
going, w
hile it lasted:" H

e put his glass dow
n on the 

night table. 
"W

h
at ab

o
u
t m

y
 sp

are-p
arts d

eal, P
aco

. A
n
y
 

new
 ideas?" 

"I've asked around. Y
ou have an appointm

ent at 
nine P.M

. the day after tom
orrow

 w
ith a P

ablo P
erez, 

room
 513 in the IN

R
A

 building. H
e'll listen. T

hat's all 
I can prom

ise you." 
"T

hanks, P
aco. I'll take it from

 there." 
"D

o you think you can m
ake it?" 

"S
ure. I com

e back fast." 
"I just hope you don't frighten him

 to death w
ith 

that F
rankenstein puss you are w

earing." 
"It w

ill m
ake m

e look easy and breakable. H
e'll 

like that." 
"H

ow
 did you like the w

om
an I gave you at m

y 
house?" "G

reat, I guess. I passed out and don't even re-
m

em
ber it. W

hat w
as her nam

e?" 
"R

ita C
arlos." 

"Y
eah, that's it. A

 sw
eet kid." 

"Y
ou can have her anytim

e." 
"O

.K
., pal. R

ight now
 I got other things on m

y 
m

ind and, believe m
e, I'm

 not at m
y best." 

P
aco got to his feet. "K

eep in touch, buddy. L
et 

m
e know

 how
 you com

e out w
ith P

erez." . 

D
u
rin

g
 th

e n
ex

t tw
o
 d

ay
s W

ilso
n
 reco

v
ered

 
rapidly from

 his beating and by the evening of his ap- 
pointm

ent w
ith P

erez felt alm
ost norm

al. H
e dusted his 

facial bruises w
ith talcum

 pow
der and peered into the 

m
irror. T

he evidences of the beating he had taken w
ere 

now
 reduced to the point of only adding a further look 

of toughness to his appearance. H
e w

inked at his reflec- 
tion in the m

irror, sw
itched off the light, and left the 

room
, H

e to
o

k
 a tax

i u
p

 C
alle 2.3, m

eeting a'flow
 of 

102. 

traffic that m
oved dow

n the busy street w
ith only park-

ing lights lit. T
he street lights w

ere out, apparently in 

an effort to save electricity and the im
ported fuel oil 

w
hich generated it. In contrast to the unnatural dark-

ness of a large part of the city, the P
laza de la R

epub-
lica w

as b
rig

h
tly

 lig
h
ted

 w
h
en

 th
ey

 reach
ed

 it an
d
 

filled w
ith a heavy m

ovem
ent of vehicles and pedestri-

ans. T
he m

assive bulk of the IN
R

A
 building loom

ed 
nearby, lights blazing in nearly all of its w

indow
s. 

W
ilson w

as stopped at the entrance by a cold-
faced

 g
u
ard

 w
h
o
 ask

ed
 w

h
y
 h

e w
an

ted
 to

 en
ter th

e 
building and dem

anded identification. T
he guard care-

fully exam
ined the C

anadian passport and com
pared 

th
e p

ictu
re in

 it w
ith

 W
ilso

n
's ap

p
earan

ce. H
e th

en
 

turned and exam
ined an appointm

ent list on a nearby 
table. R

eaching for a num
bered blue card, he inserted 

it into a tim
e clock w

hich printed the tim
e upon it. 

"T
ak

e th
is card

, sen
o

r. S
h

o
w

 it w
h

en
 y

o
u

 are 

asked, and return it to this guard post w
hen you leave 

the building." T
he guard handed the card to W

ilson 

and w
aved him

 inside. 
T

he lobby of the building w
as filled w

ith people 

seeking audiences w
ith the bureaucrats of the R

evolu-
tionary G

overnm
ent. A

n odor of sw
eat and garlic per-

m
eated the w

arm
, hum

id air and the sound of hum
an 

voices echoed and re-echoed through the austere hall-
w

ays. H
e took a crow

ded elevator to the fifth floor and 

pushed his w
ay out into another m

ass of people that 
had overflow

ed from
 the w

aiting room
 of P

erez's office 
into the hallw

ay. R
em

oving his suit jacket and loosen-
ing his tie, he shouldered his w

ay through the w
all of 

people in an effort to reach the receptionist seated im
-

perturbably at a desk near the door to the inner office, 

ignoring the bedlam
 about her. 

W
hen he w

as about ten feet aw
ay, W

ilson began 
to w

ave his arm
s and to shout his nam

e. A
fter an inter-

val, the receptionist glanced at him
, consulted a list, 
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and sm
iled and nodded. "S

enor W
ilson," she called. "Si. 

Si. E
sta bien. E

sta B
ien." 

H
e faded back into the jostling hum

an m
ass and 

found a spot along the w
all near the door w

here there 
w

as a slight m
ovem

ent of air. H
e put his back squarely 

against the w
all and relaxed. In the m

anner of all L
atin 

A
m

erican bureaucrats, P
erez w

ould probably keep him
 

w
aiting tw

o or three hours. 
It w

as o
v

er th
ree h

o
u

rs. A
 few

 m
in

u
tes after 

m
id

n
ig

h
t th

e recep
tio

n
ist sto

o
d
 u

p
 at h

er d
esk

 an
d
 

peering nearsightedly out over the crow
d, shouted his 

nam
e. "S

enor W
ilson. S

eiler W
ilson, 

por favor." H
e 

tightened his tie and slipped on his coat over his sw
eat- 

stained shirt before presenting him
self. H

e had to look 
like a half a m

illion dollars w
orth of spare parts. T

he 
receptionist m

otioned him
 around her desk and opened 

a door into P
erez's office. A

 w
ave of cool, light air en-

gulfed him
. A

t least in P
erez's office the air condition-

ing system
 w

as w
orking. 

P
ablo P

erez w
as a large, corpulent m

an over six 
feet tall in

 h
is fifties w

ith
 th

in
n
in

g
 g

ray
 h

air an
d
 a 

prom
inent broW

n birthm
ark on one cheek. H

e arose 
from

 behind his huge w
alnut desk and cam

e around it 
w

ith a surprising agility, extending a ham
like hand. 

"S
enor W

ilson! H
ow

 honored I am
! I have heard of you, 

of course—
one of the indom

itable little band in the 
hills. Y

ou are im
m

ortal! H
ow

 I sw
ish I had been w

ith 
you, but I w

as in charge of the C
om

m
unist cell in the 

m
iners union. It w

as m
y unhappy lot to live in H

avana 
and to appear to collaborate w

ith the tyrant. N
o clean, 

direct, soul-cleansing com
bat, only intrigue, dissim

ula-
tion. Y

et w
e all played our part." H

e turned tow
ard tw

o 
m

en
 stan

d
in

g
 n

earb
y

. "M
ay

 I in
tro

d
u

ce S
en

o
r R

o
d

-
riguez and S

erior C
astillo? M

y colleagues, experts on 
m

achinery and industrial plants. Invaluable to m
e, a 

m
ere adm

inistrator." 	
• 

H
e offered W

ilson a cigar and lit one him
self, ig- 

104  

noring his com
panions. G

esturing tow
ard a table across 

the room
 surrounded by club chairs, he threw

 a heavy 
arm

 over W
ilson's shoulder and propelled him

 in that 
direction. "L

et us sit over here, m
y friend, aw

ay from
 

that desk. It is a little less form
al, m

ore appropriate for 
a friendly talk betw

een com
patieros." 

W
hen the four m

en w
ere seated, P

erez put the 
thick fingers of his hands tip to tip and looked over 
them

 w
ith intent, slightly hooded eyes. 

"W
e are direct in the new

 C
uba, S

enor W
ilson. I 

shall com
e to the point. Y

ou, I am
 told, have spare parts 

to sell. W
hat are they? W

hat is the price?" 
"I have a list here," W

ilson said, taking a soiled 
sheath of papers out of his coat pocket. "T

he parts are 
described in detail and the prices at T

oronto are in the 
right colum

n." 
P

erez reached for the list and glanced dow
n it 

rapidly, handing each sheet to R
odriguez and C

astillo 
as he finished. W

hen he had handed the last sheet to 
R

odriguez, he sat silently for a m
om

ent looking at the 
end of his cigar ash. It finally fell on his bulging shirt 
front. "T

he prices appear high, S
enor W

ilson." H
is left 

hand brushed ineffectually at the cigar ash. 
"F

ive per cent over U
.S

." 
"F

ive per cent over U
.S

. retail, I believe." 
"T

hat's right." 
"Y

ou have nothing m
ore generous to offer Social- 

ist C
uba?" 	

. 
W

ilson grinned. "L
et's don't get all em

otional, 
S

enor P
erez. I'm

 in this for a profit. E
verything consid-

ered, the price is fair. A
s you know

, these parts are not 
available for purchase by C

uba on the open m
arket." 

"W
hat is your source of supply?" 

"T
hat is a trade secret." 

"I see." P
erez and his com

panions exchanged 
glances. "T

hen, cornpaliero, w
e deal at arm

's length?" 
"E

xactly." 
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"W
e w

ould, have to inspect the parts on arrival 
in H

avana before paym
ent." 

"N
o. Y

ou can take delivery in T
oronto and in-

spect the parts there before paym
ent." 

"H
ow

 do you w
ish paym

ent?" - 
"C

ash, or a prepaid letter of credit." 
P

erez raised his eyes to W
ilson's and said coldly, 

"Y
ou have com

e a long w
ay since the days in the hills. 

Y
ou act like a typical bourgeois capitalist." 

"A
s I said, S

enor P
erez, don't get em

otional. T
he 

revolution is over. T
his is business. A

fter taking a fair 
profit, I have to pay m

y suppliers." 
P

erez stared
 unblinkingly at W

ilson for a tim
e, 

th
en

 p
laced

 h
is h

an
d
s o

n
 h

is ch
air arm

s an
d
 p

u
sh

ed
 

him
self into a standing position. "W

e shall think the 
m

atter over carefully, S
erior W

ilson. U
nfortunately w

e 
h
av

e m
u
ch

 eq
u
ip

m
en

t o
f A

m
erican

 o
rig

in
 an

d
 th

e 
A

m
erican blockade has deprived us of the spare parts 

w
e need. Y

ou are aw
are of this, of course. T

hat is w
hy 

you are here. W
e m

ay have to discuss term
s w

ith you 
and rely on your generosity. M

ay w
e keep the list?" 

"S
ure. A

s I say, the prices are in the right col- 
um

n." 

	

	
• 

P
erez turned to his com

panions w
ho • had also 

risen. "H
ave you questions? S

erior R
odriguez? S

enor 
C

astillo?" B
oth m

en shook their heads w
ithout com

-
m

en
t. P

erez n
o
d
d
ed

 an
d
 m

o
v
ed

 to
w

ard
 th

e d
o
o
r. 

"T
hank you, S

efior W
ilson. Y

ou shall hear from
 us." 

W
ilson turned at the door, nodding at the silent 

R
odriguez and C

astillo and taking P
erez's offered hand. 

"G
ood-bye, S

erior P
erez. I shall be at the V

edado H
otel 

for the next five days, at least." 
A

 highly am
used sm

ile spread over P
erez's face. 

"T
hank you again, senor. W

e shall know
 w

here to find 
you. 

io6 

N
E

 

A
T

E
 the next afternoon P

ablo P
erez telephoned W

il- 
son. 

"S
erior W

ilson, w
e have not yet com

e to a deci- 
sio

n
 co

n
cern

in
g
 th

e sp
are p

arts, b
u
t I am

 callin
g
 to

 
offer you som

e diversion. H
ow

 w
ould you like to go 

fishing tom
orrow

?" 
"F

ishing?" 
"D

eep-sea fishing, for m
arlin, about ten m

iles off 
H

avana." 
"S

w
ell, but I haven't any gear." 

"I w
ill take care of everything. Just dress for a 

day on the w
ater." 

"O
.K

., I'm
 w

ith it. T
hanks a lot." 

"Y
ou. are a com

paliero, senor. S
ay nothing m

ore 
about it. M

eet m
e at berth tw

elve at the W
orker's R

ec-
reational C

lub in R
eparto B

iltm
ore." 

"W
here is that?" 

"Y
ou m

ay rem
em

ber it as the B
iltm

ore Y
acht 
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an
d
 C

o
u
n
try

 C
lu

b
. T

h
e M

ax
im

u
m

 L
ead

er seized
 it 

from
 the exploiters and gave it to the w

orkers." 
"I've got it. W

hat tim
e?" 

"F
ive A

.M
." 

"W
ill the fish be up that early?" _ 

P
erez chuckled. "I am

 inform
ed that they w

ill 
be. H

a
sta

 lu
e
g
o
, S

enor W
ilson." 

"H
a
sta

 lu
e
g
o
." 

A
t five o'clock W

ilson w
as standing on the in-

board cem
ent dock of the W

orker's R
ecreational C

lub 
looking at the graceful outlines of a thirty-eight-foot 
m

otor launch m
oored stern-in at berth tw

elve. In the 
first light of daw

n a w
iry sailor dressed in soiled w

hite 
ducks w

as squatting barefooted in the stern cockpit, 
plaiting a length of m

anila line. "B
uenos, senor." H

e 
glanced at W

ilson, his blue eyes contrasting vividly 
w

ith a deeply tanned, w
eathered face. 

"I am
 Senor W

ilson. I am
 to fish w

ith Senor Perez 
this m

orning." 
"W

e are ready, senor. I am
 P

edro. I am
 sure that 

S
eiior P

erez w
ill com

e on deck soon after w
e are under-

w
ay. H

e cam
e aboard last night and is sleeping in the 

large cabin. S
enor R

odriguez is w
ith us also. H

e is hav-
ing coffee below

." 
W

ilson clim
bed dow

n a short ladder and step-
ping on to the stern gunw

ale of the boat, jum
ped into 

the cockpit, ducking under the fram
e of m

etal pipes 
w

hich supported the heavy canvas aw
ning covering the 

stern. "I shall tell the lieutenant on the bridge that you 
are aboard, senor. W

e shall get underw
ay at once." 

"T
he lieutenant?" 

"A
ll m

otor-pow
ered boats over three m

eters are 
u
n
d
er th

e co
n
tro

l o
f th

e n
av

y
. W

e h
av

e L
ieu

ten
an

t 
M

orales. D
on't w

orry, he is a good fisherm
an. H

e w
ill 

not foul your lines." 

io8 

W
ilson nodded and sat dow

n on a deck chair. 
"C

an I have som
e coffee? I overlooked getting a porta-

ble bed like P
erez. I think it w

ill w
ake m

e up." 
"O

f course, senor." 
W

ilso
n
 sat sip

p
in

g
 th

e stro
n
g
, sw

eet cu
p
 o

f 
coffee as P

edro, returning from
 the bridge, threw

 off 
the stern lines at L

ieutenant M
orales' signal. W

ith a 
deep grow

l of its tw
in diesel engines the boat began to 

m
ove aw

ay from
 its berth. It progressed slow

ly dow
n a 

line of im
pressive-looking m

otor launches, its polished 
brass and m

ahogany gleam
ing in the first rays of the 

rising sun, until it reached the channel leading to the 
open sea. 

A
s the sun rose clear of the horizon across the 

m
assive sea w

all that protected the boat slips, W
ilson 

could see the ornate carm
el-and-w

hite outline of the 
o

ld
 B

iltm
o

re C
lu

b
 H

o
u

se illu
m

in
ated

 in
 its g

o
ld

en
 

light. T
he launch began to pitch slightly in the land 

sw
ells as they cleared the narrow

 entrance through the 
b

reak
w

ater, ro
u

n
d

ed
 th

e ch
an

n
el b

u
o

y
, an

d
 h

ead
ed

 
seaw

ard from
 the w

hite surf w
hich w

as breaking on the 
rocks and shallow

s on both sides of the channel. T
he 

d
iesel ex

h
au

sts, cap
tu

red
 u

n
d

er th
e can

v
as aw

n
in

g
, 

hung acridly and W
ilson edged along the narrow

 cat-
w

alk beside the cabin and stood forw
ard of the cabin 

on the sm
all bow

 deck. A
 fresh breeze tipped w

ith salt 
sp

ray
 ru

ffled
 h

is h
air. H

e lo
o

k
ed

 u
p

 at th
e fig

u
re o

f 
M

o
rales o

n
 th

e b
rid

g
e. H

e w
as a h

arm
less-lo

o
k

in
g

, 
fresh-faced young naval officer in an olive drab uni-
fo

rm
. M

o
rales p

u
sh

ed
 a g

lass p
an

e o
p

en
 an

d
 called

 
from

 behind the w
heel, "W

elcom
e aboard, S

enor W
il-

son. Y
ou should have good fishing today." 
W

ilson nodded. "It looks like a nice day, L
ieu-

tenant." H
e lit a cigarette w

ith difficulty in the w
ind 

an
d

 tu
rn

ed
 to

w
ard

 th
e h

o
rizo

n
, a sh

arp
 k

n
ife ed

g
e 

w
here the deep blue of the w

ater m
et the lighter blue 
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of the m
orning sky. T

he boat headed seaw
ard for about 

a m
ile and then turned eastw

ard along the coast. F
or a 

short tim
e the w

hite and pastel buildings of H
avana's 

new
 eastern suburbs w

ere visible, then the shoreline 
becam

e a tangled m
ixture of palm

s and m
angroves. 

W
ilson m

oved back tow
ard the m

ore spacious 
stern. T

he change of course had dissipated the fum
es. 

R
odriguez had em

erged from
 the cabin and w

as sitting 
stiffly in a chair in a black business suit. H

e nodded at 
W

ilson over a copy of 
H

oy and continued w
ith his 

reading. P
edro w

as baiting w
ith m

innow
s tw

o fourteen-
foot bam

boo poles. 
"T

hey look a little sm
all for m

arlin, eh, S
enor 

W
ilson?" P

ablo P
erez's big voice boom

ed out behind 
him

. H
e w

as just em
erging from

 the cabin, yaw
ning 

hugely, his hands thrust in the pockets of a red flannel 
dressing gow

n. 
"U

nless w
e are looking for sm

all m
arlin." 

P
erez laughed. "N

o, w
e look for the biggest fish 

w
e can find. B

ut to catch a fish, a big, fine, fish, w
e need 

good bait, S
eiior W

ilson. Y
ou agree?" 

"S
ure." 

"W
e need live bait that appeals to the m

arlin, so 
first w

e try to catch a few
 bonefish, pargo or sm

all tuna. 
T

hat is w
hat these poles are for." H

e w
alked over to a 

revolving chair bolted to the deck at the stern end of 
the boat. "T

his is the throne from
 w

hich w
e catch the 

m
arlin w

ith the heavier pole, the stronger line, and a 
stout reel. It is called a 'fighting chair.' " 

W
ilson nodded tow

ard R
odriguez w

ith a touch 
of irritation. "Is he going to fish in that outfit?" 

"N
o. N

o, m
y friend, R

odriguez is a dedicated 
m

an. H
e has no relaxation. H

is w
ork is everything to 

him
. I insisted that he at least com

e along for the air. 
H

e w
ill no doubt plunge one hand into a briefcase soon 

and do a norm
al days w

ork w
hile w

e enjoy ourselves." 
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P
erez spoke to the sailor. "L

et us have som
e sandw

iches 
and coffee. I am

 hungry." 
P

edro nodded and said before entering the cabin 
for the food, "H

ere are the poles, S
enor P

erez. T
hey are 

ready." P
erez kept one pole and handed the other pole 

to W
ilson. "L

et us try our luck." H
e spoke into a speak-

in
g

 tu
b

e co
n

n
ected

 w
ith

 th
e b

rid
g

e an
d

 th
e b

o
at 

slow
ed to trolling speed. W

ithin a few
 m

inutes P
erez 

had landed a five-pound pargo. W
ilson had hooked a 

good-sized fish w
hen his line w

hipped, shuddered, and 
then hung slack. W

hen he pulled it in, only the head of 
a pargo rem

ained on the hook. 
"A

 barracuda," P
erez said, grinning w

olfishly. "It 
is a h

ard
 life b

ein
g
 th

e b
ait, eh

, S
elio

r W
ilso

n
? T

h
e 

bigger fish w
ith the bigger teeth just eat the sm

all fish 
up. 

It took about a half-hour to catch enough fish 
for m

arlin bait. P
edro, having brought on deck a tray of 

coffee and sandw
iches, squatted on the deck and began 

to w
ork on the bait. O

n P
erez's order the boat picked 

up speed and changed course to seaw
ard. "W

e shall 
now

 go out to the G
ulf S

tream
 w

here the m
arlin run, 

Senor W
ilson." 

T
he sun becam

e hot and the w
ind died dow

n. 
T

hey m
oved over a glassy-sm

ooth sea w
hich in the in-

tense light reflected a painful glitter. "W
e have nearly 

an hour until. w
e reach the fishing area, S

enor W
ilson. 

L
et us sit under the aw

ning w
ith S

eisior R
odriguez." 

P
erez reached into a large m

etal chest filled w
ith ice. 

"W
ould you like a cevveza?" H

e handed a frosted bottle 
to W

ilson. "R
odriguez?" R

odriguez shook his head w
ith 

a tiny, thin-lipped sm
ile and nodding to both of them

, 
w

ent up to the bridge. 
W

ilso
n
 lo

o
k
ed

 after R
o
d
rig

u
ez w

ith
 in

terest. 
"Y

ou know
, I don't think he even sw

eats." 
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• "I b
eliev

e n
o

t. H
e is an

 ex
trao

rd
in

ary
 m

an
 in

 
m

an
y
 w

ay
s. I d

o
n
't k

n
o
w

 w
h
at I w

o
u
ld

 d
o
 w

ith
o
u
t 

him
." "W

hat is he? Y
our shadow

?" 
P

erez th
rew

 b
ack

 h
is h

ead
 an

d
 lau

g
h

ed
. "I 

w
o
u
ld

 n
e
e
d
 so

m
e
o
n
e
 so

m
e
w

h
a
t b

ig
g
e
r fo

r th
a
t, 

w
ouldn't I? N

o, S
enor W

ilson he is m
erely a dedicated 

co
lleag

u
e, so

m
ew

h
at lack

in
g
 in

 th
e so

cial g
races an

d
 

p
erh

ap
s a little to

o
 in

ten
se, w

h
o
m

 I w
o
u
ld

 lik
e to

 en
-

courage to relax. A
las, he doesn't seem

 to know
 how

." 
"T

his is som
e boat. Is it yours?" 

"O
f co

u
rse n

o
t. A

s a sen
io

r o
fficial in

 th
e b

u
-

reau
cracy

 I can
 so

m
etim

es u
se it. It b

elo
n
g
s to

 th
e 

state." "A
nd is it run by the navy?" 

"Y
es, a m

ost efficient organization." P
erez sm

iled 
at W

ilson. "Y
ou should be particularly interested in this 

boat." ,<W
hy?,, 

P
erez heaved him

self out of his chair. "C
an you 

read upside dow
n?" 

"S
ure, if I have to." 

"T
hen look over the stern." 

W
ilson leaned out over the stern. H

e w
as aw

are 
o

f th
e sh

ad
o

w
 o

f P
erez b

eh
in

d
 h

im
. T

h
e w

ash
 o

f th
e 

tw
in

 screw
s th

rew
 a m

ist u
p
 in

to
 h

is face. H
e ru

b
b
ed

 
h
is ey

es w
ith

 h
is free h

an
d
. O

n
 th

e stern
 w

as p
ain

ted
 

"E
l C

apitan Jack W
ilson." 

H
e straig

h
ten

ed
 u

p
, p

leased
 an

d
 co

n
fu

sed
. 

"W
ell, I'll be dam

ned." 
"W

e have nam
ed these auxiliaries after som

e of 
th

e h
ero

es o
f th

e rev
o
lu

tio
n
. I th

o
u
g
h
t y

o
u
 m

ig
h
t b

e 
p
leased

 to
 d

o
 a little fish

in
g
 fro

m
 th

e o
n
e n

am
ed

 fo
r 

you. 

"W
ell, th

an
k
s. I am

 p
leased

. I d
id

n
't th

in
k
 an

y
-

one still gave a dam
n." 
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"O
n the contrary, am

igo. O
n the contrary." 

T
hey m

oved steadily seaw
ard until the shoreline 

d
isap

p
eared

 fro
m

 v
iew

 an
d
 o

n
ly

 an
 accu

m
u
latio

n
 o

f 
w

hite clouds above the faint sm
udge of hilltops on the 

h
o
rizo

n
 su

g
g
ested

 th
e p

resen
ce o

f lan
d
. T

h
e sailo

r 
squatted on his haunches, carefully baiting w

ith a fish 
the great hook on each line that w

ould be put dow
n for 

th
e m

arlin
. H

e stru
n
g
 th

e fish
 o

n
 th

e h
o
o
k
 h

ead
-d

o
w

n
 

an
d
 th

en
 carefu

lly
 tied

 th
e fish

 to
 th

e h
o
o
k
 w

ith
 a 

strong, light fishing line. F
rom

 an old bulk coffee tin he 
extracted several sardines and strung them

 on the still- 
ex

p
o

sed
 p

o
rtio

n
s o

f th
e h

o
o

k
. H

e lo
o

k
ed

 u
p

 at th
e 

w
atching W

ilson and grinned, show
ing a gold tooth in 

h
is lo

w
er jaw

. "T
h
is w

ill m
ak

e a h
u
n
g
ry

 fish
 strik

e, 
senor." W

ilson nodded and exam
ined the heavy rod. "I 

just hope I can hold him
." 

"Y
o
u
 w

ill, sen
o
r. Y

o
u
 h

av
e th

e stren
g
th

." T
h
e 

sailor squeezed the m
uscle of W

ilson's upper arm
 w

ith 
a gnarled hand. "M

uy m
acho." 

P
erez an

sw
ered

 a call fro
m

 M
o
rales o

n
 th

e 
b

rid
g

e an
d

 tu
rn

ed
 to

 W
ilso

n
. "W

e are in
 th

e G
u

lf 
S

tream
, S

en
o
r W

ilso
n
. L

et u
s p

u
t o

u
r lin

es d
o
w

n
. W

e 
shall troll and w

hen there is a strike, you take the pole 
and slip into the fighting chair." 

T
he boat slow

ed and, changing direction, began 
a slo

w
 tro

llin
g
 ru

n
 o

n
 a w

estw
ard

 co
u
rse. T

h
e sailo

r 
th

rew
 th

e b
aited

 lin
es o

v
er th

e sid
e an

d
 p

ay
ed

 o
u
t th

e 
lin

es b
etw

een
 h

is fin
g
ers. "W

e sh
all try

 sev
en

ty
-fiv

e 
fathom

s, senor." 
P

erez nodded. "W
e steam

 w
estw

ard against the 
current of the G

ulf S
tream

, S
enor W

ilson. T
he best m

ar- 
lin

 are cau
g

h
t th

at w
ay

." . 
T

h
e b

o
at m

o
v
ed

 slo
w

ly
 o

v
er th

e w
ater. O

cca- 
sionally a flying fish w

ould break the glassy surface and 
sail through the air for about forty feet, its outstretched 
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fins silver in the sunlight, to fall into the w
ater again 

w
ith a soft plop. O

ne or tw
o landed in the boat cockpit, 

flapping helplessly until P
edro threw

 them
 over the 

side. A
 school of dolphins sw

am
 by, edging near the 

boat curiously and then darting aw
ay. B

ut there w
ere 

no m
arlin. 

P
erez spoke into the silence. "It is rather tedious 

to w
ait, S

enor W
ilson. T

his is the true test of the fisher-
m

an." "T
h
an

k
 y

o
u
, Isaac W

alto
n

," W
ilso

n
 said

 an
d

 
grinned. "I w

ould like a little action or a cool breeze. 
Its hot as hell out here." 

T
h
e b

o
at w

allo
w

ed
 slig

h
tly

 in
 a g

en
tle sw

ell. 
T

he trailing line from
 W

ilson's pole straightened alm
ost 

im
perceptibly. W

ilson edged to a m
ore erect posture in 

his deck chair. "H
ey, I think I've got som

ething going." 
A

 definite pull cam
e on the line. 

"L
et it ru

n
 o

u
t, sen

o
r, if h

e w
an

ts it." P
ed

ro
 

breathed over W
ilson's shoulder. "T

ake the fighting 
chair." T

he line slow
ly ran out and then the tension on 

the line slackened. "H
ave I lost him

?" W
ilson asked, 

slipping into the harness on the chair and putting on 
the gloves the sailor handed to him

. 
"I don't think so, senor. T

hat fish is playing w
ith 

the bait. S
oon he w

ill decide w
hether or not to sw

allow
 

it." 
T

he line began to run out rapidly. "P
ut on the 

brake, senor," P
edro shouted. "P

ull back! A
gain! H

ook 
him

 good! N
ow

 slack off. Y
ou have set the hook, senor. 

L
et him

 run w
ith it now

 if he w
ants." 

W
ilson could feel the trem

endous force an the 
end of the tight line. T

he fish w
as evidently plunging 

dow
n, dow

n into deep w
ater. T

he line sang out again 
and several hundred feet aw

ay the surface of the w
ater 

sh
attered

 w
ith

 a g
reat b

u
rst o

f sp
ray

 an
d
 fo

am
 as a 

1
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huge blue-and-silver m
arlin projected him

self from
 the 

w
ater, arched in the air, and fell back again. 

"It is a b
eau

ty
," P

erez called
 fro

m
 u

n
d
er th

e 
aw

ning. "I congratulate you." 
W

ilson, perspiring and breathless, did not bother 
to answ

er. R
odriguez em

erged from
 the shadow

 of the 
cabin and w

atched the struggle im
passively for a m

o-
m

ent. T
hen he shrugged and returned to his reading. 

T
h

e m
arlin

 b
ro

k
e th

e w
ater ag

ain
 an

d
 ag

ain
, 

then sounded into the depths. F
or over tw

o hours W
il-

son fought w
ith the m

arlin for line, reeling it in rapidly 
w

hen the fish slackened in its struggles, and paying it 
out grudgingly w

hen the fish m
oved off in renew

ed 
effo

rt to
 lo

se th
e sh

arp
 h

o
o

k
 in

 its in
sid

es. W
ilso

n
 

m
atched his resolve against the desperate efforts of the 

fish to free itself. 
T

he sun w
as just past its zenith w

hen the m
arlin 

began to circle the boat slow
ly, a foot or tw

o beneath 

the surface. 
"H

e is getting tired, senor. It w
ill not be long." 

"G
et m

e a bottle of w
ater," W

ilson said. 
T

he sailor w
ent below

 decks and returned w
ith a 

b
eer b

o
ttle fu

ll o
f w

ater. W
ilso

n
 tip

p
ed

 it to
 h

is 
parched and sunburned lips and drank several sw

al-
low

s. T
he m

arlin surfaced a hundred yards aw
ay and 

then floated quietly just below
 the surface. 

"R
eel in, senor. H

e is nearly finished." 
R

odriguez and P
erei left the shade of the aw

n-
ing and m

oved to the boat's gunw
ale to w

atch the final 
act o

f th
e d

ram
a. T

h
e m

arlin
's b

ack
 w

as o
u

t o
f th

e 
w

ater. W
ilson reeled in carefully, bringing him

 closer 
to the boat. "G

et the gaff," he said to P
edro, grunting 

w
ith effort as he slow

ly gained line. "W
e'll have him

 in 

a m
inute." 

T
he m

arlin in one last effort plunged dow
n and 

aw
ay from

 the boat. T
he line snapped taut, but W

ilson 

1
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o
n

ly
 lo

st a few
 feet o

f lin
e o

ff th
e reel. R

o
d

rig
u

ez 
leaned over the stern of the boat and inspected the line 
carefully. T

hen he reached into his coat pocket, took 
out a sm

all gold penknife, and cut the line. T
he rod, re- 

leased from
 its tension, snapped back out of W

ilson's 
hands and landed on the deck behind him

 w
ith a loud 

clatter. W
ilson rocked violently in the chair and w

as 
nearly throw

n to the deck. T
he m

arlin, w
ith a slap of its 

tail, plunged into the ocean depths. 
W

ilson righted the chair and sat in it in shocked 
disbelief, looking at R

odriguez. T
hen his face flushed 

crim
son and his bloodshot eyes blazed. "N

ow
 w

hy in 
G

od's nam
e did you do that?" 

R
odriguez carefully snapped the knife shut and 

dropped it into his pocket. "I felt sorry for the fish." 
W

ilson got stiffly out of the chair and w
alked 

m
enacingly over to R

odriguez. 01 r.:!ght to throw
 you 

over the side w
ith the m

arlin. Y
ou'd m

ake a good pair." 
P

erez, his face ashen w
hite, cleared his throat 

w
ith difficulty. "S

enor W
ilson, don't do anything hasty." 

R
odriguez stepped quickly back from

 the gun-
w

ale. "If you are a true sportsm
an, S

enor W
ilson, you 

w
ill not m

ind. A
fter all, w

hat w
ould you do w

ith a m
ar-

lin? Y
ou had w

on your fight." 
W

ilson clenched and unclenched his fists, fight-
ing for control of his em

otions. "O
.K

.," he grow
led. 

"O
.K

." H
e turned his back on R

odriguez and w
alked 

over to P
erez, w

ho w
as m

opping his face w
ith a hand-

kerchief. "L
et's get back to H

avana. W
e got nothing 

but tender hearts and cut lines out here." 
P

erez sat dow
n heavily in a deck chair and spoke 

into the intercom
 to M

orales. "B
ack to H

avana, L
ieu-

tenant." A
fter a few

 m
inutes W

ilson and R
odriguez re-

laxed their rigid stances across the deck from
 one an-

other and joined him
. T

hey helped them
selveS

 to beer 
out of the ice chest. P

erez seem
ed utterly confused and 
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at a loss for w
ords. H

e kept glancing at the im
passive 

R
odriguez com

posedly drinking his beer in little sips. 
W

ilson w
as sullenly slum

ped dow
n in his chair, gazing 

at his beer bottle w
ith unseeing eyes. P

edro had hur-
riedly left the stern area im

m
ediately after the line w

as 
cut. 

F
inally P

erez m
ade up his m

ind. "I am
 sorry that 

you lost your m
arlin, S

enor W
ilson. I know

 that it w
as a 

disappointm
ent. H

ow
ever, S

enor R
odriguez is not a 

sportsm
an. T

o him
 it seem

ed m
ost cruel." 

W
ilson nodded, looking at R

odriguez. "I am
 sure 

there is a good reason for everything our doughty little 
pal does. F

orget it, S
enor P

erez. I enjoyed the, day. M
y 

o
n
ly

 reg
ret is th

at I in
ten

d
ed

 to
 p

resen
t th

e m
arlin

 
m

ounted to the W
orkers R

ecreational C
lub. It is a great 

disappointm
ent." 

W
hen R

odriguez looked up, an opaque, w
ith- 

draw
n look in his eyes, W

ilson w
as soberly gazing out 

to sea. 1
1
7
 



T
E

N
 

T
 one o'clock the next day W

ilson took a taxicab to 
L

a F
lorida R

estaurant to m
eet P

aco G
om

ez. H
e 

entered the fam
ous restaurant in the heart of the old 

city through its paneled barroom
. G

om
ez w

as standing 

at the m
agnificent m

ahogany bar w
ith several other 

arm
y officers. H

e saw
 W

ilson com
e through the door 

and slipping an arm
 through his, guided him

 tow
ard a 

sm
all sm

all table near the w
all. 

"L
et's sit over here, C

hico, w
here w

e can talk. 
I'll introduce you to these other fellow

s later." 

W
ilson ordered the frozen D

aiquiri w
hich had 

been invented at L
a F

lorida. P
aco had carried his beer 

over from
 the bar. 

"Q
ua tal?" 

"P
retty good." 

"Y
our face looks alm

ost norm
al again and you 

have a real sunburn." H
e grinned. "Y

ou no longer look 

1
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like an unsuccessful prize fighter; you look a little m
ore 

like a spare-parts salesm
an. S

uccessful or unsuccessful, 

I can't say." 
"I'm

 having m
y ups and dow

ns. It w
ent pretty 

w
ell at the IN

R
A

 building the other night. I saw
 this 

character, P
ablo P

erez and tw
o other guys nam

ed R
od-

riguez and C
astillo. T

hey both played the great stone 

face. P
erez did all of the talking. I gave them

 the list, 
told them

 that the prices w
ere firm

, and left. P
erez said 

that he w
ould think it over." 

G
om

ez sipped his beer. "N
o effort to soften you 

up? Perez is slipping." 
"H

e gave m
e the loyalty-to-the-revolution bit. I 

countered w
ith a snappy, 'business is business.' It w

as a 

draw
. Y

esterday he took m
e fishing." 

G
om

ez looked interested. "T
hen you have som

e-

th
in

g
 h

e w
an

ts. W
h
at d

id
 y

o
u
 g

o
 o

u
t o

n
, th

e Santa 

C
lara II?" 

"It w
as nam

ed E
l C

apitan Jack W
ilson." 

G
om

ez burst out laughing. "W
hy the w

ily old 

bastard! H
e really w

ent to a lot of trouble. D
id you fall 

for it?" "A
lm

o
st. A

fter a few
 h

o
u
rs at sea, I lo

o
k
ed

 

proudly again at m
y nam

e on the stern. T
he salt w

ater 

h
ad

 n
early

 o
b
literated

 it. P
o
o
r p

ain
t. Y

o
u
 co

u
ld

 see 

Santa C
lara II reasserting her ow

n again." 
"D

id you catch anything?" 
"T

hat's a funny thing, P
aco. T

his guy R
odriguez 

w
as along for no special reason. H

e didn't fish, just sat 

about reading, and w
hen I w

as about to boat a m
arlin 

after a tw
o hour fight, the son of a bitch cut the line. 

It's a w
onder I didn't kill him

." 
P

aco
 G

o
m

ez ru
b
b
ed

 h
is ch

in
 th

o
u
g
h
tfu

lly
. 

"H
ow

 did P
erez take it?" 

"H
e looked all shook up. S

cared m
aybe. C

on- 

fused." 1
1
9
 



G
om

ez nodded. "R
odriguez m

ay have done it for 
P

erez's benefit." 
"W

hy? I'm
 the guy he sidesw

iped." 
"I can't talk to you about the revolution, C

hico. 
I w

ill say
 th

is. R
o
d
rig

u
ez is a ty

p
e w

e h
av

e aro
u
n
d
 

h
ere, an

 o
ld

-tim
e C

o
m

m
u
n
ist P

arty
 m

an
, M

o
sco

w
 

trained. T
hey have their ow

n objectives and instruc-
tions. I suppose they com

e from
 F

idel, but w
ho know

s 
for sure? Y

ou find them
 in all of the m

ajor m
inistries, 

just at section head or below
. R

esponsibilities indefi-
nite." "R

odriguez w
orks through P

erez?" 
G

om
ez rocked his head back and forth. "It's not 

that sim
ple. H

e keeps an eye on P
erez. It isn't clear in 

these relationships w
ho the boss is—

the bureaucrat or 
the party m

an. P
erez w

ould probably like to know
, but 

he is afraid to try to find out. R
odriguez stays in the 

background. H
e likes the am

biguity, the uncertainty. 
M

aybe he reports directly to F
idel. M

aybe he doesn't. 
A

s long as no one is sure, he has a kind of undefined 
pow

er. It's negative, perhaps, but it can destroy and it 
is real. H

e has to keep P
erez guessing, off balance. T

hat 
m

ay be w
hy he cut the line. P

erez w
as probably up all 

night w
ondering w

hy. H
e has a lot m

ore to lose than a 
fish." 

"W
ould you say that P

erez is R
odriguez' front 

m
an?" "It's n

o
t th

at easy
. P

erez is th
e cat w

ith
 n

in
e 

lives." G
om

ez touched the side of his nose w
ith an in- 

dex finger. "H
e is on life num

ber seven, I think. H
e has 

m
anaged to keep close to the top of the bureaucracy 

sin
ce M

ach
ad

o
's tim

e. T
h
at h

asn
't b

een
 easy

. H
e is 

sh
rew

d
, in

tellig
en

t, w
ily

, an
d

 h
e'd

 sell o
u

t h
is o

w
n

 
m

other. H
e know

s better than to aspire to the top jobs. 
T

hey haven't the quality of perm
anence P

erez craves. 
In his w

ay, he has pow
er too. P

ow
er because he know

s 
how

 to land on his feet." 
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W
ilson nodded slow

ly. "It's as clear as m
ud." 

P
aco ordered another round of drinks. "S

o, you 
w

ait for your buyer, w
hoever he is. T

here are w
orse 

things to do. Y
ou w

ant R
ita?" 

"I m
ig

h
t try

 ag
ain

. I d
o

n
't rem

em
b

er th
e last 

tim
e." "W

here do you w
ant her?" 

W
ilson thought a m

om
ent. "T

ell her to m
eet m

e 
in the lobby of the L

ibre at ten o'clock tonight. I'll buy 
her a drink and w

e'll have a couple of dances. I m
ay lay 

her and I m
ay not. I suppose she does get off her back 

and dance?" 
"S

he's a dam
n good dancer and a nice kid. D

on't 
get her w

rong. S
he's no w

hore. S
he's just nice to you 

because I told her to be nice to you." 
"S

orry, P
aco. I guess I'm

 a little on edge." 
"It's O

.K
., C

hico. F
orget it. Just don't knock the 

m
erchandise." 

"B
ut it's O

.K
. if I knock it up?" 

T
hey both burst out in ribald laughter. "S

ure, 
it's O

.K
., am

igo," P
aco gasped, w

iping his eyes; "that's 
w

hat it's all about." 

R
ita w

as sitting dem
urely on a settee near the 

file of m
ahogany plank stairs that rose from

 the lobby 
o
f th

e L
ib

re in
 a g

racefu
l free-fo

rm
 cu

rv
e to

 th
e 

m
ezzanine above. S

he had her dark, heavy hair up and 
w

ore a sim
ple w

hite dress. S
he looked beautiful and, as 

sh
e sm

iled
 h

er g
reetin

g
 to

 W
ilso

n
, v

u
ln

erab
le. "It 

w
ouldn't have hurt you, you bastard," he thought, "to 

have picked her up at hom
e and brought her here." H

e 
decided that he w

ould take her hom
e at the end of the 

evening w
hether he laid her or not. H

e grinned dow
n at 

her, "Q
u

e
 tal, R

ita?" 
"B

ien. It is good to see you again, Seiior W
ilson.", 

"Jack. F
or G

od's sake—
Jack. Y

ou'll m
ake m

e feel 
like your father." 
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