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      Patricia Highsmith

      
      Patricia Highsmith (1921-1995) was born in Fort Worth, Texas, and moved to New York when she was six, where she attended the
         Julia Richman High School and Barnard College. In her senior year she edited the college magazine, having decided at the age
         of sixteen to become a writer. Her first novel, Strangers on a Train, was made into a classic film by Alfred Hitchcock in 1951. The Talented Mr Ripley, published in 1955, introduced the fascinating anti-hero Tom Ripley, and was made into an Oscar-winning film in 1999 by Anthony
         Minghella. Graham Greene called Patricia Highsmith ‘the poet of apprehension’, saying that she ‘created a world of her own
         – a world claustrophobic and irrational which we enter each time with a sense of personal danger’ and The Times named her no. 1 in their list of the greatest ever crime writers. Patricia Highsmith died in Locarno, Switzerland, in February
         1995. Her last novel, Small g: A Summer Idyll, was published posthumously, the same year.
      

   



      
      
      PRAISE FOR PATRICIA HIGHSMITH

      
      “Patricia Highsmith’s novels are peerlessly disturbing … bad dreams that keep us thrashing for the rest of the night.”

      
      —The New Yorker

      
      “Murder, in Patricia Highsmith’s hands, is made to occur almost as casually as the bumping of a fender or a bout of food poisoning.
         This downplaying of the dramatic … has been much praised, as has the ordinariness of the details with which she depicts the
         daily lives and mental processes of her psychopaths. Both undoubtedly contribute to the domestication of crime in her fiction,
         thereby implicating the reader further in the sordid fantasy that is being worked out.”
      

      
      —Robert Towers, New York Review of Books

      
      “For eliciting the menace that lurks in familiar surroundings, there’s no one like Patricia Highsmith.”

      
      —Time

      
      “The feeling of menace behind most Highsmith novels, the sense that ideas and attitudes alien to the reasonable everyday ordering
         of society are suggested, has made many readers uneasy. One closes most of her books with a feeling that the world is more
         dangerous than one had ever imagined.”
      

      
      —Julian Symons, New York Times Book Review

      
      “Mesmerizing … not to be recommended for the weak-minded and impressionable.”

      
      —Washington Post Book World

      
      “A writer who has created a world of her own—a world claustrophobic and irrational which we enter each time with a sense of
         personal danger. … Miss Highsmith is the poet of apprehension.”
      

      
      —Graham Greene

      
      
      “Patricia Highsmith is often called a mystery or crime writer, which is a bit like calling Picasso a draftsman.”

      
      —Cleveland Plain Dealer

      
      “An atmosphere of nameless dread, of unspeakable foreboding, permeates every page of Patricia Highsmith, and there’s nothing
         quite like it.”
      

      
      —Boston Globe

      
      “Highsmith’s novels skew your sense of literary justice, tilt your internal scales of right and wrong. The ethical order of
         things in the real world seems less stable [as she] deftly warps the moral sense of her readers.”
      

      
      —Cleveland Plain Dealer

      
      “Highsmith writes the verbal equivalent of a drug—easy to consume, darkly euphoric, totally addictive. … Highsmith belongs
         in the moody company of Dostoevsky or Angela Carter.”
      

      
      —Time Out

      
      “No one has created psychological suspense more densely and deliciously satisfying.”

      
      —Vogue

      
      “Highsmith’s writing is wicked … it puts a spell on you, after which you feel altered, even tainted. … A great American writer
         is back to stay.”
      

      
      —Entertainment Weekly
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      The Man Who Wrote Books in His Head

      
      
      E. Taylor Cheever wrote books in his head, never on paper. By the time he died aged sixty-two, he had written fourteen novels and created
         one hundred and twenty-seven characters, all of whom he, at least, remembered distinctly.
      

      
      It came about like this: Cheever wrote a novel when he was twenty-three called The Eternal Challenge which was rejected by four London publishers. Cheever, then a sub-editor on a Brighton newspaper, showed his manuscript to
         three or four journalist and critic friends, all of whom said, in quite as brusque a tone it seemed to Cheever as the London
         publishers’ letters, “Characters don’t come through … dialogue artificial … theme is unclear … Since you ask me to be frank,
         may I say I don’t think this has a hope of being published even if you work it over … Better forget this one and write another
         …” Cheever had spent all his spare time for two years on the novel, and had come near losing the girl he intended to marry,
         Louise Welldon, because he gave her so little attention. However he did marry Louise just a few weeks after the deluge of
         negative reports on his novel. It was a far cry from the note of triumph on which he had intended to claim his bride and embark
         upon marriage.
      

      
      Cheever had a small private income, and Louise had more. Cheever didn’t need a job. He had imagined quitting his newspaper
         job (on the strength of having his first novel published), writing more novels and book reviews and maybe a column on books
         for the Brighton newspaper, climbing up from there to the Times and Guardian. He tried to get in as book critic on the Brighton Beacon, but they wouldn’t take him on any permanent basis. Besides, Louise wanted to live in London.
      

      
      They bought a town house in Cheyne Walk and decorated it with furniture and rugs given them by their families. Meanwhile Cheever
         was thinking about another novel, which he intended to get exactly right before he put a word on paper. So secretive was he,
         that he did not tell Louise the title or theme or discuss any of the characters with her, though Cheever did get his characters
         clearly in mind—their backgrounds, motivations, tastes, and appearance down to the color of their eyes. His next book would
         be definite as to theme, his characters fleshed out, his dialogue spare and telling.
      

      
      He sat for hours in his study in the Cheyne Walk house, indeed went up after breakfast and stayed until lunchtime, then went
         back until tea or dinnertime like any other working writer, but at his desk he made hardly a note except an occasional “1877
         + 53” and “1939—83,” things like that to determine the age or birth year of certain characters. He liked to hum softly to
         himself while he pondered. His book, which he called The Spoiler of the Game (no one else in the world knew the title), took him fourteen months to think out and write in his mind. By that time. Everett
         Junior had been born. Cheever knew so well where he was going with the book that the whole first page was etched in his mind
         as if he saw it printed. He knew there would be twelve chapters, and he knew what was in them. He committed whole sequences
         of dialogue to memory, and could recall them at will. Cheever thought he could type the book out in less than a month. He
         had a new typewriter, a present from Louise on his last birthday.
      

      
      “I am ready—finally,” Cheever said one morning with an unaccustomed air of cheer.
      

      
      “Oh, splendid, darling!” said Louise. Tactfully she never asked him how his work was going, because she sensed that he didn’t
         like that.
      

      
      While Cheever was looking over the Times and filling his first pipe before going up to work, Louise went out in the garden and cut three yellow roses, which she put
         into a vase and took up to his room. Then she silently withdrew.
      

      
      Cheever’s study was attractive and comfortable with a generous desk, good lighting, books of reference and dictionaries to
         hand, a green leather sofa he could take catnaps on if he chose, and a view of the garden. Cheever noticed the roses on the
         small roller table beside his desk and smiled appreciatively. Page One, Chapter One, Cheever thought. The book was to be dedicated to Louise. To my wife Louise. Simple and clear. It was on a gray morning in December that Leonard …
      

      
      He procrastinated, and lit another pipe. He had put a sheet of paper in the typewriter, but this was the title page, and as
         yet he had written nothing. Suddenly, at 10:15 A.M., he was aware of boredom—oppressive, paralyzing boredom. He knew the book, it was in his mind entirely, and in fact why
         write it?
      

      
      The thought of hammering away at the keys for the next many weeks, putting words he already knew onto two hundred and ninety-two
         pages (so Cheever estimated) dismayed him. He fell onto the green sofa and slept until eleven. He awakened refreshed and with
         a changed outlook: the book was done, after all, not only done but polished. Why not go on to something else?
      

      
      An idea for a novel about an orphan in quest of his parents had been in Cheever’s mind for nearly four months. He began to
         think about a novel around it. He sat all day at his desk, humming, staring at the slips of paper, almost all blank, while
         he rapped the eraser end of a yellow pencil. He was creating.
      

      
      By the time he had thought out and finished the orphan novel, a long one, his son was five years old.

      
      “I can write my books later,” Cheever said to Louise. “The important thing is to think them out.”
      

      
      Louise was disappointed, but hid her feelings. “Your father is a writer,” she said to Everett Junior. “A novelist. Novelists don’t have to go to work like other people. They can work at home.”
      

      
      Little Everett was in a day nursery school, and the children had asked him what his father did. By the time Everett was twelve,
         he understood the situation and found it highly risible, especially when his mother told him his father had written six books.
         Invisible books. This was when Louise began to change her attitude to Cheever from one of tolerance and laissez-faire to one
         of respect and admiration. Mainly, consciously, she did this to set an example for Everett. She was conventional enough to
         believe that if a son lost respect for his father, the son’s character and even the household would fall apart.
      

      
      
      When Everett was fifteen, he was not amused by his father’s work any longer, but ashamed and embarrassed by it when his friends
         came to visit.
      

      
      “Novels? … Any good? … Can I see one?” asked Ronnie Phelps, another fifteen-year-old and a hero of Everett’s. That Everett
         had been able to bring Ronnie home for the Christmas hols was a stupendous coup, and Everett was anxious that everything should
         go right.
      

      
      “He’s very shy about them,” Everett replied. “Keeps ’em in his room, you know.”

      
      “Seven novels. Funny I never heard of him. Who’s his publisher?”

      
      Everett found himself under such a strain, Ronnie became ill at ease too, and after only three days went down to his family
         in Kent. Everett refused to eat, almost, and kept to his room where his mother twice found him weeping.
      

      
      Cheever knew nothing of this. Louise shielded him from every domestic upset, every interruption. But since the holidays stretched
         ahead nearly a month and Everett was in such a bad state, she gently suggested to Cheever that they take a cruise somewhere,
         maybe to the Canaries.
      

      
      At first, Cheever was startled by the idea. He didn’t like vacations, didn’t need them, he often said. But after twenty-four
         hours, he decided that a cruise was a good idea. “I can still work,” he said.
      

      
      On the boat, Cheever sat for hours in his deck chair, sometimes with pencil, sometimes not, working on his eighth novel. He
         never made a note in twelve days, however. Louise, next to him in her chair, could tell when he sighed and closed his eyes
         that he was taking a breather. Towards the end of the day, he often appeared to be holding a book in his hands and to be thumbing
         through it, and she knew he was browsing in his past work which he knew by heart.
      

      
      “Ha-ha,” Cheever would laugh softly, when a passage amused him. He would turn to another place, appear to be reading, then
         murmur, “Um-m. Not bad, not bad.”
      

      
      
      Everett, whose chair was on the other side of his mother’s, would tear himself up grimly and stalk away when his father gave
         these contented grunts. The cruise was not an entire success for Everett, there being no people his own age except one girl,
         and Everett announced to his parents and the friendly deck steward that he had no desire whatever to meet her.
      

      
      But things went better when Everett got to Oxford. At least his attitude towards his father became once more one of amusement.
         His father had made him quite popular at Oxford, Everett declared. “It’s not everyone who’s got a living limerick for a father!”
         he said to his mother. “Shall I recite one I—”
      

      
      “Please, Everett,” said his mother with a coldness that took the grin at once from Everett’s face.

      
      In his late fifties, Cheever showed signs of the heart disease which was to kill him. He wrote on as steadily as ever in his
         head, but his doctor counseled him to cut down on his hours of work, and to nap twice in the day. Louise had explained to
         the doctor (a new doctor to them, a heart specialist) what kind of work Cheever did.
      

      
      “He is thinking out a novel,” Louise said. “That can be just as tiring as writing one, of course.”

      
      “Of course,” the doctor agreed.

      
      When the end came for Cheever, Everett was thirty-eight and had two teenaged children of his own. Everett had become a zoologist.
         Everett and his mother and five or six relatives assembled in the hospital room where Cheever lay under an oxygen tent. Cheever
         was murmuring something, and Louise bent close to hear.
      

      
      “… ashes unto ashes,” Cheever was saying. “Stand back! … No photographs allowed … ‘Next to Tennyson?’” This last in a soft
         high voice. “… monument to human imagination …”
      

      
      Everett was also listening. Now his father seemed to be delivering a prepared speech of some kind. A eulogy, Everett thought.
      

      
      “… tiny corner revered by a grateful people … Clunk! … Careful!”

      
      
      Everett suddenly bent forward in a spasm of laughter. “He’s burying himself in Westminster Abbey!”
      

      
      “Everett!” said his mother. “Silence!”

      
      “Ha-ha-ha!” Everett’s tension exploded in guffaws, and he staggered out of the room and collapsed on a bench in the hall, pressing his
         lips together in a hopeless effort to control himself. What made it funnier was that the others in the room, except for his
         mother, didn’t understand the situation. They knew his father wrote books in his head, but they didn’t appreciate the Poets’
         Corner bit at all!
      

      
      After a few moments, Everett sobered himself and walked back into the room. His father was humming, as he had often done while
         he worked. Was he still working? Everett watched his mother lean low to listen. Was he mistaken, or was it a ghost of Land of Hope and Glory that Everett heard coming from the oxygen tent?
      

      
      It was over. It seemed to Everett, as they filed out of the room, that they should go now to his parents’ house for the funeral
         meats, but no—the funeral had not really taken place yet. His father’s powers were truly extraordinary.
      

      
      Some eight years later, Louise lay dying of pneumonia which had followed flu. Everett was with her in the bedroom of the Cheyne
         Walk house. His mother was talking about his father, about his never having received the fame and respect due him.
      

      
      “—until the last,” said Louise. “He is buried in Poets’ Corner, Everett—mustn’t forget that …”

      
      “Yes,” said Everett, somehow impressed, almost believing it.

      
      “Never room for the wives there, of course—otherwise I could join him,” she whispered.

      
      And Everett forbore to tell her she was going to join him in the family plot outside Brighton. Or was that true? Could they not find another niche in Poets’ Corner?
         Brighton, Everett said to himself as reality started to crumble. Brighton, Everett recovered himself. “I’m not so sure,” he said. “Maybe it can be arranged, Mummy. We’ll see.”
      

      
      She closed her eyes, and a soft smile settled on her lips, the same smile of contentment that Everett had seen on his father’s
         face when he had lain under the oxygen tent.
      

   



      
      
      The Network

      
      
      
      The telephone—two Princess telephones, one yellow, one mauve—rang in Fran’s small apartment every half hour or so. It rang
         so often, because Fran now and indeed since about a year was unofficial Mother Superior of the Network.
      

      
      The Network consisted of a group of friends in New York who mutually bolstered one another’s morale by telephoning, by giving
         constant assurance of friendship and solidarity against the sea of enemies, the nonfriends, the potential thieves, rapists
         and diddlers. Of course they saw one another frequently too, and many had the house keys of others, so they could do favours
         such as dog walking, cat feeding, plant watering. The important thing was that they could trust each other. The Network could
         and had swung a life insurance policy in favor of one of them, against a lot of odds. One of their group could repair hi-fi
         and television sets. Another was a doctor.
      

      
      Fran was nothing distinguished, a secretary-accountant, but hers had always been a shoulder to cry on, she was generous with
         her time, and besides all that, just now she wasn’t working, which meant she had more time than ever. Ten months ago she’d
         had a gall bladder operation, and this had at once been followed by an intestinal adhesion calling for another operation,
         then her old spinal column trouble (out-of-line disks) had acted up, involving now a back brace which she didn’t always wear.
         Fran was fifty-eight, and not so spry any more at best. She was unmarried and had worked for seventeen years for Consolidated
         Edison in the subscription (actually the bill-collecting) department. Con Ed were treating her nicely as to disability payments,
         and they had a good hospitalization plan. Con Ed were keeping her job open for her, and Fran could have gone back to work
         now, for the past two months even, but she had come to love her leisure. And she loved to be able to answer the telephone
         when it rang.
      

      
      “Hello?—Oh, Freddie! How are you?” Fran would sit hunched, murmuring softly, as if afraid of being overheard by someone, cradling the lightweight telephone
         as if it were a little furry animal or perhaps the hand of the friend she was speaking to. “Yeah, I’m all right. You’re really all right?”
      

      
      “Oh, yeah. And you too?” Somehow all the Network had fallen into Fran’s habit of doubly verifying that their members were
         all right. Freddie was a commercial artist with a studio and apartment on West 34th Street.
      

      
      “Yeah, I’m okay. Say, did you hear those police sirens last night?—No, not fire, police,” Fran said.

      
      “What time?”

      
      “Around two in the morning. Boy, they really were after someone last night! Musta been six cars zooming down Seventh. You
         didn’t hear them?” Freddie hadn’t and the subject was dropped. Fran murmured on, “Gee, it looks like rain today, and I’ve
         gotta go out and do a little shopping …”
      

      
      When they hung up, Fran went on murmuring to herself. “Now where was I? The sweater. Had one rinse, needs one more … Garbage
         has to go to the incinerator …” She rinsed the sweater in the bathroom basin, squeezed it, and had just hung it on an inflated
         rubber hanger on the shower rail, when the telephone rang. Fran lifted the phone in the dressing room, an area between bathroom
         and dining area, learned that it was Marj (a forty-five-year-old woman who had a very well-paying job at Macy’s as buyer)
         and murmured, “Oh, Marj, hi. Listen, I’m on the dressing room phone, so hang on and I’ll take it in the living room.”
      

      
      Fran laid the phone down on the dressing table, and went into the living room, limping and stooping a bit as was her habit
         since her troubles. Though she was alone now, the habit stuck, she realized, and so much the better, because Con Ed were sending
         their insurance agent twice a month to snoop and ask how soon she thought she could go back to work. “Hello, Marj, how are
         you?”
      

      
      The next telephone call was from a mail order sporting goods store, of which Fran had vaguely heard, on East 42nd Street,
         offering Fran a job starting Monday in their accounting department at two hundred and ten dollars a week take-home excluding their pensions and hospitalization plans.
      

      
      Fran experienced a slight shock. How had this place got her name? She wasn’t looking for a job. “Thank you. Thank you very
         much,” Fran said gently, “but I’m going back with Con Ed as soon as I’m well enough.”
      

      
      “I believe we’re offering you a better salary. Perhaps you could think about it,” the smooth female voice went on. “We’ve
         filled our quotas, and we’d like a person like you.”
      

      
      Fran’s sense of being flattered vanished quickly. Was Con Ed not holding her job? Had Con Ed phoned this company to get themselves off the hook of the disability money, which was nearly
         as much as her Con Ed salary? “Thank you again,” Fran said, “but I think I’d prefer to stay with Con Ed. They’ve been so nice
         to me.”
      

      
      “Well, if that’s your opinion …”

      
      When they hung up Fran had a few minutes of uneasiness. She didn’t dare phone Con Ed to ask them directly what was cooking.
         She recollected, thinking hard, the atmosphere of the last visit of the insurance inspector. Unfortunately, she’d forgotten
         her appointment with him at 4:30 P.M. at her apartment, and the inspector had had to wait nearly an hour for her, and she’d come into her building looking pretty
         lively in the company of Connie, one of her friends who worked as waitress at night and so had days off sometimes. They’d
         been to an afternoon film. On seeing the inspector standing in the big lobby (no furniture in the lobby downstairs, because
         it had all been stolen, even though it had been chained to the wall), Fran had put on a limp and a stoop. She’d told him she
         thought she was making progress, but she still wasn’t capable of an eight-hour-a-day job, five days a week. She’d had to sign
         her name in a book he had, proving that he had seen her. He was a black, though a nice enough type. He could have been a lot
         worse, making snide remarks, but this one was polite.
      

      
      Fran also remembered that that same day she’d run into Harvey Cohen who lived in her building, and Harvey had told her the inspector had accosted him in the hall and asked him what he
         knew about Miss Covak’s state of health. Harvey said he’d “laid it on thick,” stating that Miss Covak was still limping, made
         it to the delicatessen now and then because she had to, living alone, but she didn’t look like someone who was ready for a
         job yet. Good old Harvey, Fran thought. Jews knew how to do things. They were clever. Fran had thanked Harvey profoundly,
         meaning it.
      

      
      But now? What the hell had happened? She’d call up Jane Brixton about it. Jane had a head on her shoulders, was more than
         ten years older than Fran (in fact was a retired schoolteacher), and Fran was always soothed after talking with Jane. Jane
         lived in a wonderful floor-through apartment on West 11th Street, full of antique furniture.
      

      
      “Ha, ha,” Jane laughed softly, after hearing Fran’s story. Fran had told it in such detail, she had even put in the woman’s
         remark that the sporting goods company had filled its quota, and Jane said, “That means they’ve hired all the blacks they
         need to and they’d be delighted to stick in a white while they can.” Jane spoke with a slightly southern accent, though she
         was from Pennsylvania.
      

      
      Fran had been pretty sure the woman’s remark had meant that.

      
      “If you don’t feel like going to work yet, don’t.” Jane said. “Life’s—”

      
      “As all of us said once, if you remember, I’m only taking money that I’ve put in all these years. Same goes for hospitalization. Say, Jane, I don’t suppose you could sign a paper or something saying you
         gave me a couple of massage treatments for the spine?”
      

      
      “Well—I’m not qualified, as you know. So I don’t see how a paper would count.”

      
      “That’s true.” It had seemed to Fran that one more paper about her physical troubles might add that much more weight to her
         argument that she wasn’t fit for work. “Coming to Marj’s party Saturday? I hope so.”
      

      
      
      “Of course. By the way, my nephew’s in town, staying with me. He’s my nephew’s son, actually, but I call him my nephew. I’m
         bringing him.”
      

      
      “Your nephew! How old is he? What’s his name?”

      
      “Greg Kaspars. He’s about twenty-two. From Allentown. Thinks he might work in New York as a furniture designer. Anyway he
         wants to try his luck.”
      

      
      “How exciting! Nice boy?”

      
      Jane laughed like an elderly aunt. “I think so. Judge for yourself.”

      
      They signed off, and Fran sighed, imagining being twenty-two, trying her luck in the great world of New York. She watched
         a little television on her not very good set. It was an old set, not so big a screen as most these days, but Fran didn’t feel
         like spending the money to buy a new one. The only sharply focused program was awful, some quiz show. All rigged, of course.
         How could any adult get so excited about winning fifty bucks or even a refrigerator? Fran switched off and went to bed, after
         lifting off the sofa pillows and its cover and pulling out the heavy metal contraption which unfolded, revealing bedsheets
         and blankets all ready to crawl into, the pillows being in a semi-circular cavity with an upholstered top which made a decorative
         projection, even a seat, at one end of the sofa when it was a sofa. She lay thumbing through her latest National Geographic, looking at the pictures only because the telephone was still ringing now and then, interrupting her train of thought if
         she attempted to read an article. Fran’s older brother, who was a vet in San Francisco, sent her regularly a subscription
         to the National Geographic as a birthday present.
      

      
      Fran turned the light out and had just fallen asleep, when the telephone rang. She reached for it in the dark, not in the
         least annoyed at being awakened.
      

      
      It was one of the Network called Verie (for Vera), and she announced that she was down in the dumps, really depressed. “I
         lost my billfold today.”
      

      
      “What? How?”
      

      
      
      “I was checking out at the supermarket, put it on the counter after I’d paid and got my change—because I was loading my paper
         bags, y’know—and when I looked again, it was gone. I think the guy behind me—Oh, I don’t know.”
      

      
      Fran asked questions fast. No, Verie hadn’t seen anyone running away, it hadn’t been on the floor, couldn’t have fallen behind
         the counter (unless the checkout girl took it), but it could have been the guy just behind her who was one of those people (white) Verie just couldn’t describe, because he didn’t look
         especially honest or dishonest, but anyway she’d lost at least seventy dollars. Fran overflowed with sympathy.
      

      
      “It’s good to talk about it, though, y’know?” Fran said gently in the dark.” It’s the most important thing in life, communication
         … Yeah … Yeah … It’s all that counts, communication. Isn’t it true?”
      

      
      “And the fact that you have friends,” Verie put in, sounding a little weepy.

      
      Fran’s heart was touched even more deeply, and she murmured, “Verie, I know it’s late, but want to come down? You could stay
         the night. Bed’s big enough. If it’d make you feel—”
      

      
      “Thanks, I better not. Work tomorrow. Make some more dough.”

      
      “You’re coming to Marj’s party, I hope.”

      
      “Oh, sure. Saturday.”

      
      “Oh! I talked with Jane. She’s bringing her nephew. Or the son of her nephew.” Fran told Verie everything she knew about him.
      

      
      It was lovely, Saturday evening, to see all the familiar faces at Marj’s. Freddie, Richard, Verie, Helen, Mackie (a big cheerful
         fellow who was manager of a record shop on Madison and could fix anything electronic) and his wife, Elaine, an equally friendly
         person with slightly crossed eyes, great to exchange embraces and how-are-yous with people in the flesh. But what made the
         party special for Fran was the presence of somebody new and young, Jane’s nephew. Rather formally, Fran made her way, limping
         a little, to the end of the bar table where Jane stood talking with a young man in corduroys and a turtleneck sweater. He had dark wavy
         hair and a faintly amused smile, which Fran thought was probably defensive.
      

      
      “Hello, Fran. This is Greg,” Jane said. “Fran Covak, Greg, one of our gang.”

      
      “Howdy do, Fran.” Greg stuck out a hand.

      
      “How’re you, Greg? So nice to meet a relative of Jane’s! How’re you liking New York?” Fran asked.

      
      “I been here before.”

      
      “Oh, I’m sure you have! But I hear you’re thinking about working here.” Fran’s mind was suddenly racing over people she knew
         who might be of help to Greg. Richard, who was a designer but more for theater. Marj, who might know someone in Macy’s furniture
         department who might put Greg onto someone who—
      

      
      “Fran! How’s my girl!” Jeremy’s arm encircled Fran’s trouser-suited waist, and he slapped her playfully on the behind. Jeremy
         was about fifty-five with a shock of white hair.
      

      
      “Jeremy! You’re looking marvelous!” Fran said. “Love that crazy purple shirt!”

      
      “How’s the spine?” Jeremy asked.

      
      “Better, thanks. Takes time. Have you met Greg yet? Jane’s nephew.”

      
      Jeremy hadn’t, and Fran introduced them. “What’re your job plans, Greg?” Fran asked.

      
      “I don’t want to talk about work tonight,” Greg replied, smiling and evasive.

      
      “It’s just that I was thinking,” Fran went on to Jane in her earnest, clear way, though she spoke as gently as she spoke into
         her telephone, “among all the people we know, we’ll certainly be able to do something for Greg. Give him the right ontrays,
         y’know? Jane says you’re a furniture designer, Greg.”
      

      
      “Yeah, well. If you want me to go into my life story, I’ve been working for a cabinetmaker more than a year now. All handmade
         stuff, so naturally I designed a few things while I was there. Cabinets to certain specifications.”
      

      
      Fran glanced at his hands and said, “Bet you’re strong. Isn’t he a nice boy, Jeremy?”

      
      Jeremy nodded and tossed back his scotch on the rocks.

      
      Jane said, “Don’t worry about Greg. I’ll talk to Marj maybe in the course of the evening.”

      
      Fran brightened. “That’s just what I’d been thinking! Someone at Macy’s—”

      
      “I don’t want to work at Macy’s,” Greg said pleasantly but firmly. “I’m rather the independent type.”

      
      Fran gave him a motherly smile. “We don’t mean for you to work at Macy’s. Leave it to us.”
      

      
      There was a little music and dancing around eleven, but not so much noise that the neighbors might complain. Marj lived on
         the fourteenth floor (really the thirteenth) of a rather swank apartment house in the East Forties with round-the-clock doormen.
         Fran had only a 4 P.M. till midnight doorman, which meant it wasn’t one hundred percent safe for her to arrive home after midnight, when she would
         have to use her downstairs key to get into her building. Thinking of this reminded her of Susie, whom she hadn’t seen since
         her awful experience in the East Village about three weeks ago.
      

      
      Fran found Susie, a tall, good-looking woman of about thirty-four, sitting on a double bed in an adjoining room, talking with
         Richard and Verie. Fran had first to say a few words to Verie, of course, about her billfold.
      

      
      “I’d rather forget it,” Verie said. “Part of the game. And the game’s a rat race. We’re surrounded by rats.”

      
      “Hear, hear!” said Richard. “But not everybody’s a rat. There’s always us!”
      

      
      “That’s right!” said Fran, feeling mellow now because she seldom drank alcohol, and what she had drunk was warming the cockles. “I was saying to Verie the other night, the most important thing in life is to communicate with people you love.
         Isn’t it true?”
      

      
      “True,” said Richard.

      
      “Y’know, when Verie called me up about her billfold—” Fran realized no one was listening, so she addressed Susie directly.
         “Susie, darling, are you recovering? Y’know, I haven’t seen you since that thing in the East Village, but I heard about it.” Of all the Network, Susie
         perhaps telephoned the least, and Fran hadn’t even been treated to a firsthand account. It was Verie and Jeremy who’d filled
         Fran in.
      

      
      “Oh, I’m all right,” Susie said. “They thought my nose was broken, but it wasn’t. Just this shaved spot on my head, and you
         can hardly see it now because it’s growing out.” Susie tipped her well-groomed head towards Fran so that Fran could see the
         shaved spot, nearly concealed, it was true, by billows of reddish-brown hair.
      

      
      A pang went through Fran. “How many stitches?”

      
      “Eight, I think,” Susie said, smiling.

      
      Susie and a friend, whom Susie had driven home in her, Susie’s, car, had been attacked by a tall black as soon as Susie’s
         friend had pulled out her front door key. They’d been trapped then between the outside door and the main locked door, the
         black had taken their money, wristwatches and rings (“Luckily the rings came off,” Fran remembered Jeremy reporting Susie
         as having said, “because some of them cut your fingers off if they can’t get the rings off, and this fellow had a knife”),
         and then the black had told them both to get down on the floor for raping purposes, but meanwhile Susie, who was pretty tall,
         had been putting up a hell of a fight and wasn’t about to get down on the floor. The other girl screamed, someone who lived
         in the building finally heard them, and yelled back that he was going to call the police, whereupon the black (“maybe thinking
         the jig was up,” Jeremy had said) pulled out some heavy instrument and whammed Susie over the head with it. Blood had spurted
         all over the walls and ceiling, and this was what had necessitated the stitches. Fran was thrilled that one of them had put up a real fight, unarmed, against the barbarians.
      

      
      “Something I’d rather forget,” Susie said to Fran’s wondering face. “I’m going to judo classes now, though. After all, we’ve
         got to live here.”
      

      
      “But nobody has to live in the East Village,” Fran said. “They’ve got everything there, y’know, blacks, Puerto Ricans, spicks, just name it. You don’t see anybody home there late at night!”
      

      
      By this time the big baked ham, the roast beef and potato salad on the buffet table had been well explored. Fran felt mellower
         than ever, sitting on a bed in one of Marj’s two bedrooms (what elegance!) with several of the Network. They were talking
         about New York, what kept them here, besides the money. Richard was from Omaha, Jeremy from Boston. Fran had been born on
         Seventh Avenue and 53rd Street. “Before all those high buildings went up,” Fran said. She considered her birthplace (now an
         office building) the heart of the city, though of course there could be other hearts of the city, if one thought about it:
         West 11th Street, Gramercy Park, even Yorkville. New York was exciting and dangerous, always changing—for the worse and for the better.
         Even Europe had to admit that New York was the art center of the world now. It was just too bad that the high welfare payments
         attracted the worst of America, not always black or Puerto Rican by any means, just people who wanted to sponge. America’s
         intentions were good. Just look at the Constitution that could stand up to anything, even Nixon, and come out winning. There
         was no doubt that America had started out right …
      

      
      When Fran woke up the next morning, she didn’t remember much about getting home, except she was sure that good old Susie had
         driven her home in her Cadillac (Susie was a model and made good money) and Fran thought Verie had been in the car too. Fran
         found in a pocket of her suit jacket, which she had not hung up last night, only put on the back of a chair, a note. “Fran dear, will call Carl at Tricolor in regard to Greg, so don’t worry.
         Have told Jane. Love, Richard.”
      

      
      Wasn’t that nice of Richard! “I knew he’d come up with something,” Fran said softly to herself, smiling.

      
      The telephone rang. Fran moved towards it, still in pajamas, and noticed by the clock on the coffee table that it was twenty
         past nine. “H’lo?” Fran murmured.
      

      
      “Hi, dear, it’s Jane. Greg can bring the pot roast up around eleven. All right?”

      
      “Oh sure, I’ll be here. Thanks, Jane.” Fran vaguely remembered the promise of a pot roast. People were still giving her things
         to eat, as they had in her worst days when she’d been too incapacitated for shopping. “I thought Greg was awfully nice. He’s
         really got character.”
      

      
      “He’s seeing a friend of Richard’s later this morning.”

      
      “Tricolor. I know. I’ll keep my fingers crossed.”

      
      “Marj wants him to meet someone too. Nothing to do with Macy’s proper, as I understand it,” Jane said.

      
      They talked for another few minutes, going over the party, and when she had hung up, Fran made some instant coffee and orange
         juice from a frozen tin. She folded her bed away, got dressed, all the while murmuring to herself such things as, “Did I take
         those arthritis pills yet? No, must do that … Tidy up a little. No, I suppose the place doesn’t look bad …” And of course
         the telephone rang two or three times, delaying all these activities, so the next thing she knew there was a ring from downstairs,
         and Fran saw it was five past eleven.
      

      
      Fran assumed it was Greg and pushed the release button. She hadn’t a speaker through which she could talk to downstairs. When
         her apartment doorbell rang, Fran peeked through the round hole in the door and saw that it was Greg.
      

      
      “Greg?”

      
      “It’s me,” Greg said.

      
      
      Fran opened the door.

      
      Greg was carrying a heavy red casserole with a lid. “Jane said she wanted to leave it in this so you’d get all the juice.”

      
      “Just lovely, Greg. Thank you!” Fran said, taking it. “Your aunt Jane makes the most wonderful pot roasts, marinates them
         overnight, you know?” Fran deposited the casserole in her narrow kitchen. “Sit down, Greg. Would you like a cup of coffee?”
      

      
      “No, thanks. I have a date in a few minutes.” Greg wandered around the living room, looking at everything, wringing his hands.

      
      “I wish you luck today, Greg. I offered to put you up, you know. I told Jane. Sounds ridiculous because she’s got a bigger
         place. But if ever you’re in this neck of the woods, I have a friend nearby I could stay with overnight. You could stay here.
         No trouble at all.”
      

      
      “I wish all of you wouldn’t treat me like a kid,” Greg said, “I’m going to take a furnished room. I like to be on my own.”

      
      “I understand. It’s normal.” But Fran didn’t really understand. Separating himself from his friends like that? “I don’t consider you a child, honestly!”
      

      
      “It’s enough to smother anybody. I hope you don’t think I’m rude, saying that. It’s like a clique—I mean the group last night.”

      
      Fran’s polite, self-protective smile spread. She almost said, All right, try it on your own, but controlled herself for which she felt rather well-behaved and superior. “I know. You’re a big boy.”
      

      
      “Not even a boy. I’m grown up.” Greg nodded by way of affirmation or farewell, and went to the door. “Bye-bye, Fran, and I
         hope the roast is good.”
      

      
      “Luck, Greg!” she called after him, and heard him taking the stairs down. Six flights, there were.

      
      Two days passed. Fran rang Jane to ask how Greg was doing.

      
      Jane chuckled. “Not too well. He moved out—”

      
      “Yes, he told me he was going to.” Fran had of course telephoned Jane to say how good the pot roast was, but she hadn’t mentioned
         Greg’s saying he was going to move.
      

      
      
      “Well, he got rolled the same night, night before last.”

      
      “Rolled?” Fran was horrified. “Was he hurt?”

      
      “No, luckily. It was—”

      
      “Where’d it happen?”

      
      “Around Twenty-third and Third around one A.M. Greg said. He’d just come out of one of those bars that serve breakfast. I know he wasn’t tight, because he hardly drinks
         even beer. Well, as he was walking to where his room is—”
      

      
      “Where is his room?”

      
      “Somewhere on East Nineteenth. Two fellows jumped on him and pulled his jacket up over his head, you know, sat him down the
         way they do elderly people on the sidewalk, and took what money he had. Fortunately he had only about twelve dollars on him,
         he said.” Jane laughed softly again.
      

      
      But Fran was pained deep within herself, as if the humiliating, sordid event had happened to a member of her own family. “The
         best thing is, if it teaches him a lesson. He can’t walk the streets alone that late at night, even if he is young and strong.”
      

      
      “He said he fought back. He’s got bruised ribs for his pains. But the worst is, he refused to see the man Marj wanted him
         to meet, another buyer who knows all kinds of cabinetmakers. Greg could’ve got some well-paying—finishing jobs at least.”
      

      
      It was unbelievable to Fran. “He’s headed for failure,” Fran announced solemnly.

      
      Fran telephoned Jeremy to tell him about Greg. Jeremy was as surprised as Fran that Greg hadn’t followed up Marj’s introduction.

      
      “Boy’s got a lot to learn,” Jeremy said. “Good thing he had just a few dollars on him this time. Maybe it won’t happen again,
         if he’s careful.”
      

      
      Fran assured Jeremy that that was what she’d told Jane. Fran’s heart, unfulfilled by maternity, was suffering the most awful
         perturbations since Jane’s news.
      

      
      “I know a couple of painters in SoHo,” Jeremy said. “I’m going to try there, ask if they need any cabinet work done. You know where I can reach Greg if I come up with something?”
      

      
      “No, but I’m sure Jane’ll know. He’s somewhere on East Nineteenth Street.”

      
      A few minutes later, when they had hung up, Fran went out and walked a couple of blocks in order to deposit her disability
         check at her bank and to pick up a few things at the delicatessen supermarket downstairs, and when she got back, the telephone
         was ringing. She just made it before it logically should have stopped ringing, she thought, and found that it was Richard.
      

      
      “The Tricolor people didn’t have anything for Greg,” Richard said. “I’m sorry about that, but I’ll think of something else.
         How’s he doing? Have you heard?”
      

      
      Fran filled him in. She lit a cigarette and spoke long into the yellow telephone by the sofa, expressing her philosophy of
         no stone unturned, of not trying to be bigger than you really were. “I don’t mean Greg’s swellheaded. He’s just so immature
         …” What she meant was that he had to come under their collective wing, that they mustn’t let him escape, or rather fly away, to certain doom. “Maybe you should
         talk to him, Richard, man to man, you know? Maybe he’d listen, more than he listens to Jane.”
      

      
      On Friday, when Fran’s cleaning woman came to do two hours in the apartment, Fran made a date to return Jane’s iron casserole.
         Fran loved Jane’s apartment on West 11th. Jane had nice, knobby furniture always shining with polish, lots of books, and a real fireplace. Jane had made tea, and
         said something about spiking the second cup with vodka if they felt so inclined. When Fran asked how Greg was, Jane lifted
         a finger to her lips.
      

      
      “Sh-h, he’s in there,” Jane whispered, pointing towards a bedroom door.

      
      “Is he all right?”

      
      “He’s a little shook up. I don’t think he wants to see anybody,” Jane said with a quiet smile. Jane explained that just last
         night when Greg had gone back to his place after a late movie, he had found that his room had been broken into and everything stolen, his portable typewriter, his clothes, shoes, everything.
      

      
      “How awful!” Fran whispered, leaning forward.

      
      “I think what hurt him the most is losing his stud box with his father’s cufflinks. My nephew—Greg’s father—died two years
         ago, you know. And a ring or something that his girl friend in Allentown gave him. Greg’s having a bad day.”
      

      
      “Oh, I can understand—”

      
      “It’s a shame, because I’d suggested that he leave anything valuable here with me, you know. This house has never had a robbery,
         knock wood.” Jane did so.
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