
co
n
d
u
ct o

u
t o

f C
u
b
a, b

u
t w

h
at if h

e w
asn

't read
y
 to

 
leave? W

hen w
as Jane F

orbes's cagey brother going to 
co

n
tact h

im
? W

h
at in

 h
ell w

as h
e w

aitin
g
 fo

r? Jan
e 

F
orbes, a phony nam

e. M
aybe she had a phony brother 

as w
ell. T

h
e A

m
erican

s h
ad

n
't to

ld
 h

im
 ev

ery
th

in
g

 
either. E

verybody knew
 the rules of the gam

e except 
him

self, and he had the ball. H
e ordered another drink. 

A
ll he could do w

as to stall on the prices, play the thing 
out as long as possible. If he stayed as long as he could 
and failed, the A

m
ericans still ought to give him

 his 
fifty

 th
o

u
san

d
 b

u
ck

s. It w
o

u
ld

 b
e a p

retty
 stin

k
in

g
 

th
in

g
 if th

ey
 d

id
n
't. O

n
ce h

e h
ad

 th
e m

o
n
ey

, to
 h

ell 
w

ith this spy bit. It w
as too tricky, and guys w

ho w
ere 

su
p

p
o

sed
 to

 b
e sm

art w
ere d

u
m

b
. W

h
at co

u
ld

 b
e 

dum
ber than to send a guy into a country like C

uba to 
talk w

ith som
e jerk he'd never seen about overthrow

ing 
the governm

ent? A
nd no passw

ord, no identification. 
M

aybe it w
as a big practical joke. A

lready he had m
ade 

one false step. W
hen P

erez's m
an telephoned, he could 

have tested him
 w

ith the passw
ord. 

A
 ch

illin
g
 th

o
u
g
h
t o

ccu
rred

 to
 h

im
. If h

e h
ad

 
used a passw

ord, it w
ould have been m

onitored. P
erez's 

m
an

 w
o
u
ld

 n
o
t h

av
e resp

o
n
d
ed

, th
en

 h
o
w

 w
o
u
ld

 h
e 

have explained the strange w
ords he had used? F

Ie took 
a sw

allow
 out of his glass. M

aybe having no passw
ord 

w
asn't so dum

b. H
e began to feel better. M

aybe they 
w

ere pretty sm
art after all. T

hey had told him
 to w

ait. 
Jan

e F
o
rb

es h
ad

 to
ld

 h
im

 to
 w

ait. T
h
at h

ad
 b

een
 h

is 
trouble w

ith P
erez; he had gone to him

. H
e had taken 

the initiative. T
hat w

as a m
istake. H

e had done som
e-

thing he had to explain. 
H

e had one job: w
aiting. If there w

as no contact 
w

ith
in

 o
n

e m
o

n
th

, leav
e C

u
b

a. T
h

at w
as th

e g
am

e, 
sm

art guy; that w
as the w

hole gam
e. Just sit on your 

ass, n
o

 m
atter w

h
at. B

ro
th

er F
o
rb

es, o
r w

h
atev

er in
 

hell his nam
e w

as, had the job of convincing Jack W
il- 
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son at a safe tim
e and plaC

e of his identity. T
here w

as 
no risk if he didn't do anything. Just sit tight. L

et them
 

com
e to him

. If he played it that w
ay, the A

m
ericans 

. w
ould pay off. T

hey m
ight even use him

 again. A
gain? 

W
hat w

as he thinking about? T
his w

as it. T
he one and 

only. H
e ordered another drink, shifted his big shoul-

ders inside his coat, and began to think of R
ita C

arlos. 
W

aiting, sitting around w
aiting. T

hat w
as the hard part 

for him
. H

e had to have som
ething going. 

H
e finished his drink and changed into his sw

im
- 

m
ing trunks. D

iving into the pool, he m
oved back and 

forth across its length w
ith long, slow

 strokes until he 
w

as com
pletely relaxed, then he dived deep, curved up 

to the surface, and pulling him
self up on the pool deck, 

took a sun bath. H
e fleetingly w

ondered if D
iana V

ogel 
w

ould ever show
 up again. N

ot very dam
n likely. T

he 
sun dipped behind an adjoining building and left the 

pool in shadow
. 

H
e returned to his room

 and after a hot show
er, 

slipped into a pair of sandals, slacks, and a sport shirt 
and w

alked dow
n C

alle 23 tow
ard the M

alecon. T
he 

sun, though low
 in the sky, still w

arm
ed the huge rocks 

and cem
ent blocks that form

ed the sea w
all, outlining 

them
 in a pale, w

ashed gold. T
he sea w

as darkening as 
sunset approached and under the influence of a freshen-
ing breeze w

as sending a spum
e-flecked surf against the 

sea w
all. 

H
e w

alked dow
n the adjacent sidew

alk until he 
cam

e to three young N
egro boys fishing from

 a rock 
w

ith just faint vestiges of a w
hitew

ashed political m
es-

sag
e o

n
 its w

et, g
ray

 su
rface. T

h
ey

 h
ad

 left th
eir 

clothes tucked under the ornate balustrade that sepa-
rated the sidew

alk from
 the sea w

all and stood w
et and 

glistening in their underw
ear shorts as they threw

 their 

lines into the w
ater. 

W
ilso

n
 lean

ed
 ag

ain
st th

e b
alu

strad
e 

o
n
 h

is 
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forearm
s and w

atched them
 holding the slack of their 

lin
es co

iled
 in

 th
eir h

an
d

s as th
ey

 m
an

ip
u

lated
 th

e 
rem

ainder w
ith its hook and lead w

eight tow
ard the 

quiet pools that flooded and ebbbed behind the rocks 
w

ith each surge of the surf. "A
ny luck?" he called. 

"S
om

e. W
e got a few

." 
H

e lit a cigarette, his m
ind em

pty, his body re-
laxed, w

elcom
ing the cool salt air and the occasional 

light spray of surf. W
ith sunset, the light rapidly began 

to
 fad

e an
d

 th
e o

ran
te street lig

h
ts, en

cru
sted

 w
ith

 
years of green salt erosion, w

inked on. T
urning aw

ay, 
h
e b

eg
an

 to
 w

alk
 w

estw
ard

, th
e g

ray
 sto

n
e cliffs o

n
 

w
hich rested the N

acional H
otel and its garden rising 

on his left across the busy boulevard. 
A

 sedan sw
ung in along the curbing and braked 

to a stop. T
w

o young m
en scram

bled out of the auto-
m

obile and ran across the sidew
alk tow

ard W
ilson. N

o 
w

ords w
ere spoken. H

e w
as struck sw

iftly and deftly on 
the side of the head and had only slum

ped im
percepti-

bly tow
ard the sidew

alk before he w
as supported under 

both arm
s and half carried, half dragged to the w

aiting 
autom

obile. T
hey shoved him

 roughly into the back 
seat an

d
 fell in

 o
n
 to

p
 o

f h
im

. N
o
 o

n
e n

o
ticed

 th
e 

assault and kidnapping. T
he fishing boys, a hundred 

yards aw
ay, w

ere concentrating on their lines, w
hich 

w
ere no longer visible in the lam

p light and had to be 
handled entirely by touch. 

W
ilson regained consciousness in a dusty and 

disordered garage. S
everal turns of rough m

anila rope 
secu

red
 h

is sag
g

in
g

 b
o

d
y

 to
 a w

o
o

d
en

 ch
air w

ith
 a 

splintered back. H
is head and chest w

ere w
et w

ith the 
w

ater w
hich had been throw

n against him
 in an effort 

to shock him
 back into consciousness. A

 palm
 slapped 

him
 sm

artly on one cheek and his lips m
oved loosely in 

a low
 m

oan. 
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"H
e's com

ing around." 
"Y

ou hit him
 too hard. H

e m
ay be too far gone 

to answ
er our questions." 

"I d
id

 w
h

at I h
ad

 to
 do. W

e co
u
ld

n
't h

av
e a 

scuffle on the sidew
alk. W

e all w
ould have been picked 

up." 
"S

lap him
 again." 

W
ilson's eyes opened, closed, and then slow

ly 
focused on the face of the slight boy of tw

enty w
ho w

as 
standing w

ith spread legs before him
. H

e w
et his lips 

but did not speak. 
"B

ring m
e that pail of w

ater. D
uck his head in

.  

it." 
W

ilso
n

 g
ag

g
ed

 an
d

 sp
u

ttered
 as h

is face w
as 

im
m

ersed in the w
ater. H

e shook his head free. A
nger 

flo
o
d
ed

 w
ith

in
 h

im
 an

d
 w

ith
 it a fu

ll retu
rn

 to
 co

n
-

sciousness. "W
hat the hell?" he said thickly. H

e could 
see three or four old flat-bed trucks in the shadow

s be-
yond the pool of light in w

hich he sat. H
is captors, four 

in num
ber and all in their late teens or early tw

enties, 
stood around him

 w
ith hard, intense expressions on 

their sallow
, young faces. 

"W
ilson," the leader said. "C

an you hear m
e?" 

W
ilson nodded. 

"W
ho do you w

ork for?" 
"N

one of your dam
n business." 

A
 palm

 struck hard across W
ilson's face, slicing 

the edge of his m
outh against one of his teeth. A

 trickle 
of blood snaked dow

n his chin. "W
e have learned that 

you are here to sell the tyrant spare parts for his broken- 
dow

n A
m

erican m
achines." 

"T
h'as right. S

pare parts." 
H

is interrogator poured som
e rum

 into a tin cup. 
"D

rink this. Y
ou're still groggy." 

W
ilson sw

allow
ed the rum

 gratefully and a grow
- 

ing sense of alertness returned as its w
arm

 fire coursed 
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dow
n his throat. H

e shook his head. "C
an't you loosen 

this rope?" 
T

he leader nodded and the rope w
as cut aw

ay. 
"Y

ou adm
it that you are trying to sell the C

astro 
governm

ent spare parts?" 
"I've m

ade them
 an offer, yes. T

hey haven't ac-
cepted it." 

"Y
ou filthy collaborator! W

e know
 w

ho you are, 
W

ilson! Y
ou fought w

ith C
astro and his C

om
m

unist 
friends. B

ecause of verm
in like you w

e lost C
uba." 

"A
 lo

t o
f n

o
n

-C
o

m
m

u
n

ists fo
u

g
h

t w
ith

 F
id

el. 
M

an
y
 o

f th
em

 are C
u
b
an

 refu
g
ee lead

ers to
d
ay

. H
e 

fooled everybody, m
e included. H

e probably w
ould 

have fooled you if you had been old enough." 
"Y

ou continue to help him
. Y

ou are ready to sell 
him

 spare parts for his A
m

erican equipm
ent so that he 

can keep his econom
y going. Y

ou defy the blockade." 
"W

hat are you guys? C
ounterrevolutionaries?" 

"W
e are fighters for a free C

uba." 
"G

reat. W
hatever that m

eans. I think I've heard 
that line before." 

"Y
ou talked to P

ablo P
erez the other night. Y

ou 
betrayed him

 and now
 he is dead." 

"D
o

n
't tell m

e th
at P

ab
lo

 P
erez is a freed

o
m

 
fighter?" 

"H
e has helped us." 

"H
e has helped everybody. H

e w
as alw

ays on 
ev

ery
 sid

e o
f ev

ery
 q

u
estio

n
. A

s b
u
d
d
in

g
 p

o
litical 

geniuses, you should know
 that." 

"W
hy did you visit him

?" 
"H

e tried to bribe m
e." 

H
is questioner sneered. "A

nd you could not be 
bribed?" 

"N
o. N

ot this season." 
"W

ho do you w
ork for, W

ilsop?" 
"M

yself. F
reelance." 
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"W
ho are your contacts here?" 

"Y
ou know

 that. G
overnm

ent officials that can 
buy m

y spare parts. It is all straightforw
ard." 

"A
n
d
 M

ajo
r P

aco
 G

o
m

ez," th
e lead

er ad
d
ed

, 
"you seem

 to be very good friends." 
"W

e are because w
e fought together in the hills. 

Y
ou don't forget those things. M

aybe it's like the feel-
ings you fellow

s have for one another. P
aco is a pal of 

m
ine, a good friend. W

e drink and w
hore around to-

gether, but he has nothing to do w
ith m

y spare-parts 

sale." 
H

is four captors consulted together just beyond 
earsh

o
t. T

h
e lead

er retu
rn

ed
. H

e g
azed

 at W
ilso

n
 

solem
nly for a long m

om
ent. H

is voice w
as toneless 

w
ith a slight - trem

or of excitem
ent. "W

e are going to 
execute you, W

ilson, as an enem
y of F

ree C
uba." 

W
ilson paled and droplets of perspiration popped 

out on his forehead. H
e should have taken these crazy 

kids m
ore seriously. H

e ran his tongue over his lips. 
"D

on't do that. I'm
 not an enem

y of F
ree C

uba." 
"Y

ou are a collaborator. Y
ou adm

it that you are 
h

ere to
 sell sp

are p
arts, w

h
ich

 are b
ad

ly
 n

eed
ed

, to
 

C
astro's governm

ent." 
"Y

o
u
 m

ean
 th

at y
o
u
 w

o
u
ld

 sh
o
o
t m

e in
 co

ld
 

blood for trying to sell a few
 lousy spare parts?" 

"W
e shoot people for less than that, am

igo." 
W

ilson's eyes dropped to the floor. T
hey focused 

for no reason on a grim
y puddle of half-dried engine oil 

nearby on the cracked cem
ent. "H

ere? In this crum
m

y 

garage?" 
"T

his w
ill do w

ell as any place. W
hat do you ex-

pect? A
 form

al firing squad in a courtyard of C
abana 

F
ortress? W

e lack C
astro's facilities." 

"H
ow

 do I know
 you guys are freedom

 fighters? 
Y

ou m
ay be agents of C

astro's governm
ent just testing 

m
e. T

hey've done it before." 
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T
he leader laughed m

irthlessly. "T
hen you have 

nothing to w
orry about." 

"C
an I have a cigarette?" 

"G
o ahead." 

W
ilson fum

bled in his shirt pocket and brought 
forth his cigarettes. T

hey w
ere w

et from
 the w

ater that 
had been throw

n on them
. H

e tossed them
 on the floor. 

T
he leader w

ordlessly offered him
 a cigarette from

 his 
o
w

n
 p

ack
. W

ilso
n
 to

o
k
 it, h

eld
 it to

 th
e flam

e o
f an

 
offered m

atch, and inhaled its rough, strong flavor. H
is 

captors silently w
atched him

 sm
oke it until the stub 

w
as too short to hold and he reluctantly dropped it on 

the floor and tw
isted it out w

ith the sole of his sandal. 
T

he leader sm
iled coldly at W

ilson and nodded tow
ard 

the flattened cigarette butt. "T
hat is w

hat w
e are going 

to do to you, W
ilson." 

T
h
ere w

as th
e so

u
n
d
 o

f lo
w

 v
o
ices at th

e en
-

tran
ce to

 th
e g

arag
e. A

 sm
all d

o
o

r set in
 th

e larg
er 

overhead door opened, its rusty hinges grating noisily. 
A

 heavyset figure of m
iddle height in dirty dungarees 

en
tered

 sid
ew

ise th
ro

u
g
h
 th

e n
arro

w
 o

p
en

in
g
 an

d
 

m
oved tow

ard W
ilson, follow

ed by an anxious young 
guard w

ith a T
om

m
y gun. H

e looked up at the figure as 
it entered the circle of light surrounding him

. It w
as 

M
aria of the bar on V

irtudes S
treet. 

S
he w

alked over and stood in front of him
, look-

ing dow
n. "W

here did you find this, Jorge?" 
"W

e p
ick

ed
 h

im
 u

p
 as h

e w
alk

ed
 alo

n
g

 th
e 

M
alecon." 

"H
e w

as p
ro

b
ab

ly
 lo

o
k

in
g

 fo
r a y

o
u

n
g

 g
irl to

 
pick up," she sneered. "W

hat are you going to do w
ith 

him
?" "K

ill him
." 

S
h

e g
lan

ced
 at th

e T
o

m
m

y
 g

u
n

. "W
ith

 th
at? 

T
hat is too easy. H

e should die slow
ly." S

he w
alked 
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around W
ilson like a cat stalking its prey. "W

hat have 
you learned from

 him
?" 

"H
e is a collaborator. H

e is trying to sell spare 

parts to F
idel." 

"W
e knew

 that before. W
hat have you learned 

from
 him

 that you did not know
?" 

"N
othing. H

e has nothing to tell us." 
"A

re y
o
u
 su

re? H
e is u

n
m

ark
ed

. W
e sh

o
u
ld

 
m

ake him
 talk, tell us everything. T

here are m
eans to 

persuade low
 w

orm
s such as this one. If w

e are persua-
sive, he w

ill com
e craw

ling on his hands and knees, 
b

eg
g

in
g

 to
 tell u

s all th
at h

e k
n

o
w

s, o
r d

ream
s, o

r 
feels." S

h
e ru

b
b

ed
 th

e b
ack

 o
f o

n
e h

an
d

 acro
ss h

er 
m

outh as she stared m
alevolently at W

ilson. "W
e can 

tak
e h

im
 to

 th
e farm

. It w
ill b

e q
u
iet th

ere. W
e can

 
take our tim

e." 
Jorge hesitated, then nodded reluctantly. "W

e 
shall do as you say, but w

e are not torturers." 
"W

e are fig
h
ters fo

r lib
erty

. T
o
 w

in
, w

e n
eed

 
m

en and guns and inform
ation. T

his is but one filthy 
collaborator. H

e stinks as he craw
ls over the C

uban 
earth seeking his blood m

oney. H
e has inform

ation w
e 

need. W
hat spare parts are the C

om
m

unists seeking? 
W

here is their need? W
here is their w

eakness? T
his w

e 
m

ust know
 to direct our sabotage and this, this m

oral 
carrion, this offal, can tell us." 

"F
or G

od's sake, M
aria," W

ilson finally croaked, 
"w

hy do you hate m
e so? W

hat have I done to you?" 
Jorge turned to W

ilson. "Y
ou know

 this w
om

an? 

Y
ou have m

et before?" 
M

aria laughed harshly. "O
f course w

e have m
et 

b
efo

re. T
h
is W

ilso
n
 w

as a cap
tain

 w
ith

 F
id

el in
 th

e 
hills. H

e w
as a courier betw

een F
idel and the revolu-

tionary groups in H
avana. M

y father's bar w
as one of 

the m
essage relay points. H

e betrayed m
y father and 
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m
y brother. H

e lied about them
 to F

idel, and w
hen the 

revolution w
as w

on, they w
ere executed." 

"T
hat's not true!" W

ilson shouted. "Y
ou know

 it 
is a lie. T

hey died long after I left C
uba. Y

ou told m
e 

this yourself!" 
"I say that it is true." M

aria spoke w
ith a heavy 

em
phasis on each w

ord as if she w
ere passing judg-

m
ent. Jorge glanced from

 one to the other w
ith a faint 

gleam
 of am

usem
ent in his eyes. "L

et us go to the farm
. 

If w
e are to squeeze this lem

on, let us do it now
." 

A
n em

pty flour sack w
as pushed over W

ilson's 
head, his w

rists w
ere bound behind him

, and he w
as 

led out of the garage. H
e w

as lifted into the trunk of a 
car and the trunk lid slam

m
ed dow

n upon him
. T

he car 
jerked forw

ard, bouncing him
 painfully on the hard 

floor. A
 sharp object, probably the car's jack, pressed 

into the sm
all of his back. H

e felt a m
om

ent of panic. 
W

hat if he suffocated? H
is legs w

ere painfully bent 
back and w

ere already aching from
 a lack of circula-

tion. H
e rubbed his head against the trunk lid, chafing 

and scratching him
self as he did so. H

e perspired pro-
fusely w

ith the effort, but gradually he w
orked off the 

untied flour sack. A
s it fell from

 his head he lay back 
exhausted. F

or a tim
e the bindings on his w

rists had cut 
into his skin, causing a painful throbbing, but now

 his 
arm

s and legs w
ere num

b. T
he bouncing continued and 

h
e b

ecam
e d

ren
ch

ed
 in

 p
ersp

iratio
n
. T

h
e air o

f th
e 

tru
n

k
 b

ecam
e h

eav
y

 an
d

 lifeless. A
 h

alf-h
o

u
r h

ad
 

passed w
hen he lost consciousness. 

H
e becam

e aw
are of an intense light in his eyes. 

It w
as sunlight. H

e w
as lying on his back in som

e scrub 
grass, looking up through a scraggly palm

 tree. H
e w

as 
unbound. H

is arm
s and legs throbbed painfully. M

aria 
w

as looking dow
n at him

. "H
e is conscious. T

ake him
 

into the house." 

1
5
0
 

T
w

o of his young captors jerked him
 to his feet 

and led him
, stum

bling, tow
ard a one-story unpainted 

farm
h
o
u
se, su

rro
u
n
d
ed

 o
n
 all fo

u
r sid

es b
y
 a w

id
e 

v
eran

d
a. S

ev
eral ch

ick
en

s, p
eck

in
g

 fu
tilely

 at th
e 

sp
arse, d

u
sty

 so
il aro

u
n

d
 th

e h
o

u
se, fled

 sq
u

aw
k

in
g

 
noisily as they approached. T

he group w
alked up the 

w
ooden steps and across the veranda, their footsteps 

echoing on the planking, to pass through a doorless en-
trance into the interior of the house. M

aria follow
ed 

them
. "T

ake him
 into the room

 at the end of the hall," 
she said curtly. 

T
he room

 w
as em

pty except for four heavy iron 
rings set in steel plates fastened to the plank floor at 
each corner. W

ilson w
as placed spread-eagle on his 

back on the floor and each of his arm
s and legs w

ere 
fastened w

ith a rough m
anila line to an iron ring. T

he 
fastenings w

ere tightened just enough to place each of 
his lim

bs under a slight tension. M
aria nodded w

ith sat- 
isfaction. "N

ow
 let's go have breakfast." 

H
e lay quietly on the floor looking up at the fly- 

sp
eck

ed
 w

o
o
d
en

 ceilin
g
. T

h
e in

terio
r w

alls o
f th

e 
house, like the exterior, w

ere of w
ood, but at som

e tim
e 

th
ey

 h
ad

 b
een

 p
ain

ted
. N

o
w

 th
e p

u
tty

-co
lo

red
 p

ain
t 

w
as peeling. S

everal large black flies flew
 through the 

open w
indow

s and bum
ped stupidly against the ceiling 

and the upper w
alls, buzzing loudly. T

he clucking of 
th

e ch
ick

en
s an

d
 th

e so
u
n
d
s o

f th
e farm

's liv
esto

ck
 

cam
e to

 h
im

 fain
tly

. H
e co

u
ld

 h
ear th

e m
u
rm

u
r o

f 
hum

an voices som
ew

here in the rear of the house. A
fter 

an interval, an airplane flew
 over the area. It w

as single- 
m

otored and quite high. 
H

e strain
ed

 at h
is b

o
n
d
s an

d
 ch

afed
 h

is b
ack

 
against the floor, seeking a sense of relief. G

oddam
n all 

w
om

en, he thought. T
hey aren't w

orth it. M
aria really 

hated his guts. W
hy? B

ecause he'd laid her once? N
ot 
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likely. S
he w

as sore at him
 because he had passed her 

up w
hen he saw

 her again on V
irtudes S

treet. S
he fig-

ured that he thought she w
as ugly. W

ell, C
hrist, she 

w
as ugly, fat as hell and tw

ice as m
ean. A

nd hoW
 w

as 

he to know
 that she w

as in the C
uban underground? 

S
till, if sh

e h
ad

n
't co

m
e alo

n
g
, h

is g
u
ts w

o
u
ld

 h
av

e 

been spilled all over the floor of that garage by the kid 
w

ith the T
om

m
y gun. 

T
here w

as a sound of footfalls com
ing up the 

outside steps and Jorge entered the room
. H

e looked 

dow
n at W

ilson w
ith a faintly em

barrassed air. W
ilson 

m
anaged a half sm

ile. "N
ot exactly the w

ay to build the 

new
 C

uba, is it? It's m
ore like F

idel's C
uba or B

atista's 

C
uba, or M

achado's C
uba, or you nam

e it." 
"S

hut up." 
"Y

o
u
 can

 see th
at th

is d
am

e h
as a p

erso
n
al 

grudge against m
e." 

"I said, S
hut upl" 

"O
.K

., tak
e m

e ap
art a p

iece at a tim
e, ju

st to
 

satisfy a w
om

an." 
"D

id you inform
 on her father and brother?" 

"H
ell, n

o
. M

y
 o

n
ly

 m
istak

e w
as g

o
in

g
 to

 b
ed

 

w
ith her w

hen she w
as eight years younger and fifty 

pounds lighter." 
"I know

 the story of her father and her brother. 
Y

ou could not have had anything to do w
ith it." . 

"T
hat's w

hat I say, but I'm
 sure glad you know

 

"B
ut you are under our sentence of execution. 

H
ow

 does it m
atter how

 you die? A
nd she m

ay be right. 

Y
ou m

ay be able to tell us things that w
ill help in plan-

ning sabotage." 
"I don't know

 anything now
, but I w

ill w
hen I 

get the spare parts order." 
M

aria and the other young revolutionaries en-

tered. "W
hat w

as he saying?" M
aria asked suspiciously. 
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"H
e w

as saying that he is w
orth m

ore alive than 

dead." M
aria sneered. "N

ot to us." 
"Y

ou can torture m
e for her," W

ilson said, "but 

if you really w
ant to know

 w
here F

idel is w
eak, let m

e 

get the spare-parts order. T
hen w

e shall know
 w

hat he 

needs. I'll try to find out w
here he needs it. I can give 

y
o
u
 sh

ip
p
in

g
 d

ates, q
u
an

tities, all th
e d

o
p
e. N

o
w

, I 

don't know
 a thing. Y

ou can tear m
e apart to see if I am

 

telling the truth, but I sw
ear to G

od that I am
." 

Jo
rg

e lo
o
k
ed

 at M
aria. "W

h
at h

e say
s is tru

e, 

M
aria. H

e can get us valuable inform
ation." 

S
he stepped forw

ard and spat on W
ilson. "H

e 

should die." 
"W

hy? W
hat good w

ould that do us?" 
"Y

o
u
 w

ere ab
o
u
t to

 k
ill h

im
. If I h

ad
 en

tered
 

th
at g

arag
e tw

o
 m

in
u
tes later h

e w
o
u
ld

 b
e a co

rp
se 

now
." "T

h
at is tru

e, b
u
t y

o
u
 rem

in
d
ed

 u
s th

at w
e 

m
ight be able to get valuable inform

ation from
 him

." 
"H

e w
ill betray us, just as he betrayed m

y father 

and m
y brother." 
"H

e d
id

 n
o
t b

etray
 y

o
u
r fath

er an
d
 b

ro
th

er, 

M
aria," Jorge said evenly. "I know

 the facts." 
S

he bit her lips. S
he m

uttered after an interval, 

"I don't trust him
." 

W
ilso

n
 lo

o
k
ed

 u
p
 at h

er. "L
o
o
k
, M

aria, I'm
 a 

heel. I adm
it it. Y

ou are one hell of a fine w
om

an and I 

w
asn't sm

art enough to see it. Y
ou'd like to see m

e in 

hell and m
aybe I deserve it, but w

hat about your revo- 

lution? I can get you hard inform
ation." 

Jorge nodded. "H
e's right, M

aria." 
"I don't trust him

," she repeated sullenly. 
"L

ook," W
ilson said, "A

ll I w
ant is a spare-parts 

sale at a profit. I don't give a dam
n about F

idel or the 

C
om

m
unists. W

hat did he ever do for m
e? If I have the 
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sale and the profits, you can blow
 the spare parts and 

the installations they are for sky high. W
hat's that to 

m
e? I'll cooperate w

ith you so that I can get out of here 
alive." "H

e does not know
 the rest of you," M

aria said 
m

o
ro

sely
. "H

e can
n

o
t b

etray
 y

o
u

, b
u

t h
e can

 b
etray

 
m

e." 
W

ilson w
et his lips. "I w

on't betray anybody, 
certainly not you, sw

eetie. I rem
em

ber you from
 the 

old days. I'll give you a signed, incrim
inating letter. 

T
h

en
 if I d

o
n

't p
lay

 b
all w

ith
 y

o
u

, in
fo

rm
 o

n
 m

e to
 

F
idel's butchers." 

M
aria stood silently looking dow

n on W
ilson, 

then she sighed im
perceptibly. "B

ring a pen and a sheet 
of paper. C

ut him
 loose." 

W
ilson aw

kw
ardly got to his feet and began to 

m
assage the circulation back into his hands. "C

om
e out 

into the kitchen," she said curtly. "Y
ou can w

rite your 
letter there." 

W
ilson sat dow

n at the kitchen table and cleared 
a space am

ong the litter of the breakfast. A
 cloud of 

flies rose up and settled dow
n again. "Y

ou w
ill w

rite as 
follow

s," M
aria said. " 'I freely confess that I am

 an 
enem

y of C
uba, paid as a C

IA
 agent to w

ork against 
the interests of the people of C

uba, and that I am
 guilty 

of sabotage, attem
pted bribery, and m

urder.' " 
W

ilson carefully w
rote as he w

as instructed. 
"N

ow
 sign it, but do not put a date on it." S

he 
sm

iled at him
 grim

ly after she had taken it from
 him

 
and read it. "N

ow
, am

igo m
io, you do just as I say to do 

or w
e shall let F

idel eat you alive and save us the trou-
ble." 

W
ilson ducked his head. "I w

ant to cooperate. 
Y

ou w
on't have any trouble w

ith m
e." 

Jorge gripped him
 firm

ly by the arm
. "Y

our con-
tact w

ith us w
ill be M

aria. T
ake your instructions from
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her. If you keep your w
ord, you can return to C

anada 
w

ith
 y

o
u
r p

ro
fits. T

h
at is n

o
th

in
g
 to

 u
s. It is o

n
ly

 
F

id
el's b

lo
o
d
 m

o
n
ey

. If y
o
u
 b

etray
 u

s, y
o
u
 w

ill d
ie. 

E
ven if you leave C

uba, w
e shall follow

 you and you 
w

ill die. D
o you understand?" 

"Y
es." 

"G
ood. N

ow
 w

e shall feed you and you w
ill be 

under guard in this house until tonight. A
fter dark w

e 
shall cover your eyes and drive you back to H

avana. 
W

e shall leave you on the M
alecon." 

M
aria rubbed her palm

s dow
n her hips. "T

om
or-

row
 night you w

ill com
e to m

y bar at eleven P.M
. to re- 

port to m
e. Y

ou w
ill do exactly as I say." 

W
ilson forced a grin. "T

hat's the deal." 
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I
 

T
H

IR
T

E
E

N
 

S
H

O
R

T
L

Y
 after m

id
n
ig

h
t W

ilso
n
 w

as let o
u
t o

f h
is 

captors' sedan near the w
hite bulk of the closed 

U
nited S

tates E
m

bassy. H
e stood for a m

om
ent on the 

sidew
alk and then decided to w

alk the m
ile or so along • 

the M
alecon to his hotel. H

e w
alked w

ith his hands in 
his trouser pockets, his head dow

n, trying to think. 
Jesus, if only he had a cigarette. B

ut there w
ere 

no tobacco stores near the M
alecon. H

e w
alked along. 

T
his spare-parts deal m

ight have been a brilliant idea 
to explain his presence in C

uba to the governm
ent, but 

it had put him
 on the public enem

y list w
ith the under-

g
ro

u
n

d
. W

h
y

 h
ad

n
't so

m
eo

n
e th

o
u

g
h

t o
f th

at? H
e 

hoped he could keep it all straight. It w
as getting dam

n 
com

plicated. T
he thing to rem

em
ber, to hold to, w

as 
that he w

as here to be contacted by "F
orbes." Just hold 

on and keep fending the bastards off. C
ooperate w

ith 
everybody. 

H
e reached C

alle 23 and stepped into a cafe. H
e 
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bought som
e cigarettes and had a black coffee. A

t least 
the young punks w

ere honest. T
hey had given him

 his 
w

allet b
ack

. W
h
en

 h
e reach

ed
 th

e V
ed

ad
o
 h

e w
en

t 
straight to his room

 and to bed. It w
as one-thirty A

.M
. 

A
t tw

o A
.M

. the ceiling light in his room
 flared 

on. T
w

o hard-faced arm
y lieutenants gazed dow

n at 
him

. "G
et up, S

enor W
ilson. W

e w
ant to talk w

ith you." 
W

ilson rubbed a hand over his unshaven face 
and sat up on the edge of the bed. H

e did not say any-
th

in
g
. O

n
e o

fficer step
p
ed

 o
u
t in

to
 th

e h
allw

ay
 an

d
 

partly closed the door behind him
. H

e leaned against 
the door jam

b w
here he could w

atch the hallw
ay and at 

the sam
e tim

e listen to the conversation in W
ilson's 

room
. T

he other officer drew
 up a straight chair beside 

W
ilson and sat dow

n. 
"Y

ou have been m
issing for over tw

enty-four 

hours." W
ilson reached for a cigarette on his night table 

and lit it. "N
ot m

issing. Just absent." 
"D

on't try to be sm
art, W

ilson. W
e saw

 you get 
kidnapped. W

e w
eren't close enough to stop it and un- 

fortunately w
e lost the car in traffic." 

"N
ot so good for your side, L

ieutenant." 
"W

ho w
as it?" 

"S
om

e kind of underground outfit. A
 bunch of 

trigger-happy kids." 
T

he lieutenant gave a quick, tight sm
ile. "A

ren't 

w
e all? W

hat did they w
ant of you?" 

"I am
 p

u
b

lic en
em

y
 n

u
m

b
er o

n
e fo

r try
in

g
 to

 
sell spare parts to the C

uban governm
ent. T

hey w
anted 

to rough m
e up." 

"Is that all?" 
"L

isten, L
ieutenant, I w

ant to cooperate, but the 
gam

e is getting a little confusing. H
ow

 about show
ing 

m
e your identification card?" 

T
he officer w

ordlessly reached into an inside 
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pocket and handed W
ilson a card w

ith a seal upon it 

en
cased

 in
 h

eav
y
 p

lastic. W
ilso

n
 lo

o
k
ed

 at it an
d
 

nodded. "G
-2." 

"I w
ork for C

aptain M
ufioz." 

"O
.K

. I'm
 at your service." 

"G
ive m

e the details . . . all of them
." 

"T
hey decided to kill m

e. T
hen they changed 

their m
inds and recruited m

e. I am
 supposed to give 

them
 all of the inform

ation I can on the spare-parts sale 

so that they can organize their sabotage accordingly." 
"W

here did they take you?" 
"F

irst to
 an

 o
ld

, ab
an

d
o
n
ed

 g
arag

e, 
I 

think 
som

ew
here here in H

avana. T
hen they took m

e to a 

farm
 about a three hours' drive over som

e rough roads. 
I w

as unconscious part of the tim
e." 

"H
ow

 m
any w

ere there?" 

"F
our m

en in their late teens or early tw
enties. 

O
ne w

om
an, fat, greasy, about thirty." 

"D
id you recognize any of them

 or hear nam
es 

m
entioned?" 

"T
h
e lead

er w
as called

 Jo
rg

e. 
I 

d
id

n
't h

ear 
nam

es for the other m
en. T

he w
om

an w
as M

aria, w
ho 

runs a bar on V
irtudes street." 

"W
ho is your contact?" 

"T
he w

om
an. I'm

 supposed to visit her tonight 
at eleven P.M

. at her bar." 

T
he lieutenant fixed him

 w
ith a cold, hard gaze 

for a m
om

ent. "V
ery w

ell. T
hat's all for now

. I'll tell 

C
aptain M

unoz that you have been cooperative. H
e w

ill 

be gratified. I shall be back at three P
.M

. I w
ant to talk 

w
ith you further and give you som

e instructions. A
lso 

som
e life insurance. W

e don't w
ant these neo-revolu-

tionists to kill you. T
hat w

ould be a pity." 
"I w

ouldn't like it w
orth a dam

n." 

"A
nd yet they w

ill try it, sooner or later. T
hey 
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sh
o
u
ld

 h
av

e k
illed

 y
o
u
 w

h
en

 th
ey

 h
ad

 y
o
u
. T

h
ey

 

shouldn't have trusted you." 
"Y

eah. I can see that." 
"Y

ou are still alive. I congratulate you. E
ither 

you w
ere very persuasive or they are still very inexperi-

enced. Y
ou have told m

e everything?" 
"T

he w
orks." 

"Y
ou have not m

ade som
ething up, added som

e- 

thing to m
islead m

e?" 
"I am

 to
o
 d

am
n
 tired

 to
 ev

en
 th

in
k
 straig

h
t. I 

couldn't m
ake up anything if I tried." 

"W
e'll d

o
 o

u
r talk

in
g
 h

ere in
 th

e fu
tu

re. T
h
is 

ro
o
m

 is n
o
w

 secu
re. W

e are clearin
g
 th

e rest o
f th

e 

floor. In this room
 you are perfectly safe. E

veryw
here 

else, w
atch yourself. Y

ou are creating a lot of attention 

in certain circles in H
avana, senor. Y

ou are vulnerable. 

R
em

ain here until I return at three P
.M

. "
  

"N
o strain. I can sleep the clock around." 

T
he lieutenant nodded, arose, and left the room

. 

W
ilso

n
 w

alk
ed

 o
v
er to

 th
e d

o
o
r an

d
 tried

 it. It w
as 

locked from
 the outside. H

e shrugged and returned to 

h
is b

ed
. In

 six
ty

 seco
n
d
s h

e w
as so

u
n
d
 asleep

. H
e 

aw
oke about tw

o P
.M

. and had show
ered and shaved by 

the tim
e the bolt on the door rattled and the lieutenant 

entered. W
ilso

n
 g

lo
w

ered
 at h

im
. "Y

o
u
 d

id
n
't h

av
e to

 

lock m
e in." 
"It w

as fo
r y

o
u
r o

w
n
 p

ro
tectio

n
 u

n
til w

e h
ad

 

m
ade certain arrangem

ents." T
here w

as the rattle of 

dishes and a tough-looking m
an in a w

aiter's uniform
 

en
tered

 an
d
 left a tray

. "G
o
 ah

ead
 an

d
 cat w

h
ile w

e 

talk, S
erior W

ilson," the lieutenant said, sitting dow
n on 

a chair. "Y
ou are probably hungry." 

W
ilson nodded and began to eat. 

"W
e w

ant you to continue your negotiations for 
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d
ie aw

ay
 in

 th
e h

all o
u
tsid

e. H
e tried

 th
e d

o
o
r. It 

opened. H
e looked dow

n the hallw
ay. T

here w
as no 

sign of life. H
e shut the door and sat dow

n on the bed. 
H

e rum
pled his hair in both hands, then he arose and 

retrieved a bottle of rum
 from

 his dresser draw
er. H

e 
filled his em

pty coffee cup half full and sw
allow

ed it 
dow

n. "C
hrist, w

hat a m
ess!" he m

uttered. 

S
hortly before eleven P

.M
. he entered the bar on 

V
irtudes S

treet. T
here w

ere five or six custom
ers from

 
the neighborhood in the sm

all, stale-sm
elling room

. 
M

aria w
as at the far end of the bar, leaning on her fore-

arm
s, w

atching a young prostitute at one of her tables 
try to convince a tired-looking fat m

an, w
ell past m

id-
dle age, to accom

pany her to a nearby hotel. W
ilson 

m
oved up to the bar. 

"D
o you think he'll buy it?" he asked M

aria. 
"H

e fears that he is no longer a m
an. H

e fears to 

"T
hen w

hy he is hanging around here?" 
"H

e w
ants to try. H

e feels the excitem
ent, but he 

is afraid." S
he looked at him

 for the first tim
e. "S

om
e-

day you w
ill be like that. A

fraid to prove yourself. Y
ou 

w
ill n

o
t w

ish
 to

 ad
m

it th
at y

o
u
 are an

 o
ld

 m
an

, an
y
 

m
ore than he does." 

"C
an

 th
at, sw

eetie. W
h
ere's a g

o
o
d
 p

lace to
 

talk?" S
he gestured tow

ard a door set in the rear w
all 

of the bar. "G
o in there. I'll follow

 in a few
 m

inutes. 
M

anuel can take care of the business." H
er eyes flicked 

tow
ard a sallow

 m
an standing behind the bar near the 

street entrance. H
e had the curious, self-effacing m

an-
ner of the chronically ill. W

ilson hadn't noticed him
 as 

he entered. 
"O

.K
. I'll w

ait for you." H
e took a bottle of beer 
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try." 

th
e sale o

f th
e sp

are p
arts. It is n

o
t fo

r u
s to

 say
 

w
hether the governm

ent w
ill actually purchase them

, 
but the negotiations m

ust continue so that w
e can trap 

these revolutionaries." 
W

ilson nodded, sw
allow

ing a m
outhful of egg. 

"W
e w

ant you to keep your rendezvous tonight 
at M

aria's bar. A
part from

 this, w
e suggest that you 

stay very close to the hotel. I w
ant you in this room

 at 
five P

.M
. every day w

ithout fail in case w
e w

ish to talk 
w

ith you." 
"R

ight." 
T

h
e lieu

ten
an

t reach
ed

 in
to

 th
e p

o
ck

et o
f h

is 
jacket. H

e held out a sm
all disk about an inch and a 

half across and a quarter of an inch thick. O
n it w

as 
etched a silhouette of a diver and the inscription "1st 
C

lass/D
iving C

ham
pion—

T
oronto 1955." T

he lieuten-
an

t d
ro

p
p
ed

 th
e d

isk
 in

to
 W

ilso
n
's p

alm
. T

h
is is a 

sw
im

m
ing m

edal that you w
on and alw

ays carry w
ith 

you. It contains a tiny, high-frequency transm
itter acti-

vated by a firm
 pressure in the center. If you get into 

serious trouble, press the m
edal firm

ly betw
een thum

b 
an

d
 fo

refin
g
er—

so
—

an
d
 it w

ill tran
sm

it a h
ig

h
-

frequency im
pulse w

hich w
e can receive and trace. W

e 
w

ill cover you w
herever you go, but this is your m

eans 
of crying for help. C

arry it in your trouser pocket w
ith 

your coins. O
ne can usually thrust his hands into his 

trouser pockets w
ithout creating suspicion, and you can 

easily activate it there." 
W

ilson looked at the m
edal. "Im

agine that. A
s a 

m
atter of fact, I am

 a pretty good diver." 
"A

ll th
e b

etter. L
et ev

en
ts tak

e th
eir co

u
rse, 

senor. W
atch yourself. B

e in your room
 each afternoon 

at five. I have no further instructions for you." 
"O

.K
." 

T
he lieutenant let him

self out of the room
 w

ith-
out a backw

ard glance. W
ilson listened to his footsteps 
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