier and
noved in twenty seats. The man in the twenty-first seat
turned to her. "Any problenf"

"None, Gunther." She | eaned over and ki ssed hi mon the
cheek. He said sonething, and she had to | ean cl oser to hear
hi m above t he babel of voices surroundi ng them

"I thought it best that we not be seen together, in case
you' re being followed." Tracy glanced around at the huge,
packed bl ack cavern. "We're safe here." She | ooked at him

curious. "It must be inportant.”

"It is." He leaned closer to her. "A wealthy client is
eager to acquire a certain painting. It's a Goya, called
Puerto. He'll pay whoever can obtain it for himhalf a
mllion dollars in cash. That's above ny comm ssion." Tracy
was thoughtful. "Are there others trying?"

"Frankly, yes. In nmy opinion, the chances of success are
limted." "Were is the painting?"



"I'n the Prado Museumin Madrid."

"The Prado!" The word that flashed through Tracy's m nd

was i npossi ble. He was | eaning very cl ose, speaking into her
ear, ignoring the chattering going on around them as the
arena filled up. "This wll take a great deal of ingenuity.
That is why | thought of you, ny dear Tracy." "I'm
flattered," Tracy said. "Half a mllion dollars?"

"Free and cl ear."

The show began, and there was a sudden hush. Sl owy,

I nvi si bl e bul bs began to glow and nusic filled the enornous
cavern. The center of the stage was a large lake in front of
the seated audience, and on it, frombehind a stalagmte, a
gondol a appeared, lighted by hidden spotlights. An organi st
was in the boat, filling the air with a nel odi c serenade

t hat echoed across the water. The spectators watched, rapt,
as the colored lights rai nbowed the darkness, and the boat
slowy crossed the | ake and finally di sappeared, as the nusic
faded. "Fantastic," Gunther said. "It was worth traveling
here | to see this." "I love traveling," Tracy said. "And do
you know what i |'ve always wanted to see, Gunther? Madrid."

kkkkkkkkk*x

Standing at the exit to the caves, Daniel Cooper watt
Tracy Wiitney conme out. She was al one.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 28

The Ritz Hotel, on the Plaza de |la Lealtad in Madrid, is
consi dered the best hotel in Spain, and for nore than a
century it has housed and fed nonarchs froma dozen European
countries. Presidents, dictators, and billionaires have sl ept
there. Tracy had heard so nuch about the Rtz that the
reality was a di sappoi ntnment. The | obby was faded and
seedy- | ooki ng.

The assi stant manager escorted her to the suite she had



requested, 411-412, in the south wing of the hotel on Calle
Fel i pe V.

"I trust this will be satisfactory, Mss Witney."

Tracy wal ked over to the wi ndow and | ooked out. Directly

bel ow, across the street, was the Prado Museum "This w |
do nicely, thank you." The suite was filled with the blaring
sounds of the heavy traffic fromthe streets below, but it
had what she wanted: a bird's-eye view of the Prado. Tracy
ordered a light dinner in her roomand retired early. Wen
she got into the bed, she decided that trying to sleep in it
had to be a nodern form of nedieval torture.

At mdnight a detective stationed in the | obby was
relieved by a colleague. "She hasn't left her room | think
she's settled in for the night."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

In Madrid, Direccion CGeneral de Seguridad, police
headquarters, is located in the Puerto del Sol and takes up
an entire city block. It is a gray building with red bri ck,
boasting a large clock tower at the top. Over the main
entrance the red-and-yell ow Spanish flag flies, and there is
al ways a policeman at the door, wearing a beige uniform and
a dark-brown beret, and equi pped with a machine gun, a billy
club, a small gun, and handcuffs. It is at this headquarters
that liaison with Interpol is naintained.

On the previous day an X-D Urgent cable had conme in for
Santiago Ramro, the police conmandant in Madrid, informng
hi m of Tracy Wiitney's inpending arrival. The commandant had
read the final sentence of the cable twice and then

t el ephoned I nspector André Trignant at |nterpol headquarters
in Paris. "I do not conprehend your nessage,”" Ram ro had
said. "You ask nme to extend ny departnent's full cooperation
to an Anerican who is not even a policeman? For what
reason?"

"Commandant, | think you will find M. Cooper nost useful.
He understands M ss Witney."

"What 1s there to understand?" the commandant retorted.



"She is a crimnal. |ngenious, perhaps, but Spanish prisons
are full of ingenious crimnals. This one will not slip
t hrough our net.”

"Bon. And you will consult with M. Cooper?"

The conmmandant said grudgingly, "If you say he can be
useful, | have no objection.”

"Merci, nonsieur."

"De nada, seifor."

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

Commandant Ramiro, |like his counterpart in Paris, was not
fond of Anericans. He found themrude, materialistic, and
nai ve. This one, he thought, may be different. | wll

probably |ike him
He hated Dani el Cooper on sight.

"She's outsnmarted half the police forces in Europe,"”

Dani el Cooper asserted, as he entered the commandant's
office. "And she'll probably do the sane to you." It was al

t he commandant could do to control hinself. "Sefor, we do not
need anyone to tell us our business. Sefiorita Witney has
been under surveillance fromthe nonent she arrived at
Barajas Airport this norning. | assure you that if soneone
drops even a pin on the street and your Mss Witney picks it
up, she will be whisked to jail. She has not dealt with the
Spani sh police before." "She's not here to pick up a pin on
the street.™

"Why do you think she is here?"

“I"'mnot sure. | can only tell you that it will be
sonet hing big." Commandant Ram ro said snugly, "The bigger
the better. W will watch her every nove."

kkkkkikkikk*x

When Tracy awakened in the norning, groggy froma
torturous night's sleep in the bed designed by Tomas de



Tor quenada, she ordered a light breakfast and hot, bl ack

cof fee, and wal ked over to the w ndow overl ooki ng the Prado.
It was an inposing fortress, built of stone and red bricks
fromthe native soil, and was surrounded by grass and trees.
Two Doric colums stood in front, and, on either side, twn
staircases led up to the front entrance. At the street |evel
were two side entrances. School children and tourists froma
dozen countries were lined up in front of the nuseum and at
exactly 10:00 A M, the two large front doors were opened by
guards, and the visitors began to nove through the revol ving
door in the center and through the two side passages at
ground | evel. The tel ephone rang, startling Tracy. No one
except GQunther Hartog knew she was in Madrid. She picked up
the tel ephone. "Hell o?"
"Buenos dias, sefiorita.” It was a famliar voice. "I'm
calling for the Madrid Chanber of Commerce, and they have
Instructed ne to do everything | can to nmake sure you have
an exciting tinme in our city."

"How did you know | was in Madrid, Jeff?"

"Seforita, the Chanber of Comrerce knows everything. Is
this your first tinme here?"

"Yes."

"jBueno! Then I can show you a few places. How | ong do you
plan to be here, Tracy?"

It was a | eading question. "I'mnot sure," she said

lightly "Just |ong enough to do a little shopping and

si ght seei ng. What are you doing in Madrid?" "The sane."” His
tone matched hers. " Shopping and sightseeing.” Tracy did not
bel i eve in coincidence. Jeff Stevens was there for the sane
reason she was: to steal the Puerto.

He asked, "Are you free for dinner?"
It was a dare. "Yes."

"Good. I'll make a reservation at the Jockey."

kkhkkkrkkhk*kkhk*



Tracy certainly had no illusions about Jeff, but when she

st epped out of the elevator into the | obby and saw him
standing there waiting for her, she was unreasonably pl eased
to see him

Jeff took her hand in his. "iFantastico, querida! You | ook
| ovely." She had dressed carefully. She wore a Val entino
navy-blue suit with a Russian sable flung around her neck,
Maud Fri zon punps, and she carried a navy purse enbl azoned
with the Hernmes H.

Dani el Cooper, seated at a snmall round table in a corner

of the |lobby wth a glass of Perrier before him watched
Tracy as she greeted her escort, and he felt a sense of

enor nous power: Justice is mne, sayeth the Lord, and I am
H s sword and his instrunment of vengeance. My life is a
penance, and you shall help ne pay. I'mgoing to punish you.

Cooper knew that no police force in the world was cl ever
enough to catch Tracy Witney. But | am Cooper thought She
bel ongs to ne.

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Tracy had becone nore than an assignment to Daniel Cooper:
She had beconme an obsession. He carried her photographs and
file with himeverywhere, and at night before he went to

sl eep, he lovingly pored over them He had arrived in
Biarritz too late to catch her, and she had eluded himin

Maj orca, but now that Interpol had picked up her trai

agai n, Cooper was determned not to lose it. He dreamed about
Tracy at night. She was in a giant cage, naked, pleading with
himto set her free. | |ove you, he said, but I'll never set
you free *kkkkhkkkkk*

The Jockey was a small, elegant restaurant on Amador de
|l os Rios. "The food here is superb,” Jeff prom sed.

He was | ooking particularly handsonme, Tracy thought. There
was an inner excitenment about himthat matched Tracy's, and
she knew why: They were conpeting wth each ot her, matching
wits in a ganme for high stakes. But I'mgoing to win, Tracy



thought. I"'mgoing to find a way to steal that painting from
the Prado before he does.

"There's a strange runor around,” Jeff was saying.

She focused her attention on him "Wat kind of runor?"
"Have you ever heard of Dani el Cooper? He's an insurance
I nvestigator, very bright."

"No. What about hi "

"Be careful. He's dangerous. | wouldn't want anything to
happen to you." "Don't worry."

"But | have been, Tracy."
She | aughed. "About nme? Wy?"

He put a hand over hers and said lightly, "You' re very
special. Life is nore interesting wwth you around, ny |ove."

He's so dammed convi ncing; Tracy thought. If | didn't know
better, I'd believe him

"Let's order," Tracy said. "lI'mstarved."

kkkkkkkikk*x

In the days that followed, Jeff and Tracy expl ored Madri d.
They were never alone. Two of Commandant Ramiro's nen

foll owed t hem everywhere, acconpani ed by the strange
American. Ramiro had given perm ssion for Cooper to be a part
of the surveillance teamsinply to keep the man out of his
hair. The Anerican was | oco, convinced that the Witney
woman was sonehow going to steal sonme great treasure from
under the noses of the police. iQue ridiculo!

kkkkkkkikk*x

Tracy and Jeff dined at Madrid's classic restaurants---
Horcher, the Principe de Viana, and Casa Botin--- but Jeff

al so knew the places undi scovered by tourists: Casa Paco and
La Chuletta and El Lacdn, where he and Tracy dined on



delicious native stews |ike cocido madrilefio and olla
podrida, and then visited a small bar where they had
del i ci ous tapas.

Wherever they went, Dani el Cooper and the two detectives
were never far behind. Watching them froma careful distance,
Dani el Cooper was puzzled by Jeff Stevens's role in the
drama that was being played out. Who was he? Tracy's next
victin? O were they plotting sonething together?

Cooper tal ked to Commandant Ramro. "What information do
you have on Jeff Stevens?" Cooper asked.

"Nada. He has no crimnal record and is registered as a
tourist. | think he is just a conpanion the |ady picked up."

Cooper's instincts told himdifferently. But it was not
Jeff Stevens he was after. Tracy, he thought. | want you,
Tracy.

When Tracy and Jeff returned to the Ritz at the end of a

| ate evening, Jeff escorted Tracy to her door. "Wy don't |
come in for a nightcap?" he suggested. Tracy was al nost
tenpted. She | eaned forward and kissed himlightly on the
cheek. "Think of nme as your sister, Jeff."

"What's your position on incest?"
But she had cl osed the door.

A few mnutes later he tel ephoned her fromhis room "How
woul d you like to spend tomorrow with ne in Segovia? It's a
fascinating old city just a few hours outside of Mdrid."
"I't sounds wonderful. Thanks for a |ovely evening,"
said. "Good night, Jeff."

Tracy.

She lay awake a long tinme, her mind filled with thoughts

she had no right to be thinking. It had been so | ong since
she had been enotionally involved with a man. Charl es had
hurt her badly, and she had no wsh to be hurt again. Jeff

St evens was an anusi ng conpani on, but she knew she nust never
allow himto becone any nore than that. It would be easy to



fall in love wwth him And foolish.

Rui nous.
Fun.

Tracy had difficulty falling asleep.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The trip to Segovia was perfect. Jeff had rented a small
car, and they drove out of the city into the beautiful w ne
country of Spain. An unmarked Seat trailed behind them
during the entire day, but it was not an ordinary car. The
Seat is the only autonobile manufactured in Spain, and it is
the official car of the Spanish police. The regul ar nodel
has only 100 horsepower, but the ones sold to the Policia
Naci onal and the Guardia Civil are souped up to 150

hor sepower, so there was no danger that Tracy Witney and
Jeff Stevens woul d el ude Dani el Cooper and the two

det ecti ves.

Tracy and Jeff arrived at Segovia in tine for |lunch and
dined at a charmng restaurant in the main square under the
shadow of the two-thousand-year-old aqueduct built by the
Romans. After lunch they wandered around the nedieval city
and visited the old Cathedral of Santa Maria and the

Renai ssance town hall, and then drove up to the Al cazar, the
ol d Roman fortress perched on a rocky spur high over the
city. The view was breat ht aki ng.

“I'"'l'l bet if we stayed here | ong enough, we'd see Don
Qui xot e and Sancho Panza riding along the plains bel ow "
Jeff said.

She studied him "You enjoy tilting at wndmlls, don't

you?" "Depends on the shape of the wwndmIl|," he said softly.
He noved closer to her. Tracy stepped away fromthe edge of
the cliff. "Tell nme nore about Segovia." And the spell was

br oken.

Jeff was an ent husiastic guide, know edgeabl e about
hi story, archaeol ogy, and architecture, and Tracy had to



keep rem nding herself that he was also a con artist. It was
the nost pleasant day Tracy could renenber. One of the
Spani sh detectives, José Pereira, grunbled to Cooper, "The
only thing they're stealing is our tine. They're just two
people in love, can't you see that? Are you sure she's

pl anni ng sonet hi ng?"

"I msure," Cooper snarled. He was puzzled by his own
reactions. Al he wanted was to catch Tracy Witney, to
puni sh her, as she deserved. She was just another crimnal,
an assignnent. Yet, every tinme Tracy's conpani on took her
arm Cooper found hinmself stung with fury.

When Tracy and Jeff arrived back in Madrid, Jeff said, "If

you' re not too exhausted, | know a special place for
di nner."
"Lovely." Tracy did not want the day to end. I'll give

nyself this day, this one day to be |ike other wonen.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Madri | eflos dine |late, and few restaurants open for dinner
before 9:00 P.M Jeff nmade a reservation for 10:00 at the
Zal acain, an el egant restaurant where the food was superb
and perfectly served. Tracy ordered no dessert, but the
captain brought a delicate flaky pastry that was the nost
delicious thing she had ever tasted. She sat back in her
chair, sated and happy.

"I't was a wonderful dinner. Thank you."

"I"'mglad you enjoyed it. This is the place to bnng people
if you want to inpress them"

She studied him "Are you trying to inpress ne, Jeff?"

He grinned. "You bet | am Wit until you see what's

next." Wiat was next was an unprepossessi hg bodega, a snoky
café filled with | eather jacketed Spani sh workmen dri nki ng

at the bar and at the dozen tables in the room At one end
was a tablado, a slightly elevated platform where two nen
strummed guitars. Tracy and Jeff were seated at a snmall table
near the platform "Do you know anyt hi ng about flanmenco?"



Jeff asked. He had to raise his voice over the noise |evel
in the bar.

"Only that it's a Spani sh dance.™

"Gypsy, originally. You can go to fancy nightclubs in
Madrid and see imtations of flanmenco, but tonight you'll
see the real thing."

Tracy smled at the enthusiasmin Jeff's voi ce.

"You're going to see a classic cuadro flanenco. That's a
group of singers, dancers, and guitarists. First they
perform together, then each one takes his turn."

Wat ching Tracy and Jeff froma table in the corner near
the kitchen, Daniel Cooper wondered what they were
di scussing intently.

"The dance is very subtle, because everything has to work
t oget her--- novenents, nusic, costunes, the building of the
rhythm..."

"How do you know so much about it?" Tracy asked.
"I used to know a flanenco dancer."
Natural |y, Tracy thought.

The lights in the bodega di med, and the snmall stage was

lit by spotlights. Then the magic began. It started slowy.
A group of performers casually ascended to the platform The
wonen wore colorful skirts and bl ouses, and high conbs with
fl owers banked on their beautiful Andalusian coiffures. The
mal e dancers were dressed in the traditional tight trousers
and vests and wore gl eam ng cordovan-| eather half boots. The
guitarists strumed a w stful nelody, while one of the
seat ed wonen sang i n Spani sh.

Yo queria dejar

A m anante,

Pero antes de que pudiera,
Hacerl o ella ne abandoné
Y destrozé m corazon.



"Do you understand what she's sayi ng?" Tracy whi spered.
"Yes. 'l wanted to | eave ny lover, but before |I could, he
| eft nme and he broke ny heart.' "

A dancer noved to the center of the stage. She started

with a sinple zapateado, a beginning stanping step,
gradual | y pushed faster and faster by the pulsating guitars.
The rhythm grew, and the danci ng becane a form of sensual

vi ol ence, variations on steps that had been born in gypsy
caves a hundred years earlier. As the nusic nounted in
Intensity and excitenment, noving through the classic figures
of the dance, fromalegria to fandanguillo to zanbra to
seguiriya, and as the frantic pace increased, there were
shouts of encouragenent fromthe perforners at the side of

t he stage.

Cries of "Oé tu madre," and "O é tus santos,"” and "Ands,
anda," the traditional jaleos and piropos, or shouts of
encour agenent, goaded the dancers on to wlder, nore frantic
rhyt hns.

When the nusic and danci ng ended abruptly, a silence
roared through the bar, and then there was a | oud burst of
appl ause.

"She's marvel ous!" Tracy excl ai nmed.
"Wait," Jeff told her.

A second wonan stepped to the center of the stage. She had
a dark, classical Castilian beauty and seened deeply al oof,
conpl etely unaware of the audi ence. The guitars began to
play a bolero, plaintive and | ow key, an O ental - soundi ng
canto. A nmale dancer joined her, and the castanets began to
click in a steady, driving beat.

The seated perforners joined in with the jaleo, and the
handcl aps that acconpany the flamenco dance, and the

rhythm c beat of the pal ms enhanced the music and danci ng,
lifting it, building it, until the roombegan to rock with
the echo of the zapateado, the hypnotic beat of the half

toe, the heel, and the full sole clacking out an endl ess
variation of tone and rhythm c sensations. Their bodi es noved



apart and cane together in a growing frenzy of desire, until
t hey were maki ng mad, violent, aninmal |ove w thout ever
touching, noving to a wild, passionate clinmax that had the
audi ence screaning. As the |ights bl acked out and canme on
again, the crowd roared, and Tracy found herself scream ng
with the others. To her enbarrassnment, she was sexually
aroused. She was afraid to neet Jeff's eyes. The air between
themvibrated with tension. Tracy | ooked down at the table,
at his strong, tanned hands, and she could feel them
caressing her body, slowy, swiftly, urgently, and she

qui ckly put her hands in her lap to hide their trenbling.

They said very little during the ride back to the hotel.
At the door to Tracy's room she turned and said, "It's

been---"

Jeff's lips were on hers, and her arnms went around him
and she held himtightly to her.

"Tracy- ?"

The word on her lips was yes, and it took the | ast ounce

of her willpower to say, "It's been a long day, Jeff. I'ma
sl eepy | ady."

n d.]. n

“I think I'"lIl just stay in ny roomtonorrow and rest."

Hi s voice was | evel when he answered. "Good idea. |'l|
probably do the sane."” Neither of them believed the other.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 29

At 10:40 the followi ng norning Tracy was standing in the
long line at the entrance to the Prado Museum As the doors
opened, a uniformed guard operated a turnstile that admtted
one visitor at a tine.

Tracy purchased a ticket and noved with the crowd goi ng
into the large rotunda. Dani el Cooper and Detective Pereira
stayed wel |l behind her, and Cooper began to feel a grow ng



excitenment. He was certain that Tracy Whitney was not there
as a visitor. \Watever her plan was, it was begi nning.

Tracy nmoved fromroomto room wal king slowy through the
salons filled with Rubens paintings and Titians,

Tintorettos, Bosches, and paintings by Doneni kos

Theot okopoul os, who becane fanobus as El G eco. The Goyas were
exhibited in a special gallery below, on the ground floor.

Tracy noted that a uniforned guard was stationed at the
entrance to each room and at his el bow was a red al arm
button. She knew that the nonent the al arm sounded, al
entrances and exits to the nuseum woul d be seal ed off, and
there woul d be no chance of escape.

She sat on the bench in the center of the Miuses room

filled with eighteenth-century Flem sh masters, and | et her
gaze wander toward the floor. She could see a round access
fixture on each side of the doorway. That would be the

I nfrared beans that were turned on at night. In other nuseuns
Tracy had visited, the guards had been sl eepy and bored,
paying little attention to the stream of chattering

tourists, but here the guards were alert. Wrks of art were
bei ng defaced by fanatics in nuseuns around the world, and
the Prado was taking no chance that it could happen there.

In a dozen different roons artists had set up their easels
and were assiduously at work copying paintings of the
masters. The nuseum permitted it, but Tracy noticed that the
guards kept a close eye even on the copiers. Wen Tracy had
finished wwth the roons on the main floor, she took the
stairs to the ground floor, to the Francisco de Goya
exhi bi tion.

Detective Pereira said to Cooper, "See, she's not doing
anyt hi ng but | ooking. She---"

"You're wong." Cooper started down the stairs in a run.

It seemed to Tracy that the Goya exhibition was nore heavily
guarded than the others, and it well deserved to be. Wl
after wall was filled with an incredible display of tineless
beauty, and Tracy noved from canvas to canvas, caught up in
the genius of the man. Goya's Self-Portrait, making hi ml ook
| i ke a m ddl e-aged Pan... the exquisitely colored portrait



of The Famly of Charles IV... The Cothed Maja and the
famed Nude Maj a.

And there, next to The Wtches' Sabbath, was the Puerto.
Tracy stopped and stared at it, her heart beginning to
pound. In the foreground of the painting were a dozen
beautifully dressed nmen and wonen standing in front of a
stone wall, while in the background, seen through a |um nous
mst, were fishing boats in a harbor and a di stant

| i ght house. In the lower |eft-hand corner of the picture was
Goya' s signature.

This was the target. Half a mllion dollars.

Tracy gl anced around. A guard stood at the entrance.

Beyond him through the long corridor |eading to other

roons, Tracy could see nore guards. She stood there a |ong
time, studying the Puerto. As she started to nove away, a
group of tourists was com ng down the stairs. In the mddle
of themwas Jeff Stevens. Tracy averted her head and hurried
out the side entrance before he could see her.

It's going to be a race, M. Stevens, and I'mgoing to win

|t kkkkkhkkhkk*x

"She's planning to steal a painting fromthe Prado."

Commandant Ramiro | ooked at Dani el Cooper incredul ously.
"Cagaj 6n! No one can steal a painting fromthe Prado."

Cooper said stubbornly, "She was there all norning."

"There has never been a theft at the Prado, and there
never will be. And do you know why? Because it is
| npossi ble."

"She's not going to try any of the usual ways. You nust

have the nuseum vents protected, in case of a gas attack. If
the guards drink coffee on the job, find out where they get

it and if it can be drugged. Check the drinking water---" The
limts of Coomandant Ramiro's patience were exhausted. It was
bad enough that he had had to put up with this rude,
unattractive Anerican for the past week, and that he had

wast ed val uabl e manpower having Tracy Wi tney foll ow around



t he cl ock, when his Policia Nacional was already worKking
under an austerity budget; but now, confronted by pito,
telling himhowto run his police departnent, he could stand
no nore.

“In my opinion, the lady is in Madrid on a holiday. |
calling off the surveillance."

Cooper was stunned. "No! You can't do that. Tracy Witney

I s---" Commandant Ramiro rose to his full height. "You wll
kindly refrain fromtelling ne what | can do, sefor. And
now, if you have nothing further to say, | ama very busy
man. "

Cooper stood there, filled with frustration. "I'd like to

conti nue alone, then." The commandant smled. "To keep the
Prado Museum safe fromthe terrible threat of this woman? O
course, Sefior Cooper. Now | can sleep nights."

BOOK THREE
Chapter 30

The chances of success are extrenely limted, Gunther
Hartog had told Tracy. It will take a great deal of
Il ngenuity.

That is the understatenent of the century, Tracy thought.
She was staring out the wi ndow of her suite, down at the
skylight roof of the Prado, nentally review ng everything
she had | earned about the nmuseum It was open from 10:00 in
the norning until 6:00 in the evening, and during that tine
the alarms were off, but guards were stationed at each
entrance and in every room

Even if one could manage to take a painting off the wall,
Tracy thought, there's no way to snuggle it out. Al

packages had to be checked at the door. She studied the roof
of the Prado and considered a night foray. There were
several drawbacks: The first one was the high visibility.
Tracy had watched as the spotlights cane on at night,

fl ooding the roof, making it visible for mles around. Even
If it were possible to get into the building unseen, there
were still the infrared beans inside the building and the



ni ght wat chnen. The Prado seened to be inpregnable.

What was Jeff planning? Tracy was certain he was going to
make a try for the Goya. |I'd give anything to know what he
has in his crafty little mnd. O one thing Tracy was sure:
She was not going to |let himaget there ahead of her. She had
to find a way.

She returned to the Prado the next norning.

Not hi ng had changed except the faces of the visitors.
Tracy kept a careful |ookout for Jeff, but he did not
appear.

Tracy thought, He's already figured out how he's going to
steal it. The bastard. Al this charm he's been using was
just to try to distract ne, and keep ne fromgetting the

painting first.

She suppressed her anger and replaced it with clear, cold

| ogic. Tracy wal ked over to the Puerto again, and her eyes
wander ed over the nearby canvases, the alert guards, the

amat eur painters sitting on stools in front of their easels,
the crowds, flowing in and out of the room and as she | ooked
around, Tracy's heart suddenly began to beat faster.

| know how |'mgoing to do it!

kkkkkikkikk*x

She nade a tel ephone call froma public booth on the Gan
Via, and Dani el Cooper, who stood in a coffee shop doorway
wat chi ng, woul d have given a year's pay to know whom Tracy
was calling. He was sure it was an overseas call and that
she was phoning collect, so that there would be no record of
it. He was aware of the line-green linen dress that he had
not seen before and that her | egs were bare. So that nen can
stare at them he thought. Wwore. He was filled wth rage.

In the tel ephone booth, Tracy was endi ng her conversati on.
"Just nmake sure he's fast, Gunther. He'll have only about

two mnutes. Everything wll depend on speed.”

To: J. J. Reynolds



File No. Y-72-830-412
FROM Dani el Cooper
CONFI DENTI AL

SUBJECT: Tracy Wit ney

It is nmy opinion that the subject is in Madrid to carry

out a major crimnal endeavor. The likely target is the

Prado Museum The Spanish police are being uncooperative,

but I will personally keep the subject under surveill ance and
apprehend her at the appropriate tine.
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Two days later, at 9:00 AAM, Tracy was seated on a bench

in the gardens of the Retiro, the beautiful park running

t hrough the center of Madrid, feeding the pigeons. The
Retiro, with its | ake and graceful trees and wel |l -kept grass,
and mniature stages with shows for children, was a nmagnet
for the Madril efios. Cesar Porretta, an elderly, gay-haired
man with a slight hunchback, wal ked al ong the park path, and
when he reached the bench, he sat down beside Tracy, opened a
paper sack, and began throwi ng out bread crunbs to the

bi rds. "Buenos dias, sefiorita."

"Buenos dias. Do you see any probl ens?"

"None, sefiorita. Al | need is the tine and the date."

"I don't have it yet," Tracy told him "Soon."
He smled, a toothless smle. "The police wll go crazy.
No one has ever tried anything like this before."

"That's why it's going to work," Tracy said. "You'll hear
fromm." She tossed out a |ast crunb to the pigeons and
rose. She wal ked away, her silk dress swayi ng provocatively
around her knees.
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Wiile Tracy was in the park neeting with Cesar Porretta,

Dani el Cooper was searching her hotel room He had watched
fromthe | obby as Tracy left the hotel and headed for the
park. She had not ordered anything fromroom service, and



Cooper had deci ded that she was goi ng out to breakfast. He
had given hinself thirty mnutes. Entering her suite had
been a sinple matter of avoiding the floor maids and using a
| ock pick. He knew what he was | ooking for: a copy of a

pai nting. He had no idea how Tracy planned to substitute it,
but he was sure it had to be her schene.

He searched the suite with swft, silent efficiency,

m ssi ng not hing and saving the bedroomfor |ast. He | ooked

t hrough her cl oset, exam ning her dresses, and then the
bureau. He opened the drawers, one by one. They were filled
Wi th panties and bras and pantyhose. He picked up a pair of
pi nk under pants and rubbed them agai nst his cheek and

| magi ned her sweet-snelling flesh in them The scent of her
was suddenly everywhere. He replaced the garnment and quickly
| ooked t hrough the other drawers. No painting.

Cooper wal ked into the bathroom There were drops of water
In the tub. Her body had lain there, covered with water as
warm as the wonb, and Cooper could visualize Tracy lying in
it, naked, the water caressing her breasts as her hips

undul ated up and down. He felt an erection begin. He picked
up the danp washcloth fromthe tub and brought it to his

i ps. The odor of her body swirled around himas he unzi pped
his trousers. He rubbed a cake of danp soap onto the
washcl ot h and began stroking hinself with it, facing the
mrror, looking into his blazing eyes.

A few mnutes later he left, as quietly as he had arrived,
and headed directly for a nearby church.

kkhkkhkrkhkxkkhk*

The follow ng norning when Tracy left the Ritz Hotel,

Dani el Cooper followed her. There was an intinmacy between
them that had not existed before. He knew her snell; he had
seen her in her bath, had watched her naked body withing in
the warm water. She bel onged conpletely to him she was his
to destroy. He watched her as she wandered al ong the G an
Via, exam ning the nmerchandise in the shops, and he foll owed
her into a |arge departnent store, careful to remain out of
sight. He saw her speak to a clerk, then head for the | adies
room Cooper stood near the door, frustrated. It was the one
pl ace he could not follow her. |If Cooper had been able to go



I nsi de, he woul d have seen Tracy talking to a grossly
overwei ght, m ddl e-aged woman.

"Mafiana, " Tracy said, as she applied fresh lipstick before
the mrror. "Tonorrow norning, eleven o'clock."

The woman shook her head. "No, sefiorita. He will not |ike
that. You could not choose a worse day. Tonorrow the Prince,
of Luxenbourg arrives on a state visit, and the newspapers
say he will be taken on a tour of the Prado. There will be
extra security guards and police all over the nmuseum"”

"The nore the better. Tonorrow. "

Tracy wal ked out the door, and the wonman | ooked after her
muttering, "La cucha es loca...."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The royal party was schedul ed to appear at the Prado at
exactly 11:00 A M, and the streets around the Prado had
been roped off by the Guardia Cvil. Because of a delay in
the cerenony at the presidential palace, the entourage did
not arrive until close to noon. There were the screans of
sirens as police notorcycles cane into view, escorting a
processi on of half a dozen black |inousines to the front
steps of the Prado.

At the entrance, the director of the nuseum Christian
Machada, nervously awaited the arrival of H s Hi ghness.

Machada had nade a careful norning inspection to be sure
everything was in order, and the guards had been forewarned
to be especially alert. The director was proud of his
museum and he wanted to nmake a good i npression on the
prince. It never hurts to have friends in high places,
Machada t hought. ¢Qui én sabe? | mght even be invited to
dine with His H ghness this evening at the presidential

pal ace.

Christian Machada's only regret was that there was no way
to stop the hordes of tourists that wandered about. But the
prince's bodyguards and the nuseunmi s security guards woul d



ensure that the prince was protected. Everything was in
readi ness for him

The royal tour began upstairs, on the main floor. The
director greeted H s H ghness with an effusive wel cone and
escorted him followed by the armed guards, through the
rotunda and into the roons where the sixteenth-century
Spani sh painters were on exhibit: Juan de Juanes, Pedro
Machuca, Fernando Yafez. The prince noved slowy, enjoying
the visual feast spread before him He was a patron of the
arts and genuinely | oved the painters who coul d make the past
cone alive and remain eternal. Having no talent for painting
hi nsel f, the prince, as he | ooked around the roons,
nonet hel ess envi ed the painters who stood before their
easel s trying to snatch sparks of genius fromthe masters.
When the official party had visited the upstairs sal ons,
Christian Machado said proudly, "And now, if Your Hi ghness
will permt nme, | will take you downstairs to our CGoya
exhibit."
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Tracy had spent a nerve-racking norning. Wien the prince

had not arrived at the Prado at 11:00 as schedul ed, she had
begun to panic. Al her arrangenents had been nmade and ti ned
to the second, but she needed the prince in order to nake

t hem wor k.

She nmoved fromroomto room mxing with the crowds,

trying to avoid attracting attention. He's not com ng, Tracy
t hought finally. I'"'mgoing to have to call it off. And at
that nonent, she had heard the sound of approaching sirens
fromthe street.

Wat ching Tracy froma vantage point in the next room

Dani el Cooper, too, was aware of the sirens. H's reason told
himit was inpossible for anyone to steal a painting from
the nuseum but his instinct told himthat Tracy was going to
try it, and Cooper trusted his instinct. He noved closer to
her, letting the crowds conceal himfromview He intended

to keep her in sight every nonent. Tracy was in the room next
to the salon where the Puerto was being exhibited. Through

t he open doorway she could see the hunchback, Cesar Porreta,
seated before an easel, copying Goya's C othed Maja, which



hung next to the Puerto. A guard stood three feet away. In
the roomwth Tracy, a woman pai nter stood at her easel,
studi ously copying The M| kmai d of Bordeaux, trying to
capture the brilliant browns and greens of (Goya's canvas.

A group of Japanese tourists fluttered into the salon,
chattering like a flock of exotic birds. Now Tracy told
hersel f. This was the nonment she had been waiting for, and
her heart was pounding so loudly she was afraid the guard
could hear it. She noved out of the path of the approaching
Japanese tour group, backing toward the woman painter. As a
Japanese man brushed in front of Tracy, Tracy fell backward,
as if pushed, bunping the artist and sendi ng her, the easel,
canvas, and paints flying to the ground.

"Oh, I'mterribly sorry!"™ Tracy exclainmed. "Let ne help
you." As she noved to assist the startled artist, Tracy's
heel s stanped into the scattered paints, snearing theminto
the floor. Daniel Cooper, who had seen everything, hurried
cl oser, every sense alert. He was sure Tracy Witney had
made her first nove.

The guard rushed over, calling out, "¢;Qué pasa? ¢;Qué

pasa?" The accident had attracted the attention of the
tourists, and they mlled around the fallen woman, snearing
the paints fromthe crushed tubes into grotesque inages on
the hardwood floor. It was an unholy ness, and the prince was
due to appear at any nonent. The guard was in a panic. He
yell ed out, "jSergio! iVen aca! iPronto!"

Tracy watched as the guard fromthe next room canme running
in to help. Cesar Porretta was alone in the salon with the
Puert o.

Tracy was in the mddle of the uproar. The two guards were
dying vainly to push the tourists away fromthe area of the
pai nt-sneared floor. "CGet the director,"” Sergio yelled. "jEn
segui da! "

The other guard hurried off toward the stairs. jQé4

birrial What a ness! Two minutes |ater Christian Machada was
at the scene of the disaster. The director took one
horrified | ook ad screaned, "Get sone cl eani ng wonen down
here--- Quickly! Mps and cloths and turpentine. jPronto!" A



young ai de rushed to do his bidding.

Machada turned to Sergio, "Get back to your post," he
snapped. "Yes, sir."

Tracy watched the guard push his way through the crowd to
the room where Cesar Porretta was working.

Cooper had not taken his eyes off Tracy for an instant. He
had waited for her next nove. But it had not cone. She had
not gone near any of the paintings, nor had she nade contact
with an acconplice. Al she had done was knock over an easel
and spill sonme paints on the floor, but he was certain it had
been done deliberately. But to what purpose? Sonehow, Cooper
felt that whatever had been planned had al ready happened. He
| ooked around the walls of the salon. None of the paintings
was n ssing.

Cooper hurried into the adjoining room There was no one
there but the guard and an elderly hunchback seated at his
easel, copying the Clothed Maja. All the paintings were in
pl ace. But sonething was wong. Cooper knew it. He hurried
back to the harassed director, whom he had net earlier. "I
have reason to believe," Cooper blurted out, "that a

pai nting has been stolen fromhere in the past few m nutes.”

Christian Machada stared at the wi | d-eyed Anerican. "What

are you tal king about? If that were so, the guards would

have sounded the alarm™ "I think that sonehow a fake

pai nting was substituted for real one." The director gave him
a tolerant smle. "There is one small thing wong wth your

t heory, sefior. It is not known to the general public, but
there are sensors hidden behind each painting. If anyone
tried to lift a painting fromthe wall--- which they woul d
certainly have to do to substitute another painting--- the
alarmwoul d instantly sound."”

Dani el Cooper was still not satisfied. "Could your alarm

be di sconnected?" "No. If soneone cut the wire to the power,
that al so would cause the alarmto go off. Sefor, it is

| npossi bl e for anyone to steal a painting fromthis nuseum
Qur security is what you call proof fromfools."



Cooper stood there shaking with frustration. Everything
the director said was convincing. It did seemi npossible.
But then why had Tracy Witney deliberately spilled those
pai nts?

Cooper would not give up. "Hunor ne. Wuld you ask your
staff to go through the nuseum and check to make sure
nothing is mssing? I'll be at ny hotel."

There was not hing nore Dani el Cooper could do.

At 7:00 that evening Christian Machada tel ephoned Cooper.
"I have personally made an inspection, sefior. Every painting
Is inits proper place. Nothing is mssing fromthe nuseum"”

So that was that. Seemingly, it had been an acci dent. But
Dani el Cooper, with the instincts of a hunter, sensed that
his quarry had escaped. *****x***x

Jeff had invited Tracy to dinner in the main dining room
of the Ritz Hotel. "You're | ooking especially radiant this
eveni ng," Jeff conplinmented her. "Thank you. | feel

absol utely wonderful . "

"I't's the conpany. Cone with nme to Barcel ona next week,
Tracy. It's a fascinating city. You' d |love---"

"' msorry, Jeff. | can't. I'mleaving Spain."

"Real | y?" His voice was filled wth regret. "Wen?"

"In a few days."

"Ah. |'m di sappointed."

You' re going to be nore disappointed, Tracy thought, when
you learn |'ve stolen the Puerto. She wondered how he had
pl anned to steal the painting. Not that it mattered any

| onger. |I've outwitted clever Jeff Stevens. Yet, for sone
I nexplicable reason Tracy felt a faint trace of regret.
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Christian Machada was seated in his office enjoying his



norni ng cup of strong black coffee and congratul ating

hi msel f on what a success the prince's visit had been.

Except for the regrettable incident of the spilled paints,
everything had gone off precisely as planned. He was
grateful that the prince and his retinue had been diverted
until the nmess could be cleaned up. The director smled when
he t hought about the idiot Anerican investigator who had
tried to convince himthat soneone had stolen a painting
fromthe Prado. Not yesterday, not today, not tonorrow, he

t hought snugly.

H s secretary wal ked into the office. "Excuse ne, sir.
There is a gentlenan to see you. He asked ne to give you
this.™

She handed the director a letter. It was on the |etterhead
of the Kunsthaus Museumin Zurich:

My Esteened Col | eague:

This letter will serve to introduce Monsieur Henri

Rendel |, our senior art expert. Monsieur Rendell is making a
tour of world nuseuns and is particularly eager to see your

I nconpar able collection. I would greatly appreci ate any

courtesies you extend him
The letter was signed by the curator of the nmuseum

Sooner or later, the director thought happily, everyone
cones to ne. "Send himin."

Henri Rendell was a tall, distinguished-Iooking, balding
man with a heavy Sw ss accent. \Wen they shook hands,
Machada noticed that the index finger on the right hand of
his visitor was m ssing.

Henri Rendell said, "l appreciate this. It is the first
opportunity | have had to visit Madrid, and | am | ooki ng

forward to seeing your renowned works of art." Christian
Machada sai d nodestly, "I do not think you will be
di sappoi nted, Mnsieur Rendell. Please cone with ne. | shall

personal ly escort you." They noved slowy, wal king through
the rotunda with its Flem sh masters, and Rubens and his
followers, and they visited the central gallery, filled with



Spani sh masters, and Henri Rendell studied each painting
carefully. The two nen spoke as one expert to anot her,
evaluating the various artists' style and perspective and
col or sense.

"Now," the director declared, "for the pride of Spain." He
|l ed his visitor downstairs, into the gallery filled with

Goyas.

"It is a feast for the eyes!" Rendell exclained,
overwhel med. "Please! Let nme just stand and | ook.™

Christian Machada waited, enjoying the man's awe.

"Never have | seen anything so magnificent," Rendel

decl ared. He wal ked sl owy through the sal on, studying each
painting in turn. "The Wtches' Sabbath,” Rendell said.
"Brilliant!"

They noved on.

"CGCoya's Self-Portrait--- fantastic!"”

Christian Machada beaned.

Rendel | paused in front of the Puerto. "A nice fake." He
started to nove on. The director grabbed his arm "Wat? Wat

was it you said, sefior?" "l said it is a nice fake."

"You are very nmuch m staken." He was filled with

I ndi gnation. "I do not think so."
"You nost certainly are,"” Machada said stiffly. "I assure
you, it is genuine. | have its provenance."

Henri Rendel|l stepped up to the picture and exam ned it

nore closely. "Then its provenance has al so been faked. This
was done by Goya's disciple, Eugenio Lucas y Padilla. You
nmust be aware, of course, that Lucas painted hundreds of fake
Goyas. "

"Certainly I amaware of that," Machada snapped. "But this
I's not one of them" Rendell shrugged. "I bow to your
judgnent." He started to nove on. "I personally purchased



this painting. It has passed the spectrograph test, the
pi gnent test---"

"I do not doubt it. Lucas painted in the sane period as
CGCoya, and used the sane materials.” Henri Rendell bent down
to exam ne the signature at the bottom of the painting. "You
can reassure yourself very sinply, if you wish. Take the

pai nting back to your restoration roomand test the
signature."” He chuckled with amusenent. "Lucas's ego made

hi m sign his own paintings, but his pocketbook forced himto
forge Goya's nane over his own, increasing the price
enornously." Rendell glanced at his watch. "You nust forgive

me. I'mafraid | amlate for an engagenent. Thank you so
much for sharing your treasures with ne." "Not at all," the
director said coldly. The man is obviously a fool, he
thought. "I amat the Villa Magna, if | can be of service.

And t hank you agai n, sefior." Henri Rendell departed.

Christian Machada watched him| eave. How dare that Sw ss
idiot inply that the precious Goya was a fake!

He turned to |l ook at the painting again. It was beautiful,

a masterpi ece. He | eaned down to exam ne Goya's signature.
Perfectly normal. But still, was it possible? The tiny seed
of doubt would not go away. Everyone knew that Goya's
contenporary, Eugenio Lucas y Padilla, had painted hundreds
of fake Goyas, making a career out of forging the master.
Machada had paid $3.5 million for the Goya Puerto. |f he had
been deceived, it would be a terrible black mark agai nst

hi m something he could not bear to think about.

Henri Rendell had said one thing that nmade sense: There
was, indeed, a sinple way to ascertain its authenticity. He
woul d test the signature and then tel ephone Rendell and
suggest nost politely that perhaps he should seek a nore
sui tabl e vocati on.

The director summned his assistant and ordered the Puerto
noved to the restorati on room
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The testing of a nasterpiece is a very delicate operation,
for if it is done carelessly, it can destroy sonething both



priceless and irreplaceable. The restorers at the Prado were
experts. Modst of them were unsuccessful painters who had
taken up restoration work so they could renain close to their
bel oved art. They started as apprentices, studying under
master restorers, and worked for years before they becane
assistants and were allowed to handl e masterpi eces, al ways
under the supervision of senior craftsmen.

Juan Del gado, the man in charge of art restoration at the
Prado, placed the Puerto on a special wooden rack, as
Christian Machada watched. "I want you to test the
signature,” the director informed him Del gado kept his
surprise to hinself. "Si, Senor Director." He poured

| sopropyl al cohol onto a small cotton ball and set it on the
table next to the painting. On a second cotton ball he
poured petroleumdistillate, the neutralizing agent.

"I amready, sefior."
"Go ahead then. But be careful!"

Machada found that it was suddenly difficult for himto

breat he. He watched Del gado. lift the first cotton ball and
gently touch it to the Gin Goya's signature. Instantly,

Del gado pi cked up the second cotton ball and neutralized the
area, so that the al cohol could not penetrate too deeply. The
two nen exam ned the canvas.

Del gado was frowning. "I'msorry, but |I cannot tell yet,"
he said. "I nust use a stronger solvent."

"Do it," the director commanded.

Del gado opened anot her bottle. He carefully poured

di ment hyl petone onto a fresh cotton ball and with it
touched the first letter of the signature again, instantly
applying the second cotton ball. The roomwas filled with a
sharp, pungent odor fromthe chem cals. Christian Machada
stood there staring at the painting, unable to believe what
he was seeing. The Gin Goya's nane was fading, and in its
place was a clearly visible L.

Del gado turned to him his face pale. "Shall--- shall | go
on?" "Yes," Machada said hoarsely. "Go on."



Slowy, letter by letter, Goya's signature faded under the
application of the solvent, and the signature of Lucas
materialized. Each letter was a bl ow to Machada' s st omach.

He, the head of one of the nobst inportant nmuseuns in the
wor | d, had been deceived. The board of directors would hear
of it; the King of Spain would hear of it; the world would
hear of it. He was ruined. He stunbled back to his office and
t el ephoned Henri Rendel | . ****x**x%x

The two nen were seated in Machada's of fi ce.

"You were right," the director said heavily. "It is a
Lucas. When word of this gets out, | shall be a I aughing
st ock. "

"Lucas has decei ved many experts,"” Rendell said
confortingly. "His forgeries happen to be a hobby of m ne.

"I paid three and a half mllion dollars for that
pai nting." Rendell shrugged. "Can you get your noney back?"

The director shook his head in despair. "I purchased it
directly froma w dow who clained it had been in her
husband's famly for three generations. If | sued her, the
case would drag on through the courts and it woul d be bad
publicity. Everything in this nmuseum woul d becone suspect.'

Henri Rendell was thinking hard. "There is really no

reason for the publicity at all. Wiy don't you explain to
your superiors what has happened, and quietly get rid of the
Lucas? You could send the painting to Sotheby's or Christie's
and let themauction it off."

Machada shook his head. "No. Then the whole world woul d

| earn the story." Rendell's face brightened. "You may be in

l uck. I mght have a client who would be willing to purchase
the Lucas. He collects them He is a man of discretion.” "I
woul d be glad to get rid of it. | never want to see it again.
A fake anong ny beautiful treasures. I1'd like to give it
away," he added bitterly. "That will not be necessary. My
client would probably be willing to pay you, say, fifty



t housand dollars for it. Shall | nake a tel ephone call ?"
"That woul d be nost kind of you, Sefior Rendell."

kkkkkkkkk*x

At a hastily held neeting the stunned board of directors
deci ded that the exposure of one of the Prado's prize
paintings as a forgery had to be avoided at any cost. It was
agreed that the prudent course of action would be to get rid
of the painting as quietly and as quickly as possible. The
dark-suited nmen filed out of the roomsilently. No one spoke
a word to Machada, who stood there, sweltering in his

m sery.

That afternoon a deal was struck. Henri Rendell went to

the Bank of Spain and returned with a certified check for
$50, 000, and the Eugenio Lucas y Padilla was handed over to
him wapped in an inconspi cuous piece of burlap. "The board
of directors would be very upset if this incident were to
becone public," Machada said delicately, "but | assured them
that your client is a nman of discretion.”

"You can count on it," Rendell prom sed.

When Henri Rendell left the nuseum he took a taxi to a
residential area in the northern end of Madrid, carried the
canvas up sone stairs to a third-floor apartnent, and
knocked on the door. It was opened by Tracy. |In back of her
stood Cesar Porretta. Tracy | ooked at Rendell questioningly,
and he grinned: "They couldn't wait to get this off their
handsl " Henri Rendell gl oated. Tracy hugged him "Cone in."

Porretta took the painting and placed it on a table.

“Now, " the hunchback said, "you are going to see a
mracle--- a Goya brought back to life."

He reached for a bottle of nentholated spirits and opened
it. The pungent odor instantly filled the room As Tracy and
Rendel | | ooked on, Porretta poured sonme of the spirits onto
a piece of cotton and very gently touched the cotton to
Lucas's signature, one letter at a time. Gadually the
signature of Lucas began to fade. Under it was the signature
of Goya.



Rendel| stared at it in awe. "Brilliant!"

"I't was Mss Wiitney's idea," the hunchback admtted. "She
asked whether it would be possible to cover up the original
artist's signature with a fake signature and then cover that
with the original nane."

"He figured out howit could be done,” Tracy sml ed.

Porretta said nodestly, "It was ridiculously sinple. Took
fewer than two mnutes. The trick was in the paints | used.
First, | covered Goya's signature wth a |ayer of

super-refined white French polish, to protect it. Then, over
that | painted Lucas's nane with a quick-drying acrylic-based
paint. On top of that | painted in Goya's nane with an

oi | -based paint wwth a light picture varnish. Wen the top
signature was renoved, Lucas's nane appeared. |f they had
gone further, they would have di scovered that Goya's ori gi nal
signature was hi dden underneath. But of course, they

didn"t."

Tracy handed each man a fat envel ope and said, "I want to

t hank you both." "Anytine you need an art expert,"” Henri
Rendel | wi nked. Porretta asked, "How do you plan to carry the
pai nting out of the country?" "I'm having a nessenger coll ect
it here. Wait for him" She shook the hands of both nen and
wal ked out.

On her way back to the Ritz, Tracy was filled with a sense
of exhilaration. Everything is a matter of psychol ogy, she

t hought. From the begi nning she had seen that it would be

i npossible to steal the painting fromthe Prado, so she had
had to trick them to put themin a frane of m nd where they
wanted to get rid of it. Tracy visualized Jeff Stevens's
face when he | earned how he had been outwitted, and she

| aughed al oud.
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She waited in her hotel suite for the nmessenger, and when
he arrived, Tracy tel ephoned Cesar Porretta.

"The messenger is here now," Tracy said. "I'msending him



over to pick up the painting. See that he---"

"What ? What are you tal ki ng about?" Porretta screaned.
"Your nessenger picked up the painting half an hour ago."

BOOK THREE
Chapter 31

Pari s
WEDNESDAY, JULY 9--- NOON

In a private office off the Rue Matignon, Gunther Hartog
said, "I understand how you feel about what happened in
Madrid, Tracy, but Jeff Stevens got there first."

“No," Tracy corrected himbitterly. "I got there first. He
got there last."” "But Jeff delivered it. The Puerto is
already on its way to ny client." After all her planning and
schem ng, Jeff Stevens had outwitted her. He had sat back
and |l et her do the work and take all the risks, and at the
| ast nonment he had calmy wal ked off with the prize. How he
must have been |aughing at her all the tine! You're a very
speci al lady, Tracy. She could not bear the waves of
hum | iation that washed over her when she thought of the

ni ght of the flanmenco dancing. My God, what a fool | al nost
made of nyself.
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"1 never thought | could kill anyone," Tracy told Gunther,
"but | could happily slaughter Jeff Stevens.™

Qunther said mldly, "Ch, dear. Not in this room | hope.
He's on his way here." "He's what?" Tracy junped to her feet.
"I told you | have a proposition for you. It will require

a partner. In ny opinion, he is the only one who---"

“I"d rather starve first!" Tracy snapped. "Jeff Stevens is
t he nost contenptible---"

"Ah, did | hear ny nanme nentioned?" He stood in the



doorway, beam ng. "Tracy, darling, you | ook even nore
stunni ng than usual. Gunther, ny friend, how are you?"

The two nmen shook hands. Tracy stood there, filled with a
cold fury. Jeff | ooked at her and sighed. "You're probably

upset with ne." "Upset! |--- " She could not find the words.
"Tracy, if | may say so, | thought your plan was
brilliant. | nean it. Really brilliant. You nade only one

little m stake. Never trust a Swiss with a m ssing index
finger."

She took deep breaths, trying to control herself. She
turned to Gunther. "I'll talk to you later, Gunther."

"Tracy---"

"No. Whatever it is, | want no part of it. Not if he's
I nvol ved. " Q@unt her said, "Wuld you at least listen to it?"

"There's no point. [---"

“In three days De Beers is shipping a four-mllion-dollar
packet of dianonds from Paris to Ansterdam on an Air France
cargo plane. | have a client who's eager to acquire those
stones. "

"Why don't you hijack themon the way to the airport? Your
friend here is an expert on hijacking." She could not keep
the bitterness fromher voice. By God, she's magnificent when
she's angry, Jeff thought. Gunther said, "The dianonds are
too well guarded. W're going to hijack the dianonds during
the flight."

Tracy |l ooked at himin surprise. "During the flight? In a
cargo plane?" "W need soneone small enough to hide inside
one of the containers. Wien the plane is in the air, al

that person has to do is step out of the crate, open the De
Beers contai ner, renove the package of dianonds, replace the
package with a duplicate, which will have been prepared, and
get back in the other crate.” "And I'msnmall enough to fit in
a crate.”



@Qunt her said, "It's nmuch nore than that, Tracy. W need
soneone who's bright and has nerve."

Tracy stood there, thinking. "I tike the plan, Gunther.
VWhat | don't like is the idea of working with him This
person is a crook."

Jeff grinned. "Aren't we all, dear heart? Gunther is
offering us a mllion dollars if we can pull this off."

Tracy stared at Gunther. "A mllion dollars?"

He nodded. "Half a mllion for each of you."

"The reason it can work," Jeff explained, "is that | have

a contact at the |oading dock at the airport. He'll help us

set it up. He can be trusted.” "Unlike you," Tracy retorted.
" Good- bye, @unther."

She sail ed out of the room

@unt her | ooked after her. "She's really upset with you
about Madrid, Jeff. I"'mafraid she's not going to do this."

"You're wong," Jeff said cheerfully. "I know Tracy. She
won't be able to resist it."
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"The pallets are sealed before they are | oaded onto the

pl ane, " Ranon Vauban was expl ai ni ng. The speaker was a young
Frenchman, with an old face that had nothing to do with his
years and bl ack, dead eyes. He was a dispatcher with Air
France Cargo, and the key to the success of the plan.

Vauban, Tracy, Jeff, and Gunther were seated at a

rail-side table on the Bateau Muche, the sightseeing boat
that cruises the Seine, circling Paris. "If the pallet is
seal ed," Tracy asked, her voice crisp, "howdo | get into
1t?" "For l|ast-mnute shipnents,” Vauban replied, "the
conpany uses what we call soft pallets, |arge wooden crates
W th canvas on one side, fastened down only with rope. For
security reasons, valuable cargo |ike dianonds always arrives



at the last mnute so it is the last to go on and the first
to cone off." Tracy said, "So the dianonds would be in a soft
pallet?" "That is correct, madenviselle. As would you. |
woul d arrange for the container with youin it to be placed
next to the pallet with the dianonds. Al you have to do
when the plane is in flight is cut the ropes, open the pallet
with the di anonds, exchange a box identical to theirs, get
back in your container, and close it up again."

@unt her added, "Wen the plane lands in Arsterdam the

guards will pick up the substitute box of dianbnds and
deliver it to the dianond cutters. By the tinme they discover
the substitution, we'll have you on an airplane out of the

country. Believe ne, nothing can go wong."

A sentence that chilled Tracy's heart. "Wuldn't | freeze
to death up there?" she asked.

Vauban sm | ed. "Madenoiselle, these days, cargo planes are
heated. They often carry livestock and pets. No, you wll be
quite confortable. Alittle cranped, perhaps, but otherw se
fine."

Tracy had finally agreed to listen to their idea. A half
mllion dollars for a few hours' disconfort. She had

exam ned the schene fromevery angle. It can work, Tracy
thought. If only Jeff Stevens were not involved! Her feelings
about himwere such a roiling mxture of enobtions that she
was confused and angry with herself. He had done what he did
in Madrid for the fun of outwitting her. He had betrayed

her, cheated her, and now he was secretly |aughing at her.

The three nmen were watching her, waiting for her answer.

The boat was passi ng under the Pont Neuf, the ol dest bridge
in Paris, which the contrary French insisted on calling the
New Bridge. Across the river, two |lovers enbraced on the

edge of the enbanknment, and Tracy could see the blissful |ook
on the face of the girl. She's a fool, Tracy thought. She
made her decision. She | ooked straight into Jeff's eyes as
she said, "All right. I'll go along with it," and she could
feel the tension at the table dissipate.

"We don't have nuch tinme," Vauban was saying. H s dead
eyes turned to Tracy. "My brother works for a shipping



agent, and he will let us |oad the soft container with you
in it at his warehouse. | hope madenoi sell e does not have
cl austrophobi a. "

"Don't worry about ne.... Howlong will the trip take?"
"You will spend a few mnutes in the | oading area and one
hour flying to Ansterdam™

"How |l arge is the container?"

"Large enough for you to sit down. There will be other
things in it to conceal you--- just in case.”

Not hi ng can go wong, they had prom sed. But just in
case.... "l have a list of the things you'll need," Jeff told
her. "l've already arranged for them"

The snmug bastard. He had been so sure she woul d say yes.

"Vauban, here, wll see to it that your passport has the
proper exit and entrance stanps, so you can |eave Holl and
wi t hout any problem™ The boat began docking at its quay.

"We can go over the final plans in the norning," Ranon
Vauban said. "Now | have to get back to work. Au revoir." he
left.

Jeff asked, "Why don't we all have dinner together to
celebrate?" "lI'msorry," GQunther apol ogi zed, "but | have a
previ ous engagenent." Jeff turned to Tracy. "Wuld---"

"No, thanks. I'mtired," she said quickly.

It was an excuse to avoid being with Jeff, but even as

Tracy said it, she realized she really was exhausted. It was
probably the strain of the excitenent she had been going

t hrough for so long. She was feeling |ightheaded. When this
I's over, she prom sed herself, |I'mgoing back to London for a
|l ong rest. Her head was beginning to throb. | really nust.

"I brought you a little present,” Jeff told her. He handed
her a gaily wapped box. In it was an exquisite silk scarf

wth the initials TWstitched in one corner.

"Thank you." He can afford it, Tracy thought angrily. He



bought it with ny half mllion dollars.
"Sure you won't change your m nd about dinner?"

“I"'mpositive."
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In Paris, Tracy stayed at the classic Plaza Athénée, in a

| ovely old suite that overl ooked the garden restaurant.
There was an el egant restaurant inside the hotel, with soft
pi ano nmusic, but on this evening Tracy was too tired to
change into a nore formal dress. She went into the Relais,
the hotel's small café, and ordered a bowl of soup. She
pushed the plate away, half-finished, and left for her

Sui te.

Dani el Cooper, seated at the other end of the room noted
the time., ********x%x

Dani el Cooper had a problem Upon his return to Paris, he
had asked for a neeting with Inspector Trignant. The head of
I nterpol had been | ess than cordial. He had just spent an
hour on the tel ephone |listening to Commandant Ramro's
conpl ai nts about the American.

"He is loco!" the commandant had expl oded. "I wasted nen
and noney and tinme following this Tracy Witney, who he

I nsisted was going to rob the Prado, and she turned out to
be a harm ess tourist just as | said she was." The
conversation had |l ed Inspector Trignant to believe that
Dani el Cooper could have been wong about Tracy in the first
pl ace. There was not one shred of evidence agai nst the
woman. The fact that she had been in various cities at the
times the crines were commtted was not evi dence.

And so, when Dani el Cooper had gone to see the inspector

and said, "Tracy Wiitney is in Paris. | would |ike her

pl aced on twenty-four-hour surveillance,” the inspector had
replied, "Unless you can present nme with sonme proof that this
wonman is planning to commt a specific crinme, there is
nothing I can do." Cooper had fixed himw th his blazing
brown eyes and said, "You're a fool," and had found hinself
bei ng uncer enoni ously ushered out of the office. That was



when Cooper had begun his one-man surveillance. He trailed
Tracy everywhere: to shops and restaurants, through the
streets of Paris. He went w thout sleep and often w thout
food. Daniel Cooper could not permt Tracy Witney to defeat
him Hi s assignnment would not be finished until he had put
her in prison.
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Tracy lay in bed that night, review ng the next day's

pl an. She wi shed her head felt better. She had taken

aspirin, but the throbbing was worse. She was perspiring,

and the room seened unbearably hot. Tonorrow it wll be over.
Switzerland. That's where I'Il go. To the cool nountains of
Switzerl and. To the chat eau.

She set the alarmfor 5:00 AM, and when the bell rang

she was in her prison cell and Ad Iron Pants was yelling,
"Time to get dressed. Mive it," and the corridor echoed with
the clanging of the bell. Tracy awakened. Her chest felt
tight, and the light hurt her eyes. She forced herself into
t he bathroom Her face | ooked blotchy and flushed in the
mrror. | can't get sick now, Tracy thought. Not today.
There's too nuch to do.

She dressed slowy, trying to ignore the throbbing in her
head. She put on bl ack overalls with deep pockets,
rubber - sol ed shoes, and a Basque beret. Her heart seened to
beat erratically, but she was not sure whether it was from
excitenment or the nalaise that gripped her. She was dizzy
and weak. Her throat felt sore and scratchy. bn her table
she saw the scarf Jeff had given her. She picked it up and
wrapped it around her neck.
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The main entrance to the Hotel Plaza Athénée is on Avenue
Mont ai gne, but the service entrance is on Rue du Boccador,
around the corner. A discreet sign reads ENTREE DE SERVI CE,
and the passageway goes from a back hallway of the |obby

t hrough a narrow corridor lined with garbage cans |eading to
the street. Daniel Cooper, who had taken up an observation
post near the main entrance, did not see Tracy | eave through
the service door, but inexplicably, the nonent she was gone,



he sensed it. He hurried out to the avenue and | ooked up and
down the street. Tracy was nowhere in sight.

The gray Renault that picked up Tracy at the side entrance
to the hotel headed for the Etoile. There was little traffic
at that hour, and the driver, a pinply-faced youth who
apparently spoke no English, raced into one of the twelve
avenues that formthe spokes of the Etoile. | w sh he would
sl ow down, Tracy thought. The notion was maki ng her carsick.

Thirty mnutes later the car slammed to a stop in front of
a war ehouse. The sign over the door read BRUCERE ET Cl E
Tracy renmenbered that this was where Ranon Vauban's brot her
wor ked.

The yout h opened the car door and murnured, "Vite!"

A m ddl e-aged man with a quick, furtive manner appeared as
Tracy stepped out of the car. "Follow ne," he said. "Hurry."

Tracy stunbled after himto the back of the warehouse,
where there were half a dozen containers, npost of them
filled and sealed, ready to be taken to the airport. There
was one soft container with a canvas side, half-filled with
furniture

"Get in. Quick! W have no tine."

Tracy felt faint. She | ooked at the box and thought, |
can't get in there. I'll die.

The man was | ooki ng at her strangely. "Avez-vous nal ?"

Now was the tinme to back out, to put a stop to this. "I'm
all right,” Tracy nmunbled. It would be over soon. In a few
hours she would be on her way to Switzerl and.

"Bon. Take this." He handed her a doubl e-edged knife, a

| ong coil of heavy rope, a flashlight, and a snmall bl ue

jewel box with a red ribbon around it. "This is the duplicate
of the jewel box you will exchange." Tracy took a deep
breath, stepped into the container, and sat down. Seconds



| ater a | arge piece of canvas dropped down over the opening.
She coul d hear ropes being tied around the canvas to hold it
in place. She barely heard his voice through the canvas.
“From now on, no tal king, no noving, no snoking."

"I don't snoke," Tracy tried to say, but she did not have
the energy. "Bonne chance. |'ve cut sone holes in the side of
the box so you can breathe. Don't forget to breathe." He

| aughed at his joke, and she heard his footsteps fading

away. She was al one in the dark.

The box was narrow and cranped, and a set of dining-room
chairs took up nost of the space. Tracy felt as though she
were on fire. Her skin was hot to the touch, and she had
difficulty breathing. |'ve caught some kind of virus, she

t hought, but it's going to have to wait. | have work to do.
Thi nk about sonething else. Gunther's voice: You' ve nothing
to worry about, Tracy. Wen they unload the cargo in

Ansterdam your pallet will be taken to a private garage near
the airport. Jeff will neet you there. Gve himthe
jewels.and return to the airport. There will be a pl ane

ticket for Geneva waiting for you at the Swi ssair counter.
Get out of Anmsterdam as fast as you can. As soon as the
police |l earn of the robbery, they'll close up the city
tight. Nothing wilt go wong, but just in case, here is the
address and the key to a safe house in Amsterdam It is
unoccupi ed.

She nmust have dozed, for she awakened with a start as the
container as jerked into the air. Tracy felt herself

sw ngi ng through space, and she clung to the sides for
support. The container settled down on sonething hard. There
was a slamof a car door, an engine roared into |life, and a
nonment | ater the truck was noving.

They were on their way to the airport.

The schenme had been worked out on a split-second schedul e.
The container with Tracy inside was due to reach the cargo
shipping area within a few mnutes of the tinme the De Beers
pallet was to arrive. The driver of the truck carrying Tracy
had his instructions: Keep it at a steady fifty mles an
hour. Traffic on the road to the airport seened heavier than
usual that norning, but the driver was not worried. The



pal | et would nmake the plane in tine, and he would be in
possessi on of a bonus of 50,000 francs, enough to take his
wife and two children on a vacation. Anerica, he thought.
W'll go to Disney Wrld. He | ooked at the dashboard cl ock
and grinned to hinself. No problem The airport was only
three mles away, and he had ten mnutes to get there.
Exactly on schedule, he reached the turnoff for Air France
Cargo headquarters at the Fertnord sign and drove past the

| ow gray building at Roissy-Charles de Gaulle Airport, away
fromthe passenger entrance, where barbed-w re fences
separated the roadway fromthe cargo area. As he headed
toward the encl osure hol ding the enornous warehouse, which
occupi ed three bl ocks and was filled wth boxes and packages
and containers piled on doilies, there was a sudden expl osi ve
sound as the wheel jerked in his hand and the truck began to
vi brate. Foutre! he thought. A fucking bl owout.
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The giant 747 Air France cargo plane was in the process of
bei ng | oaded. The nose had been raised, revealing rows of
tracks. The cargo containers were on a platformlevel wth
the opening, ready to slide across a bridge into the hold of
the plane. There were thirty-eight pallets, twenty-eight of
themon the main deck and ten of themin the belly holds. On
the ceiling an exposed heating pipe ran fromone end of the
huge cabin to the other, and the wires and cabl es that
controlled the transport were visible on the ceiling. There
were no frills on this plane.

The | oadi ng had al nost been conpl eted. Ranon Vauban | ooked

at his watch again and cursed. The truck was | ate. The De
Beers consi gnnent had al ready been | oaded into its pallet,
and the canvas sides fastened dowmn with a crisscross of
ropes. Vauban had daubed the side of it with red paint so

t he woman woul d have no trouble identifying it. He watched
now as the pallet noved along the tracks into the plane and
was | ocked into place. There was roomnext to it for one nore
pall et, before the plane took off. There were three nore
containers on the dock waiting to be | oaded. Were in God's
name was the wonman? The | oadnaster inside the plane called,
"Let's go, Ranon. What's hol ding us up?" "A mnute," Vauban
answered. He hurried toward the entrance to the | oadi ng area.
No sign of the truck.



"Vauban! What's the problen?" He turned. A senior
supervi sor was approaching. "Finish | oading and get this
cargo in the air."

"Yes, sir. | was just waiting for---"

At that nonment the truck fromBrucére et Cie raced into
t he war ehouse and cane to a screamng halt in front of
Vauban.

"Here's the last of the cargo,” Vauban announced.
"Well, get it aboard," the supervisor snapped.

Vauban supervi sed the unl oading of the container fromthe
truck and sent it onto the bridge I eading to the plane.

He waved to the | oadmaster. "It's all yours."

Monents | ater the cargo was aboard, and the nose of the
pl ane was | owered into place. Vauban watched as the jets
were fired up and the giant plane started rolling toward the
runway, and he thought, Now it's up to the woman, ****x**xx*x

There was a fierce storm A giant wave had struck the ship
and it was sinking. |I'mdrowning, Tracy thought. |'ve got to
get out of here. She flung out her arns and hit sonething. It
was the side of a |lifeboat, rocking and swaying. She tried
to stand up and cracked her head on the leg of a table. In a
nmonment of clarity she renenbered where she was. Her face and
hair dripped with perspiration. She felt giddy, and her body
was burning up. How | ong had she been unconscious? It was
only an hour's flight. Was the plane about to | and? No, she
thought. It's all right. 1'"'mhaving a nightmare. I'min ny
bed in London, asleep. I'lIl call for a doctor. She could not
breat he. She struggled upward to reach for a tel ephone, then
I mredi atel y sank down, her body | eaden. The plane hit a
pocket of turbul ence, and Tracy was thrown agai nst the side
of the box. She lay there, dazed, desperately trying to
concentrate. How nuch tinme do | have? She wavered between a
helli sh dream and painful reality. The di anonds. Sonehow she
had to get the dianonds. But first... first, she had to cut



hersel f out of the pallet.

She touched the knife in her coveralls and found that it

was at terrible effort to lift it. Not enough air, Tracy

t hought. | nust have air. She reached around the edge of the
canvas, funbled for one of the outside ropes, found it, and
cut it. It seened to take an eternity. The canvas opened

w der. She cut another rope, and there was room enough to
slip outside of the container into the belly of the cargo

pl ane. The air outside the box was cold. She was freezing.
Her whol e body began to shake, and the constant jolting of

t he plane increased her nausea. |'ve got to hold on, Tracy
t hought. She forced herself to concentrate. What am | doing
here? Sonmething inportant... Yes... D anonds. Tracy's vision

was blurred, and everything was noving in and out of focus.
"' mnot going to nmake it.

The pl ane di pped suddenly, and Tracy was hurled to the
floor, scraping her hands on the sharp netal tracks. She
hel d on while the plane bucked, and when it had settled
down, she forced herself to her feet again. The roaring of
the jet engines was m xed with the roaring in her head. The
di anonds. | nust find the di anonds.

She stunbl ed anong the containers, squinting at each one,

| ooking for the red paint. Thank God! There it was, on the
third container. She stood there, trying to renmenber what to
do next. It was such an effort to concentrate. If | could
just lie down and sleep for a few mnutes, |1'd be fine. Al
need is sone sleep. But there was no tine. They could be

| andi ng in Ansterdam at any nonent. Tracy took the knife and
sl ashed at the ropes of the container. "One good cut will do
it," they had told her.

She barely had the strength to hold the knife in her

grasp. | can't fail now, Tracy thought. She began shivering
agai n, and shook so hard that she dropped the knife. It's not
going to work. They're going to catch ne and put ne back in
prison.

She hesitated indecisively, clinging to the rope, wanting
desperately to craw back into her box where she could

sl eep, safely hidden until it was all over. It would be so
easy. Then, slowy, noving carefully against the fierce



poundi ng in her head, Tracy reached for the knife and picked
It up. She began to slash at the heavy rope.

It finally gave way. Tracy pulled back the canvas and

stared into the gloony interior of the container. She could
see nothing. She pulled out the flashlight and, at that
nmoment, she felt a sudden change of pressure in her ears. The
pl ane was com ng down for a | anding.

Tracy thought, |'ve got to hurry. But her body refused to
respond. She stood there, dazed. Move, her m nd said.

She shone the flashlight into the interior of the box. It
was crammed wi th packages and envel opes and small cases, and
on top of a crate were two little blue boxes with red

ri bbons around them Two of theml There was only supposed to
be--- She blinked, and the two boxes nerged into one.

Everyt hing seened to have 'a bright aura around it.

She reached for the box and took the duplicate out of her
pocket. Holding the two of themin her hand, an overwhel m ng
nausea swept over her, racking her body. She squeezed her
eyes together, fighting against it. She started to place the
substitute box on top of the case and suddenly realized that
she was no | onger sure which box was which. She stared at
the two identical boxes. Was it the one in her left hand or
her right hand?

The pl ane began a steeper angle of descent. It would touch
down at any nonent. She had to nmake a deci sion. She set down
one of the boxes, prayed that it was the right one, and
noved away fromthe container. She funbled an uncut coil of
rope out of her coveralls. There's sonething | nmust do with
the rope. The roaring in her head made it inpossible to
think. She renenbered: After you cut the rope, put it in
your pocket, replace it with the new rope. Don't |eave

anyt hing around that wilt make them suspi ci ous.

It had sounded so easy then, sitting in the warm sun on
the deck of the Bateau Mouche. Now it was inpossible. She
had no nore strength left. The guards would find the cut
rope and the cargo woul d be searched, and she woul d be
caught. Sonet hing deep inside her screaned, No! No! No!



Wth a herculean effort, Tracy began to wi nd the uncut

rope around the container. She felt a jolt beneath her feet
as the plane touched the ground, and then another, and she
was sl anmed backward as the jets were thrust into reverse.
Her head smashed agai nst the floor and she bl acked out. The
747 was picking up speed now, taxiing along the runway toward
the termnal. Tracy lay crunpled on the floor of the plane
wi th her hair fanning over her white, white face. It was the
silence of the engines that brought her back to

consci ousness. The plane had stopped. She propped hersel f up
on an el bow and slowy forced herself to her knees. She
stood up, reeling, hanging on to the container to keep from
falling. The new rope was in place. She clasped the jewel
box to her chest and began to weave her way back to her
pal | et. She pushed her body through the canvas openi ng and
fl opped down, panting, her body beaded with perspiration.
|'ve done it. But there was sonething nore she had to do.
Sonet hi ng i nportant. \Wat? Tape up the rope on your pallet.
She reached into the pocket of her coveralls for the roll of
maski ng tape. It was gone. Her breath was coming in shall ow,
ragged gasps, and the sound deafened her. She thought she
heard voi ces and forced herself to stop breathing and

| isten. Yes. There they were again. Soneone | aughed. Any
second now t he cargo door would open, and the nen woul d
begi n unl oadi ng. They woul d see the cut rope, |ook inside
the pallet, and discover her. She had to find a way to hold
the rope together. She got to her knees, and as she did she
felt the hard roll of nasking tape, which had fallen from
her pocket sonetine during the turbul ence of the flight. She
lifted the canvas and funbled around to find the two ends of
cut rope, and held themtogether while she clunsily tried to
wrap the tape around them

She coul d not see. The perspiration pouring down her face

was blinding her. She pulled the scarf from her throat and

wi ped her face. Better. She finished taping the rope and
dropped the canvas back in place; there was nothing to do now
but wait. She felt her forehead again, and it seened hotter
than before. | nust get out of the sun, Tracy thought.

Tropi cal suns can be dangerous. She was on hol i day sonewhere
in the Caribbean. Jeff had cone here to bring her sone

di anonds, but he had junped into the sea and di sappeared. She
reached out to save him but he slipped fromher grasp. The
wat er was over her head. She was choki ng, drowning.



She heard the sound of worknen entering the plane.
"Hel p!'" she screaned. "Please help ne."

But her scream was a whi sper, and no one heard.

The giant containers began rolling out of the plane.

Tracy was unconsci ous when they | oaded her container onto
a Brucere et C e truck. Left behind, on the floor of the
cargo plane, was the scarf Jeff had given her.
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Tracy was awakened by the slash of light hitting the
i nside of the truck as soneone raised the canvas. Slowy,
she opened her eyes. The truck was in a warehouse.

Jeff was standing there, grinning at her. "You nmade it!"
he said. "You're a marvel. Let's have the box."

She watched, dully, as he picked up the box from her side.
"See you in Lisbon." He turned to | eave, then stopped and
| ooked down at her. "You look terrible, Tracy. You al
right ?"

She could hardly speak. "Jeff, I---"
But he was gone.

Tracy had only the haziest recollection of what happened
next. There was a change of clothes for her in back of the
war ehouse, and some woman said, "You look ill, madenoiselle.
Do you wish ne to call a doctor?" "No doctors,"” Tracy

whi sper ed.

There wll be a plane ticket for Geneva waiting for you at
the Swi ssair counter. Get out of Ansterdam as fast as you
can. As soon as the police |learn of the robbery, they'l
close up the city tight. Nothing will go wong, but just in
case, here is the address and the key to a safe house in
Ansterdam It is unoccupied.



The airport. She had to get to the airport. "Taxi," she
munbl ed. "Taxi." The woman hesitated a nonent, then shrugged.
"All right. I will call one. Wait here.™

She was floating higher and hi gher now, ever closer to the
sun. "Your taxi is here," a man was sayi ng.

She wi shed people would stop bothering her. She wanted

only to sleep. The driver said, "Were do you wish to go,
madenoi sel | e?" There will be a plane ticket for Geneva
waiting for you at the Swi ssair counter. She was too ill to
board a plane. They woul d stop her, summon a doctor. She
woul d be questioned. Al she needed was to sleep for a few
m nutes, then she would be fine.

The voice was getting inpatient. "Were to, please?"

She had no place to go. She gave the taxi driver the
address of the safe house. ****x*xx*x

The police were cross-exam ning her about the dianonds,

and when she refused to answer them they becane very angry
and put her in a roomby herself and turned up the heat

until the roomwas boiling hot. When it becane unbearabl e,

t hey dropped the tenperature down, until icicles began to
formon the walls. Tracy pushed her way up through the cold
and opened her eyes. She was on a bed, shivering
uncontrol l ably. There was a bl anket beneath her, but she did
not have the strength to get under it. Her dress was soaked
t hrough, and her face and neck were wet.

|"'mgoing to die here. Were was here?
The safe house. I'min the safe house. And the phrase

struck her as so funny that she started to |augh, and the
| aughter turned into a paroxysm of coughing. It had all gone

wrong. She had not gotten away after all. By now the police
woul d be conbi ng Ansterdam for her: Mdenoi selle Witney had
a ticket on Swissair and did not use it? Then she still nust

be in Arsterdam She wondered how | ong she had been in this
bed. She lifted her wist to |ook at her watch, but the
nunbers were blurred. She was seeing everything double. There
were two beds in the small roomand two dressers and four
chairs. The shivering stopped, and her body was burning up.



She needed to open a w ndow, but she was too weak to nove.
The room was freezing again.

She was back on the airplane, |ocked in the crate,
scream ng for help. You' ve nade it! You're a marvel. Let's
have t he box.

Jeff had taken the di anonds, and he was probably on his

way to Brazil with her share of the noney. He woul d be
enjoying hinself with one of his wonen, |aughing at her. He
had beaten her once nore. She hated him No. She didn't. Yes,
she di d. She despised him

She was in and out of delirium The hard pelota ball was
hurtling toward her, and Jeff grabbed her in his arns and
pushed her to the ground, and his |lips were very close to
hers, and then they were having dinner at Zal acain. Do you
know how speci al you are, Tracy?

| offer you a draw, Boris Mel ni kov said.

Her body was trenbling again, out of control, and she was

on an express train whirling through a dark tunnel, and at
the end of the tunnel she knew she was going to die. Al the
ot her passengers had gotten off except Al berto Fornati. He
was angry with her, shaking her and scream ng at her.

"For Christ's sake!" he yelled. "Open your eyes! Look at
me!" Wth a superhurman effort, Tracy opened her eyes, and
Jeff was standing over her. His face was white, and there
was fury in his voice. O course, it was all a part of her
dream

"How | ong have you been |ike this?"

"You're in Brazil," Tracy nmunbl ed.

After that, she renenbered nothi ng nore.

kkkkkkkikk*x

When | nspector Trignant was given the scarf with the
initials TWon it, found on the floor of the Air France
cargo plane, he stared at it for a long tinme. Then he said,



"Get nme Dani el Cooper."
BOOK THREE
Chapter 32

The picturesque village of Al kmaar, on the northwest coast
of Holland facing the North Sea, is a popular touri st
attraction, but there is a quarter in the eastern section
that tourists seldomvisit. Jeff Stevens had vacationed there
several times with a stewardess from KLM who had taught him
t he | anguage. He renenbered the area well, a place where the
residents m nded their own busi ness and were not unduly
curious about visitors. It was a perfect place to hide out.
Jeff's first inpulse had been to rush Tracy to a hospital,
but that was too dangerous. It was also risky for her to
remain in Ansterdama mnute |onger. He had wapped her in
bl ankets and carried her out to the car, where she had

remai ned unconscious during the drive to Al kmaar. Her pul se
was erratic and her breathing shallow

In Al kmaar, Jeff checked into a small inn. The innkeeper
wat ched curiously as Jeff carried Tracy upstairs to her
room

"We' re honeynooners," Jeff explained. "My wife becane
ill--- a slight respiratory disturbance. She needs rest."

"Wul d you |ike a doctor?"

Jeff was not certain of the answer hinself. "I'll |et you
know." The first thing he had to do was try to bring down
Tracy's fever. Jeff lowered her onto the |arge double bed in
the room and began to strip off her clothes, sodden with
perspiration. He held her up in a sitting position and lifted
her dress over her head. Shoes next, then pantyhose. Her

body was hot to the touch. Jeff wet a towel with cool water
and gently bathed her fromhead to foot. He covered her with
a bl anket and sat at the bedside listening to her uneven

br eat hi ng.

If she's not better by morning, Jeff decided, I'll have to
bring in a doctor. **x*xkxxkxxx



In the norning the bedcl ot hes were soaked again. Tracy was
still unconscious, but it seened to Jeff that her breathing
was a little easier. He was afraid to et the naid see

Tracy; it would lead to too many questions. |Instead, he asked
t he housekeeper for a change of linens and took them i nside
the room He washed Tracy's body with a noist towel, changed
the sheets on the bed the way he had seen nurses do in
hospitals, w thout disturbing the patient, and covered her up
agai n.

Jeff put a DO NOT DI STURB sign on the door and went

| ooki ng for the nearest pharnmacy. He bought aspirin, a

t hermoneter, a sponge, and rubbing al cohol. When he returned
to the room Tracy was still not awake. Jeff took her
tenperature: 104 degrees. He sponged her body with the cool
al cohol, and her fever dropped. An hour |ater her tenperature
was up again. He was going to have to call a doctor. The
probl emwas that the doctor would insist Tracy be taken to a
hospital. Questions would be asked. Jeff had no idea whet her
the police were |l ooking for them but if they were, they
woul d both be taken into custody. He had to do sonething. He
mashed up four aspirins, placed the powder between Tracy's
i ps, and gently spooned water into her nmouth until she
finally swall owed. Once agai n he bat hed her body. After he
had finished drying her, it seened to himthat her skin was
not as hot as it had been. He checked her pul se once nore.

It seenmed steadier. He put his head to her chest and

| i stened. Was her breathing | ess congested? He could not be
certain. He was sure of only one thing, and he repeated it
over and over until it becane a litany: "You're going to get
well." He kissed her gently on the forehead.

Jeff had not slept in forty-eight hours, and he was
exhausted and holloweyed. I'lIl sleep later, he prom sed
hinmself. 1'lIl close ny eyes to rest thema nonent. He slept.

kkhkkkrkkhk*xkkhk*

When Tracy opened her eyes and watched the ceiling slowy
come into focus, she had no idea where she was. It took |ong
m nutes for awareness to seep into her consciousness. Her
body felt battered and sore, and she had the feeling that she
had returned froma |long, wearying journey. Drowsily, she



| ooked around the unfamliar room and her heart suddenly

ski pped a beat. Jeff was slunped in an arnthair near the

wi ndow, asleep. It was inpossible. The last tinme she had seen
him he had taken the dianonds and | eft. Wat was he doing
here? And with a sudden, sinking sensation, Tracy knew the
answer: She had given himthe wong box--- the box with the
fake di anonds--- and Jeff thought she had cheated him He
must have picked her up at the safe house and taken her to
wherever this place was.

As she sat up, Jeff stirred and opened his eyes. When he
saw Tracy looking at him a slow, happy grin lit his face.

"Wel cone back." There was a note of such intense relief in
his voice that Tracy was confused.

"I"'msorry," Tracy said. Her voice was a hoarse whisper.
"l gave you the wong box."

"What ?""
"I m xed up the boxes."

He wal ked over to her and said gently, "No, Tracy. You
gave ne the real dianonds. They're on their way to Gunther."

She | ooked at himin bew | dernent. "Then--- why--- why are
you here?" He sat on the edge of the bed. "Wen you handed ne
t he di anonds, you | ooked |ike death. | decided I'd better
wait at the airport to make sure you caught your flight. You

didn't show up, and I knew you were in trouble. | went to the
safe house and found you. | couldn't just let you die

there,” he said lightly. "It would have been a clue for the
police."

She was watching him puzzled. "Tell ne the real reason
you canme back for nme." "Time to take your tenperature,” he
said briskly.

"Not bad," he told her a few mnutes later. "Little over a
hundred. You're a wonderful patient."

“Jeff---"



"Trust nme," he said. "Hungry?"
Tracy was suddenly ravenous. "Starved."

"Good. I'll bring sonmething in."

kkhkkkrkk*kkhk*k

He returned from shopping with a bag full of orange juice,
mlk, and fresh fruit, and |large Dutch broodjes, rolls
filled with different kinds of cheese, neat, and fish.

"This seens to be the Dutch version of chicken soup, but
it should do the trick. Now, eat slowy."

He hel ped her sit up, and fed her. He was careful and
tender, and Tracy thought, warily, He's after sonething.

As they were eating, Jeff said, "Wile | was out, |
t el ephoned Gunther. He received the dianonds. He deposited
your share of the noney in your Sw ss bank account.”

She coul d not keep herself from asking, "Wiy didn't you
keep it all?" When Jeff answered, his tone was serious.
"Because it's tine we stopped playing ganes with each ot her,
Tracy. Ckay?"

It was another one of his tricks, of course, but she was
too tired to worry about it. "Ckay."

"I'f you'll tell me your sizes," Jeff said, "I'll go out
and buy some clothes for you. The Dutch are liberal, but I
think if you wal ked around |ike that they m ght be shocked."

Tracy pulled the covers up closer around her, suddenly

aware of her nakedness. She had a vague inpression of Jeff's
undressi ng her and bathing her. He had risked his own safety
to nurse her. Wiy? She had believed she understood him |
don't understand himat all, Tracy thought. Not at all. She
sl ept.

kkhkkkrkkhk*kkhk*



In the afternoon Jeff brought back two suitcases filled

wi th robes and ni ght gowns, underwear, dresses, and shoes,
and a nakeup kit and a conb and brush and hair dryer,

t oot hbrushes and t oot hpaste. He al so had purchased several
changes of clothes for hinself and brought back the

I nternational Herald Tribune. On the front page was a story
about the dianond hijacking; the police had figured out how
it had been commtted, but according to the newspaper, the
t hieves had left no clues.

Jeff said cheerfully, "We're hone freel! Now all we have to
do is get you wel| . " **xxkkkkkx

It was Dani el Cooper who had suggested that the scarf with
the initials TWbe kept fromthe press. "W know," he had
told Inspector Trignant, "who it belongs to, but it's not
enough evidence for an indictnent. Her |awers woul d produce
every woman in Europe with the sane initials and nake fools
of you." In Cooper's opinion, the police had al ready nmade
fools of thenselves. God will give her to ne.

He sat in the darkness of the small church, on a hard

wooden bench, and he prayed: Ch, nake her mne, Father. G ve
her to me to punish so that | may wash nyself of ny sins.

The evil in her spirit shall be exorcised, and her naked body
shal| bef fagellated.... And he thought about Tracy's naked
body in his power and felt hinself getting an erection. He
hurried fromthe church in terror that God woul d see and
inflict further punishnent on him

kkhkkhkrkhkxkkhk*

When Tracy awoke, it was dark. She sat up and turned on

the | anmp on the bedside table. She was al one. He had gone. A
feeling of panic washed over her. She had allowed herself to
grow dependent on Jeff, and that had been a stupid m stake.
It serves ne right, Tracy thought bitterly. "Trust ne," Jeff
had said, and she had. He had taken care of her only to
protect hinself, not for any other reason. She had cone to
believe that he felt sonething for her. She had wanted to
trust him wanted to feel that she neant sonething to him
She |l ay back on her pillow and cl osed her eyes, thinking,
|"'mgoing to mss him Heaven help ne, I'mgoing to mss



hi m

CGod had played a cosmc joke on her. Wiy did it have to be
hi n? she wondered, but the reason did not matter. She would
have to nmake plans to | eave this place as soon as possi bl e,
find sonepl ace where she could get well, where she could
feel safe. Ch, you bl oody fool, she thought. You---

There was the sound of the door opening, and Jeff's voice
called out, "Tracy, are you awake? | brought you sone books
and magazi nes. | thought you mght---" He stopped as he saw
t he expression on her face. "Hey! |Is sonething wong?" "Not
now, " Tracy whi spered. "Not now. "

The follow ng norning Tracy's fever was gone.
“I"d like to get out," she said. "Do you think we could go
for a wal k, Jeff?" They were a curiosity in the |obby. The
coupl e who owned the hotel were delighted by Tracy's
recovery. "Your husband was so wonderful. He insisted on
doing everything for you hinself. He was so worried. A wonan
Is lucky to have a man who | oves her so much.™

Tracy | ooked at Jeff, and she coul d have sworn he was
bl ushing. Qutside, Tracy said, "They're very sweet."

"Sentinmentalists," Jeff retorted.

kkkkkikkikk*x

Jeff had arranged for a cot to sleep on, placed next to
Tracy's bed. As Tracy lay in bed that night, she renenbered
agai n how Jeff had taken care of her, tended to her needs,
and nursed her and bat hed her naked body. She was powerfully
aware of his presence. It nmade her feel protected. It nade
her feel nervous.

kkhkkkrkkhk*xkkhk*

Slowy, as Tracy grew stronger, she and Jeff spent nore

time exploring the quaint little town. They wal ked to the

Al kmaar der Meer, al ong wi ndi ng, cobbl estone streets that
dated fromthe Mddl e Ages, and spent hours at the tulip
fields on the outskirts of the city. They visited the cheese



mar ket and the ol d wei ghing house, and went through the
muni ci pal nmuseum To Tracy's surprise, Jeff spoke to the
t ownspeopl e in Dutch

"Where did you learn that?" Tracy asked.
"l used to know a Dutch girl."
She was sorry she had asked.

As the days passed Tracy's heal thy young body gradually
heal ed itself. Wien Jeff felt that Tracy was strong enough,
he rented bicycles, and they visited the wwindmlls that
dotted the countryside. Each day was a |ovely holiday, and
Tracy wanted it never to end.

Jeff was a constant surprise. He treated Tracy with a
concern and tenderness that nelted her defenses against him
yet he made no sexual advances. He was an enigma to Tracy.
She thought of the beautiful wonen with whom she had seen
him and she was sure he could have had any of them Wy was
he staying by her side in this tiny backwater of the world?

Tracy found herself tal king about things she had thought

she woul d never discuss with anyone. She told Jeff about Joe
Ronmano and Tony Orsatti, and about Ernestine Littlechap and
Big Bertha and little Any Brannigan. Jeff was by turns
outraged and di stressed and synpathetic. Jeff told her about
his stepnother and his Uncle WIlie and about his carnival
days and his marriage to Louise. Tracy had never felt so

cl ose to anyone.

Suddenly it was tinme to | eave.

One norning Jeff said, "The police aren't |ooking for us,
Tracy. | think we should be noving on."

Tracy felt a stab of disappointnment. "All right. Wen?"
"Tonorrow. "

She nodded. "I'Ill pack in the norning."

kkhkkkrkkhk*kkhk*



That night Tracy |ay awake, unable to sleep. Jeff's
presence seened to fill the roomas never before. This had
been an unforgettable period in her life, and it was com ng
to an end. She | ooked over at the cot where Jeff lay. "Are
you asl eep?” Tracy whi sper ed.

“No..."
"What are you thinking about?"
"Tonorrow. Leaving this place. I'll mss it."

"I"'mgoing to mss you, Jeff." The words were out before
she could stop herself. Jeff sat up slowy and | ooked at her.
"How nmuch?" he asked softly. "Terribly."

A nonent |ater he was at her bedside. "Tracy---"

"Shhh. Don't tal k. Just put your arns around ne. Hold ne."

It started slowy, a velvet touching and stroking and
feeling, a caressing and gentle exploring of the senses. And
it began to build and swell in a frenzied, frantic rhythm
until it becane a bacchanal, an orgy of pleasure, wild and
savage. H's hard organ stroked her and pounded her and filled
her until she wanted to screamw th the unbearabl e joy. She
was at the center of a rainbow She felt herself being swept
up on a tidal wave that lifted her higher and hi gher, and
there was a sudden nolten explosion within her, and her whole
body began to shudder. G adually, the tenpest subsided. She
cl osed her eyes. She felt Jeff's lips nove down her body,
down, down to the center of her being, and she was caught up
i n another fierce wave of blissful sensation. She pulled Jeff
to her and held himclose, feeling his heart beat agai nst
hers. She strained against him but still she could not get
cl ose enough. She crept to the foot of the bed and touched
her lips to his body with soft, tender kisses, noving upward
until she felt his hard mal eness in her hand. She stroked it
softly and slid it into her nouth, and |istened to his npans
of pleasure. Then Jeff rolled on top of her and was inside
her and it began again, nore exciting than before, a
fountain spilling over with unbearabl e pleasure, and Tracy

t hought, Now | know. For the first time, | know But | nust
remenber that this is just for tonight, a lovely farewell



present.

Al'l through the night they nade | ove and tal ked about
everything and nothing, and it was as though sone

| ong-| ocked fl oodgates had opened for both of them At dawn,
as the canal s began to sparkle with the begi nning day, Jeff
said, "Marry nme, Tracy."

She was sure she had m sunderstood him but the words cane
again, and Tracy knew that it was crazy and inpossible, and
it could never work, and it was deliriously wonderful, and
of course it would work. And she whi spered, "Yes. Ch, yes!”

She began to cry, gripped tightly in the safety of his
arms. |'Il never be lonely again, Tracy thought. W bel ong
to each other. Jeff is a part of all ny tonorrows.

Tonorrow had cone.

kkkkkkkikk*x

Along tine |ater Tracy asked, "Wen did you know, Jeff?"
"When | saw you in that house and | thought you were dying. |
was half out of nmy mnd."

"l thought you had run away with the dianonds,"” Tracy
confessed. He took her in his arns again. "Tracy, what | did
in Madrid wasn't for the noney. It was for the gane--- the
chal l enge. That's why we're both in the business we're in,
isn't it? You're given a puzzle that can't possibly be

sol ved, and then you begin to wonder if there isn't sone

way." Tracy nodded. "I know. At first it was because | needed
the noney. And then it becane sonething else; |'ve given

away quite a bit of noney. | love matching w ts agai nst
peopl e who are successful and bright and unscrupul ous. | |ove

living on the cutting edge of danger."

After a long silence, Jeff said, "Tracy... how would you
feel about giving it up?”

She | ooked at him puzzled. "Gving it up? Whys"

"We were each on our own before. Now, everything has



changed. | couldn't bear it if anything happened. Wy take
any nore risks? W have all the noney we'll ever need. Wy
don't we consi der ourselves retired?"

"What woul d we do, Jeff?"
He grinned. "We'll think of sonething."
"Seriously, darling, how would we spend our |ives?"

"Doing anything we like, ny love. W'll travel, indulge
ourselves in hobbies. |I've always been fascinated by
archaeology. I'd like to go on a dig in Tunisia. | nmade a
prom se once to an old friend. W can finance our own digs.
Wwe'll travel all over the world."

"It sounds exciting."
"Then what do you say?"

She | ooked at himfor along nmonment. "If that's what you
want," Tracy said softly.

He hugged her and began | aughing. "I wonder if we should
send a formal announcenent to the police?"

Tracy joined in his |aughter.

kkkkkikkikk*x

The churches were ol der than any Cooper had ever known
before. Sone dated back to the pagan days, and at tinmes he
was not certain whether he was praying to the devil or to
God. He sat with bowed head in the anci ent Begui ne Court
Church and in St. Bavokerk and Pieterskerk and the

Ni euwekerk at Delft, and each tinme his prayer was the sane:
Let me nmake her suffer as | suffer.

kkkkkkkikk*x

The tel ephone call from Gunther Hartog cane the next day,
while Jeff was out. "How are you feeling?" Qunther asked.

"I feel wonderful," Tracy assured him



@unt her had tel ephoned every day after he had heard what

had happened to her. Tracy decided not to tell himthe news
about Jeff and herself, not yet. She wanted to hug it to
herself for a while, take it out and exam ne it, cherish it.
"Are you and Jeff getting along all right together?"

She smled. "We're getting along splendidly."

"Woul d you consi der working together again?"

Now she had to tell him "QGunther... we're... quitting."
There was a nonentary silence. "I don't understand."”
"Jeff and | are--- as they used to say in the old Janes

Cagney novi es--- going straight.”

"What ? But... why?"

"I't was Jeff's idea, and | agreed to it. No nore risks."
"Supposing | told you that the jab | have in mnd is worth
two million dollars to you and there are no risks?"

“I"d laugh a lot, Gunther."

“I'"'mserious, ny dear. You would travel to Amsterdam
which is only an hour from where you are now, and---"

"You'll have to find soneone else.”

He sighed. "I'mafraid there is no one else who could
handle this. WIIl you at |east discuss the possibility with
Jeff 2"

"All right, but it won't do any good."

"I wll call back this evening."

When Jeff returned, Tracy reported the conversation.

"Didn't you tell himwe've becone | aw abiding citizens?"
"OF course, darling, | told himto find soneone else."

"But he doesn't want to," Jeff guessed.



"He insisted he needed us. He said there's no risk and
that we could pick up two mllion dollars for a little bit
of effort."”

"Whi ch neans that whatever he has in m nd nust be guarded
| i ke Fort Knox." "Or the Prado," Tracy said m schievously.

Jeff grinned. "That was really a neat plan, sweetheart.
You know, | think that's when | started to fall in love with
you. "

"I think when you stole ny Goya is when | began to hate
you." "Be fair," Jeff adnonished. "You started to hate ne
before that." "True. Wat do we tell Gunther?"

"You've already told him W're not in that line of work
anynore." "Shouldn't we at |east find out what he's
t hi nki ng?"

"Tracy, we agreed that---"
"We're going to Ansterdam anyway, aren't we?"
"Yes, but---"

"Well, while we're there, darling, why don't we just
listen to what he has to say?"

Jeff studied her suspiciously. "You want to do it, don't
you?" "Certainly not! But it can't hurt to hear what he has
to say...."

kkkkkkkikk*x

They drove to Ansterdamthe foll owi ng day and checked into
the Anstel Hotel. Gunther Hartog flew in fromLondon to neet
t hem

They managed to sit together, as casual tourists, on a
Plas Motor |aunch cruising the Arstel River.

"I mdelighted that you two are getting married," Qunther
said. "My warnest congratul ations."



"Thank you, Gunther." Tracy knew that he was sincere.

"I respect your wi shes about retiring, but | have cone
across a situation so unique that |I felt |I had to call it to
your attention. It could be a very rewardi ng swan song."

"We're listening," Tracy said.

@unt her | eaned forward and began tal king, his voice | ow
When he had finished, he said, "Two mllion dollars if you
can pull it off."

"lIt's inpossible," Jeff declared flatly. "Tracy---"

But Tracy was not |istening. She was busily figuring out
how it coul d be done. ****x**xx*x

Anmst erdam s police headquarters, at the corner of Marnix
Straat and El andsgracht, is a gracious old five-story,
brownbrick building with a | ong white-stucco corridor on the
ground floor and a nmarble staircase | eading to the upper
floors. In a neeting roomupstairs, the Geneentepolitie were
I n conference. There were six Dutch detectives in the room
The | one foreigner was Dani el Cooper.

| nspector Joop van Duren was a giant of a man, |arger than
life, with a beefy face adorned by a fl ow ng nustache, and a
roari ng basso voice. He was addressing Toon Wl !l ens, the
neat, crisp, efficient chief comm ssioner, head of the city's
police force.

"Tracy Whitney arrived in Ansterdamthis norning, Chief

Commi ssioner. Interpol is certain she was responsible for
the De Beers hijacking. M. Cooper, here, feels she has cone
to Holland to cgmmit another felony." Chief Conm ssioner
Wllens turned to Cooper. "Do you have any proof of this, M.
Cooper ?"

Dani el Cooper did not need proof. He knew Tracy Wit ney,
body and soul. O course she was here to carry out a crine,
sonet hi ng outrageous,. sonething beyond the scope of their
tiny imagi nations. He forced hinself to remain calm "No
proof. That's why she nust be caught red-handed."



"And just how do you propose that we do that?"
"By not letting the woman out of our sight."

The use of the pronoun our disturbed the chief

comm ssioner. He had spoken wth Inspector Trignant in Paris
about Cooper. He's obnoxi ous, but he knows what he's about.
If we had listened to him we woul d have caught the Witney
wonan red-handed. It was the sanme phrase Cooper had j ust
used. Toon WIIlens made his decision, and it was based partly
on the well-publicized failure of the French police to
apprehend the hijackers of the De Beers di anonds. \Were the
French police had failed, the Dutch police would succeed.
"Very well," the chief comm ssioner said. "If the | ady has
come to Holland to test the efficiency of our police force,
we shall accommodate her." He turned to I nspector van Duren.
"Take whatever neasures you think necessary." ****x*xx*x

The city of Anmsterdamis divided into six police
districts, with each district responsible for its own
territory. On orders from |l nspector Joop van Duren, the
boundari es were ignored, and detectives fromdifferent
districts were assigned to surveillance teans. "I want her
wat ched twenty-four hours a day. Don't |et her out of your
sight."

| nspector van Duren turned to Dani el Cooper. "Well, M.
Cooper, are you satisfied?"

"Not until we have her."

"W will,"” the inspector assured him "You see, M.
Cooper, we pride ourselves on having the best police force
in the world."

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

Ansterdamis a tourist's paradise, a city of wwndmlls and
danms and row upon row of gabl ed houses | eaning crazily

agai nst one another along a network of tree-lined canals
filled with houseboats decorated by boxes of geraniuns and
plants, and laundry flying in the breeze. The Dutch were the
friendliest people Tracy had ever net.



"They all seem so happy," Tracy said.

"Remenber, they're the original flower people. Tulips."”

Tracy | aughed and took Jeff's arm She felt such joy in being
with him He's so wonderful. And Jeff was | ooking at her and
thinking, I"'mthe luckiest fellowin the world.

Tracy and Jeff did all the usual sightseeing things
tourists do. They strolled along Al bert Cuyp Straat, the
open-air market that stretches block after block and is
filled with stands of antiques, fruits and vegetabl es,

fl owers, and clothing, and wandered through Dam Squar e,
wher e young people gathered to listen to itinerant singers
and punk bands. They visited Vol endam the old picturesque
fishing village on the Zui der Zee, and Madurodam Holland in
mniature. As they drove past the bustling Schiphol Airport,
Jeff said, "Not long ago, all that |land the airport stands
on was the North Sea. Schiphol neans 'cenetery of ships.'

Tracy nestled closer to him "I'"'minpressed. It's nice to
be in love wth such a smart fellow "

"You ain't heard nothin' yet. Twenty-five percent of the
Net herlands is reclained | and. The whol e country is sixteen
feet bel ow sea |level." "Sounds scary."

“"Not to worry. We're perfectly safe as long as that little
kid keeps his finger in the dyke."

Everywhere Tracy and Jeff went, they were followed by the
Geneetepolitie, and each eveni ng Dani el Cooper studied the
witten reports submtted to I nspector van Duren. There was
not hi ng unusual in them but Cooper's suspicions were not

al l ayed. She's up to sonething, he told hinself, sonething
big. I wonder if she knows she's being foll owed? I wonder if
she knows |'mgoing to destroy her? As far as the detectives
coul d see, Tracy Wiitney and Jeff Stevens were nerely
tourists.

| nspector van Duren said to Cooper, "lIsn't it possible
you' re wong? They could be in Holland just to have a good
tine."



"No," Cooper said stubbornly. "I'"mnot wong. Stay with
her." He had an om nous feeling that tinme was runni ng out,
that if Tracy Wiitney did not nake a nove soon, the police
surveill ance woul d be called off again. That could not be

al lowed to happen. He joined the detectives who were keeping
Tracy under observation.

kkkkkkkkk*x

Tracy and Jeff had connecting roons at the Amnstel. "For
the sake of respectability,” Jeff had told Tracy, "but I
won't let you get far fromne." "Prom se?"

Each night Jeff stayed with her until early dawn, and they
made | ove far into the night. He was a protean |over, by
turns tender and considerate, wld and feral.

"It's the first time," Tracy whispered, "that |'ve really
known what ny body was for. Thank you, ny |ove."

"The pleasure's all mne."
"Only half."

They roaned the city in an apparently ain ess manner. They
had | unch at the Excelsior in the Hotel de |'Europe and

di nner at the Bowedery, and ate all twenty-two courses

served at the Indonesian Bali. They had erw ensoep, Holland's
fanmbus pea soup; sanpl ed kutspot, potatoes, carrots, and

oni ons; and boerenkool nmet worst, made fromthirteen
veget abl es and snoked sausage. They wal ked t hrough the
wal l etjes, the redlight district of Arsterdam where fat,

ki nrono-cl ad whores sat on the street w ndows displ aying

their anple wares; each evening the witten report submtted
to I nspector Joop van Duren ended wth the sanme note: Nothing
suspi ci ous.

Pati ence, Dani el Cooper told hinself. Patience.

At the urging of Cooper, Inspector van Duren went to Chi ef
Conmmi ssioner Wllens to ask perm ssion to place electronic
eavesdroppi ng devices in the hotel roons of the two
suspects. Perm ssion was deni ed.



"When you have nore substantial grounds for your

suspi cions," the chief comm ssioner said, "cone back to ne.
Until then, | cannot permt you to eavesdrop on people who
are so far guilty only of touring Holland." ***x**x*xx*

That conversation had taken place on Friday. On Monday
nmorni ng Tracy and Jeff went to Paulus Potter Straat in
Coster, the dianobnd center of Ansterdam to visit the
Neder | ands Di anond- Cutting Factory. Dani el Cooper was a part
of the surveillance team The factory was crowded wth
tourists. An English-speaki ng gui de conducted them around
the factory, explaining each operation in the cutting
process, and at the end of the tour led the group to a |large
di spl ay room where showases filled with a variety of

di anonds for sale lined the walls. This of course was the
ultimate reason visitors were given a tour of the factory.
In the center of the roomstood a glass case dramatically
nmounted on a tall, black pedestal, and inside the case was

t he nost exquisite dianond Tracy had ever seen.

The gui de announced proudly, "And here, |adies and

gentl enen, is the fanmous Lucul |l an di anond you have all read
about. It was once purchased by a stage actor for his novie
star wwfe and is valued at ten mllion dollars. It is a
perfect stone, one of the finest dianonds in the world."

"That nust be quite a target for jewel thieves," Jeff said
al oud. Dani el Cooper noved forward so he could hear better.

The guide smled indulgently. "Nee, mjnheer." He nodded
toward the arnmed guard standing near the exhibit. "This
stone is nore closely guarded than the jewels in the Tower

of London. There is no danger. |If anyone touches that gl ass
case, an alarmrings--- en onmddellijk!--- and every w ndow
and door in this roomis instantly sealed off. At night

el ectronic beans are on, and if soneone enters the room an
al arm sounds at police headquarters.”

Jeff | ooked at Tracy and said, "l guess no one's ever
going to steal that dianond."

Cooper exchanged a | ook with one of the detectives. That
af ternoon | nspector van Duren was given a report of the



conver sati on.
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The follow ng day Tracy and Jeff visited the R jksnuseum

At the entrance, Jeff purchased a directory plan of the
museum and he and Tracy passed through the nain hall to the
Gal l ery of Honor, filled wwth Fra Angelicos, Mirillos,
Rubenses, Van Dycks, and Tiepol os. They noved sl owy, pausing
in front of each painting, and then wal ked into the N ght
Wat ch Room where Renbrandt's nost fanous painting hung.
There they stayed. And the attractive Constable First-d ass
Fi en Hauer, who was follow ng them thought to herself, OCh,
ny God! The official title of the painting is The Conpany of
Captai n Franc Banni ng Cocq and Li eutenant WI Il em van

Ruyt enburch, and it portrays, with extraordinary clarity and
conposition, a group of soldiers preparing to go on their
wat ch, under the command of their colorfully uniforned
captain. The area around the portrait was roped off with

vel vet cords, and a guard stood nearby. "It's hard to
believe," Jeff told Tracy, "but Renbrandt caught hell for
this painting."

"But why? It's fantastic."

"H's patron--- the captain in the painting--- didn't |ike
the attention Renbrandt paid to the other figures." Jeff
turned to the guard. "I hope this is well protected.”

"Ja, mjnheer. Anyone who tries to steal anything from
this museum woul d have to get by el ectronic beans, security
caneras, and, at night, two guards with patrol dogs."

Jeff smled easily. "I guess this painting is going to
stay here forever." Late that afternoon the exchange was
reported to Van Duren. "The N ght Watch!" he excl ai ned.
"Al stublieft, inpossible!"

Dani el Cooper nerely blinked at himwith his wild, nyopic

eyes kkkkkkkikk*x

At the Ansterdam Convention Center, there was a neeting of
philatelists, and Tracy and Jeff were anong the first to
arrive. The hall was heavily guarded, for many of the stanps



were pricel ess. Cooper and a Dutch detective watched as the
two visitors wandered through the rare-stanp coll ection.
Tracy and Jeff paused in front of the British Guiana, an
unattracti ve nmagenta, six-sided stanp. "Wat an ugly stanp,”
Tracy observed.

"Don't knock it, darling. It's the only stanp of its kind
in the world." "What's it worth?"

"One mllion dollars.”

The attendant nodded. "That is correct, sir. Mst people
woul d have no idea, just looking at it. But | see that you,
sir, love these stanps, as | do. The history of the world is
in them"

Tracy and Jeff noved on to the next case and | ooked at an
I nverted Jenny stanp that portrayed an airplane flying
upsi de down.

"That's an interesting one," Tracy said.
The attendant guarding the stanp case said, "It's
worth---" "Seventy-five thousand dollars,” Jeff remarked.

"Yes, sir. Exactly."
They noved on to a Hawaiian M ssionary two-cent bl ue.

"That's worth a quarter of a mllion dollars,” Jeff told
Tracy. Cooper was follow ng closely behind them now, m ngling
with the crowd. Jeff pointed to another stanp. "Here's a rare
one. The one-pence Mauritius post office. Instead of
‘postpaid,’ sone daydream ng engraver printed 'post office.’
It's worth a | ot of pence today."

"They all seem so small and vul nerabl e, and

so easy to wal k away wth."

Tracy said,

The guard at the counter smled. "A thief wouldn't get
very far, mss. The cases are all electronically wired, and
armed guards patrol the convention center day and night."

"That's a great relief,"” Jeff said earnestly. "One can't



be too careful these days, can one?"

That afternoon Dani el Cooper and |Inspector Joop van Duren
call ed on Chief Comm ssioner WIlens together. Van Duren
pl aced the surveillance reports on the conm ssioner's desk
and wai t ed.

"There's nothing definite here," the chief conm ssioner
finally said, "but I'll admt that your suspects seemto be
sniffing around sonme very lucrative targets. Al right,

I nspector. Go ahead. You have official perm ssion to place
| i stening devices in their hotel roons."

Dani el Cooper was el ated. There would be no nore privacy

for Tracy Wihitney. Fromthis point on, he would know

everyt hing she was thinking, saying, and doing. He thought
about Tracy and Jeff together in bed, and renenbered the feel
of Tracy's underwear against his cheek. So soft, so
sweet-snel ling. That afternoon he went to church.
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When Tracy and Jeff left the hotel for dinner that

evening, a teamof police technicians went to work, planting
tiny wireless transmtters in Tracy's and Jeff's suites,
conceal ing them behind pictures, in |anps, and under bedside
t abl es.

| nspector Joop van Duren had comrandeered the suite on the
floor directly above, and there a technician installed a
radio receiver wiwth an antenna and plugged in a recorder.

"It's voice activated," the technician explained. "No one
has to be here to nonitor it. Wen soneone speaks, it w
automatically begin to record.” But Daniel Cooper wanted to
be there. He had to be then It was God's wll.

BOOK THREE
Chapter 33
Early the foll owi ng norning Dani el Cooper, |nspector Joop

van Duren, and his young assistant, Detective Constable
Wtkanp, were in the upstairs suite listening to the



conver sati on bel ow.

"More coffee?" Jeff's voice.
"No, thank you, darling." Tracy's voice. "Try this cheese
that room service sent up. It's really wonderful ."

A short silence. "Mmm Delicious. Wiat would you like to
do today, Tracy? W could take a drive to Rotterdam"™

"Why don't we just stay in and rel ax?"

"Sounds good."

Dani el Cooper knew what they nmeant by "relax," and his
nout h ti ghtened. "The queen is dedicating a new honme for
or phans. "

"Nice. | think the Dutch are the nost hospitable, generous
people in the world. They're iconoclasts. They hate rul es
and regul ations. "

A laugh. "OF course. That's why we both |ike them so

much." Ordinary norning conversation between |overs. They're
so free and easy with each other, Cooper thought. But how
she woul d pay!

" Speaki ng of generous"--- Jeff's voice--- "guess who's
staying at this hotel? The elusive Maximlian Pierpont. |
m ssed himon the QE Two." "And | m ssed himon the Oient
Express.”

"He's probably here to rape another conpany. Now t hat
we' ve found himagain, Tracy, we really should do sonething
about him | nean, as long as he's in the nei ghborhood..."

Tracy's laughter. "I couldn't agree nore, darling."

"I understand our friend is in the habit of carrying
priceless artifacts with him | have an idea that---"

Anot her voice, female. "Dag, mjnheer, dag, nmevrouw. Wuld
you care for your roomto be made up now?"



Van Duren turned to Detective Constable Wtkanp. "I want a
surveillance teamon Maxi mlian Pierpont. The nonent Wi tney
or Stevens nmkes any kind of contact with him | want to
know it."
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| nspector van Duren was reporting to Chief Conmm ssioner

Toon Wl lens. "They could be after any nunber of targets,
Chi ef Conm ssioner. They're showi ng a great deal of interest
in a wealthy American here nanmed Maximlian Pierpont, they
attended the philatelist convention, they visited the
Lucul I an di anond at the Nederl ands D anond-Cutting Factory,
and spent two hours at The N ght Watch---"

"Een diefstal van de Nachtwacht? Nee! | npossible!"

The chi ef comm ssioner sat back in his chair and wondered
whet her he was reckl essly wasting valuable tine and
manpower. There was too nuch specul ati on and not enough
facts. "So at the nonent you have no idea what their target

is.” "No, Chief Conm ssioner. I'mnot certain they thensel ves
have deci ded. But the nonent they do, they will informus."
Wllens frowed. "Informyou?"

"The bugs,"” Van Duren expl ai ned. "They have no idea they
are bei ng bugged. " *****xkkxx

The breakthrough for the police cane at 9:00 A M the
followi ng norning. Tracy and Jeff were finishing breakfast
in Tracy's suite. At the listening post upstairs were Dani el
Cooper, Inspector Joop van Duren, and Detective Constable
Wt kanp. They heard the sound of coffee being poured.

"Here's an interesting item Tracy. Qur friend was right.
Listen to this: "Amo Bank is shipping five mllion dollars

in gold bullion to the Dutch Wst Indies.' ™

In the suite on the fl oor above, Detective Constabl e
Wt kanp said, "There's no way---"

" Shh!"



They 1i st ened.

"I wonder how nuch five mllion dollars in gold would

wei gh?" Tracy's voice. "I can tell you exactly, ny darling.
One thousand six hundred seventy-two pounds, about

si xty-seven gold bars. The wonderful thing about gold is that
it's so beautifully anonynous. You nelt it down and it could
bel ong to anybody. O course, it wouldn't be easy to get

t hose bars out of Holland." "Even if we could, how would we
get hold of themin the first place? Just walk into the bank
and pick them up?"

"Something like that."
"You' re joking."

"I never joke about that kind of noney. Wiy don't we just
stroll by the Amro Bank, Tracy, and have a little | ook?"

"What do you have in m nd?"
“I'"l'l tell you all about it on the way."

There was the sound of a door closing, and the voices
ended. Inspector van Duren was fiercely twisting his

nmust ache. "Nee! There is no way they could get their hands
on that gold. I, nyself, approved those security
arrangenents.”

Dani el Cooper announced flatly, "If there's a flawin the
bank's security system Tracy Wiitney wll find it."

It was all Inspector van Duren could do to control his
hair-trigger tenper. The odd-|ooking Aneri can had been an
abom nation ever since his arrival. It was his God-given

sense of superiority that was so difficult to tolerate. But
| nspector van Duren was a policenman first and | ast; and he
had been ordered to cooperate with the weird little man.

The inspector turned to Wtkanp. "I want you to increase
the surveillance unit. Imediately. | want every contact
phot ogr aphed and questioned. C ear?" "Yes, |nspector."



"And very discreetly, mnd you. They nust not know t hey
are being watched." "Yes, I|nspector.”

Van Duren | ooked at Cooper. "There. Does that make you
feel better?" Cooper did not bother to reply.
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During the next five days Tracy and Jeff kept |nspector

van Duren's nen busy, and Dani el Cooper carefully exam ned
all the daily reports. At night, when the other detectives

|l eft the |istening post, Cooper lingered. He listened for the
sounds of | ovemaking that he knew was goi ng on bel ow. He
could hear nothing, but in his mnd Tracy was noani ng, "Onh,
yes, darling, yes, yes. Ch, God, | can't stand it... it's so
wonderful .... Now, oh, now. ."

Then the | ong, shuddering sigh and the soft, velvety
silence. And it was all for him

Soon you'll belong to nme, Cooper thought. No one else wll
have you. During the day, Tracy and Jeff went their separate
ways, and wherever they went they were followed. Jeff

visited a printing shop near Leidseplein, and two detectives
wat ched fromthe street as he held an earnest conversation
with the printer. Wen Jeff left, one of the detectives
followed him The other went into the shop and showed the
printer his plastic-coated police identity card with the

of ficial stanp, photograph, and the diagonal red, white, and
blue stripes. "The man who just left here. What did he want?"

"He's run out of business cards. He wants ne to print sone
nore for him" "Let ne see.”

The printer showed hima handwitten form

Anst erdam Security Services

Cornelius WIlson, Chief Investigator

The follow ng day Constable First-C ass Fien Hauer waited

outside a pet shop on Leidseplein as Tracy went in. Wen she
energed fifteen mnutes |ater, Fien Hauer entered the shop



and showed her identification.
"That |ady who just left, what did she want?"

"She purchased a bowl of goldfish, two | ovebirds, a

canary, and a pigeon." A strange conbi nation. "A pigeon, you
sai d? You nean an ordinary pigeon?" "Yes, but no pet store
stocks them | told her we would have to | ocate one for
her . "

"Where are you sendi ng these pets?"
"To her hotel, the Anstel.”

On the other side of town, Jeff was speaking to the

vi ce-president of the Anro Bank. They were cl oseted together
for thirty mnutes, and when Jeff left the bank, a detective
went into the manager's offi ce.

"The man who just wal ked out. Please tell ne why he was
here." "M . WIlson? He's chief investigator for the security
conpany our bank uses. They're revising the security
system”

"Did he ask you to discuss the present security
arrangenents wth hinP" "Wy, yes, as a matter of fact, he
did."

“And you told hinf"

"OF course. But naturally | first took the precaution of
tel ephoning to make sure his credentials were in order."

"Whom di d you tel ephone?"

"The security service--- the nunber was printed on his
identification card." At 3:00 that afternoon an arnored truck
pul | ed up outside the Anro Bank. From across the street,

Jeff snapped a picture of the truck, while in a doorway a few
yards away a detective photographed Jeff.
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At police headquarters at El andsgracht |nspector van Duren



was spreading out the rapidly accurul ati ng evi dence on the
desk of Chief Comm ssioner Toon Wl lens. "Wat does all this
signify?" the chief conmm ssioner asked in his dry, thin

Voi ce.

Dani el Cooper spoke. "I'Il tell you what she's planning."
Hi s voice was heavy with conviction. "She's planning to
hijack the gold shipnment." They were all staring at him

Commi ssioner WIllens said, "And | suppose you know how she
I ntends to acconplish this mracle?"

"Yes." He knew sonething they did not know. He knew Tracy
Whi tney's heart and soul and m nd. He had put hinself inside
her, so that he could think |ike her, plan Iike her... and
antici pate her every nove.

"By using a fake security truck and getting to the bank
before the real truck, and driving off with the bullion."

"That sounds rather farfetched, M. Cooper."

| nspector van Duren broke in. "I don't know what their
schene is, but they are planning sonething, Chief
Conmm ssi oner. W have their voices on tape." Daniel Cooper
remenbered the other sounds he had i magi ned: the night

whi spers, the cries and noans. She was behaving |ike a bitch
in heat. Well, where he would put her, no man woul d ever
touch her again.

The inspector was saying, "They |earned the security

routi ne of the bank. They know what tinme the arnored truck
makes its pickup and---" The chief comm ssioner was studying
the report in front of him "Lovebirds, a pigeon, goldfish,
a canary--- do you think any of this nonsense has sonething
to do wth the robbery?"

"No," Van Duren said.

"Yes," Cooper said.
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Constable First-C ass Fien Hauer, dressed in an aqua



pol yester slack suit, trailed Tracy Witney down
Prinsengracht, across the Magere Bridge, and when Tracy
reached the other side of the canal, Fien Hauer | ooked on in
frustration as Tracy stepped into a public tel ephone booth
and spoke into the phone for five mnutes. The constabl e
woul d have been just as unenlightened if she could have
heard the conversati on.

@unt her Hartog, in London, was saying, "W can depend on
Margo, but she'll need tine--- at |least two nore weeks." He
| istened a nonent. "I understand. \Wen everything is ready,
| will get in touch with you. Be careful. And give ny
regards to Jeff."

Tracy replaced the receiver and stepped out of the booth.
She gave a friendly nod to the woman in the aqua pantsuit
who stood waiting to use the tel ephone. At 11:00 the
following norning a detective reported to I nspector van
Duren, "lI'"mat the Wlters Truck Rental Conpany, |nspector.
Jeff Stevens has just rented a truck fromthem"

"What kind of truck?"

"A service truck, Inspector.”

"Get the dinensions. I'll hold on."

A few mnutes later the detective was back on the phone.
"I have them The truck is---"

| nspector van Duren said, "A step van, twenty feet | ong,
seven feet wde, six feet high, dual axles."

There was an astoni shed pause. "Yes, |Inspector. How did
you know?" "Never m nd. What color is it?"

"Bl ue. "
"Who's follow ng Stevens?"
"Jacobs. "

"Goed. Report back here.”



Joop van Duren replaced the receiver. He | ooked up at
Dani el Cooper. "You were right. Except that the van is
bl ue. "

"He'll take it to an auto paint shop.”

kkkkkhkkhkk*x

The paint shop was | ocated in a garage on the Danrak. Two
men sprayed the truck a gun-netal gray, while Jeff stood by.
On the roof of the garage a detective shot photographs

t hrough the skylight.

The pictures were on I nspector van Duren's desk one hour

| ater. He shoved them toward Dani el Cooper. "It's being
pai nted the identical color of the real security truck. W
could pick themup now, you know." "On what charges? Havi ng

sonme fal se business cards printed and painting a truck? The
only way to nake the charges stick is to catch them when they
pick up the bullion."

The little prick acts |ike he's running the departnent.
"What do you think he'll do next?"

Cooper was carefully studying the photograph. "This truck
won't take the weight of the gold. They'll have to reinforce
the floorboards. ™ ****x**xxkx

It was a small, out-of-the-way garage on Mii der Straat.
"CGoede norgen, mjnheer. How may | serve you?"

“I"'mgoing to be carrying sonme scrap iron in this truck,"
Jeff explained, "and I'm not sure the floorboards are strong
enough to take the weight. I'd like themreinforced with
netal braces. Can you do that?"

The nmechani ¢ wal ked over to the truck and exam ned it.
"Ja. No problem" "Good."

"I can have it ready vrijdag--- Friday."
"I was hoping to have it tonorrow. "

"Morgen? Nee. |k---"



“"1'l1l pay you double."
"Donder dag--- Thursday. "
"Tonorrow. I'll pay you triple."

The mechanic scratched his chin thoughtfully. "Wat tine
t onorr ow?" "Noon."

"Ja. Ckay."
"Dank je wel."
"Tot uw dienst."

Monents after Jeff left the garage a detective was

i nterrogating the nechanic. On the sanme norning the team of
surveill ance experts assigned to Tracy followed her to the
Qude Schans Canal, where she spent half an hour in
conversation with the owner of a barge. Wen Tracy |left, one
of the detectives stepped aboard the barge. He identified

hi mself to the owner, who was sipping a | arge bessenjenever,
the potent red-currant gin. "Wat did the young | ady want ?"
"She and her husband are going to take a tour of the canals.
She's rented ny barge for a week."

" Begi nni ng when?"

"Friday. It's a beautiful vacation, mjnheer. |If you and
your wife would be interested in---"

The detective was gone.
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The pigeon Tracy had ordered fromthe pet shop was

delivered to her hotel in a birdcage. Dani el Cooper returned
to the pet shop and questioned the owner. "What kind of

pi geon did you send her?"

"Ch, you know, an ordinary pigeon."

"Are you sure it's not a hom ng pigeon?"



"No." The man giggled. "The reason | knowit's not a
hom ng pigeon is because | caught it last night in
Vondel park. "

A thousand pounds of gold and an ordi nary pi geon? Wy?
Dani el Cooper wondered. *****xxxx

Fi ve days before the transfer of bullion fromthe Anro

Bank was to take place, a large pile of photographs had
accunul ated on I nspector Joop van Duren's desk. Each picture
is alink in the chain that is going to trap her, Daniel
Cooper thought. The Anmsterdam police had no inmagi nation. but
Cooper had to give themcredit for being thorough. Every
step leading to the forthcom ng crine was phot ographed and
docunented. There was no way Tracy \Witney coul d escape
justice.

Her punishnment will be ny redenption.
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On the day Jeff picked up the newy painted truck he drove

it to a small garage he had rented near the Qude Zijds Kol k,
the ol dest part of Ansterdam Six enpty wooden boxes stanped
MACHI NERY were al so delivered to the garage. A photograph of
t he boxes lay on Inspector van Duren's desk as he listened to
the | atest tape.

Jeff's voice: "Wen you drive the truck fromthe bank to
the barge, stay within the speed limt. | want to know
exactly how long the trip takes. Here's a stopwatch."
"Aren't you coming with ne, darling?"

“"No. I'"'mgoing to be busy."

"What about Monty?"

"He'll arrive Thursday night."

"Who is this Monty?" I nspector van Duren asked.

"He's probably the man who's going to pose as the second



security guard,
uni forns. "

Cooper said. "They're going to need
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The costune store was on Pieter Cornelisz Hooft Straat, in

a shopping center. "I need two uniforns for a costune party,"
Jeff explained to the clerk. "Simlar to the one you have in
t he wi ndow. "

One hour | ater Inspector van Duren was | ooking at a
phot ograph of a guard's uniform

"He ordered two of these. He told the clerk he would pick

t hem up Thursday." The size of the second uniformindicated
that it was for a man nuch | arger than Jeff Stevens. The

I nspector said, "Qur friend Monty woul d be about six-three
and wei gh around two hundred twenty pounds. W'l |l have

I nterpol put that through their conputers,” he assured
Dani el Cooper, "and we'll get an identification on him"

In the private garage Jeff had rented, he was perched on
top of the truck, and Tracy was in the driver's seat.

"Are you ready?" Jeff called. "Now"

Tracy pressed a button on the dashboard. A | arge piece of
canvas rolled down each side of the truck, spelling out
HEI NEKEN HOLLAND BEER. "It works!" Jeff cheered.
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' Hei neken beer? Al stublieft!"™ Inspector van Duren | ooked
around at the detectives gathered in his office. A series of
bl own- up phot ographs and nenos were tacked all around the
wal | s.

Dani el Cooper sat in the back of the room silent. As far

as Cooper was concerned, this neeting was a waste of tine.
He had | ong since anticipated every nove Tracy Witney and
her | over woul d make. They had wal ked into a trap, and the
trap was closing in on them Wile the detectives in the
office were filled with a grow ng excitenent, Cooper felt an
odd sense of anticlimax. "All the pieces have fallen into



pl ace, " I nspector van Duren was saying. "The suspects know
what tine the real arnored truck is due at the bank. They
plan to arrive about half an hour earlier, posing as
security guards. By the tinme the real truck arrives, they'l
be gone."” Van Duren pointed to the photograph of an arnored
car. "They will drive away fromthe bank | ooking |ike this,
but a bl ock away, on sone side street"--- he indicated the
Hei neken beer truck photograph--- "the truck will suddenly
| ook Iike this.™

A detective fromthe back of the room spoke up. "Do you
know how they plan to get the gold out of the country,
| nspect or ?"

Van Duren pointed to a picture of Tracy stepping onto the
barge. "First, by barge. Holland is so crisscrossed with
canal s and waterways that they could | ose thensel ves
indefinitely.” He indicated an aerial photograph of the truck
speedi ng along the edge of the canal. "They've tined the run
to see howlong if takes to get fromthe bank to their

barge. Plenty of tinme to load the gold onto the barge and be
on their way before anyone suspects anything is wong." Van
Duren wal ked over to the | ast photograph on the wall, an

enl arged picture of a freighter. "Two days ago Jeff Stevens
reserved cargo space on the Oresta, sailing from Rotterdam
next week. The cargo was |isted as machinery, destination
Hong Kong. "

He turned to face the nmen in the room "Wll, gentlenen,
we're making a slight change in their plans. We're going to
| et themrenove the gold bullion fromthe bank and | oad it
into the truck." He | ooked at Dani el Cooper and sm | ed.
"Red- handed. We're going to catch these cl ever people
red_handed" *kkhkkk*kkhkkk*k*%x

A detective followed Tracy into the American Express
office, where she picked up a nedi umsi zed package; she
returned i mmediately to her hotel. "No way of know ng what
was i n the package," |Inspector van Duren told Cooper. "W
searched both their suites when they left, and there was
nothing new in either of them"™

kkkkkhkkhkk*x



Interpol's conputers were unable to furnish any
I nformati on on the 220-pound Mnty.
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At the Anstel |ate Thursday evening, Daniel Cooper,
I nspector van Duren, and Detective Constable Wtkanp were in
the room above Tracy's, listening to the voices from bel ow

Jeff's voice: "If we get to the bank exactly thirty
m nutes before the guards are due, that will give us plenty
of tinme to load the gold and nove out. By the tine the real

truck arrives, we'll be stowng the gold onto the barge."
Tracy's voice: "lI've had the mechani c check the truck and
fill it with gas. It's ready."

Det ecti ve Constable Wtkanp said, "One nust al nost admre
them They don't |eave a thing to chance."

"They all slip up sooner or later," Inspector van Duren
said curtly. Daniel Cooper was silent, |istening.

"Tracy, when this is over, how would you like to go on
that dig we tal ked about ?"

"Tuni si a? Sounds |i ke heaven, darling."

"Good. I'lIl arrange it. Fromnow on we'll do nothing but
relax and enjoy life." Inspector van Duren nmurnured, "I'd say
their next twenty years are pretty well taken care of." He
rose and stretched. "Well, | think we can go to bed.

Everything is set for tonorrow norning, and we can all use a
good night's sleep.”
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Dani el Cooper was unable to sleep. He visualized Tracy

bei ng grabbed and nanhandl ed by the police, and he coul d see
the terror on her face. It excited him He went into the

bat hroom and ran a very hot bath. He renoved his gl asses,
took off his pajamas, and lay back in the steam ng water. It
was al nost over, and she woul d pay, as he had nade ot her
whores pay. By this time tonorrow he would be on his way



home. No, not hone, Dani el Cooper corrected hinself. To ny
apartnent. Hone was a warm safe place where his nother | oved
hi m nore than she | oved anyone else in the world.
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"You're ny little man," she said. "I don't know what |
woul d do wi thout you." Daniel's father disappeared when
Dani el was four years old, and at first he blaned hinself,
but his nother explained that it was because of another
wonan. He hated that other woman, because she nmade his

nmot her cry. He had never seen her, but he knew she was a
whor e because he had heard his nother call her that. Later,
he was happy that the woman had taken his father away, for
now he had his nother all to hinmself. The M nnesota winters
were cold, and Daniel's nother allowed himto crawl into bed
wi th her and snuggl e under the warm bl ankets. "lI'mgoing to
marry you one day," Daniel prom sed, and his nother |aughed
and stroked his hair.

Dani el was always at the head of his class in school. He
wanted his nother to be proud of him

What a brilliant little boy you have, Ms. Cooper.
| know. No one is as clever as ny little man.

When Dani el was seven years old, his nother started
inviting their neighbor, a huge, hairy man, over to their

house for dinner, and Daniel becane ill. He was in bed for a
week with a dangerously high fever, and his nother prom sed
she woul d never do that again. | don't need anyone in the

worl d but you, Daniel. No one could have been as happy as
Daniel. H s nother was the nost beautiful woman in the whol e
wor | d. When she was out of the house, Daniel would go into
her bedroom and open the drawers of her dresser. He would
take out her lingerie and rub the soft material against his
cheek. They snelled oh, so wonderful. He lay back in the warm
tub in the Ansterdam hotel, his eyes closed, renenbering the
terrible day of his nother's nmurder. It was on his twelfth
bi rt hday. He was sent home from school early because he had
an earache. He pretended it was worse than it was, because
he wanted to be hone where his nother woul d soot he himand
put himinto her bed and fuss over him Daniel wal ked into



the house and went to his nother's bedroom and she was

| ying naked in their bed, but she was not al one. She was
doi ng unspeakable things to the nan who |ived next door.
Dani el wat ched as she began to kiss the matted chest and the
bl oated stomach, and her kisses trailed dowward toward the
huge red weapon between the man's | egs. Before she took it

into her nouth, Daniel heard his nother npan, "Ch, | | ove
you! "
And that was the nobst unspeakable thing of all. Daniel ran

to his bathroomand vomted all over hinself. He carefully
undressed and cl eaned hinself up because his nother had
taught himto be neat. H's earache was really bad now. He
heard voices fromthe hallway and |istened.

H s not her was saying, "You' d better go now, darling. |'ve
got to bathe and get dressed. Daniel will be hone from
school soon. I'mgiving hima birthday party. 1'll see you

tonorrow, sweetheart."”

There was the noise of the front door closing, and then

t he sound of running water fromhis nother's bathroom

Except that she was no | onger his nother She was a whore who
did dirty things in bed with nen, things she had never done
with him

He wal ked i nto her bathroom naked, and she was in the
tub, her whore's face smling. She turned her head and saw
hi m and said, "Daniel, darling! What are you---?"

He carried a pair of heavy dressnaker's shears in his

hand. "Daniel---" Her nouth was opened into a pink-lined G
but there was no sound until he made the first stab into the
breast of the stranger in the tub. He acconpani ed her
screans with his own. "Wore! Wore! Wore!" They sang a
deadl y duet together, until finally there was his voice

al one. "Wore... whore..."

He was spattered all over with her blood. He stepped into
her shower and scrubbed hinself until his skin felt raw

That man next door had killed his nother, and that man
woul d have to pay. After that, everything seened to happen
with a supernal clarity, in a curious kind of slow notion.



Dani el w ped the fingerprints off the shears wwth a
washcloth and threw theminto the bathtub. They clanked dully
agai nst the enanel. He dressed and tel ephoned the police.
Two police cars arrived, with sirens screan ng, and then
another car filled with detectives, and they asked Dani el
guestions, and he told them how he had been sent honme from
school early and about seeing their next-door neighbor, Fred
Zi mrer, |eaving through the side door. Wen they questioned
the man, he admtted being the |over of Daniel's nother, but
denied killing her. It was Daniel's testinony in court that
convi cted Zi mmer.

"When you arrived hone from school, you saw your nei ghbor,
Fred Zi mrer, running out the side door?"

"Yes, sir."
"Could you see himclearly?"
"Yes, sir. There was blood all over his hands."

"What did you do then, Daniel?"

"lI--- 1 was so scared. | knew sonet hing awful had happened
to ny nother." "Then did you go into the house?"
"Yes, sir."

"And what happened?”

“I called out, 'Mdther!' And she didn't answer, so | went
i nto her bathroom and---"

At this point the young boy broke into hysterical sobs and
had to be led fromthe stand.

Fred Zi mer was executed thirteen nonths | ater.

In the neantine young Daniel had been sent to live with a
di stant relative in Texas, Aunt Mattie, whom he had never
net. She was a stern wonan, a hard-shelled Baptist filled
wi th a vehenment righteousness and the conviction that hell's
fire awaited all sinners. It was a house w thout |ove or joy
or pity, and Daniel grew up in that atnosphere, terrified by



the secret know edge of his guilt and the damati on that
awai ted him Shortly after his nother's nurder Dani el began
to have trouble with his vision. The doctors called the
probl em psychosomatic. "He's bl ocking out sonething he
doesn't want to see," the doctors said. The | enses on his
gl asses grew thi cker.

At seventeen Daniel ran away from Aunt Mattie and Texas
forever. He hitchhi ked to New York, where he was hired a
nmessenger boy by the International |nsurance Protection
Association. Wthin three years he was pronoted to an

I nvestigator. He becane the best they had. He never denmanded
raise in salary or better working conditions. He was
oblivious to those things. He was the Lord's right arm his
scourge, punishing the w cked.
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Dani el Cooper rose fromhis bath and prepared for bed.
Tonorrow, he thought. Tonorrow will be the whore's day of
retribution.

He wi shed his nother could be there to see it.

BOOK THREE

Chapter 34

Anst er dam
FRI DAY, AUGUST 22--- 8: 00 A. M

Dani el Cooper and the two detectives assigned to the
| i stening post heard Tracy and Jeff at breakfast.

"Sweet roll, Jeff? Coffee?"

"No, thanks."

Dani el Cooper thought, It's the | ast breakfast they'l|

ever have together. "Do you know what |'m excited about? Qur

barge trip."

"This is the big day, and you're excited about a trip on a
barge? Wiy?" "Because it wll be just the two of us. Do you



think I'mcrazy?" "Absolutely. But you're ny crazy."
"Kiss."
The sound of a ki ss.

She shoul d be nore nervous, Cooper thought. | want her to
be nervous. "In a way, |'ll be sorry to | eave here, Jeff."

"Look at it this way, darling. W won't be any the poorer
for the experience." Tracy's laughter. "You're right."

At 9:00 AAM the conversation was still going on, and

Cooper thought, They should be getting ready. They shoul d be
maki ng their |ast-mnute plans. What about Monty? Wiere are
t hey neeting hinf

Jeff was saying, "Darling, would you take care of the
conci erge before you check us out? I'mgoing to be rather
busy. "

"OF course. He's been wonderful. Wiy don't they have
concierges in the States?" "l guess it's just a European
custom Do you know how it started?" "No."

“I'n France, in 1627, King Hugh built a prison in Paris and
put a nobleman in charge of it. He gave himthe title of
com e des cierges, or concierge, nmeaning 'count of the
candles.' His pay was two pounds and the ashes fromthe
king's fireplace. Later, anyone in charge of a prison or a
castl e becane known as a concierge, and finally, this

I ncl uded those working in hotels."” What the hell are they
tal ki ng about? Cooper wondered. It's nine-thirty. Time for
themto be | eaving.

Tracy's voice: "Don't tell ne where you |learned that---
you used to go with a beautiful concierge."

A strange fenal e voice: "Goede norgen, mevrouw, m jnheer.'
Jeff's voice: "There are no beautiful concierges."”

The femal e voice, puzzled: "Ik begrijp het niet."

Tracy's voice: "I'Il bet if there were, you'd find them"



"What the hell is going on down there?" Cooper denanded. The

detectives | ooked baffled. "I don't know. The maid's on the
phone cal ling the housekeeper. She canme in to clean, but she
says she doesn't understand--- she hears voices, but she

doesn' see anybody."

"What ?" Cooper was on his feet, racing toward the door,
flying down the stairs. Monents |ater he and the other
detectives burst into Tracy's suite. Except for the confused
maid, it was enpty. On a coffee table in front of a couch a
tape recorder was pl aying.

Jeff's voice: "I think I'll change ny m nd about t hat
coffee. Is it still hot?" Tracy's voice: "Unh-huh."

Cooper and the detectives were staring in disbelief.

"I--- 1 don't understand,"” one of the detectives
stammer ed. Cooper snapped, "What's the police energency
nunber ?"

"Twenty-two-twenty-two-twenty-two."
Cooper hurried over to the phone and di al ed.

Jeff's voice on the tape recorder was saying, "You know, |
really think their coffee is better than ours. | wonder how
they do it."

Cooper screaned into the phone, "This is Daniel Cooper.

Get hold of Inspector van Duren. Tell him Witney and

St evens have di sappeared. Have him check the garage and see
if their truck is gone. I"mon ny way to the bank!" He

sl amred down the receiver.

Tracy's voice was sayi ng, "Have you ever had coffee brewed
with eggshells init? It's really quite---"

Cooper was out the door.
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I nspector van Duren said, "It's all right. The truck has
| eft their garage. They're on their way here."



Van Duren, Cooper, and two detectives were at a police
command post on the roof of a building across fromthe Amro
Bank.

The inspector said, "They probably decided to nove up

their plans when they | earned they were bei ng bugged, but
relax, ny friend. Look." He pushed Cooper toward the

wi de-angl e tel escope on the roof. On the street below, a man
dressed in janitor's clothes was neticul ously polishing the
brass nanepl ate of the bank... a street cleaner was sweeping
the streets... a newspaper vendor stood on a corner... three
repai rmen were at work. All were equipped with mniature

wal ki e-t al ki es.

Van Duren spoke into his wal kie-tal kie. "Point A?"
The janitor said, "I read you, Inspector."”
"Poi nt B?"

"You're coming in, sir." This fromthe street cl eaner.
"Poi nt C?"
The news vendor | ooked up and nodded.

"Poi nt D?"

The repairnmen stopped their work, and one of them spoke
into the wal kie-tal kie. "Everything's ready here, sir."

The inspector turned to Cooper. "Don't worry. The gold is

still safely in the bank. The only way they can get their
hands on it is to conme for it. The nonent they enter the
bank, both ends of the street will be barricaded. There's-no

way they can escape.” He consulted his watch. "The truck
shoul d be in sight any nonent now "

kkkkkkkikk*x

I nsi de the bank, the tension was growi ng. The enpl oyees
had been briefed, and the guards ordered to help |oad the
gold into the arnored truck when it arrived. Everyone was to



cooperate fully.

The di squi sed detectives outside the bank kept working,
surreptitiously watching the street for a sign of the truck.

On the roof, Inspector van Duren asked, for the tenth
tinme, "Any sign of the dammed truck yet?"

"Nee. "

Det ecti ve Constable Wtkanp | ooked at his watch. "They're
thirteen goddamm m nutes overdue. If they---"

The wal ki e-tal kie crackled into life. "lInspector! The

truck just cane into sight! It's crossing Rozengracht,
headi ng for the bank. You should be able to see it fromthe
roof in a mnute."

The air was suddenly charged with electricity.

| nspector van Duren spoke rapidly into the wal ki e-tal kie.
"Attention, all units. The fish are in the net. Let them
swmin."

A gray arnored truck noved to the entrance of the bank and
st opped. As Cooper and Van Duren watched, two nmen wearing
the unifornms of security guards got out of the truck and
wal ked i nto the bank.

"Where is she? Where's Tracy Wi tney?" Dani el Cooper spoke
aloud. "It doesn't matter,"” Inspector van Duren assured him
"She won't be far fromthe gold."

And even if she is, Daniel Cooper thought, it's not
I nportant. The tapes are going to convict her.
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Ner vous enpl oyees hel ped the two unifornmed nen | oad the

gold bullion fromthe vault onto dollies and wheel them out
to the arnored truck. Cooper and Van Duren watched the
distant figures fromthe roof across the street. The | oading
took eight mnutes. Wen the back of the truck was | ocked,



and the two nen started to clinb into the front seat,

| nspector van Duren yelled into his wal kie-tal kie, "W ug!
Pas op! Al units close in! Cose in!" Pandenoni um erupt ed.
The janitor, the news vendor, the workers in overalls, and a
swarm of other detectives raced to the arnored truck and
surrounded it, guns drawn. The street was cordoned off from
all traffic in either direction. Inspector van Duren turned
to Dani el Cooper and grinned. "Is this red-handed enough for
you? Let's wap it up.”

It's over at |ast, Cooper thought.

They hurried down to the street. The two uniforned nen
were facing the wall, hands raised, surrounded by a circle
of armed detectives. Daniel Cooper and I nspector van Duren
pushed their way through.

Van Duren said, "You can turn around now. You're under
arrest." The two nen, ashen-faced, turned to face the group.
Dani el Cooper and | nspector van Duren stared at themin
shock. They were total strangers. "Wo--- who are you?"

| nspect or van Duren denmanded.

"We--- we're the guards for the security conpany," one of

t hem stammered. "Don't shoot. Please don't shoot."

| nspector van Duren turned to Cooper. "Their plan went
wong." Hi's voice held a note of hysteria. "They called it
of f."

There was a green bile in the pit of Daniel Cooper's
stomach, and it slowy began to rise up into his chest and
throat, so that when he could finally speak, his voice was
choked. "No. Nothing went wong."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"They were never after the gold. This whole setup was a
decoy." "That's inpossible! | nean, the truck, the barge, the
uni forms--- we have photographs...."

"Don't you understand? They knew it. They knew we were on
to themall the tine!" Inspector van Duren's face went white.
"Oh ny God! Zijn ze?--- where are they?" *x**xx*xkxx



On Paul us Potter Straat in Coster, Tracy and Jeff were
approachi ng the Nederl ands D anond-Cutting Factory. Jeff
wore a beard and nustache, and had altered the shape of his
cheeks and nose with foam sponges. He was dressed in a sport
outfit and carried a rucksack. Tracy wore a black wig, a
maternity dress and paddi ng, heavy nmakeup, and dark

sungl asses. She carried a large briefcase and a round
package wrapped in brown paper. The two of thementered the
reception roomand joined a busload of tourists listening to
a guide. "...and now, if you wll follow ne, |adies and
gentl enen, you will see our dianond cutters at work and have
an opportunity to purchase sone of our fine dianonds." Wth
the guide | eading the way, the crowmd entered the doors that
|l ed inside the factory. Tracy noved along with them while
Jeff lingered behind. When the others had gone, Jeff turned
and hurried down a flight of stairs that led to a basenent.
He opened his rucksack and took out a pair of oil-stained
coveralls and a small box of tools. He donned the coveralls,
wal ked over to the fuse box, and | ooked at his watch.

Upstairs, Tracy stayed with the group as it noved from
roomto roomwhile the guide showed themthe various
processes that went into nmaeking polished gens out of raw

di anonds. Fromtine to tinme Tracy glanced at her watch. The
tour was five m nutes behind schedul e. She wi shed the guide
woul d nove faster. At last, as the tour ended, they reached
the display room The guide wal ked over to the roped-off
pedest al .

"I'n this glass case,"” he announced proudly, "is the

Lucul I an di anond, one of the nost val uabl e dianonds in the
world. It was once purchased by a fanobus stage actor for his
novie-star wife. It is valued at ten mllion dollars and is
protected by the nost nodern---"

The lights went out. Instantly, an alarm sounded and st eel
shutters slamred down in front of the wi ndows and doors,
sealing all the exits. Sonme of the tourists began to scream

"Pl ease!" the guide shouted above the noise. "There is no
need for concern. It is a sinple electrical failure. In a
nonment the enmergency generator will---" The |ights canme on



again.

"You see?" the guide reassured them "There is nothing to
worry about." A German tourist in |ederhosen pointed to the
steel shutters. "What are those?" "A safety precaution,” the
gui de expl ai ned. He took out an odd-shaped key, inserted it
in aslot inthe wall, and turned it. The steel shutters over
t he doors and wi ndows retracted. The tel ephone on the desk
rang, and the guide picked it up.

"Hendri k, here. Thank you, Captain. No, everything is

fine. It was a false alarm Probably an electrical short. |
w Il have it checked out at once. Yes, sir." He replaced the
receiver and turned to the group. "My apol ogies, |adies and
gentl enen. Wth sonmething as valuable as this stone, one
can't be too careful. Now, for those of you who would |ike
to purchase sone of our very fine dianonds---"

The |ights went out again. The alarmbell rang, and the
steel shutters slanmed down once nore.

A wonman in the crowd cried, "Let's get out of here,
Harry." "WII| you just shut up, D ane?" her husband grow ed.

In the basenent downstairs, Jeff stood in front of the
fuse box, listening to the cries of the tourists upstairs.
He waited a few nonents, then reconnected the switch. The
lights upstairs flickered on.

"Ladi es and gentlenen,"” the guide yelled over the uproar.

"It is just a technical difficulty." He took out the key
again and inserted it into the wall slot. The steel shutters
rose.

The tel ephone rang. The guide hurried over and picked it

up. "Hendrik, here. No, Captain. Yes. W will have it fixed
as qui ckly as possible. Thank you." A door to the room opened
and Jeff cane in, carrying the tool case, his worker's cap
pushed back on his head.

He singled out the guide.

"What's the problenf? Sonmeone reported trouble with the



electrical circuits." "The lights keep flashing off and on,"
the guide explained. "See if you can fix it quickly,

pl ease."” He turned to the tourists, a forced snle on his
lips. "Wiy don't we step over here where you can sel ect sone
fine dianonds at very reasonable prices?"

The group of tourists began to nove toward the showcases.
Jeff, unobserved in the press of the crowd, slipped a snall
cylindrical object fromhis overalls, pulled the pin, and
tossed the device behind the pedestal that held the Lucullan
di anond. The contrivance began to emt snoke and sparks. Jeff
called out to the guide, "Hey! There's your problem There's
a short in the wire under the floor."

A woman touri st screaned, "Fire!"

"Pl ease, everybody!" the guide yelled. "No need to panic.
Just keep calm" He turned to Jeff and hissed, ."Fix it! Fix
it

“"No problem" Jeff said easily. He noved toward the vel vet
ropes around the pedestal.

“"Nee!" the guard called. "You can't go near that!"

Jeff snrugged. "Fine wwth ne. You fix it." He turned to

| eave. Snoke was pouring out faster now. The people were
beginning to panic again. "Wait!" the guide pleaded. "Just a
mnute." He hurried over to the tel ephone and dialed a
nunber. "Captain? Hendrik, here. 1'Il have to ask you to shut
off all the alarns; we're having a little problem Yes,

sir." He | ooked over at Jeff. "How long wll you need them
of f ?"

"Five mnutes," Jeff said.
"Five mnutes," the guide repeated into the phone. "Dank

je wel." He replaced the receiver. "The alarns wll be off
in ten seconds. For God's sake, hurry! W never shut off the
alarm?™

"I"ve only got two hands, friend." Jeff waited ten
seconds, then noved inside the ropes and wal ked up to the
pedestal. Hendrik signaled to the arned guard, and the guard



nodded and fixed his eyes on Jeff.

Jeff was working in back of the pedestal. The frustrated
guide turned to the group. "Now, |adies and gentlenen, as |
was sayi ng, over here we have a selection of fine dianonds

at bargain prices. W accept credit cards, traveler's
checks"--- he gave a little chuckle--- "and even cash."” Tracy
was standing in front of the counter. "Do you buy di anonds?"
she asked in a | oud voi ce.

The gui de stared at her. "What?"

"My husband is a prospector. He just returned from South
Africa, and he wants ne to sell these."

As she spoke, she opened the briefcase she carried, but
she was holding it upside down, and a torrent of flashing
di anonds cascaded down and danced all over the floor.

"My dianonds!" Tracy cried. "Help ne!"

There was one frozen nonent of silence, and then all hell
broke | oose. The polite crowd becane a nob. They scranbl ed
for the dianonds on their hands and knees, knocking one
anot her out of the way.

"I've got sone..."

"Gab a handful, John...."

"Let go of that, it's mne....'

The guide and the guard were beyond speech. They were
hurl ed aside in a sea of scranbling, greedy human bei ngs,
filling their pockets and purses with the di anonds.

The guard screaned, "Stand back! Stop that!" and was
knocked to the floor. A busload of Italian tourists entered,
and when they saw what was happening, they joined in the
frantic scranble.

The guard tried to get to his feet to sound the alarm but
the human tide made it inpossible. They were tranpling over
him The world had suddenly gone nad. It was a nightmare



t hat seened to have no end.

When the dazed guard finally managed to stagger to his

feet, he pushed his way through the bedlam reached the
pedestal, and stood there, staring in disbelief. The Lucullan
di anond had di sappear ed.

So had the pregnant |ady and the el ectrician.
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Tracy renoved her disguise in a stall in the public
washroom i n Qosterpark, blocks away fromthe factory.
Carrying the package w apped in brown paper, she headed for

a park bench. Everything was noving perfectly. She thought
about the nob of people scranbling for the worthl ess zircons
and | aughed al oud. She saw Jeff approaching, wearing a dark
gray suit; the beard and nustache had vani shed. Tracy | eapt
to her feet. Jeff wal ked up to her and grinned. "I |ove you,"
he said. He slipped the Lucullan dianond out of his jacket
pocket and handed it to Tracy. "Feed this to your friend,
darling. See you later." Tracy watched himas he strolled
away. Her eyes were shining. They bel onged to each ot her.
They woul d take separate planes and neet in Brazil, and after
that, they would be together for the rest of their lives.

Tracy | ooked around to make sure no one was observing,

t hen she unw apped t he package she held. Inside was a snal |
cage holding a slate-gray pigeon. Wien it had arrived at the
Anerican Express office three days earlier, Tracy had taken
It to her suite and rel eased the other pigeon out the w ndow
and watched it clunsily flutter away. Now, Tracy took a
smal | chanois sack from her purse and placed the dianond in
it. She renpoved the pigeon fromits cage and held it while
she care fully tied the sack to the bird' s |eg.

"Good girl, Margo. Take it hone."

A uni formed policeman appeared from nowhere. "Hold it!
What do you think you're doing?"

Tracy's heart skipped a beat. "What's--- what's the
trouble, officer?" H's eyes were on the cage, and he was
angry. "You know what the trouble is. It's one thing to feed



t hese pigeons, but it's against the law to trap them and put
themin cages. Now, you just let it go before i place you
under arrest."” Tracy swall owed and took a deep breath. "If
you say so, Oficer."” She lifted her arns and tossed the
pigeon into the air. Alovely smle |lit her face as she

wat ched the pigeon soar, higher and higher. It circled once,
then headed in the direction of London, 230 mles to the
west. A hom ng pigeon averaged forty mles an hour, QGunther
had told her, so Margo would reach himw thin six hours.
"Don't ever try that again," the officer warned Tracy.

"I won't," Tracy prom sed solemly. "Never again."

kkhkkkikhkxkkhk*

Late that afternoon, Tracy was at Schi phol Airport, noving
toward the gate fromwhich she woul d board a pl ane bound for
Brazil. Daniel Cooper stood off in a corner, watching her,
his eyes bitter. Tracy Wi tney had stolen the Lucullan

di anond. Cooper had known it the nonent he heard the report.,
It was her style, daring and inmgi native. Yet, there was
not hi ng that could be done about it. Inspector van Duren had
shown phot ographs of Tracy and Jeff to the nuseum guard.
"Nee. Never seen either of them The thief had a beard and a
nmust ache and his cheeks and nose were nmuch fatter, and the

| ady with the dianonds was dark-haired and pregnant."”

Nor was there any trace of the dianond. Jeff's and Tracy's
per sons and baggage had been thoroughly searched.

"The dianmond is still in Arsterdam ™ |nspector van Duren
swore to Cooper. "We'll find it."

No, you won't, Cooper thought angrily. She had sw tched
pi geons. The di anond had been carried out of the country by
a hom ng pi geon.

Cooper watched hel pl essly as Tracy Whitney nmade her way
across the concourse. She was the first person who had ever
defeated him He would go to hell because of her.

As Tracy reached the boarding gate, she hesitated a
nonment, then turned and | ooked straight into Cooper's eyes.
She had been aware that he had been follow ng her all over



Europe, |ike sone kind of nenesis. There was sonet hi ng

bi zarre about him frightening and at the sane tine pathetic.
| nexplicably, Tracy felt sorry for him She gave hima snall
farewel | wave, then turned and boarded her pl ane.

Dani el Cooper touched the letter of resignation in his
pocket .

kkkkkkkkk*x

It was a | uxurious Pan Anerican 747, and Tracy was seated

in Seat 4B on the aisle in first class. She was excited. In
a few hours she would be with Jeff. They would be married in
Brazil. No nore capers, Tracy thought, but I won't m ss
them | know | won't. Life will be thrilling enough just
being Ms. Jeff Stevens.

"Excuse ne."

Tracy | ooked up. A puffy, dissipated-Iooking m ddle-aged
man was standi ng over her. He indicated the w ndow seat.
"That's my seat, honey." Tracy tw sted aside so he could get
past her. As her skirt slid up, he eyed her |egs

appreci atively.

"Great day for a flight, huh?" There was a leer in his

voi ce. Tracy turned away. She had no interest in getting into
a conversation with a fell ow passenger. She had too nuch to

t hi nk about. A whole newlife. They would settle down
somewhere and be nodel citizens. The ullrarespectable M. and
Ms. Jeff Stevens.

Her conpani on nudged her. "Since we're gonna be seat nates
on this flight, little lady, why don't you and | get

acquai nted? My nane is Maxim lian Pierpont."”

THE END
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