
she handed to him
 and opened the door. L

ight from
 the 

b
ar sp

illed
 in

to
 th

e ro
o

m
 fo

r a m
o

m
en

t an
d

 th
en

 
w

as extinguished as the door sw
ung shut. W

hen his 
eyes becam

e adjusted to the gloom
 he realized that the 

room
 w

as not in total darkness. T
he light from

 an elec- • 
tric sign on a nearby building shone through a single 
curtainless w

indow
. T

he sign had a long row
 of yellow

 
bulbs that lighted in sequence, follow

ed by a legend in 
red and w

hite bulbs. T
hen there w

ere three seconds of 
darkness. T

he sequence began again as W
ilson stood 

inside the door, bathing the room
 in a yellow

 glow
 of 

increasing intensity, follow
ed by an explosion of red 

and w
hite. 
H

e w
alked forw

ard and sat dow
n in a chair fab-

ricated of heavy leather straps interw
oven and hung 

from
 a solid w

ooden fram
e. It w

as surprisingly com
-

fortable. H
e put his bottle of beer on the floor betw

een 
his feet and lit a cigarette. H

e had finished his beer and 
w

as sm
oking his third cigarette w

hen the door opened 
and M

aria entered. A
 w

ave of w
arm

, fetid air from
 the 

bar accom
panied her. 

"W
hat in hell took you so long?" 

"B
usiness before pleasure." S

he w
alked across 

the room
 and sat dow

n heavily on a day bed. It creaked 
and sw

ayed under her w
eight. "C

om
e over here." S

he 
slapped a heavy palm

 flat on the day bed beside her. 
W

ilson grinned. "W
hat are you pretending to 

be? S
om

e kind of vam
pire?" 

"It's better than castration, senor." 
H

is sm
iled

 fad
ed

 an
d
 h

e g
o
t u

p
 an

d
 sat d

o
w

n
 

beside her. "W
hy do you hate m

y guts so? I can't be the 
only guy that's laid you. Y

ou act like a deflow
ered vir-

gin and you sure as hell w
eren't. I forget the details, 

but I rem
em

ber that. F
or that m

atter, I've never had a 
virgin in C

uba. H
ow

 about that?" 

162  

"S
hut up. I don't hate you. If it w

eren't for m
e, 

you w
ould be dead by now

." 
"Y

eah, thanks. Y
ou prefer dism

em
berm

ent." 
"S

hut up, W
ilson. Y

ou talk too m
uch. L

et's see 

how
 virile you are." 

A
 half hour had passed w

hen she lifted herself 
off his body and sat beside him

, slow
ly com

bing her 
hair. "D

o you have anything to tell m
e for the under- 

ground?" 
"N

o." 
"W

hat did you do today?" 
"I stayed in m

y hotel room
. I w

as w
orn out." 

"A
ny visitors?" 

"Y
es." 

S
he stopped com

bing her hair. "W
ho?" 

"A
rm

y G
-z." 

T
he hairbrush rem

ained poised in m
idair. 

"W
hat did they w

ant?" 
"I h

ad
 b

een
 m

issin
g

 tw
en

ty
-fo

u
r h

o
u

rs. T
h

ey
 

w
anted to know

 w
hy." 

"W
hat did you tell them

?" 
"T

hat you and your boy friends kidnapped m
e 

and just before killing m
e decided to recruit m

e as an 
agent to report on m

y spare-parts sale." 
S

he looked at him
 in disbelief. "Y

ou bastard!" 
"T

h
ey

 saw
 m

e g
et k

id
n
ap

p
ed

 an
d
 reco

g
n
ized

 
Jorge and the others. W

hat else could I say?" 
"I ought to kill you." 
"Y

ou have said that before, but they know
 that I 

am
 here and you w

ould just add m
urder to the other 

crim
es they w

ill book you on, real and im
aginary." 

"W
hat in hell do you w

ant, W
ilson? W

hose side 

are you on? I can't figure you out." 
"I'm

 on no side. I am
 for Jack W

ilson. I w
ant to 

sell m
y spare parts and get out of C

uba w
ith the cash 
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and m
y hide. T

hey w
ere already on to you and your 

boy friends, sw
eetie. I didn't tell them

 anything they 
didn't already know

. I've given you a reprieve. T
hey 

are w
aiting to see w

hat your gam
e is w

ith m
e before 

they m
ove in and cut you up." 
S

h
e lo

o
k
ed

 at h
im

, h
er ey

es d
ark

 an
d
 em

p
ty

. 
"T

hey know
." 

"P
lay along w

ith m
e, sw

eetie, and I'll see that 
y
o
u
 g

et so
m

e o
f th

e cash
 fro

m
 th

e sp
are-p

arts d
eal. 

M
aybe, for old tim

es' sake, I can get you out to M
iam

i 
or K

ingston." 
S

he sat silently for a m
om

ent, her eyes fixed un-
seeingly on the electric sign outside the w

indow
. T

he 
sign ran through its repertoire several tim

es before she 
spoke, w

ashing her heavy som
ber face in yellow

, red, 
an

d
 w

h
ite. "I d

o
n

't h
ate y

o
u

, y
o

u
 k

n
o

w
," sh

e said
 

slow
ly in a different voice than he had heard before, 

"but can I trust you?" 
"S

w
eetie, I'm

 not asking you to trust m
e. Just 

play along w
ith m

e. I need som
e elbow

 room
 in this set-

up very badly. I'll visit you w
hen I can. I'll keep G

-2
 

aw
ay from

 you. W
hen I get the sale fixed, w

e'll skip this 
fly

b
lo

w
n
 co

u
n
try

. I d
id

n
't h

av
e to

 lev
el w

ith
 y

o
u
. I 

didn't have to tell you that G
-2

 w
as on to you. G

ive m
e 

credit for that at least." 
She nodded. "Y

es, I see that." 
"O

.K
., relax. W

e are both in a hole. W
e'll w

ork 
our w

ay out of it together." 
S

he sighed. "A
ll right, cara. Y

ou'd better leave 
m

e now
." 

"W
hat w

ill you tell the boy friends?" 
"T

hat you are w
orking on the spare-parts sale 

and have com
prom

ised a high official in the 
G

-2
." 

"G
ood." 

"T
om

orrow
 night at eleven?" 

"I'll be here." 
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"H
ow

 did they learn about m
e?" 

"W
ho?" 

"S
om

eone talked." 
"I have alw

ays feared that they w
ould penetrate 

our organization." 
H

e O
pened the door into the bar and looked out. 

A
 solitary drinker rem

ained. H
e w

as hunched over the 
bar, looking into his drink as if the answ

er to all of his 
problem

s w
ere there. T

he prostitute and her custom
er 

had disappeared. 
"H

asta luego," he said. 
"C

ara," she said softly. "R
em

em
ber I have the 

letter." 1 65 



FO
U

R
T

E
E

N
 

T
H

E
 taxi dropped him

 in front of the V
edado H

otel. 

A
s he w

alked across the lobby to take the elevator 

to his room
, he w

as conscious of the interested eyes of 

the lobby loungers follow
ing him

. H
e w

as tired and 

disgusted w
ith him

self. H
e really didn't give a dam

n. 

H
e stepped out on his floor and the elevator door 

closed behind him
. T

here w
asn't a sound. T

he hallw
ay 

in
 b

o
th

 d
irectio

n
s w

as em
p
ty

. H
e ey

ed
 th

e ro
w

s o
f 

clo
sed

 d
o
o
rs stan

d
in

g
 b

efo
re th

eir v
acan

t ro
o
m

s, 

shrugged, and w
alked dow

n to his ow
n door. It w

as un-

locked. W
ell, w

hy not? W
hat good w

ould a hotel door 
lock do? 

H
e entered the stuffy room

, flicking on the ceil-

ing light as he did so. T
here w

as no need to shut the 

door. H
e gave it a half-hearted closing kick w

ith one 

foot in passing, but it rem
ained ajar. H

e sat on the edge 

of his bed and lit a cigarette. T
he atm

osphere of the 

V
irtudes bar and M

aria's little backroom
 still clung to 

him
. 
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H
e sw

ore under his breath and got up restlessly. 

T
he rum

 bottle on the dresser had an inch of liquor in 

it. H
e tip

p
ed

 it u
p
 an

d
 d

rain
ed

 it. In
 th

e u
p
p
er rig

h
t 

draw
er he found an unopened bottle. H

e w
as about to 

tw
ist the top off w

hen he decided to go sw
im

m
ing in 

the pool. W
hy not? H

e had slept in this room
 all day. 

H
e couldn't sleep now

. A
t least he w

asn't leaving the 

hotel. T
hat should please G

-2
. H

e changed into sw
im

-

m
ing trunks, slipped on sandals and a robe, and taking 

the rum
 bottle, descended in the elevator to the service 

basem
ent and the passagew

ay to the pool. 
T

hough the pool w
as still lighted, the sw

im
m

ing 

p
o
o
l area w

as d
eserted

 an
d
 th

e d
in

in
g
 ro

o
m

 w
as 

closed. H
e put the rum

 bottle on the edge of the pool 

coping, and shedding his robe and slippers, plunged 

into the w
ater. H

e sw
am

 along in a cool, blue-w
hite 

w
orld surrounded by the inky darkness w

hich pressed 

on the surface of the w
ater above him

. T
he darkness 

had nothing to do w
ith him

. H
e w

as a sw
im

m
er in a 

different w
orld, em

erging only as necessary for a sw
al-

low
 of rum

 and new
 lungfuls of air. 

A
fter a tim

e he becam
e a hum

an porpoise, doing 

a plunging butterfly stroke; the splashing of the w
ater 

echoing up into the w
ell form

ed by the hotel and the 

n
eig

h
b
o
rin

g
 ap

artm
en

t h
o
u
se. A

t len
g
th

 h
e b

eg
an

 a 

slo
w

 craw
l b

ack
 an

d
 fo

rth
 acro

ss th
e p

o
o
l, a sin

g
le, 

black silhouette m
oving across the lighted blue surface. 

T
he w

ater im
m

ediately in front of him
 spit up 

into his face, follow
ed alm

ost im
m

ediately by the crack 

of a rifle partially m
uffled by the sounds of street traffic 

fired from
 an elevation above him

. H
e turned in panic 

and began to sw
im

 rapidly tow
ard the near end of the 

pool. A
nother rifle shot split the w

ater beside him
. A

s 

he neared the edge of the pool his em
pty rum

 bottle on 

the coping disintegrated under a third shot. H
e pulled 

him
self over the edge of the pool and fell headlong into 
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the landscaping along the pool's edge. H
e craw

led on 
his hands and knees into the darkest area he could find, 
his eyes searching the scores of w

indow
s above him

 for 
the rifle that had fired. H

e could see nothing but em
pty 

w
indow

s, m
ost of them

 dark, five or six lighted. H
is 

breath cam
e in rasping gasps and he found that he w

as 
trem

b
lin

g
 u

n
co

n
tro

llab
ly

. H
e stay

ed
 o

n
 h

is k
n
ees, 

crouched in the shadow
 of a large tropical fern, listen-

ing intently. A
s his eyes becam

e adjusted to the dark, 
he noticed a w

om
an lying on a chaise, looking at him

 
w

ith am
usem

ent. It w
as D

iana V
ogel. 

"M
y hero," she said m

ockingly. 
H

is pulse began to increase its beat again. "W
ho 

shot at m
e?" he w

hispered. "D
id you see?" 

"T
hey w

ere not very good shots, w
ere they?" she 

said lightly. 
"W

hat are you doing here?" 
"I w

as w
atching you sw

im
. Y

ou have a beautiful 
body." H

e continued to crouch in the shadow
s. 

"A
ren't you com

ing out? Y
ou look rather silly in 

there." H
e g

o
t to

 h
is feet b

u
t stay

ed
 in

 th
e sh

ad
o
w

s. 
"T

here's nothing silly," he croaked, "about a guy in a 
pair of bathing trunks getting out of the line of fire of a 
sniper w

ith a rifle." 
S

he left the chaise and m
oved close to him

. T
he 

scent of her perfum
e touched him

, but she stopped an 
in

ch
 aw

ay
 fro

m
 h

im
. "T

h
ey

 can
't sh

o
o
t y

o
u
 n

o
w

, 
liebling, unless they w

ish to shoot m
e too." 

"W
hat is this?" H

is voice had a slight trem
or. 

S
he laughed. "Y

ou don't feel anything for m
e, 

Jack? Y
ou are too frightened?" 

H
e w

et his lips. "L
ook, you bitch. A

fter w
hat 

your friends did to m
e in that w

horehouse, I w
ouldn't 

give you a tum
ble. W

ho's doing the shooting. O
ne of 

yours?" i6
8
 

"O
f course. If they had w

ished to kill you, they 
w

ould have done so. Y
ou are very foolish for an agent, 

darling. Y
ou m

ade a prefect target in that pool." 
"W

ho says I'm
 an agent?" 

"O
h, com

e. Y
ou don't still pretend that you are 

in the export-im
port business, do you?" 

"N
o, I guess not." 

"T
he riflem

an is still above you, liebling. If you 

com
e w

ith m
e, they w

ill not kill you. If you m
ove aw

ay 
from

 m
e, they w

ill shoot to kill and they w
ill not m

iss." 
"I am

 under the protective custody of the C
uban 

arm
y G

-2, you know
." 

"A
n
d
 w

h
ere are th

ey
 n

o
w

?" sh
e ask

ed
 m

o
ck

- 

ingly. "P
retty close." 

"T
hey are not very alert. T

hey think that you are 
still in your room

. Y
ou left your little w

arning device 
there. V

ery careless of you." 
"Y

ou know
 about that?" 

"O
f course. C

uba is no place for secrets." 
"W

hose side are you on, D
iana?" 

"C
om

e w
ith m

e and find out." 
"I guess that I haven't m

uch choice." 
"N

one at all." 
"O

.K
." 

"C
om

e along and put on your robe and slippers. 
W

e shall leave the pool together by the staircase and 
the passagew

ay through the service basem
ent. W

hen 
w

e com
e to the door to the m

en's steam
 room

, you w
ill 

enter it." 
"W

hat happens then?" 
"A

 few
 questions." 

"T
hen they kill m

e?" 
"I don't think so. B

ut w
e are w

asting tim
e. Y

ou 
w

ill surely die if I turn aw
ay from

 you and leave you 

here alone." 
"I could grab you and use you as a shield to get 
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back into the hotel. Y
our ow

n people w
ouldn't shoot 

you." S
he sm

iled. "B
ut I w

ould shoot you if you tried." 
H

e lo
o
k
ed

 d
o
w

n
 an

d
 saw

 th
e fain

t g
lin

t o
f a 

sm
all pistol in her hand. "It is only .22 caliber, a lady's 

size, but at this distance and into the heart it w
ould kill 

you." 

H
e w

et his lips. "T
his certainly is a m

ixed-up 
w

ay to try to talk w
ith m

e. W
hy all the m

elodram
a?" 

"It is n
o

t m
elo

d
ram

a, d
arlin

g
. It is v

ery
, v

ery
 

serious. Y
ou w

ere foolish enough to go sw
im

m
ing and 

w
e had to im

provise. It is the best w
e can do at the m

o- 
m

ent. W
e can't stand here any longer. A

re you com
-

ing?" 
"O

.K
., let's go." 

A
t the m

en's steam
 room

 door he left her. 
H

e en
tered

 a lo
ck

er ro
o

m
 ab

o
u

t tw
en

ty
 feet 

square. B
efore the row

s of green m
etal lockers w

hich 
lined the w

alls of the room
 w

ooden benches had been 
placed. A

 single glass fixture in the ceiling covered w
ith 

a w
ire guard lighted the room

. T
w

o stocky m
en w

ith 
S

lavic faces dressed alike in gray tropical-w
eight suits 

w
ere w

aiting for him
. T

hey sat side by side on one of 
the benches, looking like disapproving trainers. 

"S
it over there, M

r. W
ilson." O

ne of them
 w

ear-
ing a blue tie gestured to a bench. 

"O
.K

." 
"W

e w
ant to ask you several questions, M

r. W
il-

son," B
lue T

ie said in a soft voice. "W
e w

ant direct an-
sw

ers. Y
ou know

 that w
e are capable of violence and 

w
on't hesitate to use it. H

ow
ever, if you cooperate, w

e 
can com

plete our business w
ith you quickly and you 

can return to the security of your room
 and your C

uban 
guards." H

e sm
iled sardonically, revealing a gold tooth 

in the front of his low
er jaw

. 
"I'll cooperate. I don't w

ant any trouble." 
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"V
ery w

ell. W
hy are you in C

uba?" 
"I am

 here to sell spare parts to the C
astro gov- 

ernm
ent." 

"Y
ou no longer pretend to buy and sell trinkets?" 

"N
o." 

"W
hat kind of spare parts?" 

"S
pare parts for old A

m
erican m

achinery." 
"W

here do the spare parts com
e from

?" 
"F

rom
 U

nited S
tates dealers. M

ost of this stuff is 
alread

y
 o

b
so

lete in
 th

e S
tates. T

h
e p

arts are a d
rag

 
th

ere. T
h
ey

 fin
d
 th

eir w
ay

 to
 C

an
ad

a, w
h
ere I b

u
y
 

them
 up. I w

ill ship them
 out of T

oronto." 
T

he m
an w

earing a red tie, w
ho had been silent, 

cleared his throat. "W
e represent the Intelligence S

er-
vice of the S

oviet U
nion. W

e have investigated your 
background in T

oronto, M
r. W

ilson. Y
ou have no great 

experience in the sale of spare parts. W
hy do you en-

gage in this risky business?" 
"T

here's a lot of m
oney in it." 

"A
nd danger, too." 

"I'm
 just finding that out." 

R
ed T

ie pursued his point. "Y
ou have partners?" 

"I have a source of supply." 
"W

ho?" 
"N

o particular person. If I get the order, I'll go 
hunting for the parts. I think that I know

 w
here to find 

them
." "W

hy is C
uban G

-2 so interested in you?" 
"T

h
e C

u
b
an

 in
 ch

arg
e o

f n
eg

o
tiatin

g
 fo

r th
e 

sp
are p

arts tried
 to

 g
et m

e to
 g

iv
e h

im
 a b

rib
e. I re-

fused, but it m
ade the C

ubans suspicious of m
e. T

hey 
have been follow

ing m
e around ever since." 

"T
he C

uban is?" 
"W

as. P
ablo P

erez. H
e's now

 dead." 
"A

h, yes. I have heard rum
ors to that effect." R

ed 
T

ie rubbed the stubble of beard on his chin. "T
oday the 
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0
-2

 m
ore than doubled their surveillance of you. F

rom
 

w
hom

 are they guarding you?" 

"A
 C

u
b
an

 u
n
d
erg

ro
u
n
d
 g

ro
u
p
. T

h
ey

 k
id

n
ap

p
ed

 
m

e and tried to kill m
e."  

"T
h
en

 th
e C

u
b
an

 g
o
v
ern

m
en

t w
an

ts y
o
u
r sp

are 
parts?" 	

• 
"I g

u
ess so

. A
t least u

n
til th

ey
 m

ak
e u

p
 th

eir 
m

inds they are trying to keep m
e alive." 

"A
nd that is getting m

ore difficult every day, m
y 

dear M
r. W

ilson?" 

"Y
eah, I guess so." W

ilson nervously lit a ciga- 
rette from

 a pack in the pocket of his robe. 

"It is a pity. S
o m

any people w
ant you dead." 

"Y
eah, I guess so. L

ately." 
"W

e don't w
ant you dead, M

r. W
ilson." 

"I'm
 m

ighty glad to hear it." 
"W

e need your help." 
"L

o
o
k
, I'm

 ju
st a d

u
m

b
 jerk

 fro
m

 T
o
ro

n
to

. I 
can't give S

oviet Intelligence any help." 

"Y
es, you can. Y

ou can keep us inform
ed about 

the spare-parts sale." 
"L

ike w
hat?".  

"T
ell u

s w
h
at th

e C
u
b
an

s o
rd

er, th
e p

rices, th
e 

specifications." 

"D
o

n
't th

e C
u

b
an

s tell y
o

u
 w

h
at y

o
u

 w
an

t to
 

know
? I thought that C

uba and the S
oviet U

nion w
ere 

like that." H
e crossed his fingers. 

"W
e lik

e in
d

ep
en

d
en

t so
u

rces o
f in

fo
rm

atio
n

." 
W

ilson w
as silent a m

om
ent. "O

.K
. I'll keep you 

in
 th

e p
ictu

re. M
y

 o
n

ly
 in

terest is in
 m

ak
in

g
 th

e sale." 
R

ed T
ie to

o
k
 o

u
t a to

o
th

p
ick

 an
d
 su

ck
ed

 o
n
 it 

noisily, studying the countenance of the C
anadian w

ith 

crafty, penetrating eyes. "A
nd try to recall m

ore of your 
business contacts in C

anada, M
r. W

ilson. I keep feeling 
that there is som

ething m
issing here, som

e elem
ent that 

is n
o
t fu

lly
 ex

p
lain

ed
. It m

ak
es m

e v
ery

 u
n
co

m
fo

rt-
able." 172  

"N
o
, th

ere is n
o
th

in
g
 m

o
re. I ju

st h
av

en
't fu

lly
 

w
orked out that end of the deal yet." 

"T
hink about it, M

r. W
ilson. T

hink about it very 

carefully, and then tell us about it." 
B

lue T
ie glanced at R

ed T
ie and arose from

 the 

bench. "Y
ou can go now

. W
e w

ill contact you w
hen w

e 

w
ant you." 

W
ilson turned to go. 

"A
nd M

r. W
ilson." 

"Y
es?" 

"F
orget about D

iana V
ogel. S

he is not for you." 
W

ilson nodded his head. "N
o strain there." 

H
e to

o
k
 th

e elev
ato

r to
 h

is em
p
ty

 ro
o
m

 o
n
 h

is 
em

pty floor—
his private security area, full of holes like 

any C
uban attem

pt at security. H
ow

 had F
idel escaped 

an assassin's bullet so long? M
aybe they loved him

 after 
all. B

u
t w

h
en

 h
ad

 lo
v
e ev

er sav
ed

 an
y
o
n
e fro

m
 th

e 

bullet w
ith the right nam

e on it? 
H

e w
alk

ed
 in

to
 th

e sh
o
w

er an
d
 strip

p
ed

 o
ff h

is 

sw
im

m
ing trunks. T

he hot w
ater and soap felt good. H

e 
tow

eled him
self and sat dow

n on the bed in his shorts. 

W
hat in hell did he do now

? H
e had them

 all happy at 

the m
om

ent, but in C
uba everybody penetrated every-

b
o
d
y
 else's o

rg
an

izatio
n
. It w

as ju
st a m

atter o
f tim

e 
until som

eone found out that he w
as now

 a triple agent. 

O
r w

as it q
u

ad
ru

p
le? S

o
m

e k
in

d
 o

f a g
o

d
d

am
n

ed
 

reco
rd

, in
 an

y
 ev

en
t:. H

e lit a cig
arette. T

h
ere w

as n
o
 

chance to contact "F
orbes" now

. Jack W
ilson w

as prob-
ably the best know

n foreigner in C
uba, at least am

ong 

the intelligence types. C
ould P

aco help? W
hy drag the 

poor bastard into this? H
e probably w

as in trouble w
ith 

G
-2 already for entertaining him

. 
T

h
e th

in
g

 to
 d

o
 w

as to
 cu

t h
is lo

sses an
d

 ru
n

 

. . . g
et o

u
t o

f C
u

b
a an

d
 g

et o
u

t fast. H
e tu

rn
ed

 o
u

t 

th
e light and lay on his bed staring into the darkness. In 

the m
orning he w

ould fly out. H
e had his return flight 

tick
et an

d
, th

an
k
 G

o
d
, h

e h
ad

 h
is C

an
ad

ian
 p

assp
o
rt. 
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H
e slept fitfully. A

bout four A
.M

. he aw
oke w

ith 
a start, g

o
t u

p
 an

d
 stu

m
b

led
 o

v
er to

 h
is su

itcase to
 

search frantically for his air ticket and passport. W
hen 

he found them
 in his passport case, his brow

 w
as w

et 
w

ith
 p

ersp
iratio

n
 an

d
 h

is h
an

d
s w

ere trem
b
lin

g
. H

e 
slipped the case under his pillow

 w
here he could touch 

it w
ith his fingertips and fell asleep. 

S
hortly after daw

n he called the airline and w
as 

told that there w
ere no flights available for a w

eek. 
"A

 w
eek

? I h
av

e to
 b

e in
 T

o
ro

n
to

 to
m

o
rro

w
. 

T
his is an em

ergency." 
"I am

 very sorry, senor. T
his telephone is at the 

airport. I suggest that you discuss your problem
 at our 

m
ain ticket office dow

ntow
n. It opens at nine A

.M
." 

"L
ook, buddy, I don't w

ant to discuss m
y prob-

lem
 w

ith anybody. T
his is urgent." 

"I am
 very sorry, senor. W

e are all booked up for 
today's flight. T

here is really nothing I can do." 
"C

ould I shipside it if I cam
e out to the airport?" 

"N
o chance, senor. W

e have a long w
aiting list." 

W
ilson slam

m
ed dow

n the telephone. S
team

ship 
lin

es? C
o
u
ld

 h
e g

et o
n
 a sh

ip
? S

tead
y
, stead

y
, d

o
n
't 

panic. M
ake it seem

 casual. If they get the idea that 
you are running for it, they w

ill all close in. 
H

e took a show
er and w

ent dow
n to the dining 

room
 for breakfast. S

hortly after nine o'clock he took a 
taxi to the airline office. A

 very pretty m
ulatto girl w

ith 
p
o
u
tin

g
 lip

s an
d
 a faraw

ay
 m

an
n
er sto

o
d
 b

eh
in

d
 a 

sm
all counter sign reading R

ESER
V

A
C

IoN
ES. S

he did not 
look up w

hen he approached. 
"S

i?" 
"M

y nam
e is W

ilson, C
anadian. I'm

 ticketed, but 
I n

eed
 a flig

h
t o

u
t o

f h
ere to

d
ay

, an
 em

erg
en

cy
 at 

hom
e." T

h
e g

irl slo
w

ly
 raised

 h
er ey

es to
 h

is. "Y
o

u
 

k
n

o
w

," sh
e said

 w
ith

o
u

t in
terest, "th

at y
o

u
 n

eed
 a 
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clearance from
 the C

uban authorities to leave the coun- 
try. 

"N
o I don't. I am

 a foreign tourist." 
S

he shrugged. "It doesn't m
atter. W

e have no 
space anyw

ay." 
"H

ow
 about tom

orrow
?" 

"N
o. N

othing until next w
eek." 

"L
ook," his voice dropped, "this is im

portant to 
m

e. I can't discuss it over the counter. H
ow

 about hav-
ing a cup of coffee w

ith m
e?" 

S
he looked at him

 im
passively, slow

ly chew
ing a 

piece of airline gum
. "Y

ou going to w
aste m

y tim
e?" 

"I'll go out for coffee in ten m
inutes at the cafe 

around the corner. If I see you, I'll talk w
ith you." 

"R
ight." 

W
hen she cam

e in, he w
as sitting at an em

pty 
table for tw

o in the rear of the cafe. H
e casually raised 

a finger. S
he sauntered back and sat beside him

. 
"C

offee?" 
"Y

es." 
H

e h
an

d
ed

 h
er h

is tick
et en

v
elo

p
e. W

ith
 th

e 
ticket w

as a U
nited S

tates fifty-dollar bill. 
"Y

ou can see that the ticket is valid." 
S

h
e d

eftly
 rem

o
v
ed

 th
e fifty

-d
o
llar b

ill an
d
 

handed the ticket back to him
. "Y

es, I can see that." S
he 

sipped her coffee. "T
here's no chance for today. I can 

put you at the head of the w
aiting list for tom

orrow
. 

Y
ou'll get on. S

om
eone w

ith a reservation alw
ays fails 

to appear or their papers aren't in order, especially if 
they are C

uban." 
"S

hould I com
e back into the airline office w

ith 

you?" "N
o need. I'll put your nam

e on the list. Just go 
to the airport an hour before flight tim

e. H
ave you a 

card w
ith your nam

e?" 
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H
e handed a S

ail E
xports card to her. S

he put it 

in her purse and arose. "T
hank you for the coffee." 

"D
on't give it a thought." 

H
e h

ad
 an

o
th

er cu
p
 o

f co
ffee an

d
 a cig

arette. 

M
aybe he ought to register at the C

anadian E
m

bassy, 

just in case. T
hen he shrugged. W

hat good w
ould that 

do? If he w
ere in real trouble he w

ould be dead. If he 

w
ere aliv

e, P
aco

 co
u
ld

 d
o
 m

o
re fo

r h
im

 th
an

 th
e 

C
anadian E

m
bassy. H

e took a taxi back to the hotel. 

A
fter his experience of the night before he had 

lost all interest in using the sw
im

m
ing pool. H

e bought 

tw
o bottles of rum

 and a paperback m
ystery in S

panish 

to help pass the tim
e. 

T
h
e n

ex
t m

o
rn

in
g
 h

e w
as at th

e airp
o
rt tw

o
 

h
o
u
rs b

efo
re flig

h
t tim

e. T
h
irty

 m
in

u
tes b

efo
re th

e 

flight w
as called, he w

as paged at the ticket counter. 

"Seiior W
ilson?" 

"Y
es." 

"W
e have a cancellation. W

e can accom
m

odate 

you now
. M

ay I see your ticket and passport?" 

H
e w

as q
u
ick

ly
 p

ro
cessed

 an
d
 h

is b
ag

g
ag

e 

checked. H
e returned to his seat and anxiously w

aited 

for the plane to be called over the loudspeaker system
. 

A
n
o
th

er h
alf-h

o
u
r an

d
 h

e w
o
u
ld

 b
e in

 th
e air. It 

seem
ed

 so
 sim

p
le. O

f co
u
rse h

e w
as in

 C
u
b
a as a 

C
anadian tourist and he had no police record. N

o one 

but G
-2 could stop him

 officially, and that m
ight cause 

an incident w
ith C

anada, one of C
uba's few

 useful con-

tacts w
est of the iron curtain. S

om
etim

es the best w
ay 

w
as the obvious and sim

ple w
ay. Y

ou w
ant to leave 

C
u
b
a? Ju

st g
o
 to

 th
e airp

o
rt an

d
 g

et o
n
 an

 airp
lan

e. 

C
autiously his spirits rose, but he forced his m

ind aw
ay 

fro
m

 o
p
tim

istic th
o
u
g
h
ts. It w

as b
etter n

o
t to

 th
in

k
; 

b
etter to

 rem
ain

 su
sp

en
d
ed

 in
 tim

e w
ith

 th
e m

in
d
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em
pty. T

he rem
aining m

inutes w
ould pass. M

aybe he 

w
ould try to buy back the M

odel C
ar R

acing C
enter 

w
hen he got to T

oronto. 
H

e heard the loudspeaker system
 announcing in 

S
panish the arrival of his airplane. It w

as fifteen m
in-

utes late in reaching H
avana. H

e w
iped the palm

s of 

his hands on his trousers in an unconscious gesture and 

lit an
o
th

er cig
arette. It w

as th
e last in

 th
e p

ack
. H

e 

w
alked over to a tobacco counter and bought another 

pack. W
ith luck, this w

ould be his last purchase of the 

stro
n
g
, lo

o
sely

 ro
lled

 C
u
b
an

 cig
arette. H

e'd
 b

u
y
 an

 

A
m

erican brand on the plane. 
T

he flight had been called. H
e m

oved into the 

line of departing passengers filing through the gate. 

S
o
m

etim
es it w

as easier th
an

 y
o
u
 ex

p
ected

 o
r ev

en
 

h
o
p
ed

. If th
e reco

rd
 h

ad
 listed

 h
im

 as a C
u
b
an

, h
e 

w
ould have been interrogated and searched as w

ell. A
s 

a C
anadian tourist, his processing w

as a m
atter of rou-

tine. H
e m

oved up until he w
as before the airline em

- 

ployee checking the passenger list. 
"Selior Jack W

ilson?" 
"S

i." W
ilson extended his boarding envelope. 

"S
tep to one side, please." 

W
ilson's gaze becam

e fixed and his heart began 

to pound. "W
hat?" he asked stupidly. 

"S
tep to one side, please." 

"B
ut I am

 booked on this flight. M
y baggage is 

already aboard." 
"T

here is som
e difficulty. I am

 certain that you 

w
ill n

o
t m

iss th
e flig

h
t. P

lease rep
o
rt to

 o
u
r tick

et 

counter." 
W

ilson stood hesitating. 
T

he airline em
ployee glanced significantly at the 

arm
ed guard at the gate. "P

lease, senor, you are delay-

ing the boarding process. O
ur ticket counter, please." 

W
ilson eyed the guard and capitulated. H

e hur- 
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ried to the ticket counter, w
here he w

as blocked from
 

the clerks by a throng of passengers checking in for a 
local flight. 

"M
y
 n

am
e is W

ilso
n
," h

e sh
o
u
ted

 fran
tically

 
over the w

all of people. "Y
ou w

ant to see m
e?" 

A
 clerk gestured tow

ard a door at the end of the 
counter. "In im

m
igration. Y

ou are w
anted in im

m
igra-

tion." H
e hurried over to the door and opened it. H

e 
w

as in the sam
e sm

all office from
 w

hich he had entered 
C

uba. It w
as em

pty, but his baggage w
as sitting accus-

ingly on the floor beside the stained m
etal desk.,H

is 
shoulders slum

ped and he listlessly w
alked over to a 

straight chair and sat dow
n. H

e w
asn't going to m

ake 
his plane. 

T
he tim

e of the airplane's departure passed and 
still no one appeared. H

e had been w
aiting nearly forty 

m
inutes w

hen the young arm
y officer he had m

et on his 
arrival cam

e briskly through the door. 
"G

ood m
orning, Senor W

ilson." H
is sm

ile flashed. 
"I am

 so sorry to have kept you w
aiting." 

"D
o
n
't g

iv
e it a th

o
u
g
h
t, am

igo. I m
issed

 m
y
 

plane, that's all." 
T

he officer continued to sm
ile at him

 happily, 
his jet black eyes searching his face. "S

om
eone doesn't 

w
ant you to leave, senor. It is as sim

ple as that." 
"W

ho doesn't w
ant m

e to leave?" 
"S

om
eone. S

om
e big shot. I am

 only a second 
lieutenant. I don't ask." H

e put his feet up on his desk 
and yaw

ned, looking at W
ilson over his shoe tops. "I 

suppose that you know
 w

ho that w
ould be, S

enor W
il-

son?" "A
m

 I under arrest?" 
"O

f course not." 
"T

hen I can catch any airplane out of here I can 
find space on. I am

 a C
anadian citizen." 
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"E
xactly. If the airlines w

ill sell space to you, 
you can try again to leave." A

 little sm
ile touched the 

officer's lips. 
"I see." W

ilso
n
 sat silen

tly
. "It's n

ice to
 b

e 
w

anted," he added after a m
om

ent. 
"Y

ou are one of C
uba's ow

n, senor. " 
"I guess I'll get back to the V

edado. T
hat is, if 

they have room
 for m

e. I require an entire floor." 
"I understand that they expect you, senor." T

he 
lieutenant got to his feet. "A

 porter w
ill take out your 

bags, S
enor W

ilson. I am
 glad you w

ill stay on w
ith us." 

W
ilson forced a grin. "W

ell, I like the clim
ate." 
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the house for som
e dom

inoes tonight? W
e'll have som

e 

beer and sit around in our bare feet, O
.K

.?" 
"O

.K
. W

hat tim
e?" 

"E
ight o'clock. T

ake a taxi, I can't com
e in for 

you tonight. Y
ou know

 w
here it is." 

"R
ight." 

 

F
IF

T
E

E
N

 

 

 

Hi
E

 signed the register of the V
edado H

otel and the 

clerk w
ordlessly handed him

 his room
 key. H

is 

flo
o
r w

as em
p
ty

 an
d
 silen

t as b
efo

re. N
o
th

in
g
 h

ad
 

changed. H
e did not open his bags, but loosened his 

tie and sat dow
n on the edge of the bed. H

is eyes w
ere 

fixed on his clasping and unclasping hands. T
he sudden 

peal of the telephone startled him
. 

"W
ilson," he said in a m

onotone. 

"C
hico! T

his is P
aco. W

here in hell have you 

been? I haven't heard from
 you. I thought you had left 

C
uba w

ithout saying good-bye." 

W
ilso

n
 cleared

 h
is th

ro
at an

d
 tried

 to
 m

atch
 

G
o
m

ez's b
u
o
y
an

t air. "I'v
e b

een
 aro

u
n
d
. It's a lo

n
g
 

story. I tried to telephone you once or tw
ice." 

"T
he hell you did! I'll have to speak to this crazy 

guy I got w
orking for m

e. N
ow

 he doesn't even tell m
e 

w
ho telephones! S

ay, C
hico, how

 about com
ing out to 

i8o 

T
hey sat on the patio overlooking the sw

im
m

ing 

pool. E
xcept for R

ita C
arlos and the guard stationed as 

u
su

al o
u
tsid

e th
e h

o
u
se, th

ey
 w

ere alo
n
e. R

ita id
ly

 

w
atched their play and served them

 drinks from
 tim

e to 

tim
e. W

hen she tired of w
atching, she sat a short dis-

tance aw
ay, poised and quiet, doing her nails and lan-

guorously brushing her long brow
n hair. 

"S
he's a nice kid," G

om
ez said in E

nglish. "S
he'll 

get us som
ething to eat w

hen w
e w

ant it. I ran every-

body else off the place for tonight." 
"M

aybe she's too dom
esticated." 

"N
o. N

o. S
he just does like she's told. A

nd she 

likes m
en." 
"T

hat's the best kind." 
G

om
ez m

ade his play and spoke w
ith his eyes on 

the table. "D
id you get into another fight, Jack?" 

"W
hat do you m

ean?" 
"T

he cut lip. T
he new

 bruises." 
"O

h, I did a stupid dam
n thing the other night. I 

w
as w

atching som
e kids fishing from

 the rocks on the 

M
alecon and I clim

bed dow
n to see better, slipped, and 

fell in
. I'm

 lu
ck

y
 th

at th
e tid

e w
as o

u
t an

d
 th

e sea 

calm
." "T

hose usually aren't very good conditions for 

fishing." 
"Y

eah, I know
." 

G
om

ez raised his eyes to his. "D
on't give m

e that 
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