
C
hen m

ade a little gesture w
ith his hands. "It is 

th
e m

ean
s o

f ex
ch

an
g
e in

 th
is im

p
erfect w

o
rld

. W
e 

could hardly bribe you in ruples or in yen." 
"H

ardly." 
C

h
en

 w
alk

ed
 w

ith
 h

im
 u

p
. sto

n
e stairs to

 th
e 

ground level. H
e opened the sm

all door into the booth. 

"Y
ou w

ill find that your lady love is w
aiting," he w

his-

pered. W
ilson bent forw

ard and slipped into the booth. 

T
he door shut behind him

. H
e heard a bolt shoot hom

e. 

"H
ello again," he said to the girl beside him

. 

"H
ello." S

he returned his gaze w
ithout em

bar-

rassm
ent. 
"M

iss m
e?" 	

• 
S

he laughed at this, show
ing w

hite, even teeth. 

"I u
n
d
erstan

d
 fro

m
 C

h
en

 th
at w

e still h
av

e a 

date," W
ilson said. 

"If you w
ish." 

"O
.K

., let's get out of here and find som
eplace 

w
here the liquor is m

ore reliable." 

T
he curtains of the booth w

ere pushed back and 

they w
alked through the C

hina C
lub to the street. T

he 

lights of the am
usem

ent park tw
inkled in the darkness. 

T
he low

 rum
ble of the roller coaster and the voices of 

the crow
d drifted across the avenue. 

"L
et's have som

e fun," W
ilson said, taking her 

T
hey entered the brightly lighted gates of the 

am
usem

ent park and w
alked hand in hand by the con-

cessions. T
hey stood and w

atched a fire eater dem
on-

strate his skill, w
hile a barker shouted his alm

ost unin-

te
llig

ib
le

 p
itc

h
, u

rg
in

g
 th

e
m

 to
 se

e
 th

e
 e

n
tire

 

perform
ance. N

earby, there w
as the steady crack of 

sm
all-caliber rifles at a shooting gallery, and beyond, 

th
e en

tran
ce to

 th
e ro

ller co
aster o

u
tlin

ed
 in

 sm
all 

blinking w
hite and yellow

 lights. 
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"L
et's take a ride," W

ilson shouted, gesturing to 

the roller coaster. 
T

he girl looked up at the huge w
ooden scaffold- 

ing w
ith its plunging track and sharp curves and drew

 

back. "O
h, no!" 

"S
ure, you'll like it," W

ilson said and taking her 

by the arm
, he pulled her tow

ard the ticket booth. 

T
h
ey

 sat in
 th

e fro
n
t ro

w
 o

f a car w
ith

 th
ree 

row
s of seats. T

here w
ere no other custom

ers w
hen it 

w
as tim

e to start and they had the car to them
selves. It 

m
oved forw

ard w
ith a slight jerk and then w

as pulled 

steadily up the first high incline from
 w

hich it w
ould 

begin its free run around the track, w
hich descended in 

dips and curves to the ground level. T
hey rose slow

ly 

ab
o
v
e th

e am
u
sem

en
t p

ark
 u

n
til th

ey
 co

u
ld

 see th
e 

ocean nearby, its darkness punctuated only by the red 

and w
hite lights of navigational buoys, and the brighter 

w
hite lights of M

iram
ar and V

edado strung along the 

coast until they blended w
ith the glow

 of the city in the 

distance. 
T

he girl beside him
 w

as shivering uncontroll- 

ably. "I am
 afraid," she w

him
pered. "I am

 afraid." 

H
e p

u
t h

is arm
 aro

u
n
d
 h

er as th
ey

 to
p
p
ed

 th
e 

rise. T
hey seem

ed to hang there for a m
om

ent in the 

so
ft n

ig
h
t. T

h
e so

u
n
d
s o

f lau
g
h
ter an

d
 a m

u
rm

u
r o

f 

voices, blended w
ith the m

usic of a calliope, rose from
 

th
e am

u
sem

en
t p

ark
 b

elo
w

 th
em

, sp
lit fro

m
 tim

e to
 

tim
e by the high crack of the shooting gallery rifles. 

T
h
e g

irl jerk
ed

, m
o
v
ed

 v
io

len
tly

 in
 h

is arm
s, an

d
 

slum
ped forw

ard, blood from
 a w

ound in her forehead 

stream
ing dow

n her face. W
ilson stared at her uncom

-

prehendingly as the car plunged dow
nw

ard into its first 

rapid descent. T
he lim

p body beside him
 nearly slipped 

from
 his grasp and for a m

om
ent he thought it w

ould 

pitch over the end of the car into the crow
d below

. H
e 

held her tightly W
ith one arm

 and clung to the car w
ith 
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the other. T
he car reached the' bottom

 of the first de-
cline and slow

ed slightly as it rocked noisily over its 
uneven steel rails. H

e took his free hand and raised the 
girl's hanging head. S

he w
as dead, w

ith a gaping bullet 
w

ound above her right eye. 
T

h
e car sw

u
n

g
 aro

u
n

d
 a cu

rv
e, th

ro
w

in
g

 th
e 

body against him
, and plunged dow

nw
ard again, the 

w
in

d
 w

h
ip

p
in

g
 w

ild
ly

 th
e b

lack
 h

air o
f th

e h
an

g
in

g
 

head. O
n the next level stretch W

ilson laid the body 
lengthw

ise at his feet and craw
led back to the rear row

 
of seats. T

here w
as another shallow

er dip in the track 
and the car began to lose speed. A

s it rattled tow
ard the 

en
d
 o

f its ru
n
, W

ilso
n
 in

sp
ected

 h
im

self fo
r b

lo
o
d
. 

T
here w

as som
e on his hands but none on his clothing. 

H
e w

iped his hands on a handkerchief and held it in a 
doubled-up fist until he could safely dispose of it. 

T
he car cam

e to a halt and W
ilson sprang out of 

his seat. A
 sw

arthy m
an in a faded and patched w

ine-
colored uniform

 sm
iled at him

 at the exit gate. "G
ood 

ride, senor?" 
W

ilso
n
 n

o
d
d
ed

. "I'll n
ev

er fo
rg

et it," h
e m

u
t-

tered thickly. 
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S
E

V
E

N
T

E
E

N
 

E
 w

alked to the entrance of the am
usem

ent park 
as rapidly as he could w

ithout attracting atten-
tion. T

o the left of the entrance w
as a rank of taxis. H

e 
w

as opening the rear door of the first taxi in the line 
w

hen a hand firm
ly gripped his shoulder. 

"C
om

e w
ith m

e, S
enor W

ilson," a deep, authori- 
tive voice said. It w

as C
aptain M

unoz. W
ilson m

eekly 
fo

llo
w

ed
 th

e arm
y

 o
fficer to

 an
 o

liv
e-d

rab
 sed

an
. 

M
u
n
o
z to

ld
 th

e d
riv

er to
 tak

e th
em

 to
 th

e V
ed

ad
o
 

H
otel. A

s they sw
ung into traffic, the captain turned his 

head and coolly appraised W
ilson. 

"Y
ou do not m

akd m
y job easy for m

e, Senor W
il- 

son. Y
ou play hide and seek w

ith m
e. Y

ou are very fool- 
ish. T

onight you nearly lost your life." 
W

ilso
n

 w
et h

is lip
s an

d
 ran

 a sh
ak

y
 h

an
d

 

through his hair. "T
hat I know

." 
"W

ho w
as shooting at you?" 

"I guess that it w
as the underground. I didn't re- 

port to M
aria's bar last night as I said I w

ould." 

2
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"C
an you lunch w

ith m
e today at the A

m
erican 

C
lub? S

enor R
odriguez w

ill join us." 
W

ilson w
et his lips and m

ade an effort at light- 
heartedness, "G

reat. I never like to m
iss the R

odriguez 

w
it." 

"A
bout one o'clock, Senor W

ilson." 
"O

ne w
ill be fine." 

H
e telephoned room

 service. 
"I'd like to speak w

ith P
epe." 

"P
epe?" 

"P
epe." 

"P
epe w

ho?" 
"Y

ou have m
ore than one P

epe?" 
"S

enor, w
e do not have even one P

epe." 
"W

ell, for C
hrist's sake, ask around." 

"Just a m
om

ent, senor." T
here w

as a crash of 

dishes in the background and several loud voices. 
"Y

es, S
enor W

ilson?" A
 voice cut in on the line. 

"W
ho is this?" 

" P
epe. "

 

"I'd like to see you." 
"Y

es. Just a m
om

ent." 
T

en m
inutes later there w

as a knock on W
ilson's 

door and the G
-2 lieutenant entered. W

ilson glow
ered 

at him
. "T

hat 'P
epe' thing w

as a m
ixed-up m

ess." 
T

h
e lieu

ten
an

t sh
ru

g
g
ed

. "It w
ill w

o
rk

 b
etter 

next tim
e. T

he operator w
as supposed to cut out your 

call. H
e put it through to the kitchens." 
"C

ano w
ants to lunch w

ith m
e at the A

m
erican 

C
lub. C

an I go?" 
"Y

es. W
e m

onitored the conversation. T
ake the 

taxi-cab the soldier in front of the hotel indicates. It 
w

ill w
ait for you at the A

m
erican C

lub and w
ill bring 

you back here." 
"O

.K
." 

S
hortly before one o'clock W

ilson em
erged into 
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M
unoz rem

ained silent. H
e lit a cigarette and 

carefu
lly

 sn
ap

p
ed

 h
is lig

h
ter sh

u
t. T

h
ey

 ro
d

e a few
 

m
inutes in silence. "I am

 taking you to your hotel. I 
suggest that you stay there. If you have to leave for any 
reason, call room

 service and ask for P
epe. S

om
eone 

w
ill drop by and see w

hat your problem
 is. O

therw
ise, 

don't try to leave the floor. W
e w

ant to see you leave 
C

uba alive. D
o you still have your alarm

 device?" 
"Y

es, but it w
ouldn't have done m

e m
uch good 

on that roller coaster." 
"Y

ou should not have been on that roller coaster 
or in either of the tw

o bars. W
hen you left A

rm
y H

ead- 
q
u
arters y

o
u
 sh

o
u
ld

 h
av

e retu
rn

ed
 d

irectly
 to

 y
o
u
r 

hotel." "I know
 it." 

T
he driver sw

ung into the curbing outside the 
hotel. "I shall see you to your room

, S
enor W

ilson," 
M

unoz said grim
ly. 

W
hen M

ufioz had left, W
ilson sat dow

n heavily 
o
n
 th

e b
ed

. H
e reach

ed
 o

v
er to

 a n
ig

h
t tab

le an
d
 

poured a half glass of rum
. A

 vision of the girl's vacant, 
blood-spattered face returned to him

. H
e shuddered, 

sw
allo

w
ed

 th
e rest o

f th
e ru

m
, an

d
 w

alk
ed

 in
to

 th
e 

bathroom
 to take 'a show

er. 
A

fter a night of restless dream
s and nightm

ares, 
he had breakfast brought to his room

 and tried to con-
cen

trate o
n

 read
in

g
 a p

ap
erb

ack
 W

estern
 ad

v
en

tu
re 

story he had bought in the M
ontreal airport. A

bout ten-
thirty in the m

orning his telephone shrilled. 
"S

efior W
ilson?" A

 fam
iliar, silky voice asked. 

"T
his is W

ilson." 
"T

his is Sefior C
ano." 

"C
ano? O

h, yeah, C
ano." 

"I should like to continue our business discus- 
sion." "A

ll right." 
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the glare of the sunlight on the steps of the hotel. A
 sol-

dier nearby saluted and indicated a taxi forw
ard of the 

taxi rank. F
eeling very exposed, W

ilson hurried to it 

and slum
ped in a corner of the rear seat. T

he driver did 

not w
ait for instructions but accelerated aw

ay from
 the 

hotel w
ith a clashing of w

orn gears. 
C

ano and R
odriguez w

ere w
aiting for W

ilson in 

the barroom
 of the A

m
erican C

lub. C
ano arose from

 

the table and extended his hand. "Q
uo tal,'Serior W

il-
son, please sit dow

n. Y
ou know

 S
etior R

odriguez, of 
course." R

o
d
rig

u
ez d

id
 n

o
t rise an

d
 m

erely
 n

o
d
d
ed

 
gloom

ily at W
ilson. 

"W
e are h

av
in

g
 sh

erry
, S

en
o
r W

ilso
n
." C

an
o
 

sm
iled at him

. 
"I'll have a real stiff belt of scotch." 
T

he w
aiter brought his drink. 

"H
ow

 have you been, S
enor W

ilson?" 
"B

usy." 
A

 silence fell and C
ano, discom

fited, looked at 

R
odriguez. "S

enor R
odriguez w

ould like to com
plete 

the spare-parts sale. H
e feels that w

e have considered 
the m

atter long enough." 
W

ilson drained his glass and beckoned to the 

w
aiter for a refill. "M

aybe S
enor R

odriguez w
ould like 

to tell m
e how

 he feels." 

R
odriguez cleared his throat and spoke in a flat, 

reedy voice. "W
e w

ant the spare parts, S
enor W

ilson. 

T
he prices are high. I assum

e that you did not com
e to 

H
avana to give us an ultim

atum
 on prices. T

hat is not 

the W
estern w

ay of doing business. Y
ou m

ust intend to 

reduce your asking price. I am
 a blunt, direct m

an. I 

cannot bargain. W
ill you accept a figure based on your 

prices less a tw
enty per cent discount?" 

"I'll think it over." 
"W

hen can you give us your answ
er?" 

2
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"I'm
 thinking now

. I'll give you m
y answ

er be-

fore w
e leave here." H

e glanced at C
ano. "M

ind if I 

have another scotch?" 
C

ano spread his bands. "N
ot at all, S

enor W
ilson. 

B
y all m

eans." 
R

odriguez sipped his sherry and looked at W
il- 

son from
 under hooded eyes. T

hey w
ent into a lunch-

eon characterized by long silences. O
nly C

ano tried to 

m
ake conversation. W

ilson w
as preoccupied w

ith his 

thoughts. R
odriguez, saturnine, w

as w
aiting for W

ilson 

to m
ake his decision. 

O
ver a cup of coffee W

ilson lit a cigar. "I tell 

you w
hat I w

ill do. T
he spare parts are yours at fifteen 

per cent off the list price." 
R

odriguez looked up at a corner of the room
 for 

a m
om

ent and then nodded. "W
e agree." 

T
here w

as another silence. 
"W

here do w
e go from

 here?" W
ilson asked. 

"W
e shall draw

 up a contract," R
odriguez an- 

sw
ered. "Y

ou w
ill take delivery in T

oronto?" 
"I see no objection to that, subject to inspection 

and valid export licenses." 
"C

ash in dollars." 
"Y

es." 
• "I tried

 to
 leav

e C
u
b
a th

e o
th

er d
ay

 an
d
 w

as 

stopped. I have to return to T
oronto to com

plete the 

details of the sale. W
hat about that?" 

R
odriguez put his fingertips together. "Y

ou are a 

C
anadian, S

enor W
ilson. N

aturally w
e have no objec- 

tion if you w
ish to return to your country." 

"I w
ish

ed
 to

 retu
rn

 th
e o

th
er d

ay
 an

d
 I w

as 

stopped at the airport." 
"T

hat m
ust have been the arm

y G
-z. T

hey have 

your parole. Y
ou w

ill have to speak w
ith them

." 

"W
ill you intercede?" 
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F
or the first tim

e in W
ilson's acquaintance w

ith 

him
 R

odriguez broke into a sm
ile. It sent strange m

us-
cular spasm

s across his face and revealed that he had 
b
ad

 teeth
. "I d

o
n
't th

in
k
 m

y
 in

tercessio
n
 w

ith
 

G
-2 

w
ould be helpful," he said dryly. 

W
ilson pushed out his cigar. "W

ell, let's leave it 
at that. W

e've got a deal if I can get out of the country 

to com
plete it." H

e arose and they w
alked tow

ard the 
club entrance. 

C
an

o
 tu

rn
ed

 to
 h

im
 as th

ey
 step

p
ed

 in
to

 th
e 

street. "I shall prepare the sales contract, S
enor W

ilson, 
and you shall hear from

 m
e." 

"O
.K

." 
C

ano shook hands and joined R
odriguez, w

ho 
w

as already m
oving tow

ard their w
aiting autom

obile. A
 

h
o
t b

last o
f air stru

ck
 W

ilso
n
 an

d
 th

rew
 h

im
 b

ack
 

ag
ain

st th
e ex

terio
r w

all o
f th

e clu
b
. H

is rig
h
t arm

 

crum
pled under the im

pact and a w
ave of excruciating 

pain flooded over him
. H

e w
as dim

ly aw
are of an acrid 

sm
ell and of the bodies of C

ano and R
odriguez on the 

sidew
alk, then he w

as engulfed in darkness. 

H
e reg

ain
ed

 co
n

scio
u

sn
ess in

 a h
o

sp
ital b

ed
. 

T
he m

urm
ur of voices at his bedside slow

ly becam
e in-

telligible and his eyes fluttered open. P
aco ,G

om
ez w

as 

looking at him
 soberly. G

om
ez turned to a m

an in a 
w

hite sm
ock standing at the foot of the bed. "H

e is re-
gaining consciousness, D

octor." 
"Y

es. H
e should be all right now

." 
W

ilson tried to speak, but his tongue felt very 
thick and unresponsive. 

"D
on't try to speak, S

enor W
ilson," the doctor 

said. "Y
ou are still under the effects of a sedative. In a 

few
 m

inutes you w
ill be m

ore alert." T
he doctor m

ade a 
little gesture to G

om
ez and left the room

. 
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G
om

ez sat dow
n on a straight chair and w

atched 

W
ilson. H

is expression w
as som

ber. A
fter about five 

m
inutes W

ilson said in a slurred voice, "W
hat in hell 

happened, P
aco?" 

"S
o
m

eo
n
e lo

b
b
ed

 a g
ren

ad
e at y

o
u
 an

d
 y

o
u
r 

friends." 
W

ilso
n
 w

as silen
t a m

o
m

en
t w

ith
 h

is ey
es 

closed. "W
hat happened to m

e?" 
"A

 badly fractured right arm
, som

e facial cuts, 

and the effects of blast and shock. Y
ou'll be O

.K
." 

"I didn't hear a thing." 
"T

hat is usually the w
ay it is w

hen you're close. 

Y
ou feel the blast, but you don't hear the noise." 

"W
hat about C

ano and R
odriguez?" 

"T
hey are both dead." 

W
ilson spoke after an interval. "T

hat's funny. 

W
e'd just agreed on a deal for those dam

n spare parts." 
G

om
ez did not reply and a nurse appeared w

ith 

a cup of soup for W
ilson. H

e sipped it and began to feel 

b
etter. F

o
r th

e first tim
e h

e b
ecam

e aw
are o

f th
e 

patches on his face and that his right arm
 and shoulder 

w
ere in a cast. 

"W
ho do you think did it, P

aco?" 
"I have no idea." 
"W

as it for m
e?" 

"I w
onder." 

"W
ilson shifted painfully in the bed. "H

ow
 long 

do I stay here?" 
"L

et m
e w

ork that out. D
on't w

orry about it." 
"I'm

 not. T
his is better than that hotel room

." 
T

here w
as another long silence. G

om
ez broke it. 

"Jack, you had one hell of a lot of m
oney on you w

hen 

you w
ere brought in here. W

hat w
as it for?" 

"M
oney?" 

"O
ver six thousand U

.S
. dollars, not counting 

your travelers checks." 
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"W
ell, that's a long story, P

aco." 
"I've got the tim

e. L
et m

e hear it." 
"I'm

 not sure I should get you involved." 
G

o
m

ez m
ad

e a g
estu

re o
f im

p
atien

ce. "D
o

n
't 

give m
e that, C

hico. I am
 involved. I w

ill tell you som
e- 

th
in

g
 few

 p
eo

p
le k

n
o
w

. I am
 th

e h
ead

 o
f th

e C
u
b
an

 
A

rm
y Intelligence S

ervice, G
-2."

  
W

ilson opened his eyes a little w
ider, searching 

G
om

ez's face. A
 discom

fited look spread across his face. 
'T

h
e b

ig
 m

an
 h

im
self. A

n
d
 I co

u
ld

n
't b

e to
ld

 u
n
til 

now
?" "It's n

o
t th

e so
rt o

f th
in

g
 a g

u
y

 g
o

es aro
u

n
d

 
bragging about, even to old friends. It's a tricky enough 
job as it is." 

W
ilso

n
 w

ip
ed

 h
is face o

n
 th

e sleev
e o

f h
is 

hospital-issue nightgow
n. "W

ell, five thousand dollars 
of the m

oney the R
ussians gave m

e as a bribe to inform
 

th
em

 ab
o

u
t th

e sp
are-p

arts d
eal. T

h
e rest o

f it is 
m

ine. "Y
ou have earned a thousand dollars in C

uba?" 
"N

o, I brought it in." 
"Y

ou didn't declare it on arrival. T
hat's a viola-

tion of exchange regulations." 
"I didn't know

 that." 
G

om
ez lit a cigar. H

e rolled it betw
een his lips, 

then bit dow
n and looked levelly at W

ilson. "C
hico," he 

said, an edge of irritation in his voice, "I am
 speaking as 

th
e h

ead
 o

f C
u
b
an

 A
rm

y
 In

tellig
en

ce, n
o
t as y

o
u
r 

frien
d

. Y
o

u
 u

n
d

erstan
d

 th
at I h

av
e m

y
 jo

b
 to

 d
o

. I 
w

asn't born yesterday, either. A
ll of that m

oney w
as 

here in C
uba before you even entered the country. W

e 
have checked the serial num

bers. W
e w

atch our dollars 
dam

n closely. N
ow

 tell m
e the straight story." 

W
ilson's eyes shifted and fell. "S

om
e C

hinese 
picked m

e up last night and gave m
e the five thousand 

dollars to involve the R
ussians in a bribery attem

pt. I 
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w
as to report this to G

-2. T
he thousand dollars w

as for 

m
y trouble." 

"F
or your trouble? Y

ou took a bribe." 
"W

ell, sort of." 
"S

ort of? D
id you or didn't you?" 

"W
ell, yes. I took a bribe." 

"I'm
 g

o
in

g
 to

 h
av

e to
 im

p
o

u
n

d
 th

at m
o

n
ey

, 

C
hico." "A

ll of it?" 
"A

re you offering m
e a bribe now

?" 
"N

o." 
"T

hen I'm
 im

pounding all of it." 
T

here w
as an interval. "A

re you feeling m
ore 

alert, C
hico?" 
"Y

es." 
"I'm

 so
rry

 to
 b

e h
ard

 o
n
 y

o
u
, am

igo, b
u

t y
o

u
 

don't seem
 to know

 how
 to stay out of trouble." 

"Y
eah, I guess that you are right." 

"A
re you a C

IA
 agent?" 

W
ilson looked at G

om
ez aghast. "G

od, nol W
hat 

gave you that idea?" 
"Just checking the angles. It's alw

ays a possibil- 
ity. Y

ou have heard of the C
IA

?" 
"Y

es." 
"I am

 g
lad

 th
at y

o
u

 aren
't co

n
n

ected
 w

ith
 it. 

T
hat m

eans a death sentence in C
uba." 

"S
o help m

e G
od, P

aco. I am
 a C

anadian busi- 
nessm

an. I w
ouldn't know

 how
 to be a C

IA
 agent." 

G
om

ez relit his cigar w
hich had gone out. W

il- 
son laid back on his pillow

, exhausted, a thin film
 of 

co
ld

 p
ersp

iratio
n

 o
n

 h
is b

ro
w

. G
o

m
ez stu

d
ied

 h
im

. 
"M

ajor R
afael w

ants to talk to you about the m
unitions. 

H
e'll be along any m

inute." 
W

ilson sighed. "D
oes he have to com

e now
? I 

feel pretty rocky." 
"Y

es, he does. T
he m

atter is urgent." 
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"W
ill you help m

e, P
aco?" 

"H
elp you w

ith w
hat?" 

"H
elp m

e w
ith the m

unitions deal. I am
 so dizzy 

and this dam
n arm

 hurts so m
uch that I am

 afraid that 

I w
on't m

ake sense to R
afael." 

"W
hat do you w

ant m
e to do?" 

"Just listen to w
hat I say. Interrupt or contradict 

m
e if y

o
u
 th

in
k
 th

at y
o
u
 sh

o
u
ld

. I d
o
n
't w

an
t to

 say
 

som
ething foolish or prom

ise som
ething I can't deliver. 

I'm
 still feeling the sedatives they gave to m

e." 

"D
o
 y

o
u
 w

an
t m

e to
 u

se m
y
 in

flu
en

ce w
ith

 

M
ajor R

afael?" 

"Y
es. Influence him

 to keep it short and sw
eet." 

"O
.K

. I'll listen. If you sound foolish, I'll inter- 

"T
hanks, P

aco." 

T
here w

as another interval. G
om

ez pushed out his 

cig
ar in

 an
 ash

tray
 an

d
 th

en
 sp

o
k
e in

to
 th

e silen
ce. 

"C
hico, lately you've been getting into m

ore trouble 

than you can handle. Y
ou are becom

ing a bit of a prob- 

lem
. C

an I say som
ething to you, friend to friend?" 

"S
ure." 

"M
ost of your problem

s occur because you are a 

w
om

anizer and you drink too m
uch." 

W
ilson flushed and then laughed w

eakly. "I've 

never told a w
om

an the tim
e of day and I only drink 

w
hat I can handle." H

e shifted uneasily on his pillow
. 

"I n
ev

er th
o
u
g
h
t I w

o
u
ld

 see th
e d

ay
 w

h
en

 a C
u
b
an

 

w
ould criticize a pal for liking w

om
en." 

"C
ubans understand w

om
en, C

hico. Y
ou don't. 

Y
ou think that every tim

e a w
om

an falls into bed w
ith 

you, she does it because she w
ants you as badly as you 

w
ant her. Y

ou should rem
em

ber one thing, am
igo: the 

w
o
m

an
 n

ev
er liv

ed
 w

h
o
 co

u
ld

n
't tak

e it o
r leav

e it 

alone. S
o w

hy. do they take it? B
ecause they w

ant som
e- 

thing else from
 you. T

he best of them
 w

ant m
arriage, 

children, security, som
eone to look after. O

thers w
ant 
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jew
els, m

oney, furs, dresses, all of the things you can 

buy w
ith your bankroll. T

he w
orst of them

 are the ones 

w
ho dangle it in front of you because som

e other m
an 

tells them
 to do it, for blackm

ail, inform
ation, betrayal. 

T
hat's the kind you seem

 to know
 best. A

s long as you 

think you are m
acho, the big irresistable he-m

an, you 

are a sucker for w
om

en. W
hen a C

uban is m
acho, he 

know
s w

hat the price for a w
om

an, any w
om

an, is going 

to
 b

e an
d
 h

e k
n
o
w

s th
at h

e can
 affo

rd
 to

 p
ay

 it. It's 

never free, C
hico. Y

ou haven't learned that yet. T
hat's 

w
hy in m

y book you m
ay be a security risk." 

"If I'm
 a security risk, w

hat did I spill?" 

"N
othing, yet, but you've got m

e w
orried, old 

buddy." W
ilso

n
 d

id
n
't an

sw
er. H

is h
ead

 th
ro

b
b
ed

 an
d
 

th
e p

ain
 in

 h
is arm

 w
as g

rad
u
ally

 b
eco

m
in

g
 m

o
re 

in
ten

se as th
e effect o

f th
e sed

ativ
es w

o
re o

ff. H
e 

cleared his dry throat. "I'm
 sorry if I let you dow

n, old 

pal." 
G

om
ez w

as studying him
. "T

he tim
e has com

e to 

get you out of C
uba, C

hico. Y
ou're just breaking the 

crockery now
. W

ith R
odriguez, C

ano, and P
erez gone, 

F
idel is going to get really suspicious of this spare-parts 

deal of yours. H
e m

ay order m
e to take you in for ques-

tioning at any tim
e, and you know

 w
hat that m

eans. O
r 

w
orse, he m

ay turn it over to his political intelligence 

arm
. T

hey w
ould take your entire.personality apart be- 

fore they w
ere through." 

"W
hat do I do, P

aco?" W
ilson asked, w

iping a 

palm
 across his forehead. 

"Ju
st d

o
 as I say

. P
lay

 alo
n
g
 o

n
 th

is m
ilitary

 

equipm
ent deal w

ith R
afael w

hen he arrives. W
e have 

to get an exit clearance for you and the m
unitions sale 

is as good a pretext as any. It is better for R
afael to re-

quest it than for m
e to request it. T

hey know
 that you 

are a friend of m
ine." 

"O
.K

., P
aco." W

ilson shut his eyes again. 

2 15 

rapt." 



In a few
 m

inutes W
ilson's heavy breathing indi-

cated that he had fallen asleep. G
om

ez stood up, leaned 
over W

ilson, and then left the room
. H

e returned fif-
teen m

inutes later w
ith M

ajor R
afael. W

alking to the 
bed, he shook W

ilson by his uninjured shoulder. "M
ajor 

R
afael is here, W

ilson." 
H

e opened his eyes slow
ly. "R

afael? O
h, yeah, 

sure." R
afael sat dow

n on the edge of the bed. "I w
ill 

be brief, S
eiior W

ilson. I know
 that you do not feel w

ell. 
M

y
 sy

m
p
ath

y
 o

n
 y

o
u
r accid

en
t. It w

as a sen
seless 

assault." H
e took a sheaf of papers from

 a briefcase. 
"W

e h
av

e o
u
r list read

y
. D

o
 y

o
u
 feel ab

le to
 lo

o
k
 it 

over?" W
ilson held his eyes open w

ith an effort. "Y
eah, 

g
im

m
e." H

e lo
o
k
ed

 listlessly
 d

o
w

n
 th

e co
lu

m
n
s o

f 
item

s. "H
ell of a slug of m

unitions. D
on't know

 w
hat I 

can do, but I'll try." 
"T

he C
uban m

ilitary attache in C
anada w

ill ad-
yise you on the • technical problem

s. Y
ou understand 

that the list is highly classified and should be handled 
accordingly?" 

"Y
es." 

"D
o you vouch for this m

an's reliability, M
ajor 

G
om

ez?" R
afael turned to his fellow

 officer. 
"I w

ouldn't vouch for m
y ow

n, m
other. U

ntil to-
day S

eiior W
ilson has had a good reputation." 

R
afael looked thoughtfully at the patient on the 

bed. "W
e shall arrange for your exit visa, S

elior W
ilson, 

so that you can begin procurem
ent im

m
ediately. W

hen 
w

ill you feel able to depart?" 
G

om
ez spoke for him

. "H
e should leave as soon 

as possible, R
afael; otherw

ise, the judicial inquiry into 
today's bom

bing m
ight keep him

 here for w
eeks. W

e'll 
g

et an
 affid

av
it fro

m
 h

im
 o

n
 th

at su
b

ject b
efo

re h
e 

goes." R
afael nodded. "V

ery w
ell, w

e'll ask for clear-
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ante at once on an im
portant state m

atter. I shall be in 
to

u
ch

 w
ith

 y
o
u
." H

e sp
o
k
e to

 G
o
m

ez rath
er th

an
 to

 
W

ilson. S
napping his briefcase shut, he left the hospital 

T
O

M
. G

om
ez grunted at W

ilson. "So far, so good." 
W

ilson closed his eyes, drifting into sleep again. 
G

om
ez stood looking out of the w

indow
 for a few

 m
in-

utes, then he pressed a call bell. A
 uniform

ed soldier 
appeared instead of a nurse. G

om
ez took him

 out into 
th

e co
rrid

o
r an

d
 sp

o
k
e in

 a w
h
isp

er. "H
as th

is flo
o
r 

been cleared?" 
"Y

es, sir." 
"H

ow
 about the elevator?" 

"A
ll ready, sir." 

"G
ood. N

ow
 report back to your unit." 

G
om

ez re-entered the bedroom
. H

e spoke in firm
 

tones from
 the foot of W

ilson's bed. "C
hico, you m

ust 
get up and dress. W

e are going to get you out of C
uba 

right now
." 

W
ilson's eyes fluttered open: "W

ha's that? 
"S

om
ething's com

e up. Y
ou can't stay here any 

longer." "W
hat about R

afael?" 
"If he arranges the clearance, w

e'll legalize the 

record later. R
ight now

, you're leaving." 
W

ilson struggled to get up. 
"I'll help you dress, C

hico." G
om

ez assisted W
il-

son out of bed and steadied him
 on his feet. W

hen he 
w

as dressed, he held his arm
 for a m

om
ent. "C

an you 

w
alk, Jack?" 

"Y
eah. I can m

ake it." 
"G

o
o
d
. N

o
w

 lean
 o

n
 m

e an
d
 let's w

alk
 to

 th
e 

door." T
hey stood in the room

's doorw
ay, looking dow

n 
th

e em
p

ty
 h

o
sp

ital co
rrid

o
r. G

o
m

ez sp
o

k
e in

 a lo
w

 
tone, near his ear. "T

here is a service elevator in that 
alcove to the right about thirty paces dow

n the corri-
dor. It is unlit. P

ush the button and step in. N
o one w

ill 
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see you. F
or another five m

inutes the floor staff w
ill be 

at d
in

n
er. T

ak
e th

e elev
ato

r to
 th

e b
asem

en
t lev

el. 
W

alk out to the parking lot and get into m
y converti-

ble. Y
ou know

 it. I'll be w
ith you in a m

om
ent as soon 

as I can m
ake a telephone call." 

"W
here are w

e going, P
aco?" W

ilson slum
ped 

against the door jam
b. 

"T
o m

y house. T
onight w

e'll m
ove you out of 

C
uba." G

om
ez looked into W

ilson's eyes. "R
eady, pal?" 

"R
eady." 

"T
h
en

, q
u
ick

! T
o
 th

e alco
v
e an

d
 in

to
 th

e ele-
vator before som

eone sees you." 
W

ilson w
alked dow

n the corridor as fast as he 
could, w

eaving slightly from
 side to side as w

aves of 
dizziness and nausea sw

ept over him
. H

e reached the 
alcove. T

he ceiling light in the alcove w
as burnt out 

and he had trouble in the gloom
 finding the elevator 

button. H
e finally found it and pushed it w

ith a fore-
finger. T

he elevator door slid open and w
ith an involun-

tary glance over his shoulder, he hurriedly stepped into 
the darkness. T

oo late he realized that he w
as stepping 

into an em
pty shaft. H

is left arm
 groped frantically for 

som
ething to seize and his right arm

 in its cast stirred 
uselessly. T

hen, at a grotesque angle, he plunged dow
n-

w
ard like a lim

p rag doll. T
here w

as an echoing thud as 
the body struck the bottom

 of the shaft six floors and 
tw

o sublevels below
. 

A
t the door to the hospital room

 G
om

ez listened 
intently, his face an em

otionless m
ask. H

e slow
ly and 

carefully lit a fresh cigar and blew
 out his m

atch w
ith a 

puff of sm
oke. S

tepping back into the room
, he took a 

p
o
rtab

le tap
e reco

rd
er o

u
t o

f th
e n

ig
h
t tab

le b
esid

e 
W

ilson's bed. H
e then re-em

erged into the corridor and 
w

alked leisurely tow
ard the m

ain passenger elevators 
in the next w

ing. H
e did not look into the alcove as he 

passed. 218  

T
H

E
R

E
 W

A
S

 A
 L

O
N

G
 S

IL
E

N
C

E
 in the stark office at the C

IA
 

outside W
ashington. T

he air conditioning outlet hissed 
quietly. T

he m
an behind the desk had his head bow

ed 
in thought. F

inally he cleared his throat. "O
peration 

C
ham

eleon," he said slow
ly w

ithout inflection. "B
low

n 

sky high." 
"It w

as a g
o
o
d
 p

lan
, ch

ief," D
av

e said
 after a 

further interval. "S
om

ething tw
isted off. W

e have to 
realize that inform

ation from
 the C

uban underground 

isn't alw
ays reliable." 

"O
r W

ilson m
ishandled it," E

rnie interjected. 
"H

ow
 did he get involved in gun running? T

hat w
asn't 

in the script. T
his M

ajor G
om

ez has inform
ed a press 

conference in H
avana that W

ilson signed a w
ritten con-

fession that he w
as a C

IA
 agent. G

om
ez also claim

s' 
that W

ilson tried to bribe him
 to approve an arm

s pur-
chase. It sounds phony as hell to m

e. W
here w

ould that 

2
1
9
 



p
ig

eo
n

 g
et arm

s? A
n

d
 w

h
y

 w
o

u
ld

 h
e try

 to
 b

rib
e th

e 
head of the C

uban arm
y G

-2 of all persons?" 
T

h
e m

an
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e d
esk

 lo
o
k
ed

 th
o
u
g
h
tfu

l. 
W

e can
 g

u
ess at m

an
y
 th

in
g
s, b

u
t w

e o
n
ly

 k
n
o
w

 tw
o
 

facts. F
irst, W

ilson is dead. S
econd, that he is accused, 

but of the w
rong thing." H

e tapped the file w
ith a fore-

fin
g

er. "N
o

w
 w

h
at d

o
es th

at m
ean

? W
as G

o
m

ez o
u

r 
b

o
y

? D
id

 h
e lo

se h
is n

erv
e at th

e last m
o

m
en

t? D
id

 
W

ilson get m
ixed up w

ith G
om

ez and never contact our 
b
o
y
? Is o

u
r b

o
y
 still w

aitin
g
 fo

r th
e co

n
tact?" H

e laid
 

th
e file to

 o
n

e sid
e. "If so

, h
e h

as a lo
n

g
 w

ait ah
ead

 o
f 

h
im

. C
u
b
a is to

o
 h

o
t to

 h
an

d
le ju

st n
o
w

. W
e'll h

av
e to

 
w

ait for the dust to settle." 
"O

n
 th

e p
lu

s sid
e," E

rn
ie said

, "o
u

r co
v

er is in
-

tact. T
he trail begins and ends w

ith W
ilson. A

ll of this 
stuff on H

avana radio and at the U
N

 about his being a 
C

IA
 spy is just the usual C

om
m

unist reflex action. T
hey 

h
av

e n
o
 p

ro
o
f. N

o
b
o
d
y
 b

eliev
es th

at th
e letter is g

en
-

u
in

e b
u

t th
e C

u
b
an

s. F
ran

k
ly

, I m
u
st ad

m
it th

at I'm
 

dam
n glad that W

ilson is dead. W
ith brainw

ashing and 
a circus trial, he w

ould have told the w
hole story." 

"N
o

t th
e w

h
o

le sto
ry

, o
n

ly
 th

e p
art o

f th
e sto

ry
 

he knew
," D

ave pointed out quickly. "W
e w

ould have 
d

en
ied

 th
e w

h
o

le th
in

g
, ju

st as w
e are n

o
w

 d
o

in
g

. 
T

here is no trail back to us." 
"W

ilson being dead suits G
om

ez, too," the m
an 

behind the desk said dryly, stroking his heavy eyebrow
s 

betw
een a thum

b and forefinger. "T
here is only one un- 

co
n

trad
icted

 sto
ry

: G
o

m
ez's. T

h
at's a n

ice p
o

sitio
n

 to
 

be in." "It's m
ad

e h
im

 th
e m

an
 o

f th
e h

o
u
r in

 C
u
b
a," 

D
av

e said
 an

d
 g

rin
n
ed

. "D
id

 y
o
u
 see th

e H
av

an
a tele-

v
isio

n
 p

ictu
res th

ey
 m

o
n
ito

red
 at K

ey
 W

est? G
o
m

ez 
w

as rig
h
t n

ex
t to

 F
id

el o
n
 th

e rev
iew

in
g
 stan

d
 th

is 
w

eek. F
idel m

anaged to talk three hours on the subject 
of loyalty, w

ith G
om

ez as the sterling exam
ple." 

T
h

e m
an

 b
eh

in
d

 th
e d

esk
 p

ick
ed

 u
p

 a sh
eet o

f 
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paper. "W
ould you like to hear w

hat our D
epartm

ent of 
S

tate P
ress O

fficer is going to say later today? L
isten to 

this: T
he charge of the C

astro C
om

m
unist governm

ent 
th

at th
e U

n
ited

 S
tates tried

 to
 b

rib
e a sen

io
r C

u
b

an
 

arm
y officer in an effort to sell faulty and obsolete arm

s 
to

 C
u

b
a is rid

icu
lo

u
s o

n
 its face. F

irst, th
e U

n
ited

 
S

tates has no intention of selling arm
s, faulty, obsolete, 

or otherw
ise to C

uba. S
econd, w

e have never heard of 
th

e alleg
ed

 ag
en

t, C
an

ad
ian

 Jo
h
n
 W

ilso
n
, n

o
w

 co
n
-

veniently dead. T
hird, w

e w
ould hardly use a national 

of a friendly foreign pow
er for w

hat in the C
uban ver-

sio
n

 w
o

u
ld

 b
e a serio

u
s act o

f m
ilitary

 sab
o

tag
e. T

h
e 

m
arked currency allegedly used in the bribery is a self 

serving device so obviously transparent as to be absurd. 
T

h
e sig

n
ed

 letter o
f W

ilso
n
 co

n
fessin

g
 th

at h
e w

as an
 

ag
en

t o
f th

e G
o
v
ern

m
en

t o
f th

e U
n
ited

 S
tates is an

 
equally obvious forgery. W

e m
ust dism

iss this story as 
an

o
th

er in
 th

e seem
in

g
ly

 en
d
less lin

e o
f fab

ricated
 

ch
arg

es ag
ain

st th
e U

n
ited

 S
tates o

rig
in

atin
g
 in

 C
u
b
a 

for purposes of propaganda and to keep the C
aribbean 

in
 a state o

f ten
sio

n
. It is d

istin
g
u
ish

ed
 o

n
ly

 in
 th

at it 
show

s even less im
agination than som

e of the others.' " 
"I d

o
n
't k

n
o
w

 ab
o
u
t th

e im
ag

in
atio

n
," D

av
e 

draw
led. "S

om
ebody in C

uba m
ust have been sm

oking 
C

hinese opium
 on this deal." 

T
he m

an behind the desk put the sheet of paper 
in

 th
e file fo

ld
er an

d
 clo

sed
 it. "T

h
at w

rap
s it u

p
, I 

th
in

k
. It w

as a g
o
o
d
 try

 an
d
 it d

id
n
t co

st m
u
ch

, u
n
d
er 

forty thousand dollars. It's w
orth that m

uch to keep our 
hands in. N

ow
," he added briskly, "let's get back to the 

D
om

inican m
atter." 

N
in

e m
o
n
th

s later th
e D

o
m

in
ican

 m
atter w

as 
n

early
 co

m
p

leted
, w

ith
 am

b
ig

u
o

u
s an

d
 in

co
n

clu
siv

e 
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results. E
rnie and D

ave w
ere nearing the end of a long, 

m
eandering conference w

ith the m
an behind the desk. 

T
h
e air w

as b
lu

e w
ith

 to
b
acco

 sm
o
k
e an

d
 h

eav
y
 w

ith
 

the sm
ell of stale coffee. T

he door opened and the sec-

retary
 o

f th
e m

an
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e d
esk

 en
tered

 an
d
 laid

 a 
cable m

essage o
n
 h

is d
esk

. "I th
o
u
g
h
t th

at y
o
u
 w

o
u
ld

 

w
an

t th
is rig

h
t aw

ay
." H

e p
ick

ed
 it u

p
. H

is b
ro

w
 fu

r- 

row
ed for a m

om
ent and then cleared. A

 quizzical sm
ile 

played about his lips. 

"T
h
is is a su

rp
rise!" H

e lo
o
k
ed

 at E
rn

ie an
d
 

D
av

e. "It's rath
er n

ice th
at y

o
u
 tw

o
 h

ap
p
en

 to
 b

e h
ere 

today. L
et m

e read this to you. It's a cable from
 Z

urich 

to a cover cable address know
n as S

ailex, T
oronto. 'A

r- 

ran
g
in

g
 o

rd
er 7

8
/3

 su
b
ject d

ep
o
sit fu

ll sto
p
 M

arb
ella.' 

D
oes that sound fam

iliar?" 

E
rn

ie ex
p
lo

d
ed

. "F
am

iliar? T
h
at's o

u
r 'g

o
' sig

-

n
al fo

r th
e C

u
b
an

 o
p
eratio

n
! T

h
at m

ean
s o

u
r b

o
y
 is 

ready to knock dow
n F

idel." 

T
h
e m

an
 b

eh
in

d
 th

e d
esk

 stretch
ed

 an
d
 ru

b
b
ed

 

th
e
 b

a
c
k
 o

f h
is n

e
c
k
. H

e
 th

e
n
 b

ro
k
e
 in

to
 a

 fa
c
e
-

creasin
g
, fu

ll sm
ile. "W

ell, w
ell, w

ell. O
u
r little p

lan
 

seem
s to

 h
av

e so
m

e life in
 it—

a m
y
sterio

u
s m

essag
e 

from
 outer space. Is it G

om
ez?" 

E
rnie nodded. "W

ho else?" 

D
av

e th
o
u
g
h
tfu

lly
 scratch

ed
 h

is ear. "I h
av

e 

often w
ondered w

hy our boy w
anted to sec W

ilson per- 

so
n
ally

 in
 C

u
b
a. H

e alread
y
 h

ad
 th

e w
h
o
le sto

ry
 fro

m
 

th
e o

n
e p

erso
n
 h

e tru
sts, h

is sister. If h
e h

ad
 an

y
 

doubts, all he needed to do w
as to send the coded cable 

m
essage and he w

ould get one m
illion dollars w

orth of 
reassurance. 

"Is th
is th

e p
ictu

re?" D
av

e co
n
tin

u
ed

. "W
ilso

n
 

co
n
tacts th

e sister o
f G

o
m

ez in
 S

p
ain

 an
d
 G

o
m

ez d
e- 

cides to act on our offer. W
ilson is the only connection 

betw
een G

om
ez and us and the only person w

ho can tie 

G
om

ez to his sister in M
adrid and to the bank account. 

2
2
2
 

S
o, W

ilson m
ust die. H

e is invited to C
uba to be killed. 

B
efore lie is killed, he is tricked into signing a confes-

sio
n
 an

d
 is fram

ed
 fo

r b
rib

ery
 in

 a p
h
o
n
y
 arm

s d
eal, 

thereby casting G
om

ez in the role of the ever-alert pa-

triot w
ho discovers a plot of the C

IA
. T

w
o for the price 

of one. D
oes it fit?" 

"It fits," E
rnie said slow

ly. "I've learned since w
e 

last talked together that G
om

ez also has a tape record-

ing proving that W
ilson offered the bribe. G

om
ez also 

claim
s that W

ilson fell dow
n an elevator shaft in an at-

tem
p
t to

 av
o
id

 b
ein

g
 ap

p
reh

en
d
ed

 an
d
 arrested

. W
e 

d
id

n
't k

n
o
w

 th
e w

ay
 in

 w
h
ich

 th
ey

 k
illed

 th
e p

o
o
r 

bastard at first. O
f course w

e all know
 that you can cut 

and splice a tape and m
ake it say alm

ost anything you 

w
ant." "It w

ent over big w
ith F

idel," D
ave said. "T

hat's 

all th
at m

attered
 to

 G
o
m

ez. H
e h

ad
 an

 au
d
ien

ce o
f 

one." 
E

rn
ie g

rin
n
ed

. "B
ig

g
er th

an
 y

o
u
 k

n
o
w

. Y
ester- 

day F
idel, in addition to G

om
ez's G

-2 duties, m
ade him

 

th
e n

ew
 h

ead
 o

f C
u
b
a's elite secu

rity
 u

n
it—

p
rim

ary
 

duty—
guarding F

idel." H
e erupted in a heaving chuck-

le. "S
o
 th

at's w
h
y
 w

e g
o
t th

e co
d
e m

essag
e. T

h
e last 

piece in G
om

ez's plan fell into place!" 
A

 silence fell in the room
. A

t length the m
an be- 

hind the desk spoke. "O
f course w

e don't know
 that this 

m
essag

e cam
e fro

m
 G

o
m

ez. W
e can

't b
e p

o
sitiv

e th
at 

he is our boy. B
ut does it really m

atter? T
he person be-

h
in

d
 th

is co
u
ld

 b
e called

 W
h
at's-h

is-n
am

e an
d
 w

e 

w
o
u
ld

 still h
av

e to
 reco

g
n
ize h

im
 as a first rate m

in
d
. 

F
irst rate. G

ood organization sense. P
rudent. R

uthless. 

H
e m

ight m
ake it. H

e just m
ight m

ake it." H
e reflected 

a m
om

ent. "E
rnie, w

hat w
as it, a m

illion?" 
"Y

es, to a num
bered account in Z

urich." 

"S
end it." 

"Y
es, sir." 
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"I'm
 thinking of that poor bastard W

ilson," D
ave 

m
urm

ured. "W
e ow

e him
 fifty thousand dollars." 

"W
e have to rem

em
ber that w

e never heard of 
W

ilson," the m
an behind the desk spoke incisively. "It 

suits us quite as w
ell as G

om
ez or w

hoever it is that w
e 

are dealing w
ith that W

ilson is dead." 
D

av
e carefu

lly
 lit a cig

arette. "D
id

 y
o
u
 th

in
k
 

that our boy w
ould knock off W

ilson, E
rnie?" 

E
rnie reached into his pocket for a package of 

chew
ing gum

. H
e unw

rapped a stick and put it in his 
m

outh. "I m
ust adm

it that the thought occurred to m
e." 

"W
hen?" 

E
rnie grinned. "T

hat isn't a very friendly ques-
tion, D

ave boy, so I'll just m
ake a statem

ent instead of 
an answ

er. W
e have a cocked gun at F

idel's' head. A
ll 

w
e do to pull the trigger is to deposit one m

illion dol-
lars to a num

bered account in S
w

itzerland. T
here is no 

w
ay to relate the deposit to the firing of the gun. T

he 
last th

read
 d

isap
p
eared

 w
h
en

 W
ilso

n
 fell d

o
w

n
 th

at 
elevator shaft. P

ersonally, I like it fine." 
T

he m
an behind the desk nodded. "S

o do I. It's 
been a 4.o operation. S

end the m
oney, E

rnie. P
ull the 

trigger." 
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