
S
he arose and took his arm

. "I w
ould not like 

th
at . . . n

o
 fath

er , . . n
o

 b
ro

th
er." 

H
e patted her arm

 as they w
alked tow

ard the 
L

ib
re's n

ig
h

tclu
b

. "T
h

at's th
e w

ay
 I'll p

lay
 it, chica, 

and it w
on't be hard to do, believe m

e." T
hey took a 

table near the dance floor. W
ilson ordered the drinks 

and took R
ita out on the floor. "Y

ou dance very w
ell." 

"T
hank you. Y

ou said that at the party." 
"O

h, did I?" 
"Y

ou have forgotten already. Y
ou told m

e that I 
w

as the m
ost beautiful girl you had ever seen." 

"A
ll true, so help m

e G
od." 

"Y
ou are sw

eet, Juanito." 
"Y

eah, people notice that." 
"A

nd you are a good friend of F
rancisco's." 

"R
ight." 

"I like F
rancisco very m

uch. H
e is very good to 

"I'm
 glad to hear it." 

"I can't do m
uch. I don't know

 anything. B
ut he 

likes to have m
e around." 

"It figures." 
"D

o you m
ind?" 

"H
ell, no. W

hy should I m
ind?" 

S
he pouted. "I thought you w

ould w
ant m

e for 
yourself." 

"I've got you for m
yself." 

"B
ecause F

rancisco says so." 
"T

hat's O
.K

. O
therw

ise, I couldn't afford the up- 
keep." "Y

ou don't love m
e." 

"L
et's get som

ething to eat." 
T

hey returned to the table and W
ilson ordered a 

little supper. It had just been served w
hen the w

aiter 
m

urm
ured in W

ilson's ear. "Y
ou are w

anted on the+
"1e-

phone, senor." 

1
2
2
 

W
ilson took the call on one of a bank of w

hite 
house telephones near the reception desk. 

"W
ilson." 

"P
lease leave the girl. G

o to a telephone booth 
w

ithout a sw
itchboard and dial 28-9781." 

"W
ho is this?" 

"Ju
st m

ak
e th

e call. D
o

 it im
m

ed
iately

-2
8

- 
9781." T

he line clicked and w
ent dead. 

H
e returned to the table and finished his drink 

thoughtfully, then he turned to R
ita. "B

aby, w
e'll finish 

this som
e other tim

e. I've got to send you hom
e." 

"O
h, Juanito, you are angry because I tease you 

about F
rancisco." 

"N
o, no," he said im

patiently, "I've got to go. It 
has nothing to do w

ith you." 
H

e sent her hom
e in a taxi and returned to the 

V
edado. H

e lit a cigarette and sat dow
n in a chair in 

the lobby. W
hen the lobby w

as m
om

entarily em
pty, he 

to
o

k
 th

e self-serv
ice elev

ato
r to

 th
e b

asem
en

t an
d

 
w

alked through the deserted kitchens into an alley. T
he 

alley led to C
alle 23. H

e stepped into a telephone booth 
near an all-night coffee shop and dialed the num

ber. 
"T

his is W
ilson." 

• 
"G

o
o

d
. T

ak
e a tax

icab
 to

 th
e co

rn
er o

f C
alle 

21 and K
. W

alk up T
w

enty-first aw
ay from

 the ocean on 
the right side of the street." 

"W
hy should I?" 

"If you don't know
 w

hy, chico, don't do it." T
he 

co
n

n
ectio

n
 w

as b
ro

k
en

. H
e sto

o
d

 in
 th

e h
o

t, stu
ffy

 
phone booth for a m

om
ent, the soft purr of the discon- 

nected line in his ear, then he shrugged, stepped into 
the street, and hailed a passing taxi. H

e got out at 21st 
and K

 and w
alked slow

ly up 21st S
treet. It w

as nearly 
one A

.M
. T

he street w
as deserted. T

he trees along the 
"14 ‘ n

 g
 cast th

e sid
ew

alk
 in

to
 an

 in
ten

se d
ark

n
ess 

the occasional street lights, hooded by the tree 
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leaves, did not illum
inate. A

 black sedan, its engine 
barely audible in the stillness, approached him

 from
 

the rear. H
e w

alked on, avoiding the breaks in the side-
w

alk, his heels echoing in the quiet night. T
he sedan 

drew
 abreast of him

 at a spot w
here the shadow

s w
ere 

p
articu

larly
 d

ark
. Its rear d

o
o

r o
p
en

ed
 to

w
ard

 h
im

. 
"G

et in!" a voice hissed. 
W

ilson stepped to the curbing and in tw
o strides 

jum
ped into the slow

ly m
oving car. It accelerated and 

sw
u
n
g
 d

o
w

n
 a sid

e street. T
h
e d

riv
er w

as th
e o

n
ly

 
other person in the car. H

e did not speak but concen-
trated on the tortuous route he w

as driving. 
W

ilson guessed that they w
ere going in circles, 

but he soon lost all sense of direction. A
fter about ten 

m
inutes the driver put out his lights and turned into a 

shipyard for sm
all boats. M

oving slow
ly over the echo-

in
g
 p

lan
k
in

g
 o

f a sh
o
rt d

o
ck

, h
e p

u
lled

 u
p
 b

esid
e a 

forty-foot sloop m
oored at the end. It w

as a clear, star-
lit night. T

he w
hite hull of the sloop loom

ed ghostlike 
in the darkness. T

he deck and the unlighted deckhouse 
w

ere in shadow
. T

he driver nodded tow
ard a narrow

 
gangplank. "G

o aboard. I'll be back in one-half hour." 
H

e b
ack

ed
 th

e au
to

m
o

b
ile o

ff th
e d

o
ck

 an
d

 d
isap

-
peared. W

ilso
n
 sto

o
d
 fo

r a m
o
m

en
t at th

e fo
o
t o

f th
e 

gangw
ay and listened. T

here w
as no sound except an 

occasional faint squeak as the sloop rubbed against the 
m

anila fenders throw
n betw

een it and the dock. A
s his 

eyes grew
 m

ore adjusted to the darkness he becam
e 

aw
are that the sloop w

as in poor condition and had lost 
m

ost of its rigging. W
hen he felt that his vision w

as at 
its m

axim
um

 he w
alked up the creaking gangw

ay and 
stepped on deck. H

e stood silently for a m
om

ent, listen-
ing, then m

oved tow
ard the deckhouse. A

 hand reached 
out and firm

ly grasped his forearm
. "T

his w
ay, S

enor 
W

ilso
n

." _
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H
e w

as g
u
id

ed
 in

to
 th

e cab
in

. T
h
ere w

as th
e 

sound of a curtain being draw
n, the scratch of a m

atch, 
and a kerosene lam

p flared. In the yellow
, flickering 

light P
ablo P

erez stood sm
iling at W

ilson. "S
it dow

n, 
M

r. W
ilson. S

it dow
n. P

lease pardon the overtones of 
m

elodram
a, but this is a m

elodram
atic age in w

hich w
e 

live." H
e spoke in E

nglish. 
W

ilson slow
ly exhaled. "N

ow
 w

hy in hell, P
erez, 

did you bring m
e here?" he asked angrily. 

"I can as w
ell ask, 'W

hy did you com
e?' " P

erez 
answ

ered urbanely. 
"T

hat's a good question and I w
ish I knew

 the 
answ

er. A
nything I have to discuss w

ith you, w
e can dis-

cuss at the IN
R

A
 building in your office, or out fishing 

w
ith R

odriguez. I'm
 sure as hell not going to risk trou-

ble having post-m
idnight rendezvous w

ith governm
ent 

officials." 
"P

erhaps you thought you w
ere going to m

eet 
som

eone else?" 
"I didn't think anything. T

hat's m
y trouble som

e-
tim

es. I do stupid things. T
his is one of them

. I'm
 going 

to leave right now
." 

"S
ince you are here, how

ever m
uch you m

ay re-
gret it, don't you w

an
t to

 h
ear w

h
at I h

av
e to

 say
?" 

"I know
 w

hat you have to say." 
"A

m
 I th

at tran
sp

aren
t? I h

o
p
e n

o
t." 

"S
o long, P

erez. I'll see you in church." W
ilson 

turned to go. 
"D

on't leave, M
r. W

ilson." T
here w

as an edge to 
Perez's voice. "Y

ou w
ould regret it." 

W
ilson turned and saw

 the glint of a pistol in 
P

erez's hand. 
"Y

ou're pulling a gun on m
e?" he asked incredu- 

ously. "S
o it seem

s. S
o it seem

s. N
ow

 sit dow
n, please." 

T
he gun gestured tow

ard a dusty chair. 
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W
ilson dropped-into it. "T

his sure as hell isn't 
going to get you anything." 

"It has given m
e your undivided attention, M

r. 
W

ilson. T
hat is all I require for the m

om
ent." P

erez 
eased his body onto a bench against the cabin's forw

ard 
bulkhead. "I'm

 sorry for the condition of m
y yacht, M

r. 
W

ilso
n

, b
u

t th
is is n

o
t th

e era fo
r p

riv
ate y

ach
ts in

 
C

uba. T
hey are considered sym

bols of capitalistic de-
cadence and, m

ore practically, as a possible m
eans of 

escape to F
lorida. F

or that reason the sails and rigging 
as w

ell as the auxiliary engine have been rem
oved. I 

w
ould hate to lose her, and in a dism

antled and dilapi-
d
ated

 state sh
e creates n

o
 su

sp
icio

n
. S

h
e fits u

n
o
b
-

trusively into the atm
osphere of the new

 C
uba. D

on't 
you think so?" 

"I w
ouldn't know

." 
"E

ver the diplom
at. N

o m
atter. It serves as an 

excellent place for tote-à-tetes such as this one." 
W

ilson rem
ained silent. 

"I w
ill com

e to the point, M
r. W

ilson. Y
ou w

ish 
to sell your spare parts to C

uba. Y
ou w

ill never do so 
unless you agree to place five per cent of the invoice 
total in an account in m

y nam
e in T

oronto. T
his can be 

done at the tim
e w

e inspect the parts and as a condition 
precedent to their acceptance. If you agree, I am

 cer-
tain that you can negotiate your sale, w

ith a slight in-
voice price reduction for the sake of appearances." 

"C
an I light a cigarette?" W

ilson asked. 
"B

y all m
eans." 

W
ilson lit the cigarette and inhaled deeply. "S

o 
it's the sam

e old C
uba?" he said, exhaling as he spoke. 

"C
uba is ageless, M

r. W
ilson. R

egim
es com

e and 
go." 

T
here w

as a silence. 
"W

hat is your answ
er?" 

"N
o." 

"Y
ou do not really care if you sell your spare 

parts or not?" 
"I care, but I'm

 no dam
n fool. T

his is a straight 
deal, no m

ore. N
othing under the table." 

"B
ut you did com

e here?" 
"T

hat w
as a m

istake. I've said that." 
P

erez studied W
ilson for a m

om
ent. "V

ery w
ell, 

but think it over." 
"T

he answ
er is 'no.' " 

"I w
on't take 'no' for an answ

er," P
erez said soft- 

ly
. T

h
e an

sw
er m

u
st b

e 'y
es.' I w

ill g
iv

e y
o

u
 fo

rty
- 

eight hours. T
hink it over. Y

our success, your future, 
depends upon it." 

"Is that a threat?" 
"O

f course not. It is a sim
ple statem

ent of your 
rather vulnerable position." 

W
ilso

n
 p

u
sh

ed
 o

u
t h

is cig
arette. "C

an
 I g

o
 

"C
ertainly, the car w

ill be w
aiting." 

"Y
ou didn't have to draw

 that gun on m
e. I'm

 
unarm

ed." 
P

erez beam
ed. "I knew

 that; otherw
ise I w

ould 
not have draw

n m
y gun. T

he odds m
ust alw

ays be ac-
ceptable, you see." 

"L
ike a hundred to one?" 

"P
recisely. Y

ou see, you are having intelligent 
second thoughts already." 

now
?" 1

7 
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W
risom

 stepped into the back of the sedan, w
hich 

w
as w

aiting on the dock. It rolled slow
ly across 

the planks of the dock, over the graveled surface of the 

shipyard, and into the street before the driver turned 

on the headlights. T
hey had traveled about three city 

b
lo

ck
s an

d
 h

ad
 en

tered
 a tree-lin

ed
 resid

en
tial area 

w
hen a m

arked police car sw
ung in behind them

 w
ith a 

flashing red light. Its siren gave a low
, w

arning grow
l. 

T
he driver of the sedan glanced into the rear-

view
 m

irror and shoved the accelerator to the floor. T
he 

car lurched forW
ard. Its tires scream

ed as the driver 

took it around a corner w
ithout braking. W

ilson w
as 

th
ro

w
n
 to

 th
e sid

e o
f th

e car an
d
 o

n
to

 th
e flo

o
r as a 

burst of subm
achine-gun fire shattered the left front 

w
indow

 and w
indshield of the sedan and riddled the 

driver. T
he car careened dow

n the street out of control, 

chopped along a thick hedge, and cam
e to rest against 

an ornam
ental iron fence. W

ilson, prone on the floor of 

3.28 

the back seat, w
as badly shaken. T

he grotesque, doll-

like form
 of the driver w

as spraw
led across the steering 

w
heel, his bloody head pushed half through a gaping, 

ragged hole in the w
indshield. T

he back door of the car 

w
as w

renched open and W
ilson roughly dragged out. 

"H
e's unhurt," a voice said. "T

ake him
 dow

n to 

security headquarters. W
e'll take care of the car and 

the body of the driver." 
W

ilso
n
 w

as sh
o
v
ed

 in
to

 th
e b

ack
 seat o

f th
e 

squad car betw
een tw

o tough-looking police officers. 

T
he siren w

ailed through rising and falling notes as the 

car raced
 to

w
ard

 th
e in

n
er city

. O
n
 a n

arro
w

 street 

near H
avana harbor they stopped in front of a rococo 

fortresslike building, gray w
ith age and the effects of 

tro
p
ical d

am
p
n
ess an

d
 su

n
. T

ak
in

g
 W

ilso
n
 b

y
 b

o
th

 

arm
s, th

ey
 p

ro
p
elled

 h
im

 u
p
 a flig

h
t o

f d
in

g
y
 sto

n
e 

stairs in
to

 a lo
b
b
y
 w

h
ich

 h
ad

 b
een

 d
esig

n
ed

 in
 th

e 

grand m
anner by the architect, utilizing a vaulted ceil-

ing and allegorical stone carvings. It had been reduced 

to the nondescript by the introduction of plyw
ood par-

titions, filing cabinets, and unshaded light bulbs hang-

ing from
 cords, w

hich threw
 spots of w

hite light beneath 

them
 and left the rest of the room

 in shadow
. 

H
is captors exchanged a few

 w
ords w

ith a police 

officer at a cluttered desk and then took W
ilson dow

n a 

dim
ly lighted hallw

ay and through a heavy door into 

an
 in

terro
g
atio

n
 ro

o
m

. T
h
e ro

o
m

 w
as h

arsh
ly

 lit b
y
 

ceiling lights of great intensity w
hich threw

 no shad-

ow
s. It contained only a sm

all table and four straight 

chairs. W
ilson w

as m
otioned tow

ard a chair. O
ne of the 

p
o
lice o

fficers to
o
k
 an

o
th

er ch
air an

d
 p

ro
p
p
in

g
 it 

against the w
all, sat on it, facing W

ilson. H
is eyes w

ere 

coldly alert in an indifferent, cruel face. H
is autom

atic 

w
eapon lay across his lap. T

he second police officer left 

the room
 and locked the door behind him

. 
W

ilson's head w
as throbbing and a slight trickle 
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of blood from
 a superficial head w

ound rolled slow
ly 

dow
n one cheek. H

e felt a sense of rising panic. W
hy 

had he answ
ered an anonym

ous sum
m

ons from
 a sm

all-
tim

e operator like P
erez? H

e knew
 the answ

er. H
e had 

assum
ed that it w

as the contact from
- Jane F

orbes's 
brother. B

ut how
 could he explain his answ

er to the po-
lice? H

e chest felt constricted w
ith apprehension and 

his palm
s w

ere clam
m

y. 
"C

an I light a cigarette?" 
T

he policem
an, balanced on his chair, nodded, 

shifting his gun slightly as he intently w
atched every 

m
ove W

ilson m
ade. W

ilson lit the cigarette w
ith slow

, 
cautiously deliberate m

ovem
ents. H

e didn't w
ant to 

g
iv

e h
is g

u
ard

 an
 ex

cu
se fo

r u
sin

g
 h

is w
eap

o
n
. H

e 
looked as if he w

ould enjoy doing it. H
e inhaled the 

cigarette gratefully and as som
e m

easure of calm
 re-

turned, m
ade up his m

ind. H
e w

as going to play this 
one straight. P

erez could look out for him
self. 

T
h
ere w

as a m
o
v
em

en
t at th

e d
o
o
r an

d
 th

ree 
m

en entered. W
ilson's heart sank. "Jesus," he thought, 

"th
ey

 m
u

st th
in

k
 th

at I am
 p

retty
 im

p
o

rtan
t." O

n
e 

visitor w
as in a police uniform

, another in an arm
y uni- 

form
, and a third in civilian clothes. T

he m
an in civilian 

clothes looked dow
n at W

ilson. V
ery light blue eyes pro-

truded in a sallow
, thin face. H

is bloodless lips w
ere 

slightly parted in a m
eaningless sm

ile. . 
"Y

ou are in serious difficulties, S
enor W

ilson. I 
suggest that you answ

er our questions freely and w
ith-

out reservations." 
"I'll be glad to cooperate." 
"G

o
o

d
." H

is v
isito

r sat d
o

w
n

 at th
e tab

le an
d

 
clasped his hands together. H

is com
panions rem

ained 
standing. "W

hat w
ere you doing in that autom

obile?" 
"It took m

e to see S
enor P

ablo P
erez at a nearby 

dock." 

"W
hy?" 

"P
erez offered m

e a bribe." 
"A

 bribe to do w
hat?" 

"I am
 a C

anadian. I have com
e to H

avana to sell 
spare parts for C

uba's A
m

erican m
achinery bought dur-

ing the tyranny. I talked to P
erez at the IN

R
A

 building 
about it recently and m

ade a definite offer. A
 S

enor 
R

odriguez and a S
enor C

astillo w
ere present. T

onight 
P

erez offered to buy the spare parts if I w
ould pay him

 
a bribe of five per cent of the invoice value." 

"A
nd?" 

"I refused." 
"Y

ou are an honest m
an, so you refused?" 

"Y
es, I am

 an
 h

o
n
est m

an
. I am

 also
 sm

art 
enough to know

 that a gam
e like P

erez's is dangerous." 
"S

o it seem
s. A

re you w
illing to m

ake a signed 
statem

ent to that effect?" 
"Y

es." 
"V

ery good. V
ery good. I appreciate your co-

operation, S
enor W

ilson. I am
 prepared to believe you 

because w
e m

onitored your conversation w
ith S

enor 
P

erez. Y
ou can be thankful for the m

arvels of the elec-
tronic age. Y

ou behaved as an honest visitor to R
evolu-

tionary C
uba should behave. In the situation in w

hich 
w

e fin
d
 o

u
rselv

es o
u
r electro

n
ic frien

d
 is y

o
u
r b

est 
w

itness—
unbiased, irrefutable. I have only one further 

question, a question that also interested S
enor P

erez. If 
you had no intention of accepting an offer such as S

erior 
P

erez m
ade to you, w

hy did you agree to visit him
 un-

der such unusual circum
stances?" 

"I d
id

n
't k

n
o
w

 th
at it w

as S
etio

r P
erez I w

as 
going to visit." 

"W
hom

 did you think you w
ere going to visit?" 

"I didn't know
." 

H
is inquisitor leaned forw

ard, "Isn't that rather 

1
3

0
 

1
3

1
 

 

 



u
n

u
su

al? A
 m

y
sterio

u
s telep

h
o

n
e call, a d

riv
e in

 th
e 

night, a rendezvous on a deserted yacht, and you do not 
know

 w
hy?" 

"I k
n
o
w

 I so
u
n
d

 stu
p
id

. I can
't ex

p
lain

 it. I 
fo

u
g

h
t w

ith
 F

id
el in

 th
e h

ills. I h
av

e a lo
t o

f o
ld

 b
u

d
- 

dies in C
uba. I guess I thought it w

as one of them
 and 

th
at I w

ould play along." 

"S
o

 y
o

u
 left an

 u
n

eaten
 su

p
p

er an
d

 a b
eau

tifu
l 

girl, tried to avoid your surveillance--because I regret 
to inform

 you, S
enor W

ilson, you are under surveillance  
—

an
d
 k

ep
t th

is m
y
sterio

u
s ren

d
ezv

o
u
s b

ecau
se y

o
u
 

w
anted to play along w

ith a joke by persons unknow
n 

to you?" 

"Y
es, sir, that's the w

ay it w
as. I guess I am

 too 
curious and I guess I still seek thrills." 

"Is that w
hy you fought for C

uba in the revolu-
tion?" the arm

y officer said. 
"Y

es, and I didn't like B
atista." 

"T
hat is to your credit." 

T
he m

an in civilian clothes resum
ed. "Y

our con-
duct is not illegal, S

enor W
ilson. Y

ou have com
m

itted 
n
o
 crim

e, b
u
t y

o
u
r co

n
d
u
ct is u

n
acco

u
n
tab

le in
 a m

a-
ture m

an. Y
ou justify too m

uch of it as unreasoning im
-

p
u

lse. I can
't th

in
k

 o
f y

o
u

 as a ro
m

an
tic ju

v
en

ile." H
e 

arose from
 behind the table. "W

e w
ish you to m

ake an 
id

en
tificatio

n
, th

en
 y

o
u

 w
ill d

ictate an
d

 sig
n

 a state-
m

en
t ab

o
u
t th

is m
atter. A

fter th
at y

o
u
 w

ill b
e free to

 
go, but I m

ust ask you to leave C
uba w

ithin forty-eight 
h
o
u
rs. A

fter th
at len

g
th

 o
f tim

e, if y
o
u
 are still w

ith
in

 
the national territory, you w

ill be arrested as a security 
risk." 

T
h

e arm
y

 o
fficer step

p
ed

 o
v

er to
 th

e m
an

 in
 

plain clothes and spoke to him
 earnestly for som

e m
in-

utes in a low
 voice. T

he m
an in civilian clothes asked 

several questions, nodded his head, and turned to W
il-

son. "S
enor W

ilson, your m
ilitary service on behalf of 

13
2

 

the revolution has not been forgotten. C
aptain M

unoz 
rep

resen
ts th

e A
rm

y
 In

tellig
en

ce S
erv

ice, o
r G

-I. H
e 

has requested that you be paroled to him
 and to G

-2. I 
h
av

e ag
reed

 to
 d

o
 th

is. T
h
e arm

y
 w

ill in
v
estig

ate th
is 

proposed sale of spare parts you m
entioned. Y

our stay 
in

 C
u

b
a, y

o
u

r freed
o

m
 fo

r th
at m

atter, is at th
eir d

is- 
cretion." 

W
ilson nodded, glancing at M

unoz. "N
ow

 please 
co

m
e w

ith
 m

e fo
r a m

o
m

en
t," th

e m
an

 in
 civ

ilian
 

clothes said. T
he group left the room

 and w
alked dow

n 
a corridor that seem

ed ill-lighted after the glare of the 
interrogation room

. It led to a staircase descending to a 
subterranean level. 

"H
ave you ever visited a m

orgue, S
enor W

ilson?" 
"O

nce or tw
ice." 

"T
h

en
 th

is m
o

rg
u

e w
ill n

o
t seem

 to
tally

 u
n

-
fam

iliar. T
hey all, alas, have a sim

ilar sim
ple function." 

T
hey entered a long room

 in w
hich a num

ber of 
fig

u
res sh

ro
u

d
ed

 in
 w

h
ite o

n
 sto

n
e slab

s fo
rm

ed
 a 

m
ournful row

. W
alking directly to slab num

ber eleven, 
W

ilson's interrogator m
otioned him

 over and lifted the 
sheet. "Y

ou can identify this m
an?" 

W
ilson looked dow

n at the gray, distorted face. 
T

he left tem
ple had a large clot of dried blood w

here a 
bullet had entered the brain. "T

hat is P
ablo P

erez." 
"W

ith w
hom

 you spoke tonight?" 
"Y

es." 
"T

h
an

k
 y

o
u
. W

e w
ill tak

e y
o
u
r statem

en
t an

d
 

th
en

 y
o

u
 are free to

 retu
rn

 to
 y

o
u

r h
o

tel. D
o

 y
o

u
 h

av
e 

instructions for S
enior W

ilson, C
aptain M

unoz?" 
T

he captain looked at W
ilson som

berly. "N
ot at 

this tim
e." 

It w
as nearly daw

n w
hen W

ilson returned to the 
V

ed
ad

o
 H

o
tel an

d
 fell ex

h
au

sted
 o

n
 h

is b
ed

. H
e lay
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across the coverlet in his street clothes and stared at the 
w

all w
ith unseeing eyes, cursing him

self for his stupid. 
ity

. H
e h

ad
 k

n
o
w

n
 th

at h
e w

as b
ein

g
 w

atch
ed

 ev
er 

since he had landed at the airport. W
hy had he gone to 

m
eet P

erez and tried to escape his surveillance by a 
stupid dash through the hotel kitchens? H

e should have 
know

n that "F
orbes" w

ouldn't have taken such a risk, 
N

ow
 he had acted suspiciously and w

as under a G
-2, 

parole. T
hey had him

 w
here they w

anted him
. It w

as 
just a m

atter of tim
e before he w

as told the price of his 
freed

o
m

. Y
o
u
 n

ev
er g

o
t so

m
eth

in
g
 fo

r n
o
th

in
g
 . 

not in C
uba. H

is thoughts w
ent around in profitless cir-

cles until he fell into a troubled sleep. 
T

h
e rin

g
in

g
 o

f th
e telep

h
o
n
e b

esid
e h

is b
ed

 
aw

akened him
. T

hin bars of sunlight fell through the 
venetian blinds onto the m

arble floor. H
e rubbed his 

eyes and looked at his w
ristw

atch. It w
as ten o'clock. 

H
e cleared his throat and reached groggily for the tele-

phone. "'L
o." 

"Jack, this is P
aco. I'm

 in the lobby. C
an I com

e 
up?" 

"I just w
oke up. G

ive m
e fifteen m

inutes and I'll 
m

eet you in the dining room
. W

e can talk w
hile I have 

breakfast." 
"I'll w

ait." 

W
ilso

n
 sh

o
w

ered
, sh

av
ed

, an
d

 slip
p

ed
 in

to
 a 

pair of dark blue slacks w
ith a plain w

hite sport shirt. 
P

aco w
as sitting at their table by the w

indow
 reading a 

new
spaper and drinking a cup of coffee. A

 m
iddle-aged 

w
om

an w
ith a sm

all child seated at the other side of the 
room

 w
ere the only other occupants. 

P
aco looked seriously at W

ilson as he slipped 
in

to
 h

is ch
air. "Y

o
u

 sh
o

u
ld

n
't h

av
e ru

n
 o

u
t o

n
 R

ita, 
C

hico. Y
ou hurt her feelings." 

"T
hat isn't all I hurt," W

ilson said bitterly, look-
ing over a m

enu. 
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"S
om

ething w
ent w

rong?" 
"Y

eah, I nearly got throw
n out of the country." 

lie told P
aco all that had happened the night before. 

P
aco shook his head. "S

o old P
ablo P

erez finally 
overreached him

self. I w
as w

rong. T
hat cat had seven 

lives, not nine." 
W

ilson drove a fist into a palm
. "I don't know

 
w

hy I fell for that telephone call and visited P
erez. It 

w
as so dam

n stupid." 
P

aco looked thoughtful. "It m
ay turn out O

.K
. If 

R
odriguez really w

ants the spare parts, he'll keep in 

touch." "I think I am
 going to have to put another condi- 

tion on that deal. T
hey pay cash and they take delivery 

after I'm
 out of the country." 

P
aco grinned. "Y

ou're beginning to think like a 
C

uban, C
hico. I thought of that tw

ist before last night, 
so m

aybe your visit to P
erez w

asn't w
asted. I've seen the 

profits of m
ore than one deal used up in ransom

." 
"H

ow
 are these G

-2, guys, reasonable?" 
"T

hey are tough. T
hey get w

hat they w
ant." 

W
ilson sighed. "I suppose the plain-clothes guy 

w
as political intelligence. I notice that he did w

hat the 
G

-2 captain asked." 
"S

om
etim

es it w
orks that w

ay. S
om

etim
es it is 

the other w
ay around." 

"M
aybe I'd better play it their w

ay." 
P

aco grinned. "Y
ou can be dam

ned sure that the 
R

oyal C
anadian M

ounted P
olice aren't going to help 

you, so m
y advice is to keep both of your hands on the 

top of the table at all tim
es." 

W
ilson gave his breakfast order to a w

aiter w
ho 

had drifted in from
 the kitchen. "T

hat's good advice. If 
I h

ad
 fo

llo
w

ed
 it last n

ig
h
t I w

o
u
ld

 h
av

e sp
en

t th
e 

night in bed w
ith R

ita rather than in a police station 
and a m

orgue." 
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"W
hat are you going to do now

?" 
"N

ot a dam
n thing. I'm

 not even going to think. 
M

ay
b

e if I sp
en

d
 a few

 d
ay

s su
n

n
in

g
 m

y
self aro

u
n

d
 

th
e p

o
o
l, th

ey
'll d

ecid
e th

at I am
 ju

st a h
arm

less p
arts 

peddler." 

G
om

ez looked at him
 seriously. "A

re you? B
e-

cause if you aren't, I'd better stop hanging around. Y
ou 

are beginning to attract attention." 
"H

o
w

 co
u

ld
 a g

u
y

 n
o

 b
rig

h
ter th

an
 m

e b
e an

y
-

th
in

g
 b

u
t h

arm
less? E

x
cep

t m
ay

b
e to

 h
im

self?" 
P

aco grinned. "T
hat's the w

ay it's w
orked out so 

far, C
h

ico
. I'll ad

m
it th

at's th
e w

ay
 it's w

o
rk

ed
 o

u
t so

 
far." H

e aro
se an

d
 stretch

ed
, scratch

in
g

 h
is ch

est as 
W

ilso
n
 b

eg
an

 to
 fo

rk
 scram

b
led

 eg
g
s in

to
 h

is m
o
u
th

. 
"I'll see y

o
u
 aro

u
n
d
. T

ak
e it easy

. If th
ey

 w
an

t y
o
u
r 

spare parts, they'll com
e to you." 

W
ilson sw

allow
ed som

e coffee. "I see it that w
ay 

too. E
asy does it." 

T
W

E
L

V
E

 

W
IL

S
O

N
 w

aited
, sp

en
d

in
g

 h
is tim

e su
n

n
in

g
 an

d
 

sw
im

m
ing at the V

edado pool, but he could not 
relax

 an
d
 sleep

 lo
n
g
 h

o
u
rs as h

e u
su

ally
 d

id
 w

h
en

 h
e 

had nothing to do. A
 vague sense of foreboding and un-

ease hung over him
. F

or the first tim
e he felt vulnerable 

and apprehensive. H
e telephoned P

aco G
om

ez several 
tim

es, hoping that he w
ould join him

 to tie one on, but 
P

aco
 w

as n
o
t at h

is h
o
u
se an

d
 d

id
 n

o
t retu

rn
 th

e calls. 
H

e began to w
onder if P

aco had dropped him
. 

O
n the afternoon of the third day the telephone 

ran
g
 in

 h
is ro

o
m

. W
ilso

n
, u

n
sh

av
en

, w
as ly

in
g
 o

n
 h

is 
b

ed
 in

 h
is u

n
d

erw
ear sh

o
rts, sm

o
k

in
g

. "M
r. W

ilso
n

?" 
T

he m
ale voice spoke in unaccented E

nglish. 
"Y

es, this is W
ilson." 

"M
y nam

e is E
ugene C

ano. M
r. R

odriguez sug-
gested that I telephone you. I bdieve that you m

et M
r. 

R
odriguez at IN

R
A

 a few
 days ago." 
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"Y
es. W

e are also old fishing buddies." 
"I w

ould like to speak w
ith you. C

ould you join 
m

e at luncheon at the A
m

erican C
lub tom

orrow
?" 

"S
ure. W

hat tim
e?" 

"N
oon. I shall m

eet you in the bar. T
here w

ill be 
no difficulty. I shall recognize you." 

"I'll w
ear the usual rose in m

y hair." 
"G

ood-bye, M
r. W

ilson." 
In the late m

orning of the follow
ing day W

ilson 
took a taxi dow

n the M
alecon and up the P

rado tow
ard 

th
e o

ld
 C

ap
ito

l. H
e p

aid
 o

ff th
e d

riv
er a few

 b
lo

ck
s 

fro
m

 th
e A

m
erican

 C
lu

b
 an

d
 w

alk
ed

 slo
w

ly
 u

p
 th

e 
m

osaic sidew
alk of the P

rado's center prom
enade. T

he 
heavy foliage of the trees closed overhead, and though 
it w

as a clear d
ay

 w
ith

 th
e tro

p
ical su

n
 n

earin
g
 its 

zenith, he w
alked in an intense shade, cooled by the 

trade w
inds blow

ing from
 the ocean. 

T
he ornate, gray façade of the A

m
erican C

lub 
w

as unchanged by the revolution. A
 uniform

ed N
egro 

doorm
an politely opened the glass doors off the street 

and discreetly asked his nam
e. "Y

es, S
enor W

ilson. S
e-

nor C
ano expects you. H

e is in the barroom
." 

W
ilson w

alked through the foyer and reading 
room

 and pushed open the paneled doors of the bar-
room

 at the rear of the building. T
here w

ere eight or 
ten m

en standing at the long m
ahogany bar. A

 group of 
five w

as rolling poker dice, pounding the heavy dice 
cups on the bar betw

pen rolls and laughing uproari-
ously. A

 sm
iling dark-haired m

an in a neat blue busi-
ness suit w

earing tortoise-shell glasses left the bar and 
cam

e tow
ard W

ilson. 
"M

r. W
ilso

n
, I am

 C
an

o
. Y

o
u
 are so

 p
ro

m
p
t. 

Please join m
e for a drink." 

A
fter they had ordered, W

ilson hunched over 
the bar and looked at C

ano quizzically. "I never ex-
p
ected

 a C
astro

 g
o
v
ern

m
en

t o
fficial to

 in
v
ite m

e to
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lunch at the A
m

erican C
lub. I thought it w

as closed or 

off lim
its." 
C

ano raised a finger. "It is the A
m

erican C
lub, 

M
r. W

ilso
n
, n

o
t th

e N
o
rth

 A
m

erican
 C

.:! b
 o

r th
e 

Y
ankee C

lub. I am
 a C

uban and have belonged to the 
club for tw

enty years, as did m
y father before m

e. W
e 

also have C
anadian and B

ritish m
em

bers. W
e only use 

the first floor now
, as w

e have a sm
aller and m

ore ex-
clusive m

em
bership, but otherw

ise w
e carry on, happy 

clubm
en in the new

 C
uba." 

W
ilson glanced around the E

nglish-style bar- 
ro

o
m

 w
ith

 its h
eav

y
 tab

les an
d

 co
m

fo
rtab

le leath
er 

chairs. "It's a nice place. I w
as never here in the old 

days." "T
hat is to your credit. It w

as a nest of intrigue 
against the C

uban people. T
he m

ilitaristic A
m

erican 
L

eg
io

n
 m

et h
ere. T

h
e A

m
erican

 C
h

am
b

er o
f C

o
m

-
m

erce plotted the com
m

ercial subjugation of the C
u-

ban people here. It w
as sham

eful. T
here w

ere even C
IA

 
ag

en
ts an

d
 sab

o
teu

rs am
o
n
g
 th

e m
em

b
ersh

ip
. F

id
el 

show
ed great forbearance in allow

ing the club to re-
m

ain open." C
ano gestured tow

ard a doorw
ay. "L

et us 
have our lunch, M

r. W
ilson. T

hose days are happily 

over." C
ano chatted easily through luncheon. H

e had 
trav

eled
 w

id
ely

 in
 C

an
ad

a an
d
 ask

ed
 W

ilso
n
 m

an
y
 

questions about the country and about T
oronto. W

hen 
they had lighted cigars over cofr 3e, he took a fam

iliar-
looking sheaf of papers out of an inside coat pocket and 
carefully sm

oothed them
 out on the table top w

ith his 
fingertips. A

 heavily w
orked gold ring reflected a shaft 

o
f su

n
lig

h
t co

m
in

g
 th

ro
u
g
h
 th

e w
in

d
o
w

. H
e v

ery
 

m
eth

o
d

ically
 rem

o
v

ed
 h

is g
lasses, p

laced
 th

em
 in

 a 
case, and took out another pair w

ith black rim
s. "I need 

these for reading, M
r. W

ilson. I should w
ear bifocals, I 

am
 to

ld
, b

u
t I am

 a little v
ain

. N
o
w

, let u
s see. . . 
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H
e w

ent slow
ly dow

n the list, pausing from
 tim

e 
to tim

e to ask W
ilson questions concerning the quality 

and the specifications of the spare parts listed. 
"I am

 no expert, M
r. C

ano; I am
 just a salesm

an. 
B

ut you put in the contract any specifications you w
ant 

and either they w
ill be m

et or w
e'll drop the item

 from
 

the sale. I am
 asking honest prices and I don't w

ant you 
to pay for anything that you can't use." 

"T
hat is fair. W

e shall do that, and our T
oronto 

ag
en

t w
ill h

av
e th

e resp
o
n
sib

ility
 o

f seein
g
 th

at all 
specifications are m

et." 
"A

s soon as w
e have a deal, I'll go back to T

o- 
ronto and see that everything goes sm

oothly." 
C

ano sipped his coffee and finished w
riting a 

n
o
te o

n
 a m

arg
in

 o
f th

e list b
efo

re rep
ly

in
g
. "I am

 
afraid that is im

possible." 
"Im

possible? W
hy?" 

"Y
o
u
 are o

n
 p

aro
le to

 th
e arm

y
's In

tellig
en

ce 
S

ervice." 
W

ilson w
et his lips. "Y

es, but they have no rea-
son to hold m

e in C
uba." 

"P
erh

ap
s n

o
t, b

u
t th

at is an
o
th

er m
atter an

d
 

does not concern m
e. In any event, w

e cannot count on 
your being in T

oronto at the tim
e the sale is com

pleted. 
N

ow
, let us discuss the price." 

W
ilson looked at C

ano w
arily. "T

he price is in 
the right-hand colum

n. It is firm
. I told that to the late, 

lam
ented P

erez and to R
odriguez the fisherm

an." 
"S

urely not." 
"Surely yes," W

ilson grow
led. 

"P
rices are alw

ays negotiable." 
"T

hese aren't." 
C

an
o
 to

o
k
 o

ff h
is g

lasses an
d
 p

o
lish

ed
 th

em
 

carefully. H
e held them

 dangling in one hand and let 
his eyes roll slow

ly up tow
ard the ceiling. "M

r. W
ilson, 

you w
ere arrested the other night in connection w

ith an 
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attem
pted bribery. Y

ou are on parole. S
urely you rec-

ognize that your bargaining position has changed?" 
"Y

our police recorded m
y entire conversation 

w
ith P

erez. T
hey know

 that I refused to pay a bribe." 
"Y

es, they know
 it. Y

ou know
 it. E

ven I know
 it, 

b
u
t it is n

o
t p

u
b
licly

 k
n
o
w

n
. If th

e reco
rd

in
g
 o

f th
e 

conversation w
ere m

islaid, you w
ould have som

e diffi- 
culty proving your innocence at a trial." 

W
ilso

n
's teeth

 clam
p
ed

 d
o
w

n
 o

n
 h

is cig
ar. "I 

see. 
"I am

 sure that you do." 
W

ilson squared his shoulders and took his cigar 
out of his m

outh. H
e jabbed it in the air at C

ano several 
tim

es b
efo

re h
e b

eg
an

 to
 sp

eak
. "I g

et th
e p

ictu
re, 

C
ano, but let's understand som

ething right now
. W

e 
w

ouldn't be sitting here if you didn't w
ant those spare 

parts. Y
ou w

ill only get them
 if I leave C

uba w
ith a 

profit jingling in m
y pocket. Y

ou know
 dam

n w
ell that I 

can be jailed any tim
e, but if I am

 jailed, no spare parts. 
M

y basic term
s are a safe passage and a profit. N

ow
"—

W
ilson paused and relit his cigar—

"w
e m

ight be able 
to

 h
ag

g
le o

v
er p

rice. I'll th
in

k
 it o

v
er, b

u
t th

is is n
o
 

goddam
ned fire sale and I don't bluff w

orth a dam
n 

either." C
ano's face suffused w

ith red and he spread his 
hands. "W

e only w
ish a fair price." 

"I'll think it over." 
"V

ery
 w

ell, M
r. W

ilso
n
. Y

o
u
 are a h

ard
 b

ar- 
gainer. I like that, but don't press your luck too far." 

"I'll think it over." 
"T

hat is all w
e ask." 

W
ilso

n
 to

o
k
 a tax

i b
ack

 to
 th

e V
ed

ad
o
 an

d
 

stopped in the bar for a drink. H
e took a long pull and 

ran a hand through his hair. W
hat a hell of a note! T

his 
spare-parts gam

bit w
as getting out of hand. T

he w
ay 

things w
ere breaking, part of the deal had to be a safe 

141 


