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Book 1
Bought and Paid For


 


 




One
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JAN PHILLIPS sat with Bobby O’Farrell as the two watched TV late one afternoon. Bobby’s dad worked for the local cable company, and their household was the only one in the run-down neighborhood to have expanded programming like HBO and Showtime. It was one of the perks his dad had in lieu of a decent wage for risking life and limb dragging miles of TV cable over steep city roofs. Jan and Bobby sat and watched the cast credits roll across the screen. 


“Well, I gotta go,” Jan said with a sigh.


“Wait, I have something to show you.” 


“Okay, but make it quick. My mom will be home in a couple of hours, and I gotta get some work done before she gets in.”


“Okay, okay,” Bobby said. “Keep your shirt on. I’ll be right back.” 


Jan looked around the basement “den,” as Bobby’s dad called it. The overstuffed couch had that same musty smell every other couch in every basement family room in every row house in Kensington had. Dotted Swiss fabric covered the three tiny windows that were wholly inadequate in providing light or fresh air. A ratty sheepskin rug sprawled across the cracked concrete floor. 


Jack O’Farrell’s trophies and ribbons, earned when he was a high-school jock, ringed the basement walls on homemade shelves. They were the only items kept dusted and polished.


Bobby returned with the newest edition of Xbox. 


“Geez, Bobby! Where did you get that?” Jan gasped with envy. 


“Whattya think? I bought it,” Bobby said.


“You bought it? Did you get a job or something?” Jan asked. 


“Well, kinda, but you gotta promise you won’t say nothin’. Okay?”


“What are you talking about?” When Bobby hesitated, Jan said, “Look, you’re my best friend. If you don’t want me to say anything, I won’t.” 


“I got it in Center City… on Van Wyck Street.” 


Jan looked puzzled. “Van Wyck? There’s nothing up there but big houses and apartment buildings. I didn’t know there was a game store there. Is it some overstock outlet place?” 


“Uh… you really don’t know, do you?” 


“Know what?” Jan said. “What’s to know?” 


“Jan, guys make big money at Fifteenth and Van Wyck. All you got to do is let queers suck your dick. Look.” Bobby pulled four twenty-dollar bills from the pocket on the side of his baggy pant leg. 


Jan looked at the money in Bobby’s hand. “Is this a joke? What are you talking about? Are you queer or something?” 


“Or something. Jan, I’m not queer. I just do it for the money. Look, why don’t you go up with me this Friday, and I can show you?” 


Jan’s hand flew out, grabbing Bobby by his hair. “To do what? You… you… filthy faggot! Don’t you ever say a thing like that to me again!”


Bobby pulled out of Jan’s grip. “Hey, take it easy! I was just trying to share the wealth. You don’t have to freak out on me. I just thought you might want to make some easy money. I bet those old geezers would really go for you in a big way. With your hair, you could pass for younger than you are, and they like ’em young!” 


Tears started to stream down Jan’s cheeks. “Fuck you! Why did you have to screw everything up, Bobby? You were my best friend! But now….” Shaking his head, Jan backed away, turned, and ran up the stairs, out the back door, and down the alley. Jan wanted to be alone. He needed to be alone.


 


 


THE following day, Jan avoided everyone in the neighborhood, especially Bobby O’Farrell. He spent most of his time checking on the job applications he had left with small businesses that struggled to stay afloat in this economically depressed area of the city—nothing. 


Wandering into Minqua Park, he found it deserted, except for two old black men playing chess in the shade of a honey locust tree. Jan chose a picnic table nearby and lay on his back. He looked up and imagined the faces of Olympian gods from the lazy clouds that passed in the late summer sky. 


He began thinking about the things that he’d change in his life if he could. His name was first on the list. Jan hated his name. It was a girl’s name. He begged his mom to call him by Christopher, his middle name, but her reply was always the same: “There’s nothing wrong with it. Your name is a good Dutch name. Your grandfather and great grandfather were called Jan, and they were rough and tough stevedores at the Port of Philadelphia. Our heritage can be traced back to the first settlers who helped William Penn found Philadelphia.” 


Well, thought Jan, if you happen to be a rough and tough stevedore, you could be called Pricilla and get away with it. 


In the six years he had attended Saint Dominic’s Academy, Father Sobinski had pushed him through an academic program reserved for college-bound kids where families had the money that Jan’s family didn’t. Jan often wondered just what the priest intended—the priesthood, perhaps. Sobinski was constantly yakking about canon law. If he had an agenda, he never discussed it with Jan. 


Without the money to continue his schooling, the college prep courses were more of a liability than an asset when it came to finding the kinds of jobs offered to a newly graduated high school kid. With his father dead and his mother working a minimum wage job, Jan knew there would be no college for him unless he went into the seminary or into the army. Both were options that were equally unacceptable to him. Furthermore, Father Sobinski had been transferred to Rome, and with him went Jan’s only source of direction, as well as the financial shield that allowed him, along with his sisters and brother, to attend Saint Dom’s. So, what was the point? 


Jan focused his eyes on another cloud. This time a wispy figure lashed a horse drawn chariot into the sun. He began to think about what happened at Bobby’s yesterday. 


“Jan?” Startled, Jan sat up and saw his mother approaching. 


“Mom! What are you doing here?” 


Jan’s mother stood by the picnic table. Her hair, once blonde and lustrous like Jan’s, was streaked with gray. It hung around a lined face that was considered pretty by the neighborhood boys who pursued her when she was Jan’s age. Jan remembered when she came to his eighth grade graduation Mass. She wore makeup and a new dress. He thought she looked pretty then, but that was then.


She sat next to him on the table, looked away, then took a deep breath and spoke to him. “Jan, I have to be straight with you. You’ve got to leave home and start on your own. You’ve wasted all summer when you could have been working and helping me with the bills. I just can’t afford to take care of you and your sisters and brother anymore. You’re eighteen; you’re a man now. It’s time for you to leave home. Maybe you could join the army?”


“Join the army? What are you talking about? Out on my own…. Wasted the summer! Sobinski made me study night and day and weekends all summer long so I could graduate before he left for Rome. I’ve got job applications out all over Kensington! I’m trying! It’s not my fault I can’t find a job! Why do I have to leave?” he said defensively. 


Jan’s mother set her jaw and looked him in the eye. “I can’t afford all you kids anymore!” 


Jan chewed his lower lip to keep back the tears welling in his eyes. “How about Aunt Susan, can I go stay with her?” 


“Oh, Jan, grow up! Your Aunt Sue didn’t even want her own son! You know that’s why Daniel lives with us, so get real!” 


“This isn’t fair. I’ll try harder.” 


“Fair? You wanna talk about fair? Look at me. Look at my life, and then we’ll talk about what’s fair! You gotta month, then you gotta go, if I have to drag you out by the hair. So get off your ass and get moving!” 


Jan’s mother stood. “This isn’t easy for me, Jan Christopher. It’s just the way it is.” Joy turned on her heel and stormed out of the park. 


Jan sat, stunned. His mom had never talked to him like that before, and he certainly had no idea she felt that way. 


What am I going to do? What did I do to deserve this? I’ve tried to be a good son. I got good grades in school. I’m never in trouble with the law. 


Where would he go? How would he live? I don’t know anybody. How can I live without money? Can I survive on the street? 


Bobby’s words about making money letting old men do it to him crept into the back of Jan’s mind. It did look like Bobby made a lot of money from it. 


Would it be enough? He thought about what he would have to do to get that money: cold wrinkled hands groping him; boozy mouths full of rotting teeth breathing on him; the smell of body odor in his nose—the kind of old men he’d see sitting in the park all day drinking from their brown paper bags—touching him for money! Maybe if he closed his eyes it wouldn’t be so bad. He wouldn’t have to pretend he liked it. If he did do it, it would only be as a last resort. Disgusted, he tried to drive those thoughts away.


 


 


TWO weeks later, and with no job, Jan gazed at his reflection in an antique shop window on Van Wyck Street. No doubt about it, he looked far younger than eighteen. He wasn’t as tall as guys he knew. They had shot up to respectable heights while Jan remained locked at five feet seven. Unlike his few friends, he also sported no facial hair, and while acne ravaged the faces of his peers, generous genes blessed him with an unblemished face. Cool gray eyes, golden hair, and sweet looks combined with a genuine innocence made Jan a natural to be singled out by the chicken hawks that frequented the city. That he had never been approached for sex in such a large city as Philadelphia was a minor miracle—but then again he rarely ventured into Center City and certainly never alone—until now. Now, everything was different. 


The idea of sex for money nauseated Jan. He had never had sex with another person. Most of the guys he knew had already lost their virginity, or at least that’s what they said. He never seemed to have the time or the opportunity to meet anyone or even talk about sex. His whole life was taken up with family, homework, and the priests and nuns at Saint Dominic’s Academy. Like all young guys, he jerked off, but afterward, he always felt guilty. Didn’t Father Sobinski say he was killing potential babies that God wanted for his own? Jan prayed that Jesus would forgive him, and he tried hard not to do it again. Sometimes he avoided the temptation; often he didn’t. 


Still, the idea of quick money nagged at him. Jan had to leave home soon. The time was getting for him to make life-altering change. He didn’t like to think of his future in those terms, but instinctively, he knew what was about to come down. He knew if he was going to survive, he needed money—but sex for money?


“I’m not a fag. I won’t have to do anything, and no one will know if I go with some old fart,” he told himself.


It was the last Sunday in September. Jan stood staring at his reflection. The air was cool, but he was sweating. He was just one block from Philadelphia’s tenderloin district. Jan had made this same trek alone into Center City twice before. Both times he wimped out. Both times, a mixture of fear and inexperience had produced the perfect recipe for failure.


Jan thought, The third time is supposed to be the charm, right? I wish I was sure about this. 


The bus returning to Kensington would be arriving soon.




Two
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TIM MORRIS loved the “Mary-Go-Round,” the one square block of Center City streets that local and out of state cars cruised the block all-night long. It was a happy coincidence that all these streets were one-way traffic, making it all the easier for solicitation. Boys and young men could walk in a direction against the traffic to see and be seen. Business was always brisk. If you wanted “free sex,” you had to drive six blocks further onto Trenton Place. The hawks were older there, and so were the chickens… much older.


Tim also loved his thirteenth-floor apartment in the old Saint Roi building on Van Wyck Street. The largest of all the units, it boasted enormous floor to ceiling windows that gave a wide view of the Mary-Go-Round. 


He had a weakness for young guys, and this location provided him with ample company on nights when he wasn’t working late at his law firm, The Templars of Law. Although Tim was averse to paying for sex, he often found that many of the “street merchants” were willing to share a bed for a shared meal, especially on a snowy night when business was very slow or nonexistent. 


This afternoon, he was sitting in a leather club chair with his binoculars trained on the street when he noticed that kid again. After seeing him twice before, both times on Sundays, Tim had christened him “GL,” for Goldie Locks.


He wondered about this boy. His behavior was all wrong for a hustler. He seemed ill at ease, as if he were lost, though he didn’t seem to be. GL didn’t look directly at the cars as they passed, but then again, he always ducked into the corner flower shop when a cop car came into view. The Sunday afternoon routine wasn’t right either. Chicken hawks didn’t fly before nightfall, and rarely on a Sunday afternoon, especially after being out late on Saturday night.


Could it be that this youngster was new to hustling? Tim turned the questions over in his mind as he raised the binoculars again. The number 27 bus from Kensington to Center City had just pulled from the curb. GL was gone.


 


 


TWO weeks after spotting Goldie Locks, Tim still was no closer to discovering any more about him, aside from what he had already deduced. The Kensington bus passes through two other barren neighborhoods before arriving in the heart of the city. GL could be from any of these. It wasn’t much to go on. He put the idea of asking the regulars who hustled across the street from the Saint Roi out of his mind because none of them were out scoring men at five o’clock in the afternoon. They wouldn’t have seen GL. 


As far as Tim could see there were only four possibilities here. Goldie Locks would eventually score and lose his presumed innocence. He would be picked up by cops and hauled off to a city lockup, where he would most definitely be corrupted, or he’d return home and become a—what? Or Tim just might get the opportunity to pass on to this kid the chance of a lifetime… and redeem himself, if that was possible. 


The last Sunday in September, low clouds pushed along by a damp wind confirmed the forecasters’ prediction of an early fall storm. Tim walked briskly up Van Wyck Street. With just two blocks to go, the sky split like a cloudy glacier. Globs of water clipped concrete windowsills set high above the street, creating a fine mist that mixed with the heavy downpour. He was grateful that Mrs. Santos, his housekeeper, had insisted he take a waterproof jacket. 


“Señor Tim, the weather man said it was going to be a dry day. You know what that means—rain. Take the jacket,” she insisted.


A woman dragging a reluctant toy poodle shouldered a path through the crowd of people and dashed for cover. She gave Tim a look that spoke volumes. Don’t even think about it, Bub! This is my spot!


Icy needles jabbed his face as he jogged along the irregular brick sidewalk, head down, trying to miss the deepening puddles. He wasn’t looking when the number 27 bus from Kensington swung off Broad Street on to Van Wyck, sliding to a stop just a few feet from him. The whoosh of opening doors made Tim turn, and here was Goldie Locks. Both made a dash to the flower shop a few feet away. They shivered in their soaked clothing.


Tim laughed. “Well, we almost made it!”


Jan looked down at his clothes. “Wow, I’m wet clear through… it feels cold in here.”


Grabbing a twenty-dollar bunch of flowers, Tim paid the clerk and turned to Jan. “I live just across the street. Want to help me put these in water? You can dry off too.”


Jan took a step back. This was the city, not Saint Dom’s parish hall. The man was a stranger, not someone’s mother setting up at a church dinner, but he seemed pleasant enough and didn’t try to hide the invitation by lowering his voice.


Money for sex. Jan had repeated the mantra all the way into the city. So what was he doing, running off to some guy’s apartment just to get dry? This wasn’t going to put cash in his pocket.


Still, he was wet—and cold. Jan stammered, “Yeah, okay I guess…. Thanks. I need to get dry before my bus comes along, and I won’t get dry in here.”


“My name’s Tim. What’s yours?”


“Jan… Jan Phillips,” he replied, loud enough for the clerk to hear. It was the kind of self-preserving act kids learn early in the city.


As they stood under the red and white awning, Jan took a good look at Tim for the first time. He regarded him with curiosity rather than suspicion, not knowing what to make of this guy. He certainly didn’t look like the kind of man you expected to offer money for sex. In fact, he looked like he could be a model, about six feet tall, with curly dark hair streaked with highlights, strong features, and an easy-going smile. Jan figured him to be thirty-six, maybe thirty-eight years old.


A lull in traffic allowed them to race across Van Wyck Street, dodging cars and puddles. Success was limited. Tim’s pant legs were soaked while Jan’s canvas sneakers sounded as if he were walking on sponges.


The Saint Roi’s lobby was awash in soft lights shining from recessed bulbs fifteen feet above the glassy marble floor. “Gee! This looks like a church!” Jan blurted, before he realized he sounded like a dope.


Tim thought a moment. “It does, kind of. Wait until you see my place. It’s definitely not a church.”


The desk attendants knew Tim had an odd assortment of visitors and took no notice as he ushered Jan into the elevator. Moments later, the elevator deposited them at his floor. Waiting for a reaction, Tim stood aside as they entered his apartment. 


Jan stood back and looked at what he thought heaven must be like, if it were an apartment. His notion of heaven was about to change. He glanced at Tim for reassurance as he stepped inside.




Three
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THE Saint Roi, built in the early 1900s, was twenty stories high and filled half a city block. The architect designed all the units above the tenth floor in penthouse luxury. Only two units occupied any one floor, and Tim claimed both on the thirteenth. Parquet floors, gleaming from decades of hand polishing, and twelve-foot ceilings gave the feeling of rooms soaring into space. Sectional sofas in white damask reflected off walls covered in tan leather. Soft light drizzled through ivory grills high above them. The outside walls had floor to ceiling windows presenting a wall of glass. The ninety-seven-story Penn Central Towers, seven blocks away, looked so close.


“Geez, the Penn Towers look like I could touch them!”


Tim chuckled. “I felt the same way when I first saw this place. It seems like a million years ago.”


As they stood there, Tim thought of Peter de Main, the man who lived here then. He was the only person who ever offered Tim the kind of love and protection he craved.


Tim walked into the kitchen carrying the flowers.


“There are some towels in the spare bathroom down the hall. It’s the last door on the right. There’s a washer/dryer stack unit in there too. You can dry your things and then join me in the living room. All I need are dry pants,” he said as he pulled out a ceramic vase for the flowers.


“What did you say your name is?” he called out from behind a center isle workstation.


Jan moved past the kitchen door, and he pulled off his Polo shirt.


“Jan,” he replied.


Looking up from the flowers, Tim caught sight of Jan. Their eyes met for a second as the semi-nude figure passed by.


“Jan, eh? Nice name.”


“It sucks. Unless you like having a girl’s name,” Jan answered.


“It’s better than Goldie Locks. That’s what I named you when I first began watching you from my window.”


“What do you mean, Goldie Locks?” Jan flared. “What? You were watching me…? Why?”


“Go get dry, and we’ll talk,” Tim ordered.


While Jan stripped in the bathroom, Tim went into his master bedroom suite and slipped out of his damp clothes and into a pair of soft jeans and a cashmere sweater.


Swathed in an oversized terry bath sheet, Jan returned to the living room where Tim sat in his leather club chair with binoculars trained on the street. He stood quietly, looking over Tim’s shoulder. Tim put the binoculars on a side table and smiled up at him.


“This was all I could find. My underwear wasn’t all that wet, so I left them on. This thing is awfully big. Is it okay?” Jan said.


Tim’s smile broadened. “Yes of course. It’s made to be extra large.”


Jan wrinkled his forehead. “Why were you spying on me?”


Tim got right to the point. “You’re hustling, and I think you’re new on the street. That’s why I was watching you, and I want to have sex with you before anybody else gets into your pants. Oh, and by the way, you’re not a very good hustler. Now, tell me I’m wrong.”


Jan couldn’t believe his ears. This guy wasn’t old and wrinkly. He was movie-star handsome. He can’t be queer! 


“No! I’m not! I…. Well, I don’t… I haven’t…. Oh, damn!”


Jan covered his face, trying to hide his confusion.


Tim reached out, grabbing the towel and Jan’s briefs underneath. He twisted aside just as Tim tugged at the fabric, leaving Jan with his briefs pulled down far enough to expose his smooth-shaven crotch.


“How many guys your age shave there? If you’re not a hustler, why do you shave your pubic hair?” Tim sneered. 


“I heard that old men pay a lot of money if they think they’re getting it on with a boy. That’s why.”


“So you are a hustler!”


“No!” cried Jan.


“Okay,” Tim said, his patience running thin. “It’s time to fess up. What are you up to? Oh, and by the way, most older men have been around long enough that they know a shaved crotch when they feel one, so you won’t be fooling anybody.” 


Not knowing what else to do, Jan slumped to the soft deep-pile carpet and pulled the terry towel across his lap. He sat with his head bent so that his chin rested on his chest; blond hair hung down each side of his face, hiding his trembling frown. He wasn’t sure he could explain the reasons that brought him to the point of being nearly naked in a stranger’s home. 


Tim sighed. “Okay. Once more, what’s going on with you?” 


Jan shook his head from side to side, as if that act would throw off his dilemma. Finally, he began in a small, barely audible voice. “I’m alone.” 


When Tim didn’t respond, Jan looked up to see if he was listening. Tim just smiled and nodded. 


“I’m going to be alone any day now. I just turned eighteen,” Jan added. 


Tim’s hand shot out, taking the teen’s chin in a firm grip. He turned Jan’s face, studying the pale, smooth skin; he looked deep and hard trying to determine if Jan was telling a lie. Was it possible for an eighteen-year-old to look as if he were sixteen? 


Jan stared back without emotion. 


Releasing his hold, Tim said, “Go on.” 


Jan’s discussion with his mom, about his future or lack of one, was the hardest he had ever gone through. This conversation was going to be a close second. 


“In two weeks I have to leave home and be on my own. My mom talked to me about not being able to support all of us. I’m the oldest. I looked for a job, and I can’t get one, so I don’t bring in money. She just doesn’t make enough for five kids.” Jan gulped for air and continued, “It’s not that she hates me or anything like that, but I’m no good if I don’t pull my weight.” 


Tim thought, I’ve read this somewhere, in a bad novel.


“What about your father?” he asked. 


Jan shook his head. “My dad died six years ago. Maybe you read about it. He was the man who got crushed to death at the Navy yard. It was in all the papers.” 


Tim remembered the incident. A contractor was painting the dock side of a battle ship when he fell between the ship and the pier. 


“What about insurance. There must have been a big payout. What happened to that money?” 


Jan rubbed his forehead. “There wasn’t any insurance because it wasn’t an accident. My dad killed himself, and the insurance people said they didn’t cover suicide. Can you imagine being so unhappy that you would get yourself mooshed to death?”


“If it was suicide, why did the papers say it was an accident?” 


Jan sighed. “Father Sobinski, he was the dean at Saint Dominic’s Academy. He and my dad were best friends in school. Sobinski was a big shot for the Cardinal here in Philly. He got the coroner to make the report look like it could have been an accident so when the papers got the story we all wouldn’t have to be embarrassed. He couldn’t do anything about the money, but he was able to get me into Saint Dominic’s Academy without Mom having to pay. Now he’s been transferred to Rome, so my sisters and brother will have to go to public school.” 


Trying to find a bright spot in this miserable tale, Tim said, “Well, at least you got a good education. I hear Saint Dom’s is a fine school.” 


Jan laughed for the first time. “A good school! It hasn’t gotten me anywhere! So what if I can say, ‘Would you like fries with that, sir?’ in Latin. No one’s hiring teenage scholars at McDonald’s.” 


Jan looked away. “Besides, I’m a so-so student. Just low B’s and a coupla A’s. The only thing I have to offer is between my legs. Do you have any idea how that makes me feel?” 


“I can guess,” said Tim. 


Tim got up and started toward the kitchen. Turning, he looked down at Jan. “I’m thirsty. Would you like a Coke or ginger ale? I don’t have any beer, and I won’t offer you any hard liquor.”


“Coke is fine. I don’t drink alcohol… don’t like the taste,” Jan answered.


“Then don’t drink it. If you drink booze for any reason other than the taste, you’re drinking for the wrong reason,” Tim said. 


Jan was feeling more comfortable with Tim. He almost forgot he was naked under the towel.


Tim returned with Cokes and handed one to Jan. “Tell me about your family.” 


Jan took a sip and began, “There’s my mom of course. Then there’s Sara and Paula—they’re twins. They will be fifteen in December. Then there’s my brother, Daniel. He’s fourteen, and he’s adopted from my mom’s sister. His parents are real assholes and didn’t want a kid, so my mom and dad got him. The last is my baby sister Ruth. We live in a row house in Kensington. Mom had to take some kind of loan on the house so we could be okay with money for a while, but it went fast.”


“It’s called a home equity loan,” Tim interjected. “It means that the bank subtracted the difference from what the house is worth today from what is still owed on the mortgage. Then they loaned your mom a certain percent of that amount. Usually it isn’t much in homes in that section of the city.”


Jan gave Tim a wondering look and sniffed. “How do you know so much about that section of the city? I can’t see you driving out there for a picnic.”


Tim laughed. Roaming that bleak neighborhood, which could be as hot as the devil’s anvil in summer heat, was not something he would ordinarily do. He merely said, “I know a thing or two about this city. By the way, how much did your mom get from the bank?”


Jan thought a moment. “I think she mentioned thirteen thousand dollars.”


Tim squatted in front of Jan. “Did you really think you could make up that amount by selling your ass?”


Jan stiffened. “My ass! All I was going to do was let old men suck my dick. I didn’t say anything about my ass!”


Tim shook his head. “You don’t get it, do you?”


“Get what? What am I supposed to get?”


“First of all, when you’re in some guy’s car out in the reeds behind the airport, miles from home, you won’t always get a say in what you will or won’t do—got it? Second, the going rate for sex with these guys ranges from thirty to forty dollars a pop, and if you’re real lucky old Judge Bustenhalter will pay you seventy-five bucks to let him watch his chauffer fuck you. That is the reality of your chosen profession. To earn, let’s say, three thousand at a rate of, oh, let’s be generous, forty bucks a trick, you’ll have to be out there seventy-five Sundays in a row, all day, everyday. Rain or shine, your lily white ass will be swinging up this street.”


“Oh,” Tim added, “and don’t forget the other guys on the street. They’ll be waiting for you to get back from your suck sessions with their hands out for a share. I should warn you that their hands aren’t always empty when they demand a portion of your hard-earned dollars. No pun intended. And believe me, Jan, you’ll earn every penny.”


Jan’s eyes bulged in disbelief. He pulled back as if he had just noticed Tim growing another head.


The pair sat in silence for a while.


Finally Tim said, “Jan, did you honestly think you could survive on the street? It gets freezing cold out there. This isn’t Miami Beach, you know. What kind of mother just says ‘get out’?”


“I think she thinks that someone will come to the rescue. You know, like the church or something. I’m eighteen, so I’m supposed to be independent.”


Tim shook his head. Abandoned, shoved out of the nest, shunned, no matter how you slice it, boys and girls face this crisis every day. Tim knew all too well the consequences of life without a family. They sat in silence again. Tim began to formulate his redemption in his mind.


“I have an idea. What’s your phone number?”


Jan looked out the window at the dismal sky. “Why?”


“I want to speak with your mom. I have a proposal, a quid pro quo,” Tim said.


“A quid pro quo? What kind of an arrangement would you want to have with her?”


Tim looked into Jan’s eyes and hoped this would work. “Your mom needs money. And your mom has you, at least for now. I have money, and I want you. It would be a simple exchange. She gives me you, with no future interference, and I give her enough cash to pay the bank, and plenty more to pay off her mortgage and live on.”


Jan couldn’t believe his ears. “You can’t buy people!”


As soon as he had spoken, Jan instinctively drew back as if to ward off a slap. He had learned in Catholic school that sass would get you a red ear.


Tim gave a wry smile. “Jan, with enough money you can buy power, sex, murder, mayhem, and especially girls and boys. So, do you think she’ll go for it?”


Jan’s mind was in a whirl. Tim was eager, but it didn’t look like he was psycho or something. He was serious. Jan had never heard of anything like this, let alone considered it could happen to him. Would it be a bad thing? This guy was good looking, lived in a nice place, he seemed okay.


And then, almost without knowing what he was saying, “She might, if I ask her. But what if I won’t go for it? What would I have to do?”


Tim walked to Jan, lifted him from the floor, and gave the boy his first kiss. Jan was as rigid as a board. It had never occurred to him that guys kissed one another. He relaxed just enough for Tim to slip his tongue into his mouth. The kiss was long, wet, and very hot. The towel fell from Jan’s hips. He wanted to reach for it, but Tim’s grip was too strong to break. 


When Tim eased his hold, Jan put his head on Tim’s shoulder. He thought, I guess I am a fag after all. A tear rolled down Jan’s cheek. Jan had been taught all his life that this was wrong and that he would be damned for being queer. He also knew he couldn’t—or rather wouldn’t—leave.


“What do you want me to do?” he asked quietly.




Four
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TIM held Jan in his arms for a long time, swaying to the rhythms of their heartbeats. Savoring the feel of Jan’s skin, with all the muscle tone of youth aching, eager to be pleased, he felt as if this could evolve into something good for both of them.


A glint of fading light reflected in a wall-sized mirror, lighting the room with unexpected brilliance. Jan looked and saw himself in Tim’s arms. Tim saw Peter de Main holding him for the first time. It was as if Peter was saying, Tim, this is the one. Tim blinked. The mirage was gone. 


Tim let go. “You’d better get dressed. Your bus will be here soon.”


Jan was confused. His roaring hard-on begged for pleasure, but his mind was relieved to be free of the situation for now. “Don’t you want me? What’s going to happen now? What am I supposed to do?” Jan said. 


“You go home and have a talk with your mom. You don’t have to go into the sex thing if you don’t want to. Just say that I got wind of the situation, and I have a deal she may be willing to consider. If she’s up for it, then we’ll meet tomorrow. If not, then I’ll be watching your progress on the street with interest.”


Tim knew this was a gamble with high stakes but thought it was worth it. It was also emotional blackmail, and on a susceptible youngster at that.


“By the way, what’s your mother’s name?”


Jan’s eyes wandered around the room, taking it all in. He sighed. “Joy Phillips.” Suddenly he came back to his senses. “You still haven’t answered me. What if I won’t go for your deal?"


Tim answered quickly. “You’ve just laid out the situation for yourself. Now, you tell me your options. Do you have a better offer?”


“No…. I suppose I don’t.” Jan wrapped the towel around his waist in belated modesty and walked down the hall to the bathroom to retrieve his clothes from the dryer.


Tim was looking down on Van Wyck Street when Jan came up behind him. 


“Wait a minute! I’m eighteen! Why does my mom have to know anything about this?” 


Tim smiled. “You’re not just a pretty face after all, are you? Look, I want to help you out, but the most important thing in life you’ll ever learn is that everything can be had for money, and that nothing, absolutely nothing in this life is free. I want your mother to be out of your life because my life has no place for the kinds of complications parents can make in a situation like this. And not to put too fine a point on it, I want you now, not at some future date. This is a contract—a job if you like… not a relationship. It’s as simple as that.” 


Jan was confused again. Hadn’t he felt something when they embraced—some sort of electricity? 


“Trust me,” Tim said. “Nothing in your life has prepared you for this kind of adventure. I, on the other hand, have experienced something like it before.” 


Jan thought about the money and what Tim had said about life on the streets. He didn’t know if Tim was telling the truth about that or if he was just trying to scare him. One thing was for sure—he was very scared. 


“What a mess.” He sighed. He looked Tim in the eye and said, “Okay, I’ll ask her about it tonight.” 


There, he had done it. He had committed himself to an arrangement over which he had no control, with no idea how or where it would lead him. 


A clap of thunder greeted them as they walked through the polished bronze doors of the Saint Roi. Jan and Tim both wondered if it was an omen of things to come. 


Jan sprinted across the street to the bus stop. The wheezing coach lumbered to the curb moments later. Boarding, he took a window seat, smiled at Tim, and nodded his complicity once more before the bus eased back into traffic. 


Jan rehearsed his story on the hour-long ride back home. The massive skyscrapers gave way to mile after mile of faded red brick row houses until he arrived back in Kensington, a flat treeless square mile of sameness. Jan had lived his whole life in the confines of this brick neighborhood with its noisy elevated train, boarded windows of long abandoned businesses, and ankle deep trash. Their row house, a three story, was one room wide and two rooms deep. A crooked sycamore tree shaded the front. For the last five years, he had attempted to be the man in the family with no authority and no money to see the job was done well. Now he was asked to leave, like an unwanted guest at a birthday party. Stung and resentful, Jan felt more alone than ever.


He walked into the living room as his mother sat down to watch the early Channel Ten News. The contrast between this dingy room and the splendid one he had left not more than two hours before, struck Jan like a punch in the gut. He had always accepted the parlor and all the other worn-out rooms in the small row house as his whole world. It never occurred to him that any other kind of life could exist. He sensed the potential for something different—something better, for the first time in his life. He didn’t quite understand it, and it frightened him too—but he wanted it. He wanted it very much. 


Joy looked more tired than usual today. He hesitated to bring the subject up to his mom when she seemed so beaten down. It was cool in the house, but Jan was sweating again. The butterflies in his stomach hatched, mated, and died with every breath he took, but he knew it was now or never. His brother and sisters would be home soon, and he didn’t want them to hear the screaming he was sure would follow once he told her about Tim and his proposal. Jan sat next to his mother, reached over, and held her hand. 


Without searching for more courage, he said, “Mom, I need to talk about what you said… about my having to move out, I mean.” 


Joy switched off the TV. 


“Okay,” she said simply. 


Slowly, Jan picked carefully through the day’s events like a knotted thread being pulled from a spool and untangled. 


Joy’s eyes widened in disbelief. 


Finally, she cried, “Is this some kind of joke? I’ve never heard of such a thing! What have you been up to while I’m at work?” 


Jan backed away, not sure if he was going to get a swat. 


“This is no joke,” he said. “The truth is, it’s my chance to get out of a no-win situation.” 


“So you’re a fag? You think you’re a fag? Where did that come from?” 


“What I am isn’t the point. Will you meet him or not?” 


“You’re goddamned right I’ll meet with this perv!” she shouted. 


Jan had seen his mom angry before, but never like this. Just then, the kitchen door slammed. Jan put a finger to his mouth, shushing his mother in midsentence. 


“We’re in the parlor,” Jan called out. 


His brother and sisters were home, with their usual noise and chatter. They burst into the room, each yelling to be heard over the other. 


“Hold it!” Joy said. “What’s going on? What’s got you all riled up?” 


“Mr. and Mrs. Kennedy want to know if we, I mean all us kids, can go with them to Saint Dom’s for the Polish Festival!” Sara announced. 


“Can we, mom? Pleeeeaze, pleeeeaze, pleeeeaze,” they all chimed at once. 


“We won’t be any trouble. We promise.” 


“What about your homework?” 


“All done,” they said in unison. 


Joy considered their hopeful faces. “Yes, you can go, but I want no wildness now. Do you hear me? The Kennedys are not as young as you all. I don’t want them worn out on account of you all being crazy. Paula, I want you to keep an eye on Ruth. Sara did it the last time you all went out, so it’s your turn.” 


Paula readily agreed. For a chance to go to the festival and flirt with the boys from Cardinal Dougherty High, she would have consented to do anything.


“C’mon, Jan,” Daniel said, tugging on his brother’s arm. “They have the car outside right now!” 


“You guys go ahead. Mom and I’ve got some things we need to talk about.” 


The screen door slammed with an ear-splitting bang as the children dashed out to the Kennedy’s car. Joy went to the door to wave them all a good-bye, then turned and started with Jan again. 


“Have you said any of this queer stuff to Father Sobinski?” 


“No. Not yet,” Jan answered quietly. 


“Well I can imagine what he’d say! Half the church is queer. Well, what can you expect from men who wear black dresses to work? What I want to know is, why? I didn’t raise you like that!” 


“Money! Because you told me I had to get a job or get out and—” 


“Hold it right there, mister!” Joy cut in. “Nobody said you had to be a whore! I said get a job or move out because I can’t make it with only my minimum wage job. Did you know that I tried to get us food stamps? They said I made too much money to qualify! Imagine, even with all you kids at home, I make too much money! So don’t try to put your bad choices on me!” 


Joy was tired, more than tired. She was used up and still just thirty-seven. She had been making babies, satisfying a sexually demanding husband, and working at the Broadway Market in Kensington most of her adult life. After Jan’s father died, she had borrowed money all over town to keep her children fed and to buy some extras at Christmas. 


Finally, she had turned to Father Sobinski for help, hoping that he could suggest a service the church could provide. Fat chance! All he told her was that she had to be firm with Jan and get him pulling his weight. Sobinski, she knew, had entered seminary at age fifteen. From that time on, he had been cosseted in the priesthood, never hungry, never having to wear mended clothes or shoes with holes, never having to pay for a car or a utility bill. What the fuck did he know about people’s needs? Passing out turkey dinners on Thanksgiving and comforting homeless people with pats on the head once a year may get him a crown in heaven, but it didn’t do a damn thing to solve her problems. 


Jan was getting angry too. He was seething with inner rage, the kind of rage that emerging adults experience when they cannot control the circumstances, which often engulfs them in a sense of complete hopelessness. 


“I’m not asking you to be responsible for my choices! But really, what choices have I had with you riding herd on me? With Sobinski and Sister Mary Frivolous at Saint Dom’s on my ass all day, the only choice I’ve been allowed to make, right or wrong, is whether to use an active or passive verb in a Latin text!” he yelled.


Mother and son talked back and forth and around in circles. After a while, they moved into the kitchen. Like she always did when facing the unpleasant, Joy busied herself. While she wiped the enamel-topped table that took up much of the floor space in the tiny room, Jan kept a safe distance at the opposite side. He didn’t need a black eye to add to his troubles, but he wasn’t about to let this go, either. 


“You just haven’t tried to find work,” Joy said without looking up. 


“The hell I haven’t! My application is in every store on Christopher Columbus Boulevard!” Jan said defensively. “Did I tell you that I applied at Staples? They told me that they would be hiring soon, and I’d get a call. Well, Bobby O’Farrell’s older brother got a job there last week, so I went back and asked about my application.” 


Jan didn’t wait for his mother to reply. “You know what they told me? They said that my application was misfiled and that they had filled all the available positions. Then I went over to Home Depot. The man said I wasn’t strong enough to unload the trucks. I know he was lying ’cause they’ve got girls working there. The answer is the same everywhere. No!” 


Jan was sweating. He was red faced and on the edge of tears. He took a plastic cup from the cupboard and went to the faucet. He stared down at the sink, the once-white porcelain worn away by years of scrubbing. 


“I just don’t believe you’ve tried hard enough,” his mom said. 


Jan flung the plastic cup into the sink with a force that surprised both of them. 


Whirling around, he leaned forward across the table and slammed both hands, palms down, on the metal. 


Recklessly, he shouted, “I don’t give a fuck what you believe! I’m eighteen. This is going to go down with or without you!” 


Joy stood motionless. He couldn’t tell if she was preparing to slug him or break down. He softened his tone. His voice was hoarse from shouting. 


“Why not make it easier on yourself? All the money you’ve borrowed is gone, and all you have now is debt and worry.” 


Joy sagged into a vinyl-covered chair. She wanted to cry, but the tears wouldn’t come. She knew she should be thinking about her son and this pervert and what it implied, but her mind kept coming back to money. 


Jan went around the table. He knelt and put his head in her lap. “Help me do this.” 


Joy was filled with self-reproach. “How can I agree to sell my own baby?” she murmured.


“Mom, I’m not a baby. And besides, it’s not like I’m being carried off in a slave ship. Philadelphia isn’t the backside of Mars. We can still see each other.” 


Jan knew that was probably not in the cards, but he didn’t know what else to say. 


The front door banged shut. “We’re home!” shouted Daniel. 


They both looked up at the grease covered faux Coca-Cola clock hanging over the stove. Had they really been at this for two hours? 


Daniel and the girls came into the kitchen. Sara looked from her mother to Jan, then back to her mother again. 


“What’s going on? What’s wrong?” 


Joy put on her sad face. 


“Jan is going to be moving out soon. We’ve been talking about it. We’re very upset,” she said. 


“Jan, is it true?” Daniel asked. “Why do you have to go away?” 


“The job I’ve got isn’t around here, Danny,” he answered. 


The girls stood and looked at their mother for some sign that everything was really going to be all right. Ruth hurried around the table to Jan. 


“Are you in trouble?” she asked. 


“Is Jan gonna be okay?” Paula added, looking at their mother. 


“Of course, he is, sweetheart. It’s just upsetting, that’s all.” 


Sara remained silent. She had seen the bus tickets Jan threw in the bathroom wastebasket. Round trip passes to Fifteenth and Van Wyck Streets. Unlike Jan, she had heard of the goings on up there. She cocked her head toward the parlor. 


“Jan, can I talk to you for a minute?” she said. 


Grateful for the lull in the fighting, he followed his sister into the parlor. 


Sara turned. “I think I know what’s going on here.” 


Jan started to object, then thought better of it. 


“Oh, and what is that?” 


“I found the bus ticket stubs in the wastebasket, and I know what goes on up there on Van Wyck Street.” 


The back of Jan’s calves began to quiver, and he dropped into a chair. 


“I won’t say anything to the others, but you’ve gotta get out of here as soon as possible. You know what it’s like here. If the neighbors find out about you they’ll hang you from a basketball hoop and call it justice.” 


Before Jan could reply, Joy herded the kids into the hallway and called Sara to join them. 


“It’s getting late, and this is a school night. You guys better get upstairs and get ready for bed,” she ordered.


After the others had pounded up the worn stairs to the second-floor bedrooms, Joy took Jan back into the kitchen. “I’m not sure I’m going to go along with this. I’ll have to think about it, but I’m not going to make up my mind until I meet this creep, and even then I’ll probably put my foot down. If the police get wind of this—” 


Jan cut her off. “That won’t happen.” 


“This is all wrong, Jan Christopher, and you know it!” 


“What’s wrong is you forced me into a situation I didn’t ask for, and now I’m being yelled at because I found an answer that you don’t like. But you’re getting everything you want. All you have to do is take the money and run.” 


Joy looked as if she had been hit with a brick. Shock, rage, and then guilt flashed across her face. 


Jan reached out. “I’m sorry. Oh God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean that!” 


Joy shook him off without looking at him. “We’re both tired. I’ve got to go to work tomorrow, and you’ve got to decide how you want to live the rest of your life. I’m going to bed. Good night.” 


He leaned over to kiss his mother on the cheek as he did every night. She pulled away in disgust. 


Jan waited until he heard her close her bedroom door. Head bent low, he picked up the phone and dialed the number Tim had given him. 


Tim answered on the second ring. 


“It’s me, I told her,” Jan whispered. “She’s hopping mad. She wants to meet you, but I think she’s going to make trouble. What do I do now?” 


Tim’s voice was calm. “Come into the city after your mom gets off work. I’ll make reservations in your name at the Adelphia Tavern in the Warwick Hotel on Locust Street—seven o’clock sharp.”


“I’ve never had a reservation made in my name before,” Jan said quietly. 


“See you at seven then. Don’t be late.” 


“I’ll be there.” 


The line went dead.
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THE following evening, Jan’s mother came down the narrow stairs and into the parlor.


She was wearing the same dress she always wore to work, a simple cotton shift with white and yellow daises across the bodice. 


Why couldn’t she wear something nicer? Jan thought. 


Even though he had graduated from Saint Dom’s the previous month, he decided to wear his school uniform. They were his best clothes—a green blazer bearing Saint Dominic’s seal, black twill pants, white shirt, and green tie. 


“Where the hell do you think you’re going, the Cardinal’s charity ball?” Joy snorted. 


“I think this place might be kinda fancy,” Jan said meekly. 


Her tone softened. “You’ve not had much, have you?” 


Jan had no response. They both knew she had struggled to keep food on the table and warmth for her family with little else in the way of the icing that other families had on their slice of life’s cake. Still, Jan loved her, and in spite of everything, believed she loved him too. 


Jan was jerked from these thoughts when Joy barked, “Okay, let’s get going. SEPTA is the meanest bus line in the world. They don’t wait for nobody!” 


As they walked away from the house, Jan caught a movement from behind him. 


Daniel was waving good-bye from the front door. He hadn’t even noticed that his little brother had been in the room. How much he had gathered, Jan could only wonder. He jogged back and gave Daniel a hug. Leaving him with a smile, Jan hurried after his mother.


 


 


THE bus to Center City eased up to the curb and sagged to one side. The white paint was cancerous with rust and bore a coat of grit that defied even the power washing the night crews applied at the end of each day. It was a poor cousin to the gleaming coaches that sedately drove through the Society Hill section of Philadelphia. 


Joy glared at the driver. “You know, pal, with the taxes I pay to this city you’d think they could at least clean the seats in here!” 


“Lady, these seats are as clean as they’ll ever be,” replied the driver.


 


 


TIM’S bedroom phone rang an hour before he was to leave for the Adelphia Tavern. 


“This is Tim,” he answered in his usual way. 


The desk attendant’s voice was all business. “Sir, there’s a gentleman calling for you, a Mr. Ward.” 


“Thank you, Jerry. Please ask him to have a seat in the lobby. I’ll be right down.” 


A few minutes later Tim exited the elevator and walked to where Hansford Ward was eyeing a French watercolor completely hidden from anyone else’s view by his massive frame. Han was a six-foot-seven muscle man who hired himself out to any party who paid, government or private. Fighting wars for others had left him with a face only a mother could love. Scars ran up and down both cheeks. No one looking at him would suspect that he was an expert in the delicate art of Raku pottery, a craft he learned while working for a Japanese mobster. In Japan, he was considered a national treasure. 


Hansford was known in the profession as Mr. Squeaks because of the squeaking noise his size twelve shoes made under the weight of his three hundred pound frame. Asked once if he was worried people would hear him coming and he would lose the element of surprise, Han smiled and answered, “What do you think?” No one ever called him Mr. Squeaks to his face. 


Tim forced a cough as he neared him. It was unwise to catch Han unawares. 


Han had watched Tim’s reflection in the glass covering the painting. He turned just as Tim reached him, extending his hand and offering what passed for a smile. They exchanged the usual greetings, and then got down to business. 


“So, Mr. M, who do you want me to hurt?” Han asked with a fake innocence. 


“Don’t get too disappointed, but it’s nothing like that.” 


Tim knew he would not have to repeat his instructions once they were given. And he knew Han could be relied on to say nothing about what he may or may not see or hear this evening.


Tim explained, “I’ve got a business deal with a woman at the Adelphia in about forty-five minutes. She will be with a young man, and she may try to cause a scene, or even trouble. Your job is to make sure she doesn’t even get a chance to make waves. Sit next to her while we discuss our business. That’s all there is to it.”


“Got it,” Han said. 


Tim handed him an envelope with one thousand dollars inside. “Your fee, Han.”


As the two men exited the Saint Roi, Han looked at Tim with a wry smile. “I know it’s none of my business, Mr. M, but are you sure you want to get mixed up with a woman? You know when a man gets himself in deep trouble the French always say, Cherchez la femme! Look for the woman!” 


Tim smiled back at Han but said nothing. 


The Adelphia Tavern, in the stately Warwick Hotel, was designed for private conversations between powerful men and women. Anyone needing to speak in confidence headed for its peaceful and secluded ambience. Each banquette was enclosed with walnut wainscoting reaching five feet from the floor. A pocket door could be closed for added privacy, if needed. All that was topped with two-foot frosted glass panels featuring turn of the century harness racing scenes. Subdued light reflecting off polished brass and waxed wood that whispered, Money.


 


 


JAN and his mother walked in silence to the Warwick Hotel. A brass plaque beside the main door identified a narrow arch set in the dark marble as the entrance to the Adelphia Tavern. The happy hour rush was just beginning to wind down. 


A man wearing an elegantly tailored suit approached Jan. After identifying himself to the maitre d’ as having reservations, Jan and Joy were escorted to their booth. Jan wasn’t sure if he should order anything, but the waiter assured him that his host had already provided a tab for anything they wished. Jan asked for a Coke. His mother declined. 


Joy studied her son’s face as he marveled at the splendid room. Her original intention was to put an end to this escapade, with the law if need be. Now she wasn’t so sure. But before she could say anything, Tim and Han walked up and seated themselves without saying a word. 


Jan looked from Tim to his mother and back again, waiting for someone to speak. 


Finally, Tim said, “Mrs. Phillips, my name is Tim Morris, and this is Mr. Ward. He is here as a witness to our contract.” 


Tim drew two envelopes from his inside jacket pocket. One contained a cashier’s check for thirty thousand dollars. The other, a large envelope, held a single-page contract with places marked for her name and for a witness. 


Joy shifted uncomfortably in what was left of her space at the table. 


Tim held up his hand. “Please let me explain the terms you’ll be agreeing to.” 


Banking on Joy being ignorant of the legal niceties, he was confident she would believe anything he told her.


He pushed the bill of sale toward her. “For the sum of thirty grand you will sign the document before you, stating that you relinquish all claims and rights to the person named below, and will further quit his life until such time as I deem it appropriate to alter the agreement. In short, you get thirty big ones to get permanently lost.” 


Jan sat rigid as a flagpole, his eyes pleading with Tim to be gentler. 


Joy looked away. Then in a trembling voice she asked, “How do I know you won’t hurt my son?” 


“If that was my game, we wouldn’t be sitting here,” Tim said. 


Joy looked at her son. “Jan, are you sure this is what you want?” 


Tears watered his white shirt. Jan wanted to put his head on his mother’s shoulder but thought better of it. He could smell the inexpensive perfume she bought off the sale counter at Eckerd’s drugstore. 


“I love you, Mom, but I have to go. You said so yourself. Yes, I want to do this,” he whispered. 


Joy picked up the Mont Blanc pen Tim offered and signed the bottom line marked JP. 


Tim handed the pen to Han, who had sat quietly observing the scene with fascination. 


He signed on the witness line and handed the pen and contract back to Tim. 


“Where’s my copy? I should get a copy!” she demanded. 


“No copy for you. Once the check has cleared, it will indicate your full acceptance of the terms. As it happens, tonight is Monday. The bank on which this check is drawn is open until 10 p.m. I suggest you get there as soon as possible. If you wish, Mr. Ward will go along to make sure you get there safely,” Tim said. 


Joy hung her head and meekly nodded her approval. 


“One more thing,” Tim added. “Mr. Ward may stop at your house to collect anything Jan wants from home. If that is the case, he will call you beforehand.” 


Joy started to object, but one stern look from Han stopped her. 


Jan sat through the exchange as if he were watching a movie. Only the pitching of his stomach testified that it was really happening to him. 


Tim looked around the table. “Well, as General McArthur once observed, these proceedings are concluded.” 


The two men stood and waited for Jan and his mother to follow. 


Out on Locust Street Joy asked, “What now?” 


“The bank is two blocks up and three over in the Penn Central Towers ground floor plaza,” Tim answered. “A Mr. Tibbet is expecting you.”


All four exchanged glances. Joy reached out and stroked Jan’s cheek with the back of her hand. He reached up, took her hand, and kissed it. A shudder racked his young frame, but he said nothing. 


Tim put his arm around Jan as Han gently took Joy’s elbow and guided her away. 


“Will I ever see my family again?” Jan murmured. 


“Jan, the Native Americans say the paths of men cross many times. Come on, it’s getting late.”


 


 


JOY PHILLIPS walked to the bank office. Han accompanied her, his shoes making a squeaking sound like a baby bird’s chirp for food. She deposited her newly acquired wealth in an account that Tim had prearranged. How he’d managed to open an account in her name without her signature, she hadn’t the faintest idea. 


After they left the building, Han said, “I have my car in the lot here, ma’am. May I drive you home?” 


Joy studied Han’s face. Her first impulse was to tell him to shove his car up his ass sideways. But fatigue won out over indignation. Her voice crushed with sadness, she said softly, “Yes, please. Thank you.” 


As they approached Han’s Porsche convertible, Joy exclaimed, “My God! Do you get in it, or do you put it on?” She hadn’t intended to make a joke, but Han doubled over in laughter. 


As they drove out of Center City, Joy said, “Mr. Ward?” 


“Please call me Han, ma’am. That would be short for Hansford. I’m off the clock now.” 


“Okay, Han,” she replied. “May I ask you a question?” 


“I’ll answer it, if I can, ma’am.” 


“Will he be all right? He won’t get into trouble or anything like that, will he?” 


“Mr. M is a fine man,” Han replied. “Your son will be fine as long as he does as he’s told.” 


“Will I be able to see him sometimes?” 


Han looked at Joy but made no reply. 


“Then how about this? Will you… I mean could you let me know how he’s doing?” she pleaded. “I could give you my phone number.”


“No, ma’am, I won’t do that.” Han sighed. “Look, if you go breaking your contract, you’ll have to give back the money, and there’s no telling if you’ll see your son even then.” 


Joy knew he was right. She still had a house full of kids to look after. She looked out the window. Her eyes were too clouded to see anything except blurs as the sports car shot down the narrow street. She gave way to a brief self-indulgent stab of guilt. She knew she was responsible for setting this in motion. Jan would never have done it on his own. On the plus side, she had thirty thousand dollars in the bank and one less mouth to feed. 


Han pulled up and parked outside Joy’s house. “You take good care now,” Han said. “As you know, I might be coming around to get some stuff for the young man.” 


Joy pulled herself out of the low seat. “Thank you, Han. If you do come around, I just might have a pot of coffee on the stove.” 


“I’d like that, ma’am. Goodbye.” With that, he drove off. 


Dusk deepened into a long night for Joy Phillips.
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AS THEY entered the apartment, Jan heard a woman singing a Spanish lullaby. 


“Who’s that?” he asked. 


“That’s Mrs. Santos. She’s my housekeeper, and she cooks for me sometimes too. I call her Mrs. S, but I want you to call her Mrs. Santos. Also, she isn’t a maid, so you’ll have to do your own laundry. And if you make a mess in the kitchen you’ll be expected to wash up afterward… got it?” 


“Sure, I understand,” Jan replied. 


Yvonne Santos was widowed when her husband was murdered by one of General Pinochet’s death squads in Chile. Fleeing with her only child, Sonya, she made her way to Philadelphia. With her Mundus Society contacts, Yvonne met Peter de Main. 


Mrs. Santos emerged from the kitchen wearing a long apron with Japanese calligraphy stenciled across the top. Under the apron, she wore a beige dress of fine French cotton. She was a tall woman with straight black hair tucked behind her ears. 


“Mrs. Santos,” Tim said. “I want you to meet Jan. He’ll be staying here.” 


She welcomed Jan with a warm smile. 


“Do you speak Spanish?” she asked. 


“I’m afraid I only know the bad words,” Jan confessed. 


“Not to worry, we can fix that! Eh, Señor Tim?’’ 


“I’m sure we can. Is there any food for hungry lads tonight?” he asked.


“Sí. Everything is ready in the kitchen. I must go now before my bus is gone without me. I will see you mañana.” 


The woman slipped from the apartment without a sound. Tim led Jan into the kitchen where he found a large platter of roast duck surrounded by a chilled salad of haricots verts and a side dish of warm mashed potatoes. 


“I hope you like breast of duck,” Tim said. 


“Oh, sure; we have it all the time in Kensington,” Jan said sarcastically. 


“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to put you down. It’s just that I don’t know how you’ve lived. I thought with a Catholic school education you would have had a chance to experience a bit of the world outside of Kensington.” 


“What I got in the way of experience was boxed ears and tough assignments.” 


“Boxed ears? I thought that went out with the new church.” 


“They got rid of the stuff that was harmless and kept the mean things. We all called our homeroom teacher Sister Joe Fraser!” 
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