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  Foreword


  By Lawrence Block




  Charles Willeford is an American original, with a body of work unlike that of anyone else. Because his four Miami books about Hoke Moseley were his only novels to achieve any degree of commercial success, it’s natural enough to group him with other South Florida writers. There are, to be sure, a good number of writers living and setting their work in the region, and it’s inarguable that many of them, like Willeford, see the world in a highly idiosyncratic fashion. One thinks of Carl Hiaasen, Randy Wayne White, Tim Dorsey, James W. Hall, and that occasionally transplanted Detroiter, Elmore Leonard – and, a little earlier, John D. MacDonald.


  I don’t know that these writers – and I could as easily have named a dozen more – constitute a Sunshine State school of crime fiction, or that all that solar energy has somehow fuelled their work. Aside from their choice of occupation, writers are not entirely impractical beings, and tend to relocate to parts of the globe where the weather is good and the taxes low.


  I made this move myself, some thirty years ago. My wife and I settled into a large house on the Gulf of Mexico in Fort Myers Beach. The first day there I walked out my back door and down to the water’s edge, turned left, walked for about half a mile, turned around and came back. The second day I turned right, walked half a mile or so in that direction, and returned.


  The third day I couldn’t think of anything to do.


  So Florida didn’t work out too well for us, and a couple of years later we were back in New York, where we all too clearly belong. But we had gone down there with high hopes, and while they lasted I found myself wondering what sort of books I’d write in this new location. Wouldn’t it be natural for me to set my future novels in Florida?


  No, I realized, it would not. Because I had no intuitive sense of what people’s lives were like down there. I did have such a sense in New York City, and while my intuition might or might not be accurate, it worked just fine for fiction. I could write New York characters in a way I didn’t think I could write Florida characters.


  If I’d paused to consider the overall implications of that revelation, we might have saved ourselves some time and moved back the next day. Now, all these years later, I’ve finally written a crime novel, The Girl With the Deep Blue Eyes, set in the fictional Gallatin County in south-central Florida. But never mind about that. I want to tell you about Charles Willeford.


  He was born in 1919, in Little Rock, Arkansas, and moved to Los Angeles three years later. By the time he was thirteen, both of his parents had died of tuberculosis and he’d taken off, riding the rails for a year. He was sixteen when he lied about his age and joined the army, re-enlisted in the cavalry in 1939, and served with distinction in Europe during the Second World War.


  His hobo adolescence and his years in the service are fascinating, and Willeford gives an absorbing account of them in two volumes of memoir, I Was Looking for a Street and Something About a Soldier. 


  Willeford’s military service, which included postwar re-enlistment in the army and a couple of stints in the air force, didn’t end entirely until late in 1956. By then he’d published three novels and a book of poetry and begun his academic career, first at the Biarritz American University then at a university in Lima, Peru, where he enrolled as a graduate student; that lasted until officials learned he didn’t have a bachelor’s degree – or even a high school diploma.


  Doesn’t that sound like something you’d find in one of his novels? And after he left the air force for the last time, his résumé includes work as a professional boxer, an actor, a radio announcer, and a horse trainer. And doesn’t that sound like something you’d find on an about the author page, or a parody thereof?


  What you might not suspect, on the basis of his first forty years, is that Charles Willeford spent the rest of his life as an academic. He obtained an associate degree from a Florida junior college, then a bachelor’s and master’s degree from the University of Miami. (His thesis, a discourse on the literature of angst, covering writers from Dostoevsky, Kafka, and Beckett to Chester Himes and Saul Bellow, was published a year before his death as New Forms of Ugly.)


  He taught at Miami for a couple of years, then moved to Miami-Dade Community College, where he was employed for fifteen years as an associate professor. For many years he reviewed books for the Miami Herald; early on, before Alfred Hitchcock’s Mystery Magazine was acquired by Davis Publications and its offices moved from South Florida to New York, he served as its associate editor.


  And all the while he wrote, though sometimes years would go by between books. Most of his early work was what we night call midcentury erotica for third-rate publishers. Now a great many writers toiled in that vineyard, and it’s no secret that I was one of them, but, as far as I can make out, Charles Willeford stood alone in putting his own name on all his work, irrespective of genre or publisher.


  And, looking back, one can understand why. He gave every book his best shot, and everything he wrote was representative of the man himself. So why shouldn’t it carry his name?


  Oh, he was an unusual fellow . . .


  Item: early on, Willeford wrote a novel with a theme of miscegenation and called it The Black Mass of Brother Springer. When the publisher asked him for a punchier title, he suggested Nigger Lover. The publisher decided to go with Honey Gal.


  Item: when Miami Blues, the first Hoke Moseley novel, brought him breakthrough success, his publisher wanted a sequel. Willeford fought the idea of writing a series, and deliberately sabotaged himself by turning in a book in which Hoke dispassionately murders his own teenage daughters and looks forward to spending the rest of his life in a presumably tranquil prison cell. The publisher threw up his hands – and, I suspect, his lunch – and reason ultimately prevailed; Willeford withdrew the book and went on to put Hoke to work in New Hope for the Dead, Sideswipe, and The Way We Die Now, becoming successful in spite of himself.


  An unusual fellow indeed, and his wonderful books have had an impact upon a whole generation of writers, only some of them Floridians.  If you’re about to read him for the first time or the fiftieth, I envy you. You’re in for a treat.


  Lawrence Block


  Greenwich Village




  



  





  Haiku




  Morning sun stripes cell.




  Five fingers feel my hard heart.




  It hurts, hurts, like hell.




   




  

    

      

        

          

            

              – F. J. Frenger, Jr
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  Chapter One




  Frederick J. Frenger, Jr, a blithe psychopath from California, asked the flight attendant in first class for another glass of champagne and some writing materials. She brought

  him a cold half-bottle, uncorked it and left it with him, and returned a few moments later with some Pan Am writing paper and a white ball point pen. For the next hour, as he sipped champagne,

  Freddy practiced writing the signatures of Claude L. Bytell, Ramon Mendez, and Herman T. Gotlieb.




  The signatures on his collection of credit cards, driver’s licenses, and other ID cards were difficult to imitate, but by the end of the hour and the champagne, when it was time for lunch

  – martini, small steak, baked potato, salad, chocolate cake, and two glasses of red wine – Freddy decided that he was close enough to the originals to get by.




  The best way to forge a signature, he knew, was to turn it upside down and draw it instead of trying to imitate the handwriting. That was the foolproof way, if a man had the time and the privacy

  and was forging a document or a check. But to use stolen credit cards, he knew he had to sign charge slips casually, in front of clerks and store managers who might be alert for irregularities.




  Still, close enough was usually good enough for Freddy. He was not a careful person, and a full hour was a long time for him to engage in any activity without his mind turning to something else.

  As he looked through the three wallets he found himself wondering about their owners. One wallet was eelskin, another was imitation ostrich, and the third was a plain cowhide billfold filled with

  color snapshots of very plain children. Why would any man want to carry around photographs of ugly children in his wallet? And why would anyone buy imitation ostrich, when you could get an

  authentic ostrich-skin wallet for only two or three hundred dollars more? Eelskin he could understand; it was soft and durable, and the longer you carried it in your hip pocket the softer it got.

  He decided to keep the eelskin one. He crammed all of the credit cards and IDs into it, along with the photos of the ugly children, and shoved the two emptied wallets into the pocket of the seat in

  front of him, behind the in-flight magazine.




  Comfortably full, and a trifle dizzy from the martini and the wine, Freddy stretched out in the wide reclining seat, hugging the tiny airline pillow. He slept soundly until the attendant

  awakened him gently and asked him to fasten his seat belt for the descent into Miami International Airport.




  Freddy had no baggage, so he wandered through the mammoth airport listening to the announcements that boomed from multiple speakers, first in Spanish and then, half as long, in

  English. He was eager to get a cab and to find a hotel, but he also wanted some nice-looking luggage. Two pieces would be better than one, but he would settle for a Vuitton one-suiter if he could

  find one. He paused for a moment to light a Winston and reconnoiter a long line of American tourists and diminutive Indian men and women going to the Yucatán Peninsula. The vacationers kept

  very close to their baggage, and the Indians pushed along large boxes held together with strips of gray duct tape. Nothing for him there.




  A Hare Krishna, badly disguised in jeans, a sports shirt, and a powder blue sports jacket, his head covered with an ill-fitting brown wig, stepped up to Freddy and pinned a red-and-white-striped

  piece of stick candy to Freddy’s gray suede sports jacket. As the pin went into the lapel of the $287 jacket, charged the day before to a Claude L. Bytell at Macy’s in San Francisco,

  Freddy was seized with a sudden rage. He could take the pin out, of course, but he knew that the tiny pinhole would be there forever because of this asshole’s carelessness.




  ‘I want to be your friend,’ the Hare Krishna said, ‘and –’




  Freddy grasped the Hare Krishna’s middle finger and bent it back sharply. The Krishna yelped. Freddy applied sharper pressure and jerked the finger backward, breaking it. The Krishna

  screamed, a high-pitched gargling sound, and collapsed onto his knees. Freddy let go of the dangling finger, and as the Krishna bent over, screaming, his wig fell off, exposing his shaved head.




  Two men, obviously related, who had watched the whole encounter, broke into applause and laughed. When a middle-aged woman wearing a Colombian poncho heard one of the tourists say ‘Hare

  Krishna,’ she took a Krishna Kricket out of her purse and began to click the metal noisemaker in the pain-racked Krishna’s face. The injured Krishna’s partner, dressed similarly

  but wearing a black wig, came over from the line he was working at Aeroméxico and began to berate the woman for snapping the Kricket. The elder of the two laughing men came up behind him,

  snatched off his wig, and threw it over the heads of the gathering crowd.




  Freddy, who had slipped away from the scene, went into the men’s room next to the bar on Concourse D and took the stick of candy out of his lapel. In a mirror he examined the pinhole and

  smoothed it out. A stranger would never notice it, he decided, but the flaw was there, even though it wasn’t as bad as he had thought it would be. Freddy dropped the stick of candy into his

  jacket pocket, took a quick leak, washed his hands, and walked out.




  A young woman slept soundly in a row of hard-plastic airport chairs. A two-year-old boy sat beside her quietly, hugging a toy panda. The wide-eyed child, drooling slightly, had

  his feet resting on a one-suiter with the Cardin logo repeated on its light blue fabric. Freddy stopped in front of the boy, unwrapped the stick of candy, and offered it to him with a smile. The

  boy smiled back, took the candy shyly, and put one end in his mouth. As the boy sucked it, Freddy took the suitcase and walked away. He took the Down escalator to the outside ramp and hailed a

  Yellow cab. The Cuban driver, who spoke little English, finally smiled and nodded when Freddy said simply, ‘Hotel. Miami.’




  The cabbie lit a cigarette with his right hand and swung into the heavy traffic with his left, narrowly missing an old lady and her granddaughter. He cut in front of a Toyota, making the driver

  stall his engine, and headed for the Dolphin Expressway. By this route he managed to get Freddy into downtown Miami and to the front of the International Hotel in twenty-two minutes. The meter read

  $8.37. Freddy gave the driver a ten, handed his suitcase to the doorman, and registered at the desk as Herman T. Gotlieb, San Jose, California, using Gotlieb’s credit card. He took a

  $135-a-day suite and signed the charge slip in advance, then followed the fat Latin bellman to the elevator. Just before the elevator reached the seventh floor, the bellman spoke up:




  ‘If there’s anything you want, Mr Gotlieb, please let me know.’




  ‘I can’t think of anything right now.’




  ‘What I mean . . .’ the bellman cleared his throat.




  ‘I understand what you’re saying, but I don’t want a girl right now.’




  The bedroom was small, but the sitting room was furnished pleasantly with a comfortable couch and an easy chair in matching blue-and-white stripes, a desk with a glass top, and a small bar with

  two stools. The refrigerator behind the bar held vodka, gin, Scotch, and bourbon, several rows of mixers, and a split of champagne. There was a price list taped to the door. Freddy looked at the

  list and thought that the per-drink prices were outrageous. He gave the bellman $2.




  ‘Thank you, sir. And if you need me for anything at all, just call down to the bell captain and ask for Pablo.’




  ‘Pablo. Fine. Where’s the beach, Pablo? I might want to go for a swim later.’




  ‘The beach? We’re on Biscayne Bay, sir, not the ocean. The ocean’s over there in Miami Beach. But we have a nice pool on the roof, and a sauna. And if you want a massage

  –’




  ‘No, that’s okay. I just thought that Miami was on the ocean.’




  ‘No, sir. That’s Miami Beach. They’re separate cities, sir, connected by causeways. You wouldn’t like it over there anyway, sir – it’s nothing but crime on

  the Beach.’




  ‘You mean Miami isn’t?’




  ‘Not here, not on Brickell Avenue, anyway. This is the fattest part of Fat City.’




  ‘I noticed some shops off the lobby. Can I buy some trunks there?’




  ‘I’ll get you a pair, sir. What size?’




  ‘Never mind. I’ll do some shopping later.’




  The bellman left, and Freddy opened the draperies. He could see the towering AmeriFirst building, a part of the bay, the bridge across the Miami River, and the skyscrapers on Flagler Street. The

  street he was on, Brickell, was lined with mirrored, shimmering buildings. The air conditioning hummed quietly.




  He had at least a week before the credit card numbers would be traced, but he didn’t intend to stay in the International Hotel for more than one day. From now on he was going to play

  things a little safer, unless, of course, he wanted something. If he wanted something right away, that was a different matter altogether. But what he wanted this time, before he was caught, was to

  have some fun and to do some of the things he had wanted to do during his three years in San Quentin.




  So far, he liked the clean white look of Miami, but he was astonished to learn that the city was not on the ocean.




  





  Chapter Two




  The VIP Room – or Golden Lounge, as it was sometimes called, after the gold plastic cards issued to first-class passengers by the three airlines that maintained it

  – was unusually crowded. The dead man lying on the blue carpet was not the only one who was there without a gold card.




  Sergeant Hoke Moseley, Homicide, Miami Police Department, filled a Styrofoam cup with free coffee – his third – picked up a glazed doughnut from the assortment on the clear plastic

  tray and put it back, then doctored his coffee with Sweet ’n Low and N-Rich Coffee Creamer. Sergeant Bill Henderson, Hoke’s hefty partner, sat on a royal blue couch and read John

  Keasler’s humor column in the Miami News. Two middle-aged airport security men in electric blue sports jackets stood by the door, looking as if they were ready to take orders from

  anybody.




  A black airport public relations man, wearing a hundred-dollar brown silk sports shirt and yellow linen golf slacks, was making notes with a gold pencil in a leather notebook. He put the

  notebook into his hip pocket and crossed the blue-carpeted room to talk to two men who said they were from Waycross, Georgia, John and Irwin Peeples. They glowered at him.




  ‘Don’t worry,’ the PR man said. ‘As soon as the state attorney gets here, and I’ve had a chance to talk to him, you’ll be on the next flight out for Atlanta.

  And a plane of some kind leaves for Atlanta every half-hour.’




  ‘We don’t want no plane of some kind,’ John Peeples said. ‘Me and Irwin fly Delta or nothing.’




  ‘No problem. If we have to, we’ll bump a couple and get you on Delta inside of an hour.’




  ‘If I was you,’ Bill Henderson butted in, taking off his black-rimmed reading glasses, ‘I wouldn’t promise these crackers anything. What we may be dealing with here is a

  Murder Two. For all I know, this whole thing might be a religious plot to murder that Krishna, with the two crackers in on it from the beginning. Ain’t that right, Hoke?’




  ‘I don’t know yet,’ Hoke said. ‘Let’s wait and see what the medical examiner and the state attorney have to say. At the least, Mr and Mr Peeples, you’ve got a

  long session ahead of you. We’ll be wanting to talk to you downtown, and there’ll be depositions to make out. As material witnesses to the’ – he pointed to the body on the

  floor – ‘demise of this Krishna here, the state attorney might decide to keep you in Miami under protective custody for several months.’




  The brothers groaned. Hoke winked at Bill Henderson as he joined him on the couch.




  The other Hare Krishna, the partner of the dead man, started to cry again. Someone had given him back his wig and he had stuffed it into his jacket pocket. He was at least twenty-five, but he

  looked much younger as he stifled his sobs and wiped his eyes with his fingertips. His freshly shaved head glistened with perspiration. He had never seen a dead person before, and here was his

  ‘brother,’ a man he had prayed with and eaten brown rice with, as dead as anyone could ever be, stretched out on the blue carpet of the VIP Room, and covered – except for feet in

  white cotton socks and scuffed Hush Puppies – with a cream-colored Aeroméxico blanket.




  Dr Merle Evans, the medical examiner, arrived with Violet Nygren, a blond and rather plain young assistant prosecutor from the state attorney’s office. Hoke nodded to the security men at

  the door, and the two were let through. Hoke and Bill Henderson shook hands with Doc Evans, and the four of them moved to the back of the lounge, out of earshot of the Peeples, the PR man, and the

  weepy Krishna.




  ‘I’m new on the beat,’ Violet Nygren said, as she introduced herself. ‘I’ve only been in the state attorney’s office since I finished up at the UM Law School

  last June. But I’m willing to learn, Sergeant Moseley.’




  Hoke grinned. ‘Fair enough. This is my partner, Sergeant Henderson. If you’re an attorney, Miss Nygren, where’s your briefcase?’




  ‘I’ve got a tape recorder in my purse,’ she said, holding up her leather drawstring bag.




  ‘I was kidding. I’ve got a lot of respect for lady lawyers. My ex-wife had one, and I’ve been paying half my salary for alimony and child support for the last ten

  years.’




  ‘I haven’t been on a homicide up to now,’ she said. ‘My caseloads so far have been mostly muggings and holdups. But, as I said, I’m here to learn,

  Sergeant.’




  ‘This may not be a homicide. That’s why we wanted someone from the state attorney’s office to come down with Doc Evans. We hope it isn’t. We’ve had enough

  this year as it is. But that’ll be up to you and Doc Evans to decide.’




  ‘That’s awfully deferential, for you, Hoke,’ Doc Evans said. ‘What’s bothering you?’




  ‘Here’s what happened. The body under the blanket’s a Hare Krishna.’ Hoke looked at his opened notebook. ‘His name’s Martin Waggoner, and his parents,

  according to that other Krishna over there, live in Okeechobee. He came down to Miami nine or ten months ago, joined the Krishnas, and they both reside in the new Krishna ashram out on Krome Avenue

  in the East ’Glades. These two have been working the airport for about six months, their regular assignment. The airport security people know them, and they’ve been warned a couple of

  times about bothering the passengers. The dead man had more than two hundred dollars in his wallet, and the other Krishna’s got about one-fifty. That’s how much they’ve begged out

  here since seven A.M.’ Hoke looked at his wristwatch. ‘It’s only twelve-forty-five now, and the Krishna over there said they

  usually take in about five hundred a day between them.’




  ‘Pretty good money.’ Violet Nygren raised her pale eyebrows. ‘I wouldn’t have guessed they collected so much.’




  ‘The security people said there’re two more Krishna teams working the airport besides this one. We haven’t notified the commune, and we haven’t called the Krishna’s

  parents up in Okeechobee, yet.’




  ‘You haven’t told us a hell of a lot, either,’ Doc Evans said.




  ‘Out problem, Doc, is witnesses. There were maybe thirty witnesses, all in line at Aeroméxico, but they took the flight to Mérida. We managed to snag these two boys over

  there’ – Hoke pointed to the Georgians, who looked to be in their forties – ‘but only because the uglier one on the right stole the victim’s wig. The airline employees

  behind the counter said they didn’t see anything. They were too busy, they said, and at check-in time I suppose they were. I got their names, and we can talk to them again later.’




  ‘Too bad,’ Henderson said, ‘that we couldn’t find the lady with the Krishna Kricket.’




  ‘What’s a Krishna Kricket?’ Violet Nygren asked.




  ‘They sell ’em out here in the bookshops and drugstores. It’s just a metal cricket with a piece of spring steel inside. You click it at the Krishnas when they start bugging

  you. The noise usually drives them away. There used to be a Krishna-hater out here who gave them away free, but he ran out of crickets or money or ardor – I don’t know. Anyway, the two

  brothers over there said she was closest to the action, and she kept clicking her Kricket at the Krishna until he stopped screaming.’




  ‘How was he killed?’ Doc Evans said. ‘Or do you want me to look at him now and tell you? I’ve got to get back to the morgue.’




  ‘That’s the point,’ Hoke said. ‘He wasn’t actually killed. He bothered some guy wearing a leather coat. The guy bent his finger back and broke it. Then the guy

  walked away and disappeared. The Krishna went down on his knees, started screaming, and then, maybe five or six minutes later, he’s dead. The security men brought his body in here, and the PR

  man over there called Homicide. So there it is – the Krishna died from a broken finger. How about it, Miss Nygren? Is that a homicide or not?’




  ‘I never heard of anybody dying from a broken finger,’ she said.




  ‘He must have died from shock,’ Doc Evans said. ‘I’ll tell you for sure after I’ve had a look at him. How old is he, Hoke.’




  ‘Twenty-one – according to his driver’s license.’




  ‘That’s what I mean,’ Doc Evans said, compressing his lips. ‘Young people today just can’t stand up to pain the way we could when we were younger. This one was

  probably malnourished and in lousy shape. The pain was unexpected and just too much for him. It hurts like hell to have your finger bent back.’




  ‘You’re telling me,’ Violet Nygren said. ‘My brother used to do it to me when I was a kid.’




  ‘And if you bend it back all the way,’ Doc Evans said, ‘until it breaks, it hurts like a son of a bitch. So he probably went into shock. Nobody gave him hot tea or covered him

  up with a blanket, and that was it. It doesn’t take very long to die from shock.’




  ‘About five or six minutes, the Peeples brothers say.’




  ‘That’s pretty fast,’ Doc Evans shook his head. ‘Shock usually takes fifteen or twenty minutes. But I’m not making any guesses. For all I know, without examining

  the body, there could be a bullet hole in him.’




  ‘I don’t think so,’ Bill Henderson said. ‘All I saw was the broken finger, and it’s broken clean off – just hanging there.’




  ‘If it was an accident,’ Violet Nygren said, ‘it could still be simple assault. On the other hand, if the man in the leather jacket intended to kill him this way, knowing that

  there was a history of people dying from shock in the Krishna’s background, this could very well be Murder One.’




  ‘That’s really reaching for it,’ Hoke said. ‘You’ll have to settle for manslaughter I think.’




  ‘I’m not so sure,’ she continued. ‘If you shoot a man and he dies later on from complications caused by the bullet, even though he was barely wounded when shot, we change

  the charge to either Murder One or Murder Two. I’ll have to research this case, that’s all. We can’t do anything about it anyway until you catch the man in the leather

  jacket.’




  ‘That’s all we’ve got to go on,’ Hoke said. ‘Leather jacket. We don’t even know the color of the jacket. One guy said he had heard it was tan;

  another guy said he’d heard gray. Unless the man comes forward by himself, we haven’t got a chance in hell of finding him. He could be on a plane for England or someplace at this

  minute.’ Hoke took a Kool out of a crumpled package, lit it, took one drag, and then butted it out in a standing ashtray. ‘The body’s all yours, Doc. We’ve got all of the

  stuff out of his pockets.’




  Violet Nygren opened her purse and turned off her tape recorder. ‘I should tell my mom about this case,’ she said. ‘When my brother used to bend my fingers back, she never did

  anything to him.’ She laughed nervously. ‘Now I can tell her he was just trying to kill me.’




  





  Chapter Three




  Frederick J. Frenger, Jr, who preferred to be called Junior instead of Freddy, was twenty-eight years old. He looked older because his life had been a hard one; the lines at

  the corners of his mouth seemed too deep for a man in his late twenties. His eyes were a dark shade of blue, and his untrimmed blond eyebrows were almost white. His nose had been broken and reset

  poorly, but some women considered him attractive. His skin was unblemished and deeply tanned from long afternoons spent in the yard at San Quentin. At five-nine, he should have had a slighter

  build, but prolonged sessions with weights, pumping iron in the yard, as well as playing handball, had built up his chest, shoulders, and arms to almost grotesque proportions. He had developed his

  stomach muscles to the point that he could stand arms akimbo, and roll them in waves.




  Freddy had been given a sentence of five-to-life for armed robbery. The California Adult Authority had reduced the sentence to four years, fixing an earlier parole date for two years. After

  serving the two years, Freddy had been offered a parole, but he turned it down, preferring to do two more years and then get out of prison without any strings attached. He accepted the label in his

  jacket – the file folder that held his records in the warden’s office – which had him down as a career criminal. He knew that he would commit another crime as soon as he was

  released, and if he was on parole when he was caught, he would be returned to prison as a parole violator. Violating a parole could mean eight or even ten more years of prison before beginning the

  new sentence for whatever it was that he was caught doing after he got out.




  San Quentin is overcrowded, so there are not enough jobs for everyone and a man must earn a job. Freddy liked to work (when he worked), and he was efficient. Assigned, after several months of

  idleness, to kitchen duty, he had observed the operation closely. He had then written a ten-page memorandum to the warden, explaining in detail how the staff could be cut and the service improved

  if certain correction officers and prison chefs were removed and replaced. To Freddy’s surprise, he found himself back in the yard.




  His report, which would have earned a management major in college a B+, earned Freddy the enmity of several kitchen screws. These officers, with their solid links to the prisoner power

  structure, directed that Freddy be taught a lesson for his temerity. Two black prisoners cornered Freddy in the yard one afternoon and worked him over. At the yard captain’s hearing, they

  claimed that Freddy had jumped them for no reason and that they were merely attempting to defend themselves from his psychopathic, racist attack. Inasmuch as Freddy had tested out as a psychopath

  and sociopath (so had the two other prisoners), he was sent to the hole for six days for his unprovoked attack on these innocent inmates. The black yard captain also gave him a short lecture on

  racism.




  During the six dismal days in the hole, which included revocation of Freddy’s smoking privileges and reduction to bread and water with a plate of kidney beans every third day, Freddy

  reviewed his life and realized that altruism had been his major fault.




  Back when he had been a juvenile offender, he had been sent to the reform school at Whittier, where he had organized a sit-down strike in the dining hall in an effort to get seconds on Sunday

  desserts (rice pudding with raisins, of which Freddy was very fond). The campaign failed, and Freddy had stayed at Whittier for the full three years of his sentence.




  Again, at Ione, California, in the Preston Institute for Youthful Offenders, Freddy had extended himself, planning the escape of a boy named Enoch Sawyers. Enoch’s father, who had caught

  his son masturbating, had castrated the boy. Mr Sawyers was a very religious man and considered masturbation a grievous offense to God. Mr Sawyers was arrested, but because of his religious

  connections and the laudatory testimony of his minister, he had been sentenced to two years’ probation. But when young Enoch, only fifteen years old at the time, had recovered from his

  unelected surgery, he had become a neighborhood terror. Deprived of his testicles and taunted by his schoolmates, he had demonstrated his manhood almost daily by beating one or more of his

  tormentors half to death. He was fearless and could take incredible amounts of punishment without, apparently, noticing or caring how badly he was hurt.




  Finally, at seventeen, Enoch had been sentenced to Preston as an incorrigible menace to the peace of Fresno, California. At Preston, among some very hardened young prisoners, Enoch again felt

  compelled to prove his manhood by beating up on people. His technique was to walk up to someone – anyone – and slam a hard right to his fellow prisoner’s belly or jaw. He would

  continue to pummel his victim until the person either fought back or ran away from him.




  Enoch’s presence in the dormitory was unsettling to the other prisoners. Freddy, to solve the problem, had befriended him and worked out an escape plan, telling Enoch that he could prove

  his manhood to the authorities once and for all by escaping. Escaping from Preston was not so difficult, and Enoch, with Freddy’s help, got away easily. He was caught in Oakland four days

  later when he tried to beat up three Chicago beet-pullers and steal their truck. They overpowered him, kicked out his remaining front teeth, and turned him over to the police. Enoch told the

  officials at Preston that Freddy had planned his escape, so Freddy’s good time was revoked. Instead of eighteen months, Freddy spent three years there. Moreover, Freddy had also taken a

  severe beating as soon as Enoch was returned to Preston.




  In the hole at San Quentin, which was not altogether dark – a pale slice of light indicated the bottom of the door – Freddy thought hard about his life. His desire for the good of

  others had been at the root of his problems, making his own life worse instead of better. And he hadn’t really helped anyone else. He decided then to look out only for himself.




  He quit smoking. If your smoking privileges are revoked but you don’t smoke, the punishment is meaningless. Back in the yard, Freddy had quietly joined the jocks in the daily pumping of

  iron and had worked on his mind as well as his body. He read Time magazine every week and took out a subscription to the Reader’s Digest. He also gave up sex, trading his

  pudgy punk, a golden brown Chicano from East Los Angeles, for eight cartons of Chesterfields and 200 Milky Way candy bars. He then traded the Chesterfields (the favorite brand among black

  prisoners) and 150 of the Milky Ways for a single cell. He also made his peace with the prisoner power structure. He had turned selflessness to self-interest, learning the lesson that everyone must

  come to eventually: what a man gives up voluntarily cannot be taken away from him.




  Now Freddy was out. Because of his good behavior they had let him out after three years instead of making him serve the full four. They needed the space at San Quentin, and inasmuch as some

  two-thirds of the prisoners were classified as psychopaths, that could not really be held against him. On the day Freddy was released, the assistant warden had advised him not to return to Santa

  Barbara, but to leave California and find a new state.




  ‘That way,’ the assistant warden said, ‘when they catch you again, which they will, it will at least be a first offense in that particular state. And bear in mind, Frenger, you

  were never very happy here.’




  The advice had been sound. After three successful muggings in San Francisco – with his powerful muscles, it was a simple matter to twist a man’s arm behind his back and ram his head

  into a wall – Freddy had put three thousand miles between himself and California.




  Freddy turned on the water in the tub and adjusted it for temperature. He undressed and read the information on the placard beside the corridor door. Checkout time was noon,

  which gave him twenty-four hours. He studied the escape diagram and what to do in case of fire, then took the room service menus into the bathroom. When the tub was filled, he turned off the

  faucet. He went back to the bar, filled a tall glass with ice and ginger ale, and got into the tub to read the menus.




  He glanced at the room service menu, and then studied the wine list. He didn’t know one wine from another. Vintage years meant nothing to him, but he was amazed at the prices. The idea of

  paying a hundred dollars for a bottle of wine, even with a stolen credit card, struck him as outrageous. The thought also made him cautious. He knew that as long as he did not buy anything that

  cost more than fifty dollars, most clerks would not call the 800 number to check on the status of the credit card. At least this was the usual policy. And in hotels, they usually didn’t get

  around to checking the card until the day you checked out. But he had taken a $135-a-day suite. Well, he wouldn’t worry about it, and as he thought about the mugging of Herman T. Gotlieb in

  the alley, he felt a little more secure. That was the safe thing about mugging gays; the police didn’t worry much about what happened to them. At the very least, Mr Gotlieb had a bad

  concussion, and he would be a very confused man for some time.
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