
"Y
es." 

"If he decides to reveal him
self to you in H

a-
vana, he w

ill tell you that address and apartm
ent num

-
ber." 

"I've got it." 
"Y

ou say that you w
ill go to H

avana to sell spare 
parts. A

re you really prepared to sell them
? Y

ou can't 
get aw

ay w
ith faking." 

"I am
 really ready to sell them

. I'll go back to 
T

oronto and set it up." 
"Just play it straight in H

avana. D
o everything a 

spare parts salesm
an w

ould do—
nothing else. R

em
em

-
ber, he w

ill contact you. If after a m
onth you are not 

contacted, leave C
uba. It w

ill m
ean that he has decided 

not to see you. T
hen try m

e again in M
adrid." 

"R
ig

h
t." H

e stretch
ed

 o
u

t h
is left arm

 an
d

 
looked at his w

ristw
atch. "I've got to get back to the 

S
avoy. I'll telephone you later this afternoon about the 

arrangem
ents." 

"G
o ahead. W

e don't w
ant the banks to close. I'll 

sign for the check." 
W

ilso
n

 g
rin

n
ed

. "G
ee, th

an
k

s. L
et's d

o
 th

is 
again." H

e kissed her on the cheek as he left. "Just for 
auld lang syne, before business interfered w

ith plea-
sure." "It h

as alw
ay

s b
een

 b
u
sin

ess, D
o
n
 Ju

an
, an

d
 

don't get sentim
ental." 

A
 steady rain w

as falling as W
ilson em

erged on 
T

alstrasse. H
e turned up his coat collar and hailed a 

tax
i fo

r th
e rid

e u
p
 B

ah
n
h
o
fstrasse to

 h
is h

o
tel. H

e 
w

alked over to the concierge's desk just inside the door-
w

ay
 o

f th
e S

av
o
y
 B

au
r en

 V
ille. T

h
e co

n
cierg

e, h
is 

badge of office glistening from
 the chain around his 

neck, w
as just finishing arranging a rail trip to L

ugano 
for an E

nglish couple. In a few
 m

inutes he turned to 
W

ilson. "W
hat can I do for you, sir?" 
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"I am
 Jack W

ilson, room
 four tw

elve. A
 friend 

left an envelope for m
e." 

"Y
es, sir. Ju

st o
n
e m

o
m

en
t." T

h
e co

n
cierg

e's 
p

o
rtly

, b
lack

-clo
th

ed
 fig

u
re b

en
t d

o
w

n
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e 
counter. H

e deftly opened a sm
all safe and extracted a 

heavy plain brow
n envelope. "H

ere w
e are, sir. M

ay I 
see your identification? T

hank you, sir. If you w
ill sign 

this register." 
W

ilson tipped him
 and took the elevator to his 

room
. S

itting in a straight chair by a sm
all desk, he took 

a letter opener and slit the envelope. A
 key to a public 

checkroom
 locker fell into his palm

. O
n the key's face 

w
as im

printed H
auptbahnhof 781. 

T
he A

pril rain had ended and the sun w
as shin-

ing w
eakly through the haze w

hen W
ilson entered the 

huge shed of the railroad station. H
e looked dow

n the 
broad platform

 w
ith the train gates on the left and a 

series of offices, stores, and new
s counters on the right 

u
n

til in
 th

e d
istan

ce h
e saw

 a b
lu

e-an
d

-w
h

ite sig
n

 
illum

inated by fluorescent lights indicating the public 
lockers. N

um
ber 781 w

as the last of an inconspicuous 
row

 of four lockers. U
nless som

eone cam
e to one of the 

adjoining num
bers, he could open 781 unobserved. H

e 
in

serted
 th

e k
ey

 an
d
 g

av
e it a h

alf tu
rn

 to
 th

e rig
h
t. 

R
eaching into the locker, he quickly extracted an en-

velope and slipped it into his inside coat pocket. F
ive 

m
inutes later he opened the envelope in his hotel room

. 
It contained ten thousand dollars in new

 bills. 
A

fter replacing the bills in the envelope and put-
ting the envelope in his pocket, he reached for the tele-
phone. W

hen Jane F
orbes answ

ered, he said, "I'll m
eet 

you upstairs at S
prungli's in fifteen m

inutes." 
"Is that near the bank?" 
"T

he bank is right across P
arade P

latz." 
"I'll be right there." 
W

ilson sat at a table at the w
indow

 overlooking 
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P
arade P

latz and ordered a cup of coffee. H
e w

as finish-
in

g
 h

is seco
n
d
 cig

arette w
h
en

 Jan
e F

o
rb

es arriv
ed

, 
"W

hy are w
e m

eeting here instead of at the bank?" she 
asked w

ith a trace of im
patience. 

"S
it dow

n, relax. W
e'll go to the bank in a m

in-
u
te. I w

an
t to

 ex
p
lain

 to
 y

o
u
 h

o
w

 th
e b

an
k
 acco

u
n
t 

operates." 
S

he sat dow
n on the edge of a chair. "Y

ou ex-
plained it once. I already know

 how
 it operates." 

"T
hen listen to m

e explain it again. T
his is an 

im
p
o
rtan

t p
art o

f th
e arran

g
em

en
t. W

o
u
ld

 y
o
u
 lik

e 
som

e coffee?" 
"N

o, thank you." 
W

ilson poured the coffee rem
aining in the sm

all 
coffee pot beside him

. "W
e w

ill go across to the bank. 
Y

o
u
 ask

 to
 o

p
en

 a n
ew

 n
u
m

b
ered

 acco
u
n
t in

 y
o
u
r 

nam
e. I assum

e that you don't w
ant to use your broth-

er's nam
e. 

A
 faint sm

ile touched her lips. "T
hat is correct." 

"T
he bank officer w

ill assign the account a num
-

b
er. T

h
ereafter, all statem

en
ts to

 y
o
u
 an

d
 th

e b
o
o
k
-

keeping records of the bank w
ill refer to the account by 

this num
ber. Y

our nam
e w

ill only be related to the ac-
count num

ber on a secret m
aster list retained by the 

bank and know
n only to their top officers. U

nder S
w

iss 
law

 they are forbidden to reveal the nam
es of the hold-

ers of the num
bered accounts. W

hen you draw
 on the 

account you use your ow
n nam

e, of course. A
ny de-

posits m
ade by others, if you follow

 m
e, w

ill be m
ade to 

the account by num
ber only." 

"I understand." 
"In other w

ords, S
w

iss law
 provides that no one 

can learn if you have an account in the S
w

iss bank or 
the balance of the account." 

S
he nodded. 

H
e handed her a slip of paper. "T

he code m
es- 
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sage and the cable address to use w
hen you are ready 

for the big deposit is on that slip of paper. M
em

orize it 
and burn it. It is the only safe w

ay." H
e dropped a bill 

on the check and got up. "S
hall w

e go set it up?" 
"P

lease." 
T

h
ey

 w
alk

ed
 acro

ss P
arad

e P
latz to

w
ard

 th
e 

lim
estone façade of the bank. "W

ill they ask w
hy w

e are 
opening the account?" she asked. 

"T
hey couldn't care less." 

T
h
ey

 p
assed

 th
e o

rn
ate en

tran
ce o

f th
e b

an
k
. 

W
ilson handed her the envelope w

ith the ten thousand 
dollars. H

e w
alked over to a group of chairs against the 

w
all an

d
 sat d

o
w

n
. Jan

e F
o
rb

es w
alk

ed
 o

v
er to

 a 
counter behind w

hich a gray-haired bank officer w
as 

sitting. H
e looked up and sm

iled. "I w
ould like to open 

a new
 num

bered account," Jane F
orbes said. 

"O
f cours e. Just step over here." T

he bank officer 
handed her a series of form

s to com
plete w

ith polite 
disinterest. "Y

ou can use this desk if you w
ish, and 

w
hen you are finished I shall arrange the deposit." 

S
he com

pleted the form
s. 

T
he bank officer adjusted his glasses and quickly 

exam
ined the form

s. "Y
ou are an A

m
erican, a resident 

of M
adrid?" 

"Y
es." 

"M
ay I see your passport?" 

S
he handed it to him

. 
H

e briskly m
ade a few

 pencil notations. "I think 
everything is in order. N

ow
 let m

e m
ake out your de-

posit slip. Y
ou w

ish to deposit w
hat am

ount?" 
"T

en thousand U
nited S

tates dollars." 
"V

ery w
ell." H

e briskly counted the m
oney she 

h
an

d
ed

 to
 h

im
 an

d
 m

ad
e th

e en
tries. "T

h
ese are fo

r 
y
o
u
, M

iss F
o
rb

es," h
e said

 an
d
 h

an
d
ed

 h
er a sm

all 
bundle of banking docum

entation. "I have indicated 
the num

ber of the account and I think the instruction 
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sheet I have given to you in E
nglish w

ill answ
er all of 

your questions. T
hank you, and good day." H

e briefly 
shook her hand and returned to his desk. 

"T
h
at w

as sim
p
le en

o
u
g
h
," Jan

e F
o
rb

es said
 

w
hen they w

ere back on the street. 
"N

o strain. It's all yours. A
s the old saying goes, 

just play it by the num
bers. W

hat is the account num
-

ber?" "Y
ou w

ant to know
 the num

ber?" 
"O

f course. H
ow

 else can w
e deposit your m

il-
lions?" S

he gave him
 the num

ber and he w
rote it on a 

card and carefully placed it in his passport case. "I'll 
take good care of that. It is all I have to show

 for ten 
thousand dollars and a fat expense account." 

"W
hat are you going to do w

ith it?" 
"I'll give it to the A

m
ericans and then forget it." 

S
he gravely held out a gloved hand. "I hope you 

do w
ell in H

avana. G
ood-bye." 

"H
ow

 about that cup of coffee now
?" 

"I am
 afraid not," she said coldly. 

H
is face hardened. "G

ee! I w
ish I had a sister 

like you!" he said w
ith heavy sarcasm

 and grasping her 
shoulders in hard hands, he kissed her roughly, slightly 
bruising her lips. H

e stepped back, looking insolently 
into her flushed face, and then turning up his coat col-
lar, turned aw

ay from
 her and w

alked around the cor-
ner into the crow

ds on B
ahnhofstrasse. 
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F
IV

E
 

S
A

IL
 E

xports office w
as a sm

all, tw
o-room

 suite on 
the third floor of a second-class brick office building 

in dow
ntow

n T
oronto. W

ilson unlocked the frosted 
glass door from

 the hallw
ay and flipped the light sw

itch. 
H

e picked up a sm
all pile of advertising circulars and 

solicitations w
hich had accum

ulated on the floor under 
the letterdop during his absence and dropped them

 into 
a w

astebasket. H
e w

alked into the sm
aller, inner room

 
w

here he had a desk, a file cabinet, and an old type-
w

riter on a m
etal stand w

ith w
heels. T

he air w
as stale 

and dust danced in the narrow
 shaft of afternoon sun-

light that angled through the suite's single, dirty w
in-

dow
. 

W
ilson threw

 the w
indow

 open, then pulled and 
slam

m
ed

 sh
u
t th

ree d
raw

ers o
f th

e d
esk

 b
efo

re h
e 

found a fifth of scotch. H
e tw

isted off the top, filled half 
full a glass tum

bler he kept in the draw
er, and taking a 

6
7

 



couple of sw
allow

s, dropped into a w
orn brow

n leather 
revolving chair and dialed a telephone num

ber. 
"T

his is W
ilson, Sail E

xports." 
"G

ood m
orning, M

r. W
ilson," a pleasant finale 

voice answ
ered w

ith the faint suggestion of a B
ritish 

accent. "W
e have been w

aiting to hear from
 you." 

"I ju
st g

o
t b

ack
 fro

m
 E

u
ro

p
e. I w

an
t y

o
u

 to
 

know
 that I am

 leaving for H
avana tom

orrow
 on the 

sp
are p

arts sale. C
an

 y
o
u
 still p

ro
v
id

e th
em

 at th
e 

prices w
e discussed?" 

"W
hat w

as that price, again, M
r. W

ilson?" 
"O

ne hundred three item
s in quantities as listed 

for $371,932, C
anadian." 

T
here w

as a short pause. "T
hat is correct, M

r. 
W

ilson. Y
ou have the list, I believe." 

"Y
es, I have it." 

"G
ood. W

e are flexible on this, of course. Y
ou try 

to m
ake your sale: W

e w
ill m

eet com
petitive prices 

w
ithin reason and• w

e w
ill take care of all of the details 

of shipm
ent and paym

ent. If you are detained in H
a-

vana, just advise us of the quantities, agreed prices, and 
shipping instructions and w

e shall carry on. If you find 
it expedient to leave H

avana before the sale is com
-

pleted, w
e should like to discuss the m

atter w
ith you 

further here." 
"T

hat's fair enough." 
"T

echnically you w
ill sell these item

's as our rep-
resentative. Y

ou understand that S
ail E

xports does not 
have sufficient capital for us to transfer title to you. B

ut 
I think a straight com

m
ission arrangem

ent is better for 
you in this case." 

"T
hat's fine w

ith m
e. Y

ou handle all of the de- 
tails." "Y

ou understand that the sale is for cash?" 
W

ilso
n
 lau

g
h
ed

 ro
u
g
h
ly

. "T
h
at I k

n
o
w

. N
o
 

tickee, no laundry." 
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"A
nd you w

ill rem
em

ber the authentication test 
for your m

essages to us, w
on't you?" 

"R
ight. I've got it." 

"G
ood-bye, M

r. W
ilson. T

hat's all for now
, then. 

K
eep in touch. T

he best of luck." 
W

ilson hung up the telephone and sw
allow

ed 
the rest of the scotch in the tum

bler. T
hen he called the 

answ
ering service. T

here w
as one call from

 S
ail E

x-
ports' "w

arehouse." W
ilson talked briefly w

ith the sin-
gle em

ployee w
ho handled the few

 novelty sales ar-
ranged for S

ail E
xports as a part of its cover, and hung 

up. H
e put the glass and the bottle of scotch aw

ay, shut 
the w

indow
, sw

itched off the lights, and stepping into 
the hall, let the door lock behind him

. 

T
h
e p

lan
e fro

m
 M

o
n
treal lan

d
ed

 at H
av

an
a's 

R
an

ch
o
' d

e B
o
y
ero

s airp
o
rt at h

ig
h
 n

o
o
n
. W

ilso
n
 

b
lin

k
ed

 in
 th

e w
h

ite b
rillian

ce o
f th

e su
n

lig
h

t an
d

 
lo

o
k
ed

 aro
u
n
d
 w

ith
 in

terest as th
e p

assen
g
ers w

ere 
lin

ed
 u

p
 an

d
 led

 b
y

 th
e im

m
ig

ratio
n

 p
o

lice in
to

 th
e 

m
odern, landscaped air term

inal building. A
fter the 

chill of early spring in T
oronto, the w

aving palm
 trees 

and the languid, hum
id air of the tropics w

as beguil-
ing and W

ilson felt a fleeting em
otion of nostalgia for 

his earlier days in C
uba. H

eroic pictures of F
idel C

as-
tro

 an
d
 o

f L
en

in
 d

eco
rated

 th
e airp

o
rt b

u
ild

in
g
s. A

 
sagging banner draped along the balcony of the airport 
restaurant on the second floor of the term

inal building 
exhorted the w

orkers to produce for the revolution. In 
th

e ap
o
litical atm

o
sp

h
ere o

f th
e airp

o
rt th

e p
ictu

res 
and banners had a forlorn, unreal look as if som

eone 
had m

istakenly decided to present a m
edieval m

orality 
play on the tarm

ac and had forgotten to rem
ove the 

props after a disastrous first night. 
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In a strident voice a young, buxom
 girl of tw

enty 
w

ith a shiny face and a perm
anent fold of flesh betw

een 
her eyes directed the passengers into a large, square 
room

. A
 long, horizontal w

indow
 ran along the exterior 

side of the room
 w

ith a bold, abstract m
ural in vivid 

colors covering the opposite w
all. R

ow
s of S

w
edish 

m
odern-style w

ooden chairs filled the floor area except 
for the far end w

here a desk w
as placed im

m
ediately 

before a w
aist-high w

all-to-w
all railing w

ith a sw
inging 

gate. B
ehind this barrier, at the opposite corners, w

ere 
tw

o doors leading to the interior of the building. 
A

fter a ten-m
inute delay a voice over a public 

address system
 began to call the passengers' nam

es, 
badly m

ispronounced, in alphabetical order and an un-
sm

iling m
em

ber of the im
m

igration police gestured 
them

 tow
ard the desk w

here an im
m

igration officer and 
a public health officer tried to share its lim

ited surface. 
W

hen their docum
ents had been inspected, the passen-

gers filed through the w
ooden gate and the door in the 

right corner of the room
 into the custom

s area. 
W

ilso
n
 w

as th
e n

ex
t to

 last p
assen

g
er called

. 
T

he health officer glanced quickly at his international 
vaccination certificate and handed it w

ith his passport 
to the im

m
igration officer, a fat, bald little m

an w
ith an 

air of bored resignation. H
e carefully exam

ined W
il-

son's passport, slow
ly turning the pages, and stam

ping 
it w

ith an entry notation, nodded tow
ard the unused 

door in the left corner." P
lease, S

etior W
ilson," he said 

in S
panish, "they w

ould like to see you in that office." 
W

ilson w
alked behind the railing, opened the 

door, and entered the room
 beyond. A

n officer in the 
uniform

 of the R
evolutionary A

rm
y w

as sitting at a 
steel desk w

ith a stained, gray plastic top. W
ilson's tw

o 
bags w

ere beside it on the floor. T
he officer looked up 

and sm
iled, his teeth flashing w

hite in a tanned face. 
H

e gestured to a chair beside the desk, facing an un- 
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curtained w
indow

. "S
it dow

n, M
r. W

ilson," he said in 
E

nglish. "T
his isn't an interrogation. W

e recognize you 
as a fighter in the hills w

ith the M
axim

um
 L

eader and I 
w

ant to facilitate your entry into R
evolutionary C

uba." 
"T

hank you. It's good to be back." 
T

he C
uban officer looked at the entry form

s and 
the visa in W

ilson's passport. "Y
ou are here on business 

th
is tim

e, M
r. W

ilso
n

. N
o

 p
leasu

res at all, h
ere in

 
H

avana?" H
e sm

iled and arched his eyebrow
s. 

W
ilso

n
 lau

g
h
ed

. "I w
o
n
't o

v
erlo

o
k
 th

e ch
icas 

if that is w
hat you m

ean, and I m
ay booze it up a bit 

w
ith som

e of m
y old pals, but I am

 here to sell som
e 

spare parts for your industrial m
achinery." 

"I see. W
ell, y

o
u

 m
u

st d
iscu

ss th
at w

ith
 th

e 
p
ro

p
er m

in
istry

. I w
o
n
't h

o
ld

 y
o
u
 lo

n
g
er. T

h
ere are 

your bags. W
e shall arrange to put them

 in your taxi. In 
your case, no inspection is necessary." 

"T
hey arc unlocked. Y

ou are w
elcom

e." 
"B

ut, no. C
ertainly not. W

elcom
e back to H

a-
vana. E

njoy your visit. W
here are you staying?" 

"T
he V

edado H
otel." 

"A
 good choice. A

dios, cornpaiiero." T
he officer 

stood up w
ith a little half bow

 and a porter, sum
m

oned 
by a bell, carried W

ilson's bags out to the taxi stand. 
T

he taxi driver glanced over his shoulder as they 
tu

rn
ed

 left to
w

ard
 H

av
an

a o
n

 th
e b

ro
ad

, fo
u

r-lan
ed

 
road leading from

 the airport. "Y
ou from

 the S
tates?" 

"C
anadian." 

"It figures. W
e never see A

m
ericans here. I lived 

in
 th

e S
tates o

n
ce. P

u
sh

ed
 a cab

 in
 N

ew
 Y

o
rk

. I try
 

never to rem
ind anyone of that now

." 
"H

ow
's it going?" 

"S
o-so, up and dow

n, good and bad. Y
ou know

 
how

 it is." 
"H

ow
's the V

edado these days?" 
"A

ll rig
h

t. F
o

o
d

 isn
't so

 g
o

o
d

. A
s y

o
u

 m
ay

b
e 

7
1
 



heard, things are a little tight, but the V
edado does bet-

ter th
an

 m
o
st. A

t least y
o
u
 d

o
n
't g

et th
e b

ig
 w

o
rk

er 
delegations you get at the L

ibre or the N
acional." 

T
he sprinkle of buildings along the highw

ay in-
creased in num

ber and they entered the outskirts of the 
city, passing the huge m

onum
ent to Jose M

arti on its 
hill and the great bulk of a high, w

hite office building. 
"Is IN

R
A

 still in that building?" W
ilson asked. 

"IN
R

A
? T

he N
ational A

gricultural R
eform

 Insti-
tute?" T

he cab driver gestured. "It's all over, in a dozen 
buildings. T

hey run everything from
 IN

R
A

. T
ell m

e 
w

hat isn't agricultural reform
." 

"T
hey?" 

"W
e," the cab driver corrected him

self w
ith a 

w
ry grin. "W

e w
orkers." 

. T
hey started dow

n a gentle gradient tow
ard the 

b
lu

e G
u
lf sh

im
m

erin
g
 in

 th
e su

n
lig

h
t. "It's still 

beautiful," W
ilson said, looking at the view

 over the 
p

astel b
u

ild
in

g
s co

v
erin

g
 th

e slo
p

in
g

 h
ills as th

ey
 

dipped dow
n to the sea. 

"W
h

y
 n

o
t? Y

o
u

 can
't ch

an
g

e th
e o

cean
." T

h
e 

driver accelerated, turned off his m
otor, disengaged the 

clu
tch

, an
d

 co
asted

 d
o

w
n

 th
e h

ill to
 sav

e g
aso

lin
e. 

P
iercing the increasing traffic noise w

ith blasts on his 
autom

obile horn as he tried to avoid braking, he sw
ung 

around slow
er m

oving vehicles, veered past scram
bling 

p
ed

estrian
s, an

d
 p

lu
n
g
ed

 th
ro

u
g
h
 a series o

f traffic 
lights, som

e green, som
e yellow

, and som
e just chang-

ing to red, before he w
as forced to stop at a busy inter-

section. T
hey m

oved on past the peeling, w
ater-stained 

exterior of the H
avana L

ibre H
otel, built a few

 m
onths 

before the revolution as the H
avana H

ilton, and turned 
right off C

alle 23 into C
alle 0. C

ut off from
 the trade 

w
inds blow

ing up from
 the sea w

all, w
hich keep C

alle 
23 fresh and cool in spite of its traffic, the atm

osphere 
of C

alle 0 w
as heavy under the burning sun w

ith the 
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m
ingled odors of the city, strong coffee brew

ing at the 
o
p
en

-air co
ffee co

u
n
ters, rip

en
in

g
 fru

it o
n
 th

e fru
it 

stan
d
s, h

u
m

an
 b

o
d
y
 sw

eat, v
eh

icle ex
h
au

st fu
m

es, 
urine, and fresh-m

it flow
ers. T

he driver turned off his 
m

otor and coasted to a stop at the curbing before the 
V

edado H
otel. 

T
here w

as no attendant or doorm
an at the en-

trance. W
ilson paid off the cab driver, w

inked at him
 

know
ingly, and carried his tw

o bags up the three stairs 
from

 the sidew
alk and into the lobby. H

e registered at 
the desk before the interested gaze of a group of m

en 
lounging about the lobby and a m

ulatto girl leaning 
over a sm

all counter w
ith m

agazines and new
spapers. 

A
s he w

alked tow
ard the elevator he could see in the 

reflectio
n
 o

f an
 o

rn
ate m

irro
r a so

ld
ier w

ith
 a d

ay
's 

grow
th of beard and a pistol in a scuffed leather holster 

hanging around his bony hips turn the registry around 
w

ith a dirty finger and look at his entry. 
T

hey think I am
 an A

m
erican, W

ilson thought. 
M

aybe I'd better fasten m
y C

anadian passport to the 
lapel of m

y suit. 
H

is ro
o

m
 faced

 w
est an

d
 th

e su
n

 h
ad

 alread
y

 
dipped low

 enough to shine through the w
indow

s. H
e 

closed the blinds against the heat and turned the sw
itch 

on an old air conditioning unit in the outer w
all. H

e 
w

asn't surprised w
hen it didn't w

ork. S
w

inging his bags 
o
n
to

 h
is b

ed
, h

e u
n
sn

ap
p
ed

 th
e catch

es an
d
 o

p
en

ed
 

them
. A

s he expected, a slight disarray suggested that 
cleft hands had gone through the contents and had tried 
to

 rep
ack

 each
 item

 as it h
ad

 b
een

. W
ilso

n
 k

ep
t h

is 
th

o
u
g
h
ts to

 h
im

self as h
e u

n
p
ack

ed
. T

h
e ro

o
m

 w
as 

probably bugged. 
H

e slipped on a pair of yellow
 sw

im
m

ing trim
ks 

and a pair of sandals, and throw
ing a tow

el over his 
aim

, took the elevator to the basem
ent floor. A

 hallw
ay, 

painted in red lead, extended past a m
en's steam

 room
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to a narrow
 flight of stairs leading upw

ard to a sw
im

-
m

ing pool off the dining room
 on ground level. T

he 
sm

all, kidney-shaped pool w
ith its narrow

 surrounding 
patio filled the space betw

een the V
edado and a ten-

story apartm
ent building that adjoined it. P

alm
 trees 

an
d
 b

o
u
g
ain

v
illea h

ad
 b

een
 p

lan
ted

 ag
ain

st th
e 

apartm
ent building and along a fifteen-foot w

all w
hich 

set the pool area off from
 the busy street, creating the 

illusion of sunlit shadow
 and quiet in the center of a 

noisy, hot city. T
hree or four m

etal tables w
ere set for 

luncheon, but except for a single w
aiter leaning against 

the fram
e of the sliding glass door leading to the dining 

room
, the patio w

as em
pty. 

W
ilson laid his tow

el on a chair back, kicked 
h
is san

d
als u

n
d
er a tab

le, an
d
 d

iv
ed

 in
to

 th
e w

ater, 
splitting its m

irrorlike surface into scores of dancing 
shapes. H

e stroked pow
erfully back and forth across 

the pool, at first as fast as he could sw
im

 and then w
ith 

a slow
, sm

ooth rhythm
. H

e pulled him
self over the side 

and dried w
ith a rough tow

el. A
fter the long flight and 

the hot ride from
 the airport he had felt tense and irri-

table. N
ow

 he began to relax. H
is m

uscles rippled as he 
sat dow

n at a table. H
e m

otioned the w
aiter over. "I'll 

have a ham
 and cheese sandw

ich and a bottle of beer." 
"I am

 sorry, senor. T
here is no ham

 today. I can 
give you a cheese sandw

ich." 
"T

hat w
ill do. A

nd a cigar." H
e sat by the side of 

th
e p

o
o
l w

atch
in

g
 a b

ee w
h
ich

 h
ad

 fallen
 in

to
 th

e 
w

ater struggle to find a foothold on the pool's edge. 
T

he w
aiter reappeared w

ith his order and he m
oved 

b
ack

 to
 h

is tab
le. T

h
e b

eer w
as ex

cellen
t, b

u
t th

e 
cheese sandw

ich consisted of a tiny sliver of tough, 
w

hite cheese betw
een thick slices of coarse bread. H

e 
m

unched it w
ithout enthusiasm

 and lit the cigar. 
A

 tall, lith
e, tan

n
ed

 g
irl in

 a p
in

k
 b

ik
in

i ap
-

peared at the head of the stairs leading from
 the pool 
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area and looked about her calm
ly. H

er platinum
 hair 

w
as tucked and rolled into a neat bun at the nape of her 

neck. W
ilson turned w

ith a frank, appraising stare as 
she w

alked gracefully across the patio and stretching 
out on a lounge chair near his table w

ithout looking at 
him

, closed her eyes. H
er fingernails and toenails w

ere 
painted pink. T

w
o sm

all, plain golden circles she w
ore 

through pierced ears w
ere her only jew

elry. S
he had no 

m
akeup except a m

oist coral lipstick. T
he exposed part 

of her abdom
en show

ed a sm
all w

hite scar running un-
der the thin triangle of her bikini. P

robably an appen-
dectom

y, W
ilson thought. H

e w
as studying her sm

all-
boned face and adm

iring the petite nose betw
een curv-

ing cheekbones, w
hen she opened her eyes and looked 

d
irectly

 at h
im

. T
h
ey

 w
ere v

io
let w

ith
 sm

u
d
g
es o

f 
shadow

 at the corners. "H
ello." H

er voice w
as husky 

and carried a faint accent. 
"H

i." 
"W

hat are you thinking?" S
he spoke slow

ly. 
"W

hat a hell of a girl you are." 
"A

 hell of a girl? T
hat is good?" 

"V
ery good. T

ops." 
S

he sm
iled, a w

ide, full, good-natured sm
ile that 

crinkled her eyes. S
tanding up languorously and raising 

her hands to her neck, she slow
ly unw

ound the bun and 
let her hair fall in a silver cascade on her shoulders. 
T

hen she turned and in the sam
e flow

ing m
otion dived 

into the pool. S
he sw

am
 w

ith long, full strokes, her hair 
stream

ing behind her. W
ilson dived in and com

ing up 
beneath her, held her w

aist in his strong hands as he 
surfaced. 

"W
hat's your nam

e?" 
"D

iana." 
" Jack." 
"H

ello." 
"H

ello." 



T
h
ey

 sw
am

 an
d
 p

lay
ed

 lik
e p

o
rp

o
ises in

 th
e 

azure pool, oblivious of the few
 diners visible through 

the glass doors leading to the dining room
. T

he single 

w
aiter w

ho served the patio and pool area stood in the 
sh

ad
e ag

ain
st th

e b
u
ild

in
g
 an

d
 w

atch
ed.. them

 envi-
ously. A

t tim
es w

hen they surfaced in the pool, laugh-

ing, he w
ould laugh also, his face lapsing im

m
ediately 

afterw
ard into sad im

m
obility. T

hey em
erged from

 the 

pool breathlessly and sat on the edge sw
inging their 

feet in the w
ater. 

"H
ow

 about a drink, D
iana?" 

"Y
es, thank you." 

"I'll m
eet you in the bar in ten m

inutes." 
S

he arose gracefully to her feet and reached to 

her lounge chair for a sm
all airplane bag. "In ten m

in-
utes." H

er sm
ile caressed him

. 
S

he w
as in the sm

all, dim
ly lit bar off the lobby 

aw
aitin

g
 h

im
 w

h
en

 h
e en

tered
. S

h
e h

ad
 a lav

en
d
er 

scarf arranged over her hair and w
ore a sim

ple cotton 

shirtw
aist dress of sim

ilar color. T
he three top buttons 

w
ere unfastened, revealing the sw

elling curves of her 

firm
, tanned breasts. H

er graceful, brow
ned legs w

ere 

stockingless. S
he had slipped on sim

ple w
hite sandals. 

"Y
ou are the first girl that ever had to w

ait for 

m
e," W

ilson said, sliding onto the sofa bench beside 
her. 

"I changed in the w
om

an's locker room
. I don't 

stay at the hotel; I only sw
im

 here and I dress very sim
-

ply w
hen I com

e." 
"I like it," he said, his eyes sliding dow

n her fig- 

T
he violet eyes cleepend their color. "I am

 glad." 
"D

iana. D
iana w

hat?" 
"D

iana V
ogel." 

"G
erm

an?" 
"Y

es." 
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"E
ast or W

est?" • 
"I am

 from
 D

resden." 
"I am

 Jack W
ilson. T

oronto, C
anada." 

S
he laid her hand on his w

ith a slight pressure. 

"N
ow

 w
e know

 each other even better." 
"I am

 h
av

in
g
 a sco

tch
 o

n
 th

e ro
ck

s. W
h
at are 

you having?" 
"A

 scotch and soda, please." 
T

hey sipped their drinks. H
e w

as conscious of 

her w
arm

 thigh against his. "I am
 sorry that I only have 

a cram
ped little room

. I'd like to ask you up to see m
y 

etchings." 
S

he w
rinkled her nose as she sm

iled. "E
tchings? 

B
ut I have an apartm

ent at L
a T

orre, just five m
inutes 

aw
ay. W

e could go there." 
W

ilso
n
 reach

ed
 fo

r th
e ch

eck
 an

d
 sig

n
ed

 it. 

"L
et's go, baby; I'm

 on fire." 
D

ian
a V

o
g
el slip

p
ed

 b
eh

in
d
 th

e w
h
eel o

f a 

w
h
ite M

erced
es co

n
v
ertib

le at th
e en

tran
ce o

f th
e 

V
edado. W

ilson handed a scruffy doorm
an w

ho had ap-

peared for the evening's trade a coin and clim
bed in be-

side her. T
hey drove aw

ay to a chorus of w
olf w

histles 

from
 the sidew

alk and the parking lot next to the hotel. 
"H

avana m
ay be M

arxist-L
eninist, but it still has 

an eye for a good figure," W
ilson said as D

iana guided 

the convertible through the late afternoon traffic. 
L

ooking at him
 out of the corner of her eyes, she 

sm
iled, "I don't think C

om
m

unist dialectics ever said 

`no' to sex." 
"T

hank G
od for that. T

hey'd toss m
e out tom

or-

row
 as a counterrevolutionary." 

T
h
ey

 en
tered

 th
e w

o
o
d
-p

an
eled

 lo
b
b
y
 o

f th
e 

m
assive L

a T
orre apartm

ent building and took an auto-

m
atic .elevator to the fifteenth floor. S

he w
alked across 

th
e liv

in
g
 ro

o
m

, h
er fig

u
re in

 its lig
h
t co

tto
n
 d

ress 

silhouetted by the fading light from
 the w

indow
s. 
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L
ooking out over the M

alecon, curving grace-
fully along the purple-blue edge of the w

ater to M
orro 

C
astle and the entrance to H

avana H
arbor, indistinct in 

the m
ists of the gathering darkness, she asked, "D

o you 
like the view

?" 	
SIX

 
H

e w
alked over to her and put his arm

s around 
h
er w

aist, raisin
g
 h

is o
u
tstretch

ed
 h

an
d
s u

n
til th

ey
 

cupped both breasts. T
hey stood silently a m

om
ent as 

the lights of the city w
inked on and the M

alecon w
as 

dressed in a shim
m

ering string of opalescent jew
els. 

S
he turned slow

ly in his arm
s, and w

ith a lissom
e shrug 

of her shoulders the lavender dress fell from
 her body. 

T
 breakfast the follow

ing m
orning W

ilson chose a 
table by the w

indow
 of the V

edado dining room
 

and w
atched a steady tropical rain fall into the sw

im
-

m
ing pool outside. T

he shattered glassy surface of the 
pool reflected a m

yriad of changing designs as the w
ater 

pelted into it. H
e had just dow

ned his second cup of 
stro

n
g
, b

lack
 co

ffee an
d
 w

as p
u
ttin

g
 a sp

o
o
n
 in

to
 a 

grapefruit w
hen a heavy hand fell on one shoulder and 

he w
as half lifted out of the chair by a bear hug. 

"C
hico! C

om
o to va?" 

W
ilson let out a roar. "P

aco G
om

ez, you old dog! 
I w

as going to telephone you this m
orning." 

"Y
es, but I hear that you arrived yesterday. Y

ou 
probably had a w

om
an and didn't give your old bud-

dies a thought." P
aco turned a chair around and strad-

dled it. H
e w

as a pow
erfully built m

an in his early thir-
ties, just under six feet tall w

ith a barrel chest. H
e w

ore 
a C

uban arm
y fatigue uniform

 bearing a m
ajor's in- 
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sig
n

ia. R
u

n
n

in
g

 a h
an

d
 th

ro
u

g
h

 h
is clo

se-cro
p

p
ed

 
brow

n hair, he sm
iled w

arm
ly at W

ilson. "W
hat brings 

you to H
avana, com

paneroP
" 

T
he C

anadian glanced out into the em
pty dining 

room
 and low

ered his voice. "I've got, m
y hands on 

som
e U

.S
. spare parts. I'm

 here to try to sell them
." 

P
aco raised his eyebrow

s and rocked his head 
b

ack
 an

d
 fo

rth
. "S

o
, y

o
u

 are in
 th

e b
ig

 tim
e. H

o
w

 
m

uch?" "A
bout half a m

illion dollars' w
orth." 

"Is it a good bargain for C
uba?" 

"H
ell, no. I'm

 not in this for kicks and I don't fig-
ure I ow

e C
uba a dam

n thing. I'm
 selling these at regu-

lar m
arket prices w

ith m
aybe a little extra for m

y trou-
ble, in dollars, C

anadian or U
nited S

tates." 
P

aco looked at him
 thoughtfully for a m

om
ent, 

h
is b

lu
e ey

es co
n
trastin

g
 sh

arp
ly

 w
ith

 h
is d

eep
 tan

, 
then his face broke into a crooked grin. "Y

ou alw
ays 

w
ere a tough bastard to do business w

ith." 
"I still am

. I'm
 no angel of m

ercy, just a hungry, 
lean businessm

an w
ith a product I think F

idel w
ants." 

P
aco shrugged. "M

aybe. B
ut for dollars w

e can 
buy anything, anyw

here." 
"N

ot U
.S

. spare parts. N
ot these item

s." 
"M

aybe not. I am
 a dum

b soldier. I don't w
orry 

about things like that. B
rainy ones do that, like F

idel or 
R

aul, or Jack W
ilson." 

"D
o
n
't g

iv
e m

e th
at. E

v
en

 m
y
 m

o
th

er d
id

n
't 

think I w
as brainy, but I'm

 no dam
n fool either. W

ho 
do I talk to, P

aco?" 
G

om
ez knitted his brow

s and looked thoughtful. 
"I'll try to find out. I'll let you know

." H
is face cleared 

and he slapped his knee. "N
ow

 w
e got to have a party, 

C
hico, a w

elcom
e hom

e party. I've got a big house w
ith 

a sw
im

m
ing pool in M

iram
ar assigned to m

e. I have a 
party dam

n near every night. H
ow

 about it?" 

W
ilson laughed. "I'm

 w
ith it. W

hat tim
e?" 

"O
h, about ten tonight. I'll pick you up outside 

the hotel. O
.K

.?" 
"O

.K
." 

"H
asta luego, am

igo. 
It's g

o
o
d
 to

 h
av

e y
o
u
 

back." G
om

ez got up and squeezed W
ilson's shoulder. 

"H
asta la vista, old pal. G

racias." 
W

ilso
n
 fin

ish
ed

 h
is b

reak
fast, retu

rn
ed

 to
 h

is 
room

, and slipped on navy blue slacks and a light blue 
sleeveless sport shirt. H

e w
alked out from

 the hotel into 
the heat, noise, and confusion of C

alle 0. T
he rain had 

stopped and a bright sun w
as rapidly drying the side-

w
alk. H

e turned right tow
ard the O

ld H
avana section. 

W
ithin a few

 blocks he had left the m
odern V

edado 
area built in the era of A

m
erican influence and had en-

tered
 th

e an
cien

t city
 co

n
stru

cted
 an

d
 o

ccu
p
ied

 fo
r 

centuries by the S
paniards. T

he streets narrow
ed, side-

w
alks becam

e vestigial or disappeared altogether, and 
th

e air w
as h

eav
y

 w
ith

 th
e d

am
p

n
ess o

f ag
ed

 g
ray

 
stone, decaying w

ooden door sills, and sunless interiors. 
T

he people lived on the street in this part of H
avana. 

T
heir laundry form

ed a m
ulticolored canopy overhead 

w
hile the w

indow
s and doorw

ays w
ere filled w

ith an 
am

iable L
atin chatter. V

endors, som
e w

ith baskets on 
their arm

s, others pushing carts over the cobblestones, 
sh

o
u

ted
 th

eir w
ares, striv

in
g

 to
 m

ak
e th

eir h
o

arse 
voices heard above the din. F

rom
 tim

e to tim
e, like a 

great ram
rod, a line of dusty trucks and w

orn-looking 
buses w

ould plunge through the one-w
ay street, blast-

in
g

 o
n

 th
eir air h

o
rn

s an
d

 m
ak

in
g

 n
o

 effo
rt in

 th
eir 

headlong m
ovem

ent to avoid the street crow
ds, w

hich 
seem

ed m
iraculously to contract and flow

 to the edges 
of the street and into the dark, stale interiors as the iron 
invaders passed. 

It w
as ageless H

avana lie now
 em

braced. It had 
sat dom

inating the F
lorida S

trait and its trade since the 
8o 


