
kind of a nut and he had fallen for his line. H
is face 

flushed hot. H
e slam

m
ed dow

n a coin and w
alked de-

jectedly dow
n the street tow

ard the three-story w
alkup 

hotel in w
hich he had a room

. H
e didn't sleep w

ell. 
T

he next day a buyer offered him
 fifteen thou-

san
d

 d
o

llars cash
 fo

r h
is M

o
d

el C
ar R

acin
g

 C
en

ter. 
A

fter that he believed in A
nsel A

dam
s. 

T
w

isting to get up from
 his narrow

 seat, W
ilson 

m
anaged to sm

ile at the thin blonde and the stupid kid. r. 
T

hey sleepily m
oved their legs as he edged out into the 

aisle. In the w
ashroom

 he vanquished the stale, over-
night taste in his m

outh w
ith a m

outh w
ash. H

e soaped 
his beard and carefully shaved the rugged, tanned face 
reflected in the m

irror. T
he square jaw

 and the unruly, 
sun-streaked blond hair gave an im

pression of hand-
som

eness flaw
ed by sm

all blue eyes and thin lips. T
here 

w
as a suggestion of coarseness about his features that 

the ten extra pounds he had gained since his thirtieth 
birthday em

phasized, but he did w
ell w

ith w
om

en. It 
w

as the crooked grin that m
ade him

 look faintly unreli-
able and unpredictable. 

W
ilson slipped on his w

rinkled suit coat, flexed 
h
is m

u
scu

lar sh
o
u
ld

ers, an
d
 w

alk
ed

 b
ack

 d
o
w

n
 th

e 
aisle. H

is tw
eed topcoat w

as4aying across his seat and 
the N

O
 S

M
O

K
IN

G
 sign w

as lit. T
he plane's angle of incline 

increased. T
hen w

ith a slight bum
p they w

ere on the 
ground and the great engines in reverse thrust roared ' 
their greeting to M

adrid. 
W

ilson w
as cleared quickly through custom

s f 
and im

m
igration in the im

m
aculate new

 air term
inal 

building and follow
ed a sm

iling porter carrying his tw
o 

bags to the first of a line of identical black taxis w
ith a 

three-inch red stripe gaily circling each of them
 be- 
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neath the w
indow

s. "T
he P

alace H
otel," he said to the 

blue-sm
ocked driver, w

ho tipped his black cap as he 
closed the rear door behind his passenger and hurried 
around to the driver's seat. 

W
ilson slum

ped in the rear seat, assum
ing w

hat 
he believed w

as the proper air of nonchalance for an 
espionage agent w

ho w
as going to shake the govern-

m
ent of a highly arm

ed C
om

m
unist state, but his pulse 

w
as racing and his eyes w

ere bright w
ith excitem

ent. 
F

ro
m

 tim
e to

 tim
e as th

ey
 ap

p
ro

ach
ed

 th
e cen

ter o
f 

M
adrid along the tree-lined boulevards and around cir-

cular plazas w
ith ornate fountains of splashing crystal 

w
ater or dignified trium

phal arches in their center, he 
glanced through the rear w

indow
 of the taxi to sec. if he 

w
ere being follow

ed. 
B

efore the turreted facade of the P
alace H

otel, 
an eye-blinding w

hite in the bright spring sun, he paid 
the taxi driver and w

alked into the V
ictorian gloom

 of 
the hotel to register. O

ne of the cheaper single roam
s 

had been booked for him
, but he prom

ised him
self that 

he w
ould not spend m

uch tim
e in it. 

H
e did not unpack. H

e had a little vanity that he 
could alw

ays snap his cases and m
ove on in a few

 m
in-

utes tim
e. T

his had never in fact been dem
anded of 

him
, but it fitted his conception of him

self to rem
ain 

prepared for sw
ift departures to shadow

y, ill-defined 
places. H

e extracted his toilet kit and a clean shirt. A
' 

few
 hours of shut-eye to adjust to the five-hour tim

e 
difference and the short night of the eastw

ard flight, 
and he w

ould be ready. 

A
bout tw

o in the afternoon he w
ent dow

n for 
lunch and after an hour's w

indow
 shopping under the 

new
ly• leafed trees of C

alle de S
errano, he returned to 

th
e h

o
tel an

d
 en

tered
 th

e w
o
o
d
-p

an
eled

 b
ar. H

e o
r- 
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d
ered

 a sco
tch

 an
d
 so

d
a an

d
 sat relax

ed
, sm

o
k

in
g

 a 
cigarette, listening to the anim

ated flow
 of conversation 

around him
. H

e identified E
nglish, F

rench, and G
er-

m
an, as w

ell as S
panish. H

e concentrated on the S
pan-

ish and w
as gratified at how

 easily he could still under-
stan

d
 it. In

 th
e h

ills w
ith

 F
id

el h
e h

ad
 b

eco
m

e q
u
ite 

fluent, but in the highly idiom
atic S

panish of C
uba's 

O
rien

te P
ro

v
in

ce. H
e p

ro
b
ab

ly
 w

o
u
ld

 so
u
n
d
 lik

e a 
Y

ank or a C
uban to a native of M

adrid. H
e drew

 on his 
cigarette and idly w

atched the busy bartender m
aking 

a D
aiquiri. N

o one ever asked if you w
ere C

anadian 
. . . just a bloody Y

ank. It w
as the sam

e problem
 the 

S
cots had—

alw
ays being m

istaken for E
nglishm

en. 
T

he w
om

an w
as to contact him

. S
he had been 

inform
ed of his arrival tim

e and of his hotel. It w
as too 

soon. T
ake it easy. H

e w
ondered w

hat she looked like. 
C

uban w
om

en w
ere am

ong the prettiest in the w
orld, 

especially if you liked them
 sexy. M

aybe she w
ould be 

a real looker. H
e sw

allow
ed the rest of his scotch and 

soda and lit another cigarette. H
ell, this w

as the politi-
cal type of C

uban w
om

an, thin, sallow
, intense, cruel as 

hell. H
e had know

n plenty in the hills. H
e ordered an-

other drink and the afternoon slow
ly grew

 older. F
rom

 
tim

e to tim
e he looked around the bar. N

o one paid the 
slightest attention to him

. E
ven the w

aiters w
ere con-

centrating on the large parties w
here the tips w

ould be 
bigger. H

e began to feel very lonely. A
t this rate he'd 

end up drunk by the end of the evening . . . not very 
reassu

rin
g

 fo
r th

e A
m

erican
s . . . n

o
t v

ery
 sm

art fo
r 

you, Jack old boy. 
H

e glanced at the check on the little table be-
fore him

, laid som
e peseta notes on it, and arose. O

n his 
w

ay to the door a figure from
 a nearby table bum

ped 
clum

sily against him
 and a double m

artini cascaded 
dow

n his shirt front. A
 tall, slim

 young w
om

an in her 
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late tw
enties w

ith chestnut hair and a sm
all sprinkle of 

freckles on her nose stood staring at him
, stricken, a 

h
an

d
 to

 h
er m

o
u

th
, th

e em
p

ty
 m

artin
i g

lass still 
grasped by her fingertips. It dropped to the floor and 
shattered. 

"O
h, I am

 so sorry! I w
as just—

 I lost m
y bal-

ance, m
y G

od, I've ruined you!" B
lue eyes m

et his. "L
et 

m
e h

elp
." S

h
e reach

ed
 to

 th
e tab

le sh
e sh

ared
 w

ith
 

three other young w
om

en and taking up a sm
all paper 

napkin, began to dab ineffectually at his chest. A
 w

aiter 
hurried over and deftly cleaned up the debris on the 
floor. 

"T
hat's O

.K
.," W

ilson grinned. "T
hank G

od for 
w

ash and w
ear. O

r is that an old vaudeville team
?" 

S
he sm

iled back artlessly. "I feel like a fool. If 
y
o
u
 d

o
n
't th

in
k
 y

o
u
 w

ill catch
 co

ld
, stay

 an
d
 h

av
e a 

drink w
ith us. A

nother drink, that is." H
er eyes spar-

kled w
ith am

usem
ent. 

W
ilson laughed."It's a deal." H

e looked apprais-
ingly at her com

panions. "I'm
 Jack W

ilson." 
"I'm

 Jane F
orbes; this is Judy W

arren, B
arbara 

D
avis, and M

ary O
lson." 

W
ilson sat dow

n and gave a low
 w

olf w
histle. "I 

just got into tow
n this m

orning. I w
as w

ondering how
 

to m
eet you gals." 

"Y
ou w

eren't! Y
ou sat over there brooding. Y

ou 
didn't even notice us." 

H
e lo

o
k

ed
 at Jan

e F
o

rb
es. "I'm

 b
eg

in
n

in
g

 to
 

think that you planned this." 
S

h
e sip

p
ed

 th
e n

ew
 m

artin
i th

e w
aiter h

ad
 

placed before her. "Y
ou w

ill never know
. B

ut an un-
attached A

m
erican m

an is usually noticed in the P
alace 

B
ar by unattached w

om
en and, w

e hope, the other w
ay 

around." 
"I am

 C
anadian." 
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"T
hat's the sam

e thing." 
"T

hanks, but it isn't. W
e don't have the im

perial 
m

anner. M
ary O

lson giggled. "Jane, you w
ill have to do 

better than that or let m
e try." 

"I suppose that you girls are A
m

ericans?" 
T

here w
as a chorus of assent. 

"E
m

bassy? T
ourists? S

tudents?" 
"M

ary and B
arb w

ork at the em
bassy. Judy is 

w
ith the A

ir F
orce. I w

ork for a S
panish bank," Jane 

said, 	
• 

"H
abla espanolP

" 
"Si, senor, but m

y job is w
ith the E

nglish and the . 
A

m
erican

s . . . an
d
 th

e C
an

ad
ian

s." H
er b

lu
e ey

es 
m

o
ck

ed
 h

im
. In

 th
e co

u
rse o

f tw
o
 m

o
re d

rin
k
s th

e 
others drifted aw

ay to real or im
aginary appointm

ents, 
leaving W

ilson alone w
ith Jane F

orbes. H
er m

anner 
softened and becam

e faintly possessive. "Y
ou ought to 

change. Y
ou can't be com

fortable that w
ay." 

"If I do, you m
ight go aw

ay." 
"N

ot if you ask m
e to dinner." 

"W
ill you have dinner?" 

"If I say
, 'y

es,' y
o

u
 w

ill th
in

k
 I'm

 p
retty

 ag
- 

gressive." 
"I like aggressive w

om
en. I'm

 pretty aggressive 
too." 

S
he reached over and touched his check w

ith 
her fingertips. "Y

es." S
he handed him

 a card on w
hich 

she had w
ritten an address. "Y

ou can call for m
e here at 

ten." 
"Is this w

here the foursom
e lives?" 

"Just m
e, M

r. C
anadian. Isn't that a gas?" S

he 
aro

se an
d
 g

iv
in

g
 h

im
 a w

arm
, d

irect sm
ile, left th

e 
room

. T
he w

aiter presented him
 w

ith the check. H
e 

paid it absently. 
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W
ilson's taxi drew

 up in front of Jane F
orbes's 

apartm
ent a few

 m
inutes before ten. S

he lived in a nar-
row

, five-story apartm
ent building of m

odern design on 
C

alle de O
'D

onell. A
 lighted shaft of glass brick w

as set 
vertically in the building's plain cem

ent façade, m
ark-

ing the sm
all autom

atic elevator w
hich rose in the cen-

ter of the building to a private landing on each floor. 
H

e asked the driver to w
ait and stepped across 

the sidew
alk and up tw

o cem
ent stairs to a sm

all ex-
terior lobby lighted by a brass-and-glass overhead fix-
ture. A

 row
 of bell buttons protruded from

 a brass plate 
on one w

all. H
e pressed the buttori beside "5 F

orbes" 
and a shrill buzzer signaled that the door to the inner 
lobby w

as unlocked. T
he dim

ly lighted elevator stood 
in the center of the lobby in an ornate, w

rought iron 
cage. H

e stepped inside, slid the iron door shut, and 
punched "5" on the control panel. T

he elevator shud-
dered ecstatically and then rose in slow

 m
ajesty to the 

fifth floor. T
he door to Jane F

orbes's apartm
ent w

as 
open. "Jack?", she called. 

"In the flesh." 
"Y

ou're early, you dog. C
om

e in and w
ait. F

ix 
yourself a drink. T

he things are on the table near the 
w

indow
." S

he spoke through the open door of her bed-
room

 off the living room
. 

"I d
id

n
't k

n
o

w
 h

o
w

 lo
n

g
 it w

o
u

ld
 tak

e to
 g

et 
here. I overestim

ated the tim
e." 

S
he m

um
bled som

ething w
ith her m

outh full of 
hairpins and W

ilson had a provocative glim
pse of a 

gorgeous figure in a black brassiere and step-ins m
oving 

past the door. 
"I'll b

et y
o

u
 are sittin

g
 in

 th
e g

ray
 ch

air," sh
e 

said. 
"R

ight. H
ow

 did you guess?" 
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"It gives you w
olves a peek w

here you shouldn't 
see." 

"W
ell, I see a blue chair against the other w

all. 
Y

ou w
ould be disappointed if I m

oved." 
"M

aybe. B
ut you w

on't m
ove." 

"I m
ight barge in there." 

"T
oo late for that. I'm

 all dressed." S
he em

erged 
in a sim

ple knee-length black dress that caressed her 
figure w

ithout clinging to it. T
he neck w

as cut deeply 
to reveal her tanned, w

ell-form
ed breasts. S

he w
ore her 

glow
ing chestnut hair loose on her shoulders. A

t her 
neck w

as a single strand of pearls. S
he w

as barefooted 
and carried a pair of plain black suede pum

ps in her 
left hand. S

he sm
iled at his obvious approval. 

"H
i." 

"H
i." 

"H
ow

 about a drink?" 
"C

om
ing right up. S

cotch?" 
"O

n the rocks. A
 little w

ater." 
"T

hat's m
y girl." 

S
he sank dow

n on a sofa across the room
 from

 
him

 and tucked her feet beneath her. "H
ow

 do you like 
m

y apartm
ent?" 

"V
ery

 n
ice. It lo

o
k
s lik

e a n
ew

 b
u
ild

in
g
, b

u
t 

w
here did you get that elevator?" 

"Isn't that som
ething? It's from

 the .old building t 
this one replaced. It dates from

 1910. W
e think it gives 

this m
odern building a little character." 
"G

reat, if it doesn't dum
p you into the basem

ent '; 
som

eday." 
"It w

on't. It has all new
 insides." 

S
he sipped her drink and studied him

 over the 
rim

 of her glass. "W
here are w

e going?" 
"C

asa B
otin." 

"W
onderful. H

ow
 did you learn of C

asa B
otin? 

Y
ou only arrived this m

orning." 

2
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"It w
as reco

m
m

en
d
ed

 in
 a C

an
ad

ian
 w

h
isk

ey
 

advertisem
ent." 

S
he laughed. "W

ell, you're frank. B
ut it is a good 

choice." T
hey finished their drinks and took the elevator 

to the street level and the w
aiting taxi. T

he driver took 
them

 on a slightly circuitous route to the old restau-
ran

t, u
p
 C

alle d
e A

lcala, th
ro

u
g
h
 P

laza d
e la In

d
e-

p
en

d
en

cia an
d
 P

u
erta d

el S
o
l an

d
 p

ast th
e lig

h
ted

 
façade of P

alacio O
riente before turning into a m

aze of 
narrow

 cobbled streets lighted w
ith ancient w

rought 
iron fixtures and the w

arm
 glow

 from
 the interior of 

scores of restaurants, cafés, and coffee houses. T
here 

w
as a sm

all traffic jam
 before C

asa B
otin's and W

ilson 
paid off the taxi driver a few

 doors aw
ay. T

hey pressed 
through the crow

d and up a narrow
 sidew

alk to the 
open door of the restaurant. A

 harried headw
aiter w

ith 
a tablet of paper in his hand looked at him

. 
"S

i senor?" 	
• 

"M
y
 n

am
e is W

ilso
n
. A

 tab
le fo

r tw
o
. A

 ten
-

thirty reservation." 
"Y

es, M
r. W

ilson," the headw
aiter replied, con-

sulting his list. "W
e have your reservation. A

las, it w
ill 

be about tw
enty m

inutes." H
e snapped his fingers at a 

w
aiter. "L

et us serve you a drink w
hile you are w

aiting, 
w

ith our com
plim

ents." 
T

h
ey

 step
p
ed

 o
u
tsid

e ag
ain

 an
d
 sto

o
d
 at th

e 
edge of the narrow

 street, jostled by the crow
d, occa-

sionally pushing tow
ard the sides w

hen a taxi passed, 
sipping duboiinet over ice. 

"I guess a lot of people saw
 that w

hiskey ad," 
W

ilson said. "B
ut this is fun. I like it." 

"I am
 so hungry," Jane said. "Y

ou w
on't be able 

to afford m
e." 

"I'm
 scared pink." 

T
h
e h

ead
w

aiter cau
g
h
t h

is ey
e an

d
 b

eck
o
n
ed
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them
 inside. T

hey - w
alked through a sm

all dining room
 

and dow
n a sharply curving stone staircase to the w

ine 
cellar. T

hey w
ere seated in the narrow

, low
-ceilinged 

ro
o
m

 u
n
d
er m

assiv
e h

ew
n
 b

eam
s fro

m
 th

e M
id

d
le 

A
ges, their backs to a w

all of handm
ade, rose-hued • 

bricks. T
hey ordered a dinner of roast suckling pig w

ith 
a light, delicate w

ine, and breaking the brow
ned pastry 

S
hell covering the tender w

hite m
eat, they laughed and 

talked gaily, leaning tow
ard one another to be heard in 

the happy din about them
. H

e w
as conscious of her 

body touching his, her shoulder, som
etim

es her thigh or 
her leg. A

 little corner of his m
ind told him

 that w
hile it 

w
as great fun, things w

ere m
oving very fast. 

W
ho w

as this gal w
hom

 he had m
et only that 

aftern
o

o
n

? A
n

 A
m

erican
 ag

en
t? T

h
at w

as o
u

t. T
h

e 
A

m
ericans had m

ade it clear that he w
as on his ow

n, 
and w

hy should a love bom
b like this becom

e an agent? 
W

hat w
as in it for her? W

as she connected w
ith the 

C
uban w

om
an he w

as seeking? W
as she a high-priced 

w
hore? M

aybe she w
as just an independent A

m
erican 

w
h

o
 h

ad
 n

o
 d

ate fo
r th

e ev
en

in
g

. M
ay

b
e sh

e w
as a 

nym
ph. "W

hat are you thinking, W
ilson?" she w

hispered 
in his ear. 

"I w
as just thinking how

 easily I picked you up. "  
"I picked you up, rem

em
ber? A

re you sorry?" 
"G

od, no. I guess I'm
 the suspicious type." 

"Y
ou only enjoy it if you do the hunting?" 

"S
om

ething like that." 
"N

ow
 I do believe that you are C

anadian." 
"Y

ou m
ean that you could feel m

y sex appeal 
even across the P

alace barroom
?" 

"M
y new

ly found pal, this is all fun, but don't get 
big ideas. T

here m
ay be less to this than your over-

heated im
agination tells you. A

 lot less." 
"T

hat w
ould be a letdow

n." 
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"B
ut you w

ould feel better about it. I know
 how

 
the suspicious little m

ale m
ind w

orks." 
"T

h
ere w

as an
 ed

g
e to

 th
at. I talk

 to
o

 d
am

n
 

m
uch. I'll louse up the w

hole evening." 
S

he leaned over and bit the lobe of his ear. "N
ow

 
you're getting sm

art." 
A

fter co
ffee an

d
 a b

ran
d
y
, W

ilso
n
 p

aid
 th

e 
check and guided her up the tw

isting staircase, through 
the still-crow

ded first-floor dining room
, and into the 

coolness of the street. T
he overflow

 crow
d had disap-

peared and other than a taxi driver w
aiting patiently by 

his taxi at the curb, the sidew
alk w

as deserted. W
ilson 

looked up the street tow
ard the great gray bulk of the 

A
rco de C

uchilleros and the soaring flights of stairs 
leading up to the P

laza M
ayor on the crest of the hill. 

"W
hy don't w

e try that w
ay?" he said, nodding 

tow
ard the staircase. "I hear m

usic." 
S

he sm
iled and took his arm

. "O
.K

." 
H

alfw
ay

 u
p

 th
e stairs, o

p
en

in
g

 o
ff o

n
e o

f th
e 

landings, a stone doorw
ay led to a sm

all cafe. T
hey 

m
oved to the door and the sm

iling ow
ner, a short m

an 
w

ith black pom
aded hair and a sm

all m
ustache, beck-

oned them
 in w

ith a w
ave of his hand, and deftly clear-

ing a w
ay through the crow

ded room
 to a sm

all table 
near a slightly elevated w

ooden stage, bow
ed them

 into 
th

eir ch
airs. A

 g
ro

u
p

 o
f ab

o
u

t ten
 m

en
 an

d
 w

o
m

en
 

d
ressed

 in
 g

y
p
sy

 co
stu

m
es sat in

 a sem
icircle o

n
 

straight chairs facing their audience. T
hey w

ere clap-
ping their hands to a rhythm

 as a lithe girl dressed in 
th

e b
lu

e-an
d

-red
 co

stu
m

e o
f A

n
d

alu
sia d

an
ced

 th
e 

flam
en

co
. H

er featu
res w

ere h
eav

ily
 accen

ted
 b

y
 a 

vivid m
akeup, and she flashed back .and forth across the 

sm
all stage in a fierce and predatory m

anner, snapping 
her castanets as she yielded herself to the quickening 
tem

po. A
 w

aiter pushed forw
ard from

 the depths of the 
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crow
ded, sm

oky room
 and took their order. D

uring the 

w
ild applause at the end of the dance he reappeared 

w
ith a glass pitcher of sangria and tw

o glasses. W
ilson 

lifted the pitcher. Its contents of w
ine, ice, and fruit 

ju
ices g

lo
w

ed
 ru

b
y
-red

 th
ro

u
g
h
 th

e fro
sty

 b
ead

s 
of 

m
o

istu
re th

at co
v
ered

 its ex
terio

r. H
e filled

 th
eir 

glasses. T
hey touched them

 together w
ordlessly before 

they drank and looked deeply into one another's eyes, 

but there w
as no answ

er there for the questions either 

w
as asking, and they turned again to w

atch the m
ale fla-

m
en

co
 d

an
cer w

h
o
 h

ad
 sp

ru
n
g
 fo

rw
ard

 o
n
 th

e little 

stage and w
as now

 in the early tem
pos of his com

plex 
and ritualistic dance. H

e stood, graceful, form
al, and 

dignified in his black form
-fitting suit and round, broad-

brim
m

ed hat, his starched shirt front a dazzling w
hite 

in the spotlight that cut through the sm
oke to spill a 

puddle of illum
ination on him

. 
T

im
e passed unnoticed and the crow

d thinned, 

u
n
til th

ey
 w

ere alo
n
e ex

cep
t fo

r th
e d

an
ce tro

u
p
e, 

w
hich sat laughing together at a corner table, drinking 

an
d
 eatin

g
 a p

art o
f th

eir fee n
o
w

 th
at th

e last p
er-

form
ance of the night w

as over. A
 w

aiter stood against 
a far w

all and w
atched this single rem

aining couple 

discreetly. W
ilson and Jane F

orbes drifted at last, arm
 

in arm
, out onto the stone staircase. S

he shivered in the 

m
orning air. L

ight appeared in the eastern sky as they 

clim
bed the rem

aining stairs to the P
laza M

ayor. T
hey 

w
alked across the cobblestones of the quiet and em

pty 

square. T
he floodlights w

hich had illum
inated the ba-

roque façade all night w
inked out, leaving them

 in thj 
chilly gloom

 of predaw
n w

ith only a w
aiter, busy plac-

ing chairs atop the tables at an outdoor cafe in a far 

co
rn

er o
f th

e sq
u
are, to

 k
eep

 th
em

 co
m

p
an

y
. T

h
ey

 

w
alked dow

n C
alle M

ayor to P
uerta del S

ol, w
here W

il-
son hailed a taxi. H

e took her hom
e, a m

uscular arm
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possessively around her shoulders as they rode. A
t her 

apartm
ent building he paid the driver, w

ho sm
ilingly 

tipped his black cap and drove aw
ay. 

S
he em

braced him
 for a few

 m
om

ents before the 
glass door of the apartm

ent entrance and then pushed 

him
 aw

ay w
ith a light kiss. "G

ood night, W
ilson, old 

pal." T
he door began to close before him

. 
"H

ey! Is this all?" 
"T

hat's right:" 
"H

ow
 about lunch tom

orrow
?" 

"B
e at th

e R
itz g

ard
en

 at o
n
e. I'll see if I can

 
m

ake it." 
T

he door shut on her last w
ords. 
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T
W

O
 

VV
IL

S
O

N
 slept fitfully for three hours, then he or. 

dered a breakfast of boiled eggs, fruit, and black 
coffee from

 room
 service and w

alked into the bathroon 
to

 sh
av

e. O
v

er h
is seco

n
d

 cu
p

 o
f co

ffee h
e leafed

 
through a file of S

panish exporters and im
porters fur. 

nished to him
 by his T

oronto contact. W
hile he w

as 
w

aiting for the C
uban dam

e to contact him
 he m

ighii 
as w

ell act out his cover identity. 	
z 

S
itting on the edge of his unm

ade bed, a ciga.I 
rette in one corner of his m

outh, he circled on a m
ap ofF

 
central M

adrid the locations of five sm
all trading firm

s!' 
A

nd, stepping out of the hotel entrance into C
arrera S

an 
Jeronim

o, a scuffed brow
n leather briefcase under one: 

arm
, he w

alked slow
ly up the slight incline of the busy, 

curving street tow
ard P

uerta del S
ol. 

S
hortly before noon, he stood faintly perspiring 

in the stale, overheated air of a sm
all lobby. B

ehind 
him

 w
as a w

orn, narrow
 flight of stairs leading up to 

the third shabby, noisy office in w
alkup office buildings I 
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he bad visited that m
orning. T

hrough a glass brick w
all 

daylight filtered in on the chipped black-and-w
hite 

m
arble floor. T

he discordant sound of several phono-
graphs playing sim

ultaneously cam
e faintly through 

the partition separating the lobby from
 a m

usic store 
that occupied the rem

ainder of the building's ground 
floor, W

ilson aw
kw

ardly unfolded his m
ap of M

adrid to 
locate his fourth prospect. If S

ail E
xports w

ere depend-
ing on S

panish trade, he thought sourly, it w
ould soon 

be bankrupt. 
A

 shadow
 fell across the m

ap. A
 slight m

an w
ith 

thinning black hair and a facial tic stood diffidently just 
inside the street entrance. H

e glanced furtively behind 
him

 and closed the door. "M
r. W

ilson?" he w
hispered 

hoarsely, w
iping his upper lip w

ith a soiled handker-
chief. "I'm

 Slade, U
.S. E

m
bassy." 

W
ilson stared at him

 belligerently. "W
hat the 

hell is that to m
e?" 

"T
he em

bassy. F
ourth floor. I'm

 w
orking w

ith 
you." T

he hoarse voice becam
e urgent. 

"I don't .know
 w

hat you're talking about, B
ud," 

W
ilson grow

led, "but I don't like it. N
ow

 get lost." 
T

he little m
an looked at him

 uncertainly for a 
m

om
ent and then turned and slipped out the door. 
W

ilson looked- after him
 thoughtfully w

ith nar-
ro

w
ed

 ey
es. H

e sh
o
v
ed

 th
e street m

ap
 in

to
 a co

at 
p
o
ck

et an
d
 lit a cig

arette. T
h
en

 h
e step

p
ed

 in
to

 th
e 

street and clim
bed into a taxi at a nearby cab stand. 

"C
anadian E

m
bassy," he said to the driver. 

A
t the C

anadian E
m

bassy he asked the recep-
tionist for the com

m
ercial A

ttache and after a short 
w

ait w
as d

irected
 d

o
w

n
 a co

rrid
o
r to

 a sm
ilin

g
, 

studious-looking, m
iddle-aged m

an standing . by an open 
door. "M

y nam
e is E

vans, M
r. W

ilson. P
lease com

e in." 
H

e m
otioned him

 to a leather chair by a desk covered 
w

ith a disordered m
ass of papers. 
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W
ilson settled in the chair and lit a cigarette. 

am
 in the export-im

port business, M
r. E

vans, just 
from

 T
oronto. S

ail E
xports. H

ere is m
y card." 

E
vans took the card politely. "G

ood. G
ood. W

hy 
is your line, M

r. W
ilson?" 

"N
ovelties, costum

e jew
elry, item

s w
ith a strong', 

S
panish identity." 

"I w
ish you luck." E

vans sm
iled. "W

e like to se( 
C

anadian-S
panish trade increase. It builds bridges oi, 

understanding. H
ow

 can w
e help?" 

"I'm
 d

o
in

g
 all rig

h
t w

ith
 th

e trad
e en

d
. T

h
ar 

isn't m
y problem

. I am
 here to m

ake a com
plaint about`  

the A
m

ericans, and since I am
 a businessm

an, I guess 1; 
ought to m

ake it to the C
om

m
ercial A

ttaché." 
"B

y all m
eans." T

here w
as a shade of doubt in 

E
vans' voice and an alm

ost im
perceptible cloud settled 

across his face. 
"I'v

e b
een

 in
 M

ad
rid

 ju
st th

irty
 h

o
u

rs. I an
 

m
inding m

y ow
n business and paying m

y ow
n w

ay. 
A

bout a half-hour ago an A
m

erican nam
ed S

lade, claim
i 

ing he w
as from

 the U
.S

. E
m

bassy, tried to talk w
ith 

m
e. It sounded like som

ething to do w
ith espionage to 

m
e. I told him

 to go to hell, but I don't like it at all. I!:  
am

 here keeping m
y nose clean, trying to do business 

w
ith the S

paniards. I don't w
ant any trouble. Y

ou fel- 
low

s talk to each other. T
ell the bloody A

m
erican to 

leave us C
anadians alone." 

E
vans looked confused. "E

spionage, M
r. W

il- 
son? O

h, surely not. Y
ou m

ust have m
isunderstood ,! 

him
." "I don't think so." 

E
vans w

as silent for a m
om

ent. "I w
ill look into 

it, M
r. W

ilson. Y
es, I surely w

ill. D
on't w

orry about it. 
It m

ay have been a crank. H
e m

ay have nothing to do 
w

ith the U
nited S

tates E
m

bassy. A
s a m

atter of fact, he L,  
m

ay not even be an A
m

erican." H
e brightened and be- 
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carne m
ore brisk. "N

ow
, M

r. W
ilson, if you w

ill. P
lease 

sign our C
om

m
ercial R

egister. W
e like to have a record 

of our business visitors." 
W

ilson signed the register, a little sm
ile on his 

lips. E
vans! T

he usual useless diplom
atic type! B

ut he 
had played the part of innocent outrage. It w

as the cor-
rect reaction and he had m

ade it a m
atter of record, but 

w
ho w

as S
lade? H

e w
as sure of one thing. H

e w
as not 

an A
m

erican and he did not com
e from

 the U
.S

. E
m

- 
bassy. T

he garden of the R
itz H

otel, w
arm

 and inviting 
in the sunshine of another brilliant A

pril clay, w
as filled 

w
ith a colorful, vivacious luncheon crow

d. W
ilson sat 

at a tab
le n

ear th
e fo

u
n

tain
 an

d
 w

atch
ed

 th
e b

ro
ad

 
m

arble staircase to the garden from
 the hotel for the 

approach of Jane F
orbes. S

he w
as already fifteen m

in-
utes late. H

e ordered another m
artini and m

unched on 
som

e potato chips. M
aybe he'd drop this one. S

he w
as 

too dam
n independent. S

till, he had to hang around un-
til the C

uban contacted him
. H

e m
ight m

ake som
e tim

e 
w

ith F
orbes w

hile he w
aited. H

e looked about apprais-
ingly. P

retty popular spot. If anyone w
anted to drop in 

o
n
 h

im
, th

is w
as a g

o
o
d
 p

lace to
 d

o
 it. H

e h
ad

 read
 

so
m

ew
h

ere th
at th

e m
o

st p
u

b
lic m

eetin
g

 p
lace w

as 
often the least noticed. W

hat the hell . . . tim
e w

as all 
he had. W

ilso
n

 d
id

n
't n

o
tice Jan

e F
o

rb
es, w

h
en

 sh
e 

finally arrived at one-thirty, until she dropped dow
n in 

a scat beside him
. H

e w
as am

using him
self exchanging 

long looks w
ith a dark-eyed w

om
an in electric blue w

ho 
raised her eyes to his w

hen she thought her husband 
w

asn't looking. T
he guy looked like a husband, any-

w
ay

 . . . co
n

cen
tratin

g
 all o

f h
is p

assio
n

 o
n

 h
is 

om
elette. 
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"I got here just in tim
e," Jane F

orbes said, sm
il. 

ing as she sat dow
n. 

sw
eetie. W

ell, it h
elp

s to
 p

ass th
e tim

e. 
W

here in hell w
ere you?" 

"I am
 sorry that I'm

 late, but it's F
riday and they 

som
etim

es keep m
e. B

ut now
 I have the rest of the af- • 

ternoon off." 
"N

o kidding? D
oes that m

ean the w
eekend too?" 

"W
ho know

s?" 
H

e ordered another m
artini for him

self and one 
for her. "I like you, Janie, but I don't quite follow

 S
om

e- 
tim

es. 
 

 I hope you're not one of these stop-go-stop gals." 
"I m

ay be just stop-stop-stop." 
"In that case, I'm

 w
asting m

y tim
e." 

"W
hat did you do w

ith your m
orning? W

ork or 
play?" "W

o
rk

. I am
 in

 th
e ex

p
o
rt-im

p
o
rt b

u
sin

ess. I 
called

 o
n

 a b
u
n
ch

 o
f d

ead
b

eats th
is m

o
rn

in
g

." H
e 

picked up the m
enu. "It gave m

e a good appetite. O
f 

course it's dam
n near m

idafternoon." 
"N

ow
, now

. T
his is M

adrid." 
T

hey ordered filet of sole and a salad. 
"W

hat do you export-im
port?" 

"N
ovelties." 

"D
o you m

ake m
oney at itr 

"H
ardly any," he said cheerfully. "S

till, you m
eet 

• 
interesting people." 

"H
ave you ever seen S

egovia?" 
"W

hat's that?" 
"T

h
e cap

ital o
f O

ld
 C

astile w
h
ere Q

u
een

 Isa-
bella w

as crow
ned in E

l A
lcazar. I thought w

e m
ight 

ren
t a car an

d
 d

riv
e th

ere; W
e can

 h
av

e d
in

n
er at 

M
eson de C

andido, a w
onderful little restaurant beside 

the aqueduct, w
hich w

as built in R
om

an tim
es." 

"O
.K

., I'm
 gam

e. I guess I can't do any good un-
til M

onday w
ith these S

panish creeps in the trade." 
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T
h
ey

 d
ro

v
e n

o
rth

w
est o

u
t o

f M
ad

rid
 b

y
 th

e 
m

assive brick buildings of the university and through 
P

u
erta d

e H
ierro

 to
 tak

e th
e b

ro
ad

, p
av

ed
 h

ig
h
w

ay
 

leading to the S
ierra de G

uadarram
a and the pass to 

S
egovia. T

raffic thinned and the road narrow
ed as they 

began their clim
b into the m

ountains. T
he road curved 

and sw
itched back and forth as they clim

bed into the 
still, cold air of the higher altitudes. T

here w
as snow

 in 
the shadow

s of the pass. W
ilson pulled into a parking 

place at the sum
m

it and turned off the engine. T
hey 

looked m
it to the north over a sea of pine forests. N

ei-
ther spoke for a m

om
ent and in the silence they could 

hear the ticking of the clock on the dashboard. 
"S

hall w
e get out?" lie asked. 

"Y
es, but it w

ill be very cold." 
T

hey w
alked over to a stone prom

ontory about 
w

hich a low
 stone w

all had been built to protect view
-

ers from
 a drop of several hundred feet into a rocky 

m
oraine. A

 raw
 northw

est breeze w
as blow

ing, causing 
the halyard on a nearby flag pole to sw

ing w
ildly back 

and forth, against the staff, striking chill m
etal against 

chill m
etal in an irregular and unpredictable sequence. 

Jane F
orbes shivered as W

ilson put his top coat around 
her shoulders. 

"D
o
esn

't ev
ery

th
in

g
 lo

o
k

 clear an
d

 sh
arp

 u
p

 
here?" she said. "It m

akes you think that your m
ind is 

just as cold and clear." 
W

ilson held his open jacket as a shield against 
th

e w
in

d
, an

d
 after tw

o
 u

n
su

ccessfu
l attem

p
ts lit a 

cigarette and then lit her one from
 his. 

"Y
ou did that like a sailor." 

"I w
as once in a guerrilla outfit. Y

ou don't w
aste 

m
atches there either." 

"I know
. Y

ou w
ere in C

uba." 
W

ilso
n
 sto

o
d
 ten

se an
d
 silen

t. "Y
es, it w

as 
C

uba," he said after an interval in a flat, toneless voice. 
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"B
u
t I am

 n
o
t ex

actly
 a p

u
b
lic fig

u
re. H

o
w

 d
id

 y
o
u
 

know
 I w

as in C
uba?" 

"M
y father took m

e on a business trip to H
avana 

at C
hristm

astim
e in 1958. M

y M
other had just died and 

it w
as his w

ay of doing som
ething for m

e and keeping 
m

e w
ith him

. W
e w

ere in H
avana for nearly ten days 

after B
atista fell and C

astro took pow
er. A

ll of you w
ho 

fought w
ith C

astro in the hills had your pictures in the 
new

spapers. Y
ou w

ere heroes. T
he m

en of the hour. I 
rem

em
bered you. Y

ou w
ere a captain." 

"T
hat's som

e m
em

ory." 
"Y

ou also speak S
panish w

ith a C
uban accent 

and Jack W
ilson is an easy nam

e to rem
em

ber." 
"Janie, you throw

 m
e. Y

ou really do." 
"H

ow
 do you feel about F

idel now
? Isn't he kind 

of a stinker?" 
W

ilson shrugged. "I don't follow
 it. P

olitics don't 
interest m

e m
uch. I did it for kicks. I w

as a pretty green 
kid. It w

as a hell of a lot of fun w
hile it lasted. I liked 

the guys. W
e had a real old com

paiiero feeling. W
hen 

he w
on, it w

as over for m
e. I go back once in a w

hile 
just to shoot the breeze about the old days. O

therw
ise, 

I don't think about it." 
"D

o you think he is a C
om

m
unist?" 

"N
o
 id

ea, an
d
 I can

't say
 I g

iv
e a d

am
n
. It 

d
o
esn

't m
ak

e m
u
ch

 d
ifferen

ce w
h
at C

u
b
a is . . . at 

least it don't to Jack W
ilson." 

S
he gave a brittle laugh as she pushed out her 

cigarette on the stone w
all. "Y

ou don't like to talk about 
your past. N

either do I." 
"It's over and done w

ith. W
hy in hell talk about 

it? L
et's get back to the car," he added curtly. 

T
hey found little to say to one another as they 

descended in spiraling curves through the great pine 
fo

rest co
v
erin

g
 th

e fo
o
th

ills an
d
 in

to
 S

eg
o
v
ia o

n
 its 

p
lain

. A
fter leav

in
g
 th

e au
to

m
o
b
ile w

ith
 

a 
sm

iling 
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parquero, they w
alked across the narrow

 cobbled street 
and entered the rugged oaken doorw

ay set in the an-
cien

t fag
ad

e o
f M

eso
n
 d

e C
an

d
id

°. T
h
ey

 w
ere en

-
veloped by a heavy, w

arm
 atm

osphere suggestive of 
centuries of rich cooking and thousands of casks of 
good w

ine tapped and consum
ed by roaring fires. 

T
he proprietor seated them

 on the second floor 
by a w

indow
 of leaded panes through w

hich the ocher 
roofs and saffron tow

ers of S
egovia, rising in tiers be-

yond the great stone bulk of the R
om

an aqueduct, w
ere 

still visible in the lingering tw
ilight. T

he aqueduct it-
self dom

inated the view
—

ancient and enduring, sug-
g
estin

g
 b

o
th

 th
e ag

e o
f th

e city
 an

d
 its relativ

e im
-

perm
anence. D

espite its size it w
as incredibly graceful. 

A
s the last light faded, Jane F

orbes looked at the aque-
duct w

ith an expression of solem
n introspection tinged 

w
ith sadness. 

W
ilson felt his suspicions and resentm

ent ebbing. 
W

h
at th

e h
ell, m

ay
b
e h

e h
ad

 a teen
-ag

ed
 fan

 in
 th

e 
old days. "W

hat w
e need is a drink," he said firm

ly. 
"W

e're freezin
g
 u

p
 o

n
 each

 o
th

er." H
e b

eck
o
n
ed

 a 
w

aiter over. "T
w

o m
artinis, m

uy seco." 
Jan

e F
o
rb

es tu
rn

ed
 aw

ay
 fro

m
 th

e w
in

d
o
w

. 
"Y

ou seem
 very sure that I w

ant a m
artini," she said in 

a disinterested voice. 
"Y

ou get a m
artini just for starters," he grow

led. 
"D

on't argue w
ith m

e about the best w
ay to get drunk." 

S
he looked at him

 for a m
om

ent w
ithout expres-

sion, then her lips form
ed into a w

arm
, seductive sm

ile 
above eyes that rem

ained coldly direct. "Y
ou tell 'em

, 
Jackie. M

ake the dam
e toe the m

ark." 
"T

hat's better. F
irst, w

e'll have about a pitcher 
of m

artinis to m
elt the ice. T

hen I think a good roast 
chicken, som

e vegetables, and a cold, dry w
hite w

ine. 
N

o desert, but som
e fruit as an excuse to kill a bottle of 

brandy." 
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