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      Gambling is in the atmosphere. Formerly men of wealth and social position, statesmen and philosophers, students and artists gathered here to drink the
         waters that nature forces through a hundred fissures and enjoy the crisp, invigorating air and picturesque scenery which have
         united in making Saratoga America’s most famous summer resort. They came to ride, to drive, to dress and to secure that freedom
         from business and domestic care that gives perfect rest and brings back bodily health and vigor.

Now the great summer population of Saratoga is largely composed of those gathered here to gamble or to live off those who
         do gamble. From one of the most reputable and most exclusive of American watering places, it has been transformed into the
         wickedest and wildest.

NELLIE BLY

New York World

      August, 1894
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BLACK JACK KETCHUM, the member of the Wild Bunch who turned train robber out of unrequited love, used to hammer himself on the head with a gun
         butt whenever he made a serious mistake. When Black Jack attempted to stop the train near Folsom, New Mexico, and had his
         arm shot up by the express agent, what he seemed to regret most was that the subsequent amputation robbed him of the power
         to punish himself for getting caught.

All through one October, Charlie Bradshaw felt he had Black Jack Ketchum’s example of self-abuse ever before his eyes. “I
         could have kicked myself,” he would tell his friend Victor Plotz, “or worse.”

Charlie’s problems began on a rainy Sunday evening at the beginning of the month. It was the sort of autumn rain that makes
         the leaves turn color, and even tastes of winter though the days remain warm. So far, the leaves around Saratoga Springs had
         only begun to turn, but Charlie knew that in the morning bright scarlet patches would show in the maples around his small
         house on the lake.

Charlie had spent the early part of the evening attempting to fix the stopper on the toilet, with the result that he now had
         to wiggle the handle for five minutes instead of one in order to make the water stop running. He had just decided to give
         up and go to bed when there was a knock at the door. This too was an irritation. He had to be up at four thirty and it was
         already approaching ten. On the other hand, he had heard no car and so was curious.

The man at the door was several inches shorter than Charlie, about five feet five or six, and at first Charlie didn’t recognize
         him because he was fat.

      
“Hey, Bradshaw,” said the man, “how you been?”

Charlie stood back to let him enter. He was wearing a tan raincoat and rain hat and when he took off the hat, Charlie realized
         that the man was the suspended jockey Jimmy McClatchy. In his left hand was a blue canvas suitcase.

McClatchy was so much the last person that Charlie expected to see that he looked at him dumbly as if the jockey were some
         creature just sprung from a rock.

McClatchy seemed to enjoy Charlie’s surprise. “Long time no see,” he said, grinning.

“I thought you were hiding out,” said Charlie.

McClatchy tossed his wet hat and coat onto a chair. “I am. You got anything to drink?” McClatchy had short mahogany-colored
         hair, a flabby, moon-shaped face and lips as thin as a pair of fifty-cent pieces. He wore a blue blazer and a blue-and-white
         polka-dot bow tie. The blazer had shiny gold buttons embossed with good-luck horseshoes.

“A few bottles of beer,” said Charlie.

“Beer’s fine. And bring some crackers if you have any.”

Charlie went into the kitchen to look. He hadn’t seen McClatchy since he had last raced in Saratoga over a year ago. During
         that time, McClatchy had gained about forty pounds. He was tall for a jockey and was known as a puker—that is, a jockey who
         ate a lot, then threw it up afterward. But since he had stopped racing, he clearly had been keeping his food in his stomach.

Charlie got a bottle of Pabst from the refrigerator, then located a chunk of cheddar cheese. From the cupboard over the sink
         he took down a box of Ritz crackers.

All he knew about McClatchy during the past year had come from newspapers. But this was quite a lot. McClatchy was something
         of a celebrity, if that was the right word for a man who had become famous by testifying against old friends and associates.

McClatchy’s notoriety had begun a year ago September when he had been subpoenaed by a New Jersey grand jury and later indicted
         for race fixing in Atlantic City. The indictment was subsequently dropped and during the trial McClatchy had appeared as an unindicted co-conspirator testifying for the prosecution. His testimony helped send a dozen men to jail.

The race-fixing charges had concerned themselves with about fifteen races over a two-year period—all were exacta and trifecta
         races, where people wager on the first two or three horses to cross the finish line. By slowing certain horses it was possible
         to greatly increase the odds as to which two or three horses would finish first, while the money to be won in such a fix could
         be in the hundreds of thousands.

But the more people who got involved, the greater was the chance of discovery. The New Jersey investigation had begun in response
         to a drunken groom’s accusations in a bar. McClatchy, to his credit or discredit, had been able to exchange his prison cell
         for a secret address and salary paid for by the Federal Witness Program. Nor did his testimony stop with Atlantic City. The
         grand jury in New Jersey led to a grand jury in Delaware, and again McClatchy was the star witness. This time ten people had
         gone to jail. Now there was talk of additional grand juries in Massachusetts and Pennsylvania, while a New York grand jury
         was just beginning to hear testimony in Brooklyn. Only that afternoon Charlie had read that McClatchy was scheduled to appear
         before the Brooklyn grand jury, again as an unindicted co-conspirator.

Charlie returned to the living room with the beer, crackers and cheese and set them on the coffee table. “Aren’t you supposed
         to be testifying in Brooklyn?” he asked.

McClatchy lay stretched out on the couch in front of the fireplace where a couple of birch logs were burning. “Yeah,” he said,
         “I gotta be there in a week or so.”

“Then what are you doing here?” Charlie sat down on the rocker next to the couch.

“To tell you the truth, I didn’t feel safe.”

McClatchy sat up, drank several mouthfuls of beer, then methodically began cutting small squares of cheese and putting them
         on crackers. Charlie thought that McClatchy’s fingers looked like little cocktail sausages.

“The Feds were keeping me hidden in Allentown. All day I was cooped up in a tiny apartment with nothin’ to do except watch the TV or play gin rummy with a coupla assholes. Anyway, there’s lots of guys who’d like to make sure I don’t show up
         in Brooklyn and I couldn’t trust some cop not to talk, so I lit out.”

McClatchy’s mouth was full and as he spoke he spat tiny bits of crackers onto the rug. He sat forward with his elbows on his
         knees, drank some more beer and belched.

“You got any salami or anything like that?”

“No,” said Charlie. “How’d you get up here anyway? I didn’t hear a car.”

“First, I took a bus, then I hitched rides. How about another beer?”

Charlie went back to the kitchen. He had no doubt there were people who wanted McClatchy dead. He had told the papers that
         he had helped fix races in more than a dozen states and all those states had begun to investigate his charges. In many cases,
         McClatchy had been the moneyman, paying off jockeys to slow their horses. The payoffs had ranged from five hundred to a thousand
         dollars. Charlie had been surprised that jockeys would risk their careers for so little.

Charlie returned from the kitchen, handed McClatchy the beer and sat down. It was still raining and he could hear the drops
         hitting the roof. “But what I don’t understand,” said Charlie, “is what you are doing in Saratoga.”

McClatchy drank some more beer, then wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. “I needed a place to hole up for a week. Saratoga
         seemed the best bet. I mean, I can shoot right down to New York with no trouble.”

“Where are you staying?” asked Charlie. He thought it would be difficult for McClatchy to find a place. The jockey had always
         been a loner and now that he had been testifying to various grand juries, it would be hard to find people to help him. In
         fact, Charlie doubted there was anyone who would stick out his neck for someone as questionable as Jimmy McClatchy.

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about,” said McClatchy.

Charlie experienced a substantial attack of dismay. “You mean you want to stay here, with me?”

      
“That’s about it,” said McClatchy.

“But there isn’t room.”

McClatchy glanced around the cottage, which consisted of three rooms, including the kitchen. “It’s pretty small but what choice
         do I have? Maybe you could sleep on the couch and I could have the bedroom.”

“Why can’t you go to a motel?”

“Think about it, Charlie. Think about what would happen if I showed my face in Saratoga. If you kick me outta here, I’ll be
         a dead man for sure.”

“But why me?”

“You always treated me right. Anyway, who else could I ask? Some trainer or jock? The way things are going I wouldn’t trust
         my own mother. Some guys would pay a lotta money to know where I am. Okay, so we were never what you’d call pals but I figured
         I could trust you and besides, this is the last place anyone would look.”

“So you picked me as your sucker.” Charlie began to feel angry.

“Not sucker, Charlie, don’t say that. I needed a place to stay and you were the only person I could think of. All right, I
         took a chance, but right now it’s either you or nothing.”

Charlie got up and put another birch log on the fire. The loose white bark caught right away, sending a rush of flame up the
         chimney.

For several years, Charlie had been head of security for Lew Ackerman’s Lorelei Stables just outside Saratoga. Then, fifteen
         months ago, Ackerman had been shot dead in the swimming pool of the Saratoga YMCA. Not long afterward his partner had sold
         the stable. McClatchy had ridden for him perhaps twenty times, but Ackerman had often accused McClatchy of laziness and stopped
         using him about two months before the murder.

Charlie himself had never liked McClatchy, primarily because he once heard the jockey making fun of Ackerman for being too
         scrupulous. Charlie, however, was one of those unfortunate human beings who try to be particularly nice to people they dislike,
         and so, besides being friendly with McClatchy, he had occasionally lent him cab fare from the stables into Saratoga—money that McClatchy had never returned.

McClatchy finished his beer and set the bottle back on the table. “I’ll tell you what,” he said, “I’ll give you fifty bucks
         a night to let me stay here.”

For some reason it seemed worse to have McClatchy pay. Although it was October and the racing season was long past, Charlie
         guessed there were hundreds of people who would recognize the jockey, even with all that extra weight. And Charlie felt certain
         that if it became known that McClatchy was in Saratoga, then someone would try to make sure that this particular federal witness
         kept his lip buttoned forever. Presumably, McClatchy found this distressing, for despite his apparent calm he appeared wary
         and seemed to be listening for far-off noises. Charlie knew that if he were in McClatchy’s shoes, he would have already moved
         to Zanzibar or Nepal.

“That’s all right,” said Charlie, “maybe you can help with the food. You think it will be for a week?”

“That’s okay. The grand jury begins tomorrow and I’m supposed to show up on Monday.”

Charlie stood in front of the fireplace. He had been poking the fire with a pair of metal tongs and now he put them back in
         the rack. It had just occurred to him that while McClatchy was using his house as a hideout, he couldn’t let anyone else pay
         a visit. Unfortunately, Charlie had the sort of friends who never called before they came over. Apart from his friends, however,
         he was also half-expecting a visit from his mother. At the moment she was in Atlantic City gambling with money she had made
         from the sale of her half of a racehorse. Possibly she could stay with one of his cousins, but that would mean disappointment
         and harsh words.

But the worst thing about McClatchy’s visit was that it meant he would have to break a date with Doris Bailes, whom he had
         invited to dinner for tomorrow night. Mentally, he kicked himself even as he thought about it. Charlie had planned an elaborate
         meal. He knew that Doris sometimes went out with other men and he had hoped to show her the seriousness of his intentions.
         In his random imaginings, he had even seen himself proposing. Now he would have to give her some excuse and he wasn’t sure how to do it since his face always turned
         dull pink when he lied.

“You got any more beer?” asked McClatchy.

Charlie started to move toward the kitchen. “I think so.”

McClatchy waved him back and got to his feet. “I can get it all right.” The jockey walked with a sort of rolling waddle. He
         paused at the bedroom door and looked in. “That bed pretty comfortable? The couch feels hard.”

“Forget it,” said Charlie, “if you’re going to stay here, you’ll sleep on the couch. Not only that but you’ll wash your own
         dishes and keep your muddy feet off the furniture. How’d you manage to hitch a ride right to my front door?”

McClatchy returned to the living room with a beer and a piece of cold chicken. “Guess I was lucky,” he said. “You still working
         for Lorelei Stables?” When McClatchy asked a question, he tended to leave his mouth open as if waiting for the answer to fill
         it.

“No, Lew’s partner sold it. The land was bought by developers. They were planning a subdivision called Lorelei Acres but ran
         out of money.”

Actually, a model home had been completed and ten other houses begun before the company went bankrupt. Charlie often drove
         by it. Where there were once wineglass elms and neat green and white shed rows, there was now an expanse of mud, the skeletons
         of houses and one ugly yellow bungalow.

“So how d’you make your money?”

“I do this and that.” The idea of putting up with McClatchy for a week was hardly tolerable. “As a matter of fact, I’ve got
         a small private detective agency.” Charlie wondered if it was too late to tell McClatchy to leave. Yet he knew that to order
         him out would be almost like putting a bullet in his head.

“You’re pulling my leg,” said McClatchy.

“No, I started it almost a year ago.” It occurred to Charlie that perhaps he could check into a motel and let McClatchy have
         the cottage to himself.

“You do a lotta divorce work?”

“I stay away from that if I can. It gets a little shady.”

      
“Isn’t that where the money is?” McClatchy had unclipped his bow tie and it lay among the remnants of cheese, crackers and
         chicken bones like a polka-dot butterfly.

“Sure, I’d probably make more that way.” Charlie started to continue, then stopped. Why tell McClatchy that the agency hardly
         paid the rent for the downtown office? Now and then he’d look for someone’s missing husband or wife, maybe a runaway teenager.
         Occasionally, he would get a shoplifting job. “To tell the truth,” he said, “I’ve applied for a job with the Pinkertons.”

McClatchy laughed. “I can just see you out there directing traffic at the track. Why bother? I mean, if I needed the money
         I’d line up some cute girls and make them work for me. Just bust some college girl for coke, do something to give you a little
         leverage, then you got it made.”

Charlie thought again about checking into a motel. “I’m not too keen on the Pinkertons, but I need a job.”

The real reason Charlie didn’t like the Pinkertons was that they had been responsible for the infamous Night of Blood when
         their operators had attempted to trap Frank and Jesse James in the Jameses’ house in Clay County, Missouri. An explosion had
         killed Frank and Jesse’s eight-year-old half-brother, Archie, and their mother had had her right arm blown off. Frank and
         Jesse had been miles away at the time.

“Why don’t you become a cop again?” asked McClatchy.

“Because I don’t want to be a cop.”

“How long you do it, twenty-five years? You should have hung in there for your retirement.”

“I worked for twenty years, that was all I wanted.” Charlie glanced at his watch. It was past eleven. “This is enough talk
         for tonight. I’ve got to be up at four-thirty.”

“You goin’ fishing?”

Charlie had not wanted to explain. “I’ve got to be over in Schuylerville at five thirty to deliver milk.”

McClatchy gave Charlie an uncomprehending stare. “You’re a milkman?”

“No, no, nothing like that. You remember John Wanamaker? He was one of my guards out at Lorelei. Well, he’s the milkman. But his mother’s sick. She lives in Santa Fe and he flew out to be with her. I guess she’s dying. He asked me to
         take over his milk route until he got back.”

McClatchy had begun to grin. Far back in his mouth Charlie could see gold teeth. “Why’n’t you just tell him to shove it?”

“John’s got a pretty long record. If he lost his job, it’d be hard to get another.” Listening to himself, Charlie thought
         how reasonable it sounded. As a matter of fact, he was furious with Wanamaker.

“So how long you been peddling milk?”

“Three weeks.”

McClatchy laughed. It seemed to Charlie that he never laughed at anything funny. “Hey, Charlie,” said McClatchy, “that’s a
         pretty long time.”

Charlie poked the fire, sending up a shower of sparks. “He was supposed to be back in a week, but then his mother got worse.
         I don’t mind telling you I don’t like it much. It’s six hours a day, six days a week. That’s why I want to get to bed. Wanamaker
         says his mother could die anytime, that the doctors are amazed she’s lived so long. I mean, I’d be perfectly happy if she
         recovered. What can I say, ‘Die, die, so I don’t have to get up at four thirty anymore?’ That’s pretty hard.”

McClatchy yawned, then bent over and began to untie his shoes. “Tell him to get lost,” he said. “So what if he can’t get a
         job?”

“That’s all right. I talked to Wanamaker this morning. He figures he’ll be back in a couple of days one way or the other.”

“Least delivering milk is pretty safe,” said McClatchy.

Charlie stretched, then rubbed the back of his neck. He could hear nothing from outside and guessed it had stopped raining.
         “Not as safe as you might think. One day I was bit by a dog.”

“So who’s running the detective agency while you’re driving the milk truck?”

“An old friend of mine, Victor Plotz.”
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WHEN CHARLIE WAS A KID in Saratoga before the war, there used to be a dairy that delivered milk by horse-drawn wagon. Charlie remembered many Saturday
         mornings when he would hitch a ride on the back, sitting on a shelf where metal racks were stored. Sometimes he’d get a wedge
         of clear ice from inside and, as the wagon clip-clopped its way through Saratoga, Charlie would suck on the ice and look at
         the houses and wonder who lived in them. At that time, Saratoga was full of huge elms and the hotels were still turning a
         profit.

As he drove John Wanamaker’s milk truck through Schuylerville that Monday morning, Charlie tried to recapture the sense of
         peacefulness he had experienced forty years before. But even though he liked riding on milk trucks, he had never wanted to
         be a milkman. The idea would have struck him as preposterous. His plan was to be a major-league third baseman.

Charlie had left McClatchy snoring on the couch at five o’clock that morning. McClatchy had snored all night. Charlie knew
         this for certain because he had spent most of the night telling himself: You must go to sleep. When he left, Charlie had been surprised by how peaceful McClatchy looked, as if his dreaming mind was completely
         untroubled by the prospect of testifying against his former friends.

Charlie drew up in front of a two-story house with green asbestos siding, and hurried up the walk with four quarts of skim
         milk and a container of low-fat cottage cheese. He wore khaki pants and a khaki shirt, a dark blue tie and a rather military-looking
         khaki hat with a black plastic visor. Embroidered in red on the front of the hat and on his left breast pocket were the words
         WHOLESOME DAIRY.

Charlie picked up four empties and returned to the truck, which was also khaki colored with the name WHOLESOME DAIRY written in red lettering on the side. It was what Charlie thought of as a typical milk truck, an old Ford that rattled even
         when empty.

It seemed to Charlie, as he turned left at the corner and headed back to the barn, that his life had reached a new low. The
         arrival of McClatchy only gave further proof of this. It was nearly eleven o’clock and he imagined McClatchy rummaging through
         his cabinets and refrigerator for a light snack. Charlie had forgotten to tell him about the broken toilet and he had no doubt
         that it was running at that very moment. Very likely it would overflow.

Even if Charlie survived this week and was able to send McClatchy off to his grand jury in Brooklyn, he was still faced with
         the imminent arrival of his mother. For two years she had been traveling the country, following the fortunes of her racehorse.
         Indisputably, her return would make Charlie’s life more difficult. If she had money and was able to open the motel that she
         had dreamed about for thirty years, she would expect Charlie to help her. If she was broke and had to return to waitressing,
         she would also expect Charlie to help her. As it was, she called him every week to make sure he was doing nothing to embarrass
         his wealthy and thoroughly respectable cousins: three men who had been the bane of Charlie’s life since the age of two, when
         Charlie had realized that his various clumsinesses were being compared to their successes.

At the moment, his cousins seemed to think there was a smidgen of hope for Charlie after all. This, however, was because they
         mistakenly assumed that his job as a milkman was permanent. Several times during the past week Charlie had received calls
         from his cousin Jack, congratulating him and even threatening to drop in on the Wholesome Dairy to “see how he was adjusting.”
         Charlie knew he ought to tell his cousins that his career as a milkman would be as brief as possible, but he was so unaccustomed
         to their praise that he had remained silent.

As it happened, Jack was the cousin Charlie liked best, even though he felt bullied by his many successes. Jack was a year
         older than Charlie and, as they grew up, it had seemed that Jack had no faults, was surrounded by friends and had never experienced an unhappy day in his life. Now he owned a successful
         hardware store in downtown Saratoga, was happily married to a beautiful wife and had three sons, all doing well in college.

Long ago Charlie had decided that Jack passed through life in much the same way that Moses had passed through the Red Sea,
         while his own method he likened to the Egyptians’. Certainly, this would seem no reason to love his cousin, but Jack’s easy
         passage was done with such innocence and good humor that Charlie hardly minded his triumphs. Even so, he did not gladly anticipate
         a visit from his cousin to the Wholesome Dairy. Consequently, when he drove the milk truck into the yard and saw Jack standing
         by the barn idly tossing pebbles against a circle drawn onto the wall with white chalk, Charlie felt a vague displeasure.

Jack was five inches taller than Charlie, had wavy brown hair and a chin as ruddy and square as the end of a brick. Although
         he never seemed to exercise, he was in tremendous shape. When Charlie climbed from the truck, Jack grabbed his hand and squeezed
         it so hard that Charlie had a mental image of the bones being transformed into a sort of protoplasmic mush.

“Charlie,” Jack said, “you can’t imagine how glad it makes us to know that you’ve gone and gotten yourself a decent job. I
         wish my father were alive to see it.”

Charlie extricated his hand and started removing the racks of empties from the back of the truck. Jack grabbed half a dozen
         racks and began to help, somehow giving the impression that he had done this all his life. Charlie considered telling his
         cousin that being a milkman was only temporary, that Wanamaker would soon return from Santa Fe and free him from this ordeal.
         Instead he said, “Your father was a great man, Jack.”

Jack made a sad, clucking noise in the back of his throat. The sun twinkled on the gold Masonic pin in his lapel. “You know,
         Charlie,” he said, “it pained us to see you floundering. I think when it becomes known that you’re working again, you’ll see
         a big difference in people’s attitudes.”

      
It was clear that Jack didn’t consider the detective agency to be work. They finished stacking the empty milk crates and Charlie
         began leading Jack in the direction of his car. “That’s great, Jack. I’m glad you’re happy. How’d you find out I was delivering
         milk?”

“Chief Peterson told me. You know, Charlie, he really has your best interests at heart. I wouldn’t be surprised that if you
         give a good showing as a milkman, he might someday find a place for you again in the department.”

Charlie’s car was a 1974 red Renault station wagon that often wouldn’t start. As he opened the door, he hoped this wouldn’t
         be one of those days. Of all the people who disliked Charlie in Saratoga, Chief Peterson disliked him most.

“I appreciate that, Jack,” he said, “but as you know I left the department by my own choice and I can’t imagine going back.
         As for Peterson having my best interests at heart, that’s”—Charlie again thought of his mother—“perhaps an exaggeration.”

Charlie got into the Renault and turned the key. There was a fateful silence, then the engine turned over. He glanced up at
         his cousin beaming down at him. Soon Jack would learn that Charlie’s life as a milkman was short-lived and Charlie would have
         to deal with his cousin’s disappointment.

“Well, Jack, I’m glad for the chance of this little talk but I’ve got to rush now.”

“Still swimming, Charlie?” There seemed just of hint of mockery in Jack’s voice.

“That’s right, still swimming.” Charlie gave a wave of his hand and drove out of the yard. If he hurried, he could reach the
         YMCA in Saratoga at noon. For several years, Charlie had been coping with his expanding waistline by swimming laps. Now he
         swam a mile a day, four days a week. Although thinner than he had been as a policeman, Charlie was more or less resolved to
         the fact that he was someone who would always be about twenty pounds overweight.

Quickly, Charlie drove the twelve miles into Saratoga. The morning was warm and cloudless. Patches of orange and red showed
         in the trees on either side of the road. Reaching the Y at noon, Charlie spent the next forty minutes laboriously collecting the seventy-two lengths that made up a mile, concentrating
         on keeping his legs straight and trying to ignore the faster swimmers. One Skidmore girl seemed to zoom by every other lap,
         her black tank suit passing within inches of his nose. If he bit her, it would only mean trouble. Deep down, Charlie hated
         to be passed. As he hopelessly tried to increase his speed, he thought his cousin might have been right to mock him.

By one o’clock Charlie was drying himself off with his big blue towel in front of his locker. His arms ached and despite his
         shower he was sweating slightly. As Charlie began pulling on his shirt, George Marotta came out of the shower and nodded to
         him.

“Say, Charlie, wait for me outside, will you? I want to talk to you.”

“Sure. What’s it about?”

“Just wait.”

Marotta turned away and began dialing the combination of his lock. He was a thin man of about Charlie’s height, with curly
         gray hair, which at the moment was dripping with water. His face was narrow and bony with a long thin nose that had once been
         broken and badly set. The swelling in its center looked like a fat knuckle. Charlie guessed that Marotta was in his mid-fifties.
         He had never liked swimming next to him because although Marotta was nearly ten years older, he passed Charlie constantly.

Charlie finished tying his shoes, then walked to the mirror to comb his hair. About a dozen other men were in the locker room:
         Saratoga businessmen, students, some officers from the naval base. A few Charlie knew only from swimming, others he had known
         all his life. Some puddles dotted the blue and gray tiles near the row of sinks, and a small boy, late for tadpole swim, was
         stamping in them. Several men nodded to Charlie or smiled. Although they weren’t exactly friends, they were close acquaintances
         and Charlie knew enough about them to follow their lives with affection and concern.

Charlie combed his hair straight back over his scalp. There seemed less of it each day, while the bald spot was definitely
         growing. Once the color had been what he called dog-brown, but since he had started swimming, it had been bleached by the
         chlorine and was turning gray besides. It was strange to think he could no longer clearly remember what his hair color had
         been for over forty years: that what had been a commonplace was now a mystery.

Charlie had a round, pink face with few wrinkles, and large blue eyes. His nose, he thought, was too short and puggy: more
         like a big toe than a nose. At least his teeth were good. He thought of his face as serviceable, like a plain suitcase, and
         he prided himself that it never showed any expression. This was perhaps not as true as he hoped. He had changed from his milkman’s
         uniform and wore a light blue shirt and dark blue pants. It occurred to Charlie that even after three years of not being a
         policeman, he continued to dress like one.

As Charlie walked outside to wait for Marotta, he began to wonder what the other man wanted. Marotta owned a large restaurant
         out in the country, west of Saratoga. Some people swore that his bills were paid by New York racketeers who used the restaurant
         to launder money. Charlie had no knowledge of that one way or the other, but he knew that outside of August the restaurant
         was nearly empty and there was no indication of how it stayed in business.

Marotta appeared a few minutes later dressed in an immaculate light gray suit. “Let’s get a sandwich at the Executive,” he
         said.

They turned right down Broadway, then crossed Congress Park. A cool wind sent a few fallen leaves chasing one another over
         the grass, and riffled the surface of the duck pond.

“Your stroke’s looking better,” said Marotta.

Charlie shrugged. Since Marotta had lapped him a dozen times, he wasn’t feeling like any Johnny Weissmuller. They walked by
         the three-story, red brick Canfield Casino, which was currently a museum. It had once been the center of Saratoga gambling
         and as they passed the game room, Charlie liked to think he could hear the click of roulette wheels.

The Executive was a bar and delicatessen a block away on Phila Street. The front of the building was covered with dark-stained
         pine boards interrupted by large windows. Behind the bar were two very heavy young men standing side by side with their elbows
         on the counter. They had black curly hair and wore T-shirts that said, “I ate it all at the Executive.”

Marotta led the way to a booth toward the back of the bar. Charlie followed, nodding to several people he knew. The room smelled
         of fried food. Marotta sat down, then seemed disinclined to speak. He appeared embarrassed. For a moment, Charlie worried
         he might know something about Jimmy McClatchy, but that seemed impossible. When the waitress arrived, Marotta ordered a sandwich
         and a beer, then contented himself with shredding his red paper napkin. From the back room came the click of pool balls.

Charlie waited. The girl brought their sandwiches. Marotta took several bites of his hot pastrami, then pushed away his plate
         and sat back.

“You know, Charlie,” he said, “we’ve never talked much, but over the years I’ve heard a number of good things about you, mostly
         from Lew Ackerman. He said you were pretty smart. I guess that’s why I decided to talk to you.”

Marotta paused. Two patrolmen came in to pick up a takeout order. One waved to Charlie, the other pretended not to see him.

Marotta put his hands on the edge of the table and leaned forward, wrinkling his brow and looking suddenly angry. “What I
         want to know, Charlie, is if you’re having me followed.”

“Are you serious?”

“Never been more. I know you’re working as a detective and that you gotta take jobs where you find them, but some things I
         don’t like and taking advantage of a foolish woman is one of them.”

Charlie liked to think he was difficult to surprise, yet this was the last thing he expected to hear. Marotta continued to
         look furious. The swelling in the center of his nose was like a small knot and all his anger seemed to radiate out from it.

“Maybe you should tell me what you’re talking about,” said Charlie. He spoke quietly, half-afraid of making Marotta even angrier.

Marotta picked up his sandwich, then set it down again and shook his head. On the wall to Charlie’s left were photographs
         of folk singers who had appeared at Caffe-Lena up the street.

“My wife likes to imagine things,” explained Marotta, “and one of the things she likes to imagine is that I fool around with
         a lot of women. I’m not saying that I’m the world’s most moral guy, but in that particular department I been pretty good.
         I tell her that but she won’t listen and every now and then she gets the bright idea to hire some private detective and have
         me followed. That’s what’s happening right now and there are a lot of reasons why I don’t like it.”

Charlie began to feel relieved. “I don’t do that kind of work,” he said, “and even if I did, I wouldn’t accept business from
         your wife. The town’s too small to have you as an enemy.”

Marotta leaned forward again, staring at Charlie, then his face relaxed. It had been dark red, as if he were attempting to
         lift something heavy, now it grew lighter. He started to look embarrassed.

“You sure it’s not you, Charlie? I guess it could be someone up from Albany. It’s a big guy, maybe a few years older’n me
         with gray hair that sticks out in all directions. Leastways, he started it. Now there’s some punky kid watching me, a lot
         of black, greasy hair and a leather jacket. I mean, all he does is sit out in the parking lot outside the restaurant and read
         skin magazines.”

As Marotta spoke, Charlie felt his skin begin to prickle. The description of the older man matched his friend Victor Plotz,
         while the kid could easily be Eddie Gillespie, an ex-car thief who had worked for Charlie as a guard at Lorelei Stables.

“To tell you the truth,” said Charlie, somewhat uncertainly, “I’ve been doing some other work for the past three weeks and
         have a friend running the office. Possibly, he took the job. You say he had gray hair?”

Marotta started to look angry again. “Yeah, and sort of a fat face and big nose. He was wearing a gray sweat shirt.”

      
Charlie had no doubt it was Victor. He wondered if lots of people had close friends who constantly embarrassed them. “Well,
         I don’t think it’s anyone I know,” he said, “but I’ll check with my partner and if he took the job, then I’ll make him quit.”

Marotta narrowed his eyes and looked suspiciously at Charlie. “If you can remove this guy, I’d appreciate it. If you can’t,
         then I’ll remove him myself. I don’t like people talking about me and something like this makes talk. If there’s any problem
         about money, I’ll make it up to you.”

“Forget it,” said Charlie, although he guessed the money from Marotta’s wife was all that was paying the rent on the office.

Marotta wiped his mouth and tossed a ten-dollar bill on the table. “At least let me pay for lunch.” He stood up, then leaned
         over the table. “And Charlie,” he said, “I’d appreciate it if you didn’t tell anybody about our conversation. I like my wife
         and wouldn’t want this to get around.”

Five minutes later, Charlie was trotting up Phila Street toward his office, which was on the third floor of a brick building
         between Broadway and Putnam. As he hurried along, he alternately swore at Victor and felt guilty for upsetting Marotta. The
         door to the stairs was next to a used-book store. Charlie pulled it open and began to climb. When he reached the top, he paused
         to catch his breath. Before him was a narrow hall with faded blue walls, while at the far end was a door with Charlie’s name
         painted in large black letters: Charles F. Bradshaw. “Simple, but classy,” Victor had said. The door was locked and Charlie
         unlocked it. Beyond was a small anteroom separated from the main office by a wall of frosted glass. Victor wasn’t there. The
         office was furnished with an old wooden desk, several straight chairs, a file cabinet and a safe. Two windows with green shades
         looked out on Phila. Tacked to the wall behind the desk was a nude Playboy calendar that had not been there the previous day.
         Charlie considered removing it, then figured it didn’t matter. Why should he worry about offending clients when he didn’t
         have any? He turned and left the office.

      
He still had to break his date that evening with Doris Bailes. It was terrible to think of trading her for McClatchy. As Charlie
         walked toward his car, he imagined McClatchy’s dirty feet on his couch and his refrigerator ransacked. He was also certain
         that his toilet was running and that McClatchy was spitefully letting it run. The thought sprang into his mind that if he
         had told Marotta that the jockey was hiding out in his house, then McClatchy would be gone in a couple of hours. Marotta would
         call his friends in New York and in no time a big black car would arrive at Charlie’s house and take McClatchy away. Guiltily,
         Charlie started his Renault and drove toward the Backstretch, the bar on the west side of Saratoga where Doris worked.

The Backstretch occupied a one-story, yellowish building on a residential street. Although its name suggested a bar dedicated
         to horse racing, its walls were covered with the photographs of prizefighters. Each picture bore an inscription to the owner
         of the Backstretch, Berney McQuilkin. Charlie had once studied these inscriptions only to discover that the handwriting on
         each was the same. The bar was a long, narrow room; a larger room in the back served as a Chinese restaurant by day, and at
         night was the province of a topless dancer.

Entering, Charlie waved to several men that he knew, then reached across the bar to shake hands with Berney McQuilkin. A retired
         policeman bought Charlie a beer, and before he could make his way to Doris he had to discuss the merits of a trotter named
         Whiskey Breath that had been going great guns at the harness track. Doris was sitting at a table near the jukebox reading
         a paperback. She had short, dark hair and a smooth, oval face. The book lay open on the table and she leaned over it, wrinkling
         her forehead. Although about forty, Doris had an eager quality that made her seem younger. She was wearing a white Mexican
         blouse and an ornate tin necklace. When she heard Charlie approach, she looked up and smiled.

“I thought I wasn’t going to see you until this evening,” she said.

Charlie felt himself starting to blush. He sat down and put his beer mug on the table. “That’s why I stopped by,” he said.
         “I’ve got to cancel our date. An old acquaintance has blown into town and will be staying at my place for a while.”

“Who is it?”

“I’ll tell you some other time.”

Doris raised her eyebrows. “Is this person male or female?”

“Male.”

“How long is this secret male supposed to stay?”

“About a week.”

Charlie said this so sadly that Doris looked sympathetic. “We could have dinner at a restaurant instead, or even at my house.”

“That’d be great but I don’t trust this guy and I’d like to keep an eye on him, at least for a couple of nights.”

“You’ve got nice friends.”

“He’s not really a friend. It’s just that he had no place else to go.”

Doris put a napkin on the page to mark her place, then closed the book. Charlie saw that it was a travel book about Spain.
         “And you promise to tell me about it sometime?”

“Sure.”

“What about your mother? Isn’t she coming soon?”

“Yes, but I’m hoping I can keep her away from my house for a bit. Maybe she can stay with one of my cousins or maybe I can
         sic her on Victor. In fact, I’ve got to find Victor right now. Then I’ve got to buy groceries. My guest turns out to be a
         big eater.”

“Did you talk to John Wanamaker? Is he coming back?”

“Not yet. His mother’s still hanging by a thread.”

Doris had continued to look sympathetic. “Have dinner with me anyway,” she said.

“I can’t,” said Charlie, getting to his feet, “my life has suddenly gotten too complicated for normal pleasures.”

It was as Charlie was driving back to his office that he first began to think about Black Jack Ketchum. He found it oddly
         soothing. Perhaps it was hammering himself on the head with a gun butt that taught Black Jack to face life with a certain
         humor. Black Jack was the only member of the Wild Bunch to die on the gallows. On the day of his hanging, he seemed cheerful and joked with the sheriff, saying he was glad to be hanged early in the afternoon so he could “get to hell in time
         for dinner.” Maybe self-abuse could accustom a person to the abuse of the world, thought Charlie. Maybe that was the secret.

Parking the Renault on Phila, Charlie again climbed the stairs to the third floor. This time the door was open. As he passed
         through the anteroom, Charlie heard a prolonged belch followed by a fit of coughing. Victor was sitting with his feet up on
         the desk, cleaning his nails with a paper knife. He wore a gray sweat shirt that exactly matched the color of his hair.

“Hey, hey, hey,” he said, “if it’s not Mr. Wholesome Dairy himself.”

Charlie slowly lowered himself into the straight chair next to the desk. “Are you following George Marotta?” he asked.

“Darn right. That’s the best money we’ve made all month.”

“I want you to stop. He’s a friend of mine.”

“I thought he was a Mafia contact. You travel in bad company.” Victor reached under his sweat shirt and scratched his chest.
         Outside, a motorcycle accelerated down the street.

“We swim together. He asked me if we were following him and I said no. Then he described you. Let’s just drop the case.”

“Charlie, his old lady popped in here with a thousand smackers. So maybe she’s a little irrational. Who am I to judge the
         clientele? That’s a thousand smackers just to trail this guy around. One hundred bucks a day just to sit on your fanny. For
         chrissake, he don’t do anything except hang out at that restaurant or go to the Y. So I got Eddie Gillespie dogging him for
         forty. That other sixty a day—hey, Charlie, that’s pure gravy.”

Charlie glanced up at the Playboy calendar, which showed an attractive platinum blond rubbing her naked belly against a fur
         rug. “I told you, Victor …”

“Vic.”

“I told you I don’t want to do divorce work. You have anything else like this?”

“Nothing you’d disapprove of. Look, Charlie, you can’t start thinking I don’t have scruples. Just the other day a woman came
         by to see if I’d arrest her neighbor for beaming cancer waves at her with a broken TV. Then the ex-wife of my veterinarian tried to hire me to dig up some dirt on him. Did I take
         these jobs? No way. A good vet is hard to come by and I got my principles like anybody else.”

“Just do me a favor and pull Gillespie off the case.” Charlie had an impulse to tell Victor about Jimmy McClatchy but knew
         he couldn’t say anything until the jockey had left Saratoga. It made him feel lonely.

Victor pressed a finger to his temple and made an exploding noise with his tongue. “Okay, you’re the great white hunter. I’ll
         chase down Gillespie this afternoon.”

“What are you doing tonight?” asked Charlie.

“Got a hot date, but I’ll drop it if you need me.”

“No, no,” said Charlie, “I was just wondering.” He had been trying to think of a way to tell Victor not to stop by, but could
         think of nothing that wouldn’t make him suspicious. At last he decided to keep silent.

By five thirty, Charlie was on his way home with fifty dollars’ worth of groceries in the back of the Renault. Presumably
         McClatchy would reimburse him. He also had a new tank ball, lift wires and ball-cock assembly for his toilet, and what he
         hoped was a clear idea how to install them. The sun was low in the sky and the trees along Saratoga Lake seemed to blaze in
         the sun’s last light.

Charlie pulled the Renault into his driveway and parked. His cottage was dark blue with yellow trim around the windows and
         doors. Although most cottages along the lake were bunched together, Charlie had been able to buy one that was set off by itself
         and away from the road. Maples and evergreens bordered it on either side. Clumsily, he lifted two bags of groceries from the
         rear seat, then made his way to the door.
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