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THE MAN WITH THE haggard face and the tired eyes wondered about the woman bent over the grave of his daughter’s mother, wondered about the loving care with which she cleared it of wilted petals and dead leaves. Just as if the woman buried there was family. He even got the impression that she shared a silent dialogue with the deceased.


He watched her for a while, waiting for her to notice him, before he started speaking to her in a low voice.


He learned that she was the widow of a former police officer turned bodyguard, to whom the care of the young woman buried here had once been entrusted; and that after tending her late husband’s grave among the more modest graves on the opposite side of the cemetery, she always visited Miss Connelly’s grave and thus continued her late husband’s assignment.


By the time the man and the woman said good-bye, it had turned dark.


The following recounts the story they told each other on that cold, gray late-autumn afternoon.









Chapter 1
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The two frightened people in the subway presented an odd scene: The young woman in fear of her pursuers—worried her plan might be destroyed prematurely—and the not so young man in fear of what his encounter with the young woman might bring.


Only minutes ago, he had sat on a bench in Central Park, his mood black, watching young people kissing and cuddling on a nearby lawn—the sight let him drift off, into the dream world that might help him forget what had happened to him in the last few hours.
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HE FLED TO THE USA, in the hope that a different environment would help him forget his problems so he could leave his wretched existence behind; at least during his holiday.


However, reality already caught up to him while still at JFK International Airport. In fact, it had caught up to him on the flight, where he had experienced an ordeal—the same as he experienced his entire life.


He was afraid of flying. In truth, he was afraid of everything. His life was ruled by fear. Instead of keeping him from foolishness, fear made him behave foolishly. Therefore, after his arrival at the airport, misfortune took its course.


Looking tired and unhappy, he stood in the big, bright immigration hall at JFK International Airport as if he was lost; hustle and bustle all around him. A long line of travelers—kept in check by the queuing system—wound its way slowly toward the immigration desks that, following one after another, took up the whole length of the hall.


The atmosphere would usually have appealed to him, actually. He did like big, bright rooms. He liked the feeling of anonymity amidst the masses, and he did like arriving in places he had never been before.


But now he stood there: as if he was no longer certain why he had decided to come, as if he did not dare to enter the maze, and as if he feared the heavy reliefs (depicting immigration scenes) hanging menacingly above the desks might fall down on him—crush him—crush his hope to distance himself from his problems at home.


“Are you waiting in line?” he heard someone ask behind him, when he indecisively stood at the entrance to the queuing system. Startled by the words, even though they were friendly, he moved up, hesitantly, though—still keeping his distance to the person in front of him.


When it was his turn, he went in the wrong direction, even though the information board indicated which desk travelers from Europe had to go to.


Again, it was the same friendly voice that drew attention to his mistake. When he turned around, he noticed that the voice belonged to a plump elderly woman with a kind and caring face, wearing a woolen tartan deux-piece, carrying an umbrella on her arm. She smiled at him sympathetically when he went passed her, on his way to the appropriate desk, looking embarrassed.


He answered the questions of the immigration officer in a quiet and faltering voice, his nervousness and insecurity blatantly obvious. All the more so, when he was asked to place his fingers and thumb on the glass plate. “Don’t you understand?” the officer asked in perfect German when he hesitated; which made him feel even more insecure.


He was embarrassed by the smears his sweaty fingers left behind on the glass plate. Even more embarrassed, he looked into the camera to have his iris scanned.


He stood there, motionless, when the immigration officer returned the passport to him without any further comment. Only when he looked at him as if he wanted to say, “What are you waiting for?” he walked on. After only a few steps though, he stopped and looked back, to ensure the officer had really meant him to walk on. After he had walked another few steps, he heard the officer’s voice say, in textbook German again, “What about your luggage, don’t you want to take it with you?”


Visibly at pains to look inconspicuous, he then entered the baggage claim and customs area of the airport.


In a large open space adjoining immigration control, furnished only with a big desk and a single chair, he then faced two officials; a senior officer with a determined expression on his face, and a junior officer, who stood a few steps behind him, his arms folded behind his back, as if he had no part in this.


“Open your suitcase,” the senior officer demanded brusquely. He winced at the tone; however, as he was intimidated, he complied with the command. He felt that the procedure was an invasion of privacy, clearly designed to annoy him; all the more, when he could make out a sneering smile on the custom official’s face at how carefully the suitcase had been packed; and he even thought he could detect a wicked grin when the man gleefully rummaged around in it.


If he only knew what else he had to look forward to.


“Raise your arms above your head and spread your legs,” the senior officer demanded. As if he was a criminal. Then the senior officer indicated to his younger colleague with a small movement of his head to search him.


He flinched every time the junior officer touched him. He thought it was deeply unpleasant to feel the the young man’s hands all over his body—he even experienced it as a severe assault when he reached between his legs.


“Undress,” the junior officer said, almost timidly, as if he felt bad about it himself. “Don’t you understand?” the senior officer repeated curtly, when he did not immediately react to the request.


He shivered, feeling the cold air from the air conditioning system drift against his body whilst removing his shirt and trousers. He even trembled inwardly, out of shame at having to strip in front of strangers.


He felt vulnerable, standing there in his underclothes while he was questioned—looking at his socks when he was asked about his political and religious beliefs, and also about his private life. They did not hesitate to ask the most intimate questions.


But the worst was yet to come.


The customs official then pressed a button, whereupon a heavy, tall, dark woman in a nurse’s uniform appeared from behind a curtain: pushing a hospital trolley with loud clatter.


He shrank back at the woman’s intimidating presence, blushed at the sight of her, at the thought of her seeing him standing there, small, almost naked, and humiliated. He shuddered at the thought that she might have been aware of his degradation, observing from behind the curtain—she may have even taken delight in it.


The nurse paid him no attention, however; instead, she turned her full attention to setting up the medical instruments; she busied herself with aligning them until she was fully satisfied with their order. Only then she straightened up and turned toward him. She put a piece of laminated cardboard into his hands, which she had been carrying under her arms the whole time, asking him to read it with a commanding, sonorous voice.


On the cardboard was written in several languages the law that legalized taking a blood sample from alien persons entering the US by a certified and authorized person, if deemed necessary. Refusal, it said, may lead to immediate expulsion from the country. The nurse silently pointed to her badge and then asked him to sit down and lay his hand on the desk.


A moment later, there was blood splatter everywhere: on the nurse’s sparkling white uniform, all over the nurse’s trolley and on the floor. “Why didn’t you tell me about your condition beforehand?” the nurse snapped at him.


His hemophilia was responsible for the mess that had ensued when the nurse had pricked his finger. Ashamed, he lowered his head, even lower than usual. At the same time, he felt that his feelings had been hurt terribly.


Then, with a tiny movement of his hand, the senior officer dismissed him.


Dumbfounded, a look of utter bewilderment and disbelief on his face, he stared, first at the senior officer, then at the nurse and, lastly, at the junior officer.


“You can go,” the senior officer repeated his gesture verbally, when he did not react—his tone indicating that he suddenly had lost interest in him; as if the whole episode had been no more than a joke for the amusement of those present or to satisfy the senior officer’s perverse inclinations.


His boss came to his mind, and his colleagues, everything he had wanted to forget by traveling to distant America.


He appeared completely confused, looked helpless, as if he did not know what to do, and was therefore unable to take any action; so the nurse, possibly out of professional concern about his health, felt compelled to call him a taxi and have him picked up outside the nurse’s station in the airport.


“Are you OK?” he heard the driver’s voice shouting over the noisy engine. Feeling hot, faint, and miserable, he just sat in the back, watching dull gray, seemingly sleepy suburbs passing by at a snail’s pace, and he only sensed the pulse of the city by the slow moving traffic which urgently pressed forward toward the heart of the metropolis.


The high-pitched wailing of ambulances, the screaming and hooting of fire engines, stuck in the jam-packed traffic, felt like torture to him.


“Did you have a pleasant journey?” he heard the driver ask again.


Searing headwind was blowing in his face through the open windows, mercilessly; the exhaust fumes it carried with it left a bad taste in his mouth. He did not want to be here any longer.


“Is this your first time in New York City?” the taxi driver tried to start up the conversation one last time and then fell silent.


Having paid the taxi driver (he had given him a generous tip), he hesitantly entered the lobby of the hotel, his ordinary, small black trolley suitcase in tow.


“Finally, we have been waiting for you. You are the man from elevator maintenance, aren’t you?” the doorman approached him in a casual tone.


He wordlessly showed the man the print-out with his hotel reservation.


He had booked a hotel well beyond his means and social standing, wanting to immerse himself into a different world—forgetting his, where he felt out of place.


There was a busy coming and going in the enormous lobby that was lit up by huge chandeliers. Uniformed porters pushed luggage trolleys overloaded with designer suitcases, bags, and beauty cases. Hotel guests queued at precious wooden reception and information desks, most of them waiting their turn patiently. A small girl, dressed like a princess in white, merrily used the brightly polished brass railing that ran around the length of the desks as monkey bars.


Looking down at the expensive white-veined marble floor—concerned, he might have carried dirt into the luxurious lobby—he proceeded to stand in line at check-in.


As much as he would have liked to support himself, weary as he was, he did not dare to touch the brass rail because of his sticky hands.


Standing there in line, ill at ease, waiting his turn impatiently, all his misery resurfaced. When the receptionist checked him in, studying his passport for what seemed like ages, with a scrutinizing look over the brim of his glasses, he realized very clearly that he did not project the image of himself he had hoped to convey and that he had dreamed up at home: a mysterious, anonymous individual with a distinct air of respectability.


With failed intentions, marked by the nightmarish events he had lived through since his arrival—the whole world must be against him—he stood there, his face crumpled, a wild look in his eyes, in the middle of the lobby, not knowing what to do or where to go; paranoid that everyone already knew all about him, that each glance was directed at him, that every group of people clustered together talked about him.


A hotel employee appeared. She showed him the way to the elevators with a friendly belittling smile usually reserved for children, and as he still seemed thoroughly confused, she accompanied him to his room. “Are you OK now, do you need help?” she asked with concern.


“Thanks, I’m fine,” he answered with a quavering voice, even though he felt like weeping on her shoulders.
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Finally, he was in his hotel room. He turned the knob of the security lock twice. What he would have liked to do most of all was to lie down on the double bed, press his face into the big pillow and burst into tears. Instead, he went to the bathroom, washed his face with cold water and swallowed two headache pills; considered taking a third one, but refrained, remembering the warning on the packaging not to exceed the dosage.


Then he thought about the mess left behind in his suitcase by the customs official. Although he did not feel like it, he felt compelled to neatly re-fold the shirts and sweaters, place them on the shelves, and hang the trousers up in the wardrobe.


Only then, did he lay down.


He tried in vain to let go of his worries; then tried hard to forget everything—tried even harder to chase away his negative thoughts. Yet, as usual, he failed.


He opened his eyes again and had a look around the room, in order to distract himself from the gloomy thoughts that plagued him.


Heavy, gold brocade curtains matching the bedspread and upholstery of the armchair; sand-colored, textured wallpaper, and a cream-colored writing desk with a matching chair; all tone in tone and uniform. He closed his eyes again; thought of the simplicity of his room at home whilst listening to the humming noise of the air conditioning. He would have to turn it off at night if he wanted to have any hope of catching any sleep.


Suddenly, a deafening noise roused him from his thoughts. It came from the corridor. As if they had decided to demolish the hotel precisely during his stay, he thought.


He got up again and left the room; carrying the uncomfortable feeling with him that had taken possession of him.


On his way to the elevator he saw that it had been the noise of a huge ice-crushing machine that had driven him out of his room.


“Sorry about before,” the doorman said to him as he was leaving the hotel. He did not really look sorry.


He was hit by a wave of heat when he stepped from the pleasantly cool lobby into the street. The noise of the traffic, the throng of people, the milling crowd, the annoying street sounds drove him on. He quickly walked up 57th Street, waited impatiently at the traffic lights, as he could not quite decide on joining the masses ignoring the red hand. Then, tired of the constant waiting at curbstones, he turned into 5th Avenue. An impressive, sturdy glass cube caught his eye. Like a chapel, but with an apple instead of a cross above its portal, it stood there, asserting itself over the high-rising buildings arranged in a semicircle around it; like a place of refuge in the midst of the hustle and bustle of the metropolis, inviting the fatigued tourist, shopper and business man for a spell of resurrection.


He went inside and, full of expectations, descended the awe-inspiring glass steps that led inside. But on the first landing he was confronted with a cacophony of voices: questioning, enquiring, explaining, instructing, all muddled and very loud. He turned on his heel and hurriedly left this temple of commerce and fled uptown Manhattan, without even so much of a glance at the famous designer shops that lined 5th Avenue, until he arrived at Grand Army Plaza, utterly exhausted.


He crossed busy 59th Street and suddenly found himself in a vast green space. ‘Enter the green lung of New York City,’ it said on a sign.


He walked for a while, taking shallow breaths, until the traffic noise was just a distant murmur; then, he inhaled deeply and lost himself amongst the trees of Central Park.


After aimlessly walking up and down some grassy hills scattered with boulders and circling a duck pond with stone panels that displayed a wild, archaic scene, his legs were about to give out, and he sat down on one of the benches close by.


This was the moment when he finally found sanctuary in his dreams, watching some young people, carefree on the green.


Even though a yearning tugged at his heartstrings as he observed them, he started to feel better. The flora and fauna, the life around him, was invigorating. He, daydreaming still, began to subliminally take in the surroundings. They appealed to him; the vastness of the place, so close to the city; the trees spread out, allowing sight of clearings and green spaces; the activities going on, the runners, the skaters, the cyclists, and the flâneurs.


Then, he came out of his dream with a jolt.


He had not noticed the young woman approaching. She suddenly stood in front of him.


“Could you perhaps help me, please?” she asked.


Startled, he was unable to respond. Only when she repeated her request, and added, “I’m in great difficulties,” he reacted by uneasily shaking his head.


“I’m really sorry to bother you,” the young woman continued, “I may not appear as if I’m in need of help, but I really am experiencing severe difficulties.”


He was about to reach into his back pocket to take out his wallet when the young woman stopped him.


“I do not only require help of material nature, but if—”


He shook his head even before the young woman could finish her sentence.


“You do not need to be scared of me,” the young woman said. “I would not have approached you, if I wasn’t in a really difficult situation. Would you perhaps prefer to go to some other place less crowded,” she asked—now looking around with concern. “I sure would.” She smiled desperately.


Then, for the first time, he opened his mouth. “I’m just a tourist,” he said with a faltering voice, “I don’t know my way around here.”


“I barely know my way around here either, even though I have spent my entire life here,” the young woman replied nervously. “Maybe together we could manage it.”


He doubted it.


“I can’t explain things to you in short, I mean, right here,” the young woman went on, agitatedly, as she had caught sight of her pursuers. “Please,” she said even more desperately, “all you need to do is to follow close behind me to shield me from the sight of these two men in black suits and dark sunglasses, approaching from over there.”


He glanced up, and, at a distance, he made out two men matching her description, unsuccessfully trying to blend in between a group of joggers running along a tree lined path, their fancy and colorful sports outfits jarring with the men’s well-cut suits and polished leather loafers.


Their presence instilled even more fear in him. So he shook his head again.


The woman had a helpless look on her face, as he was apparently unable to help her, and after a last anxious “please,” she hurriedly left the place.


He followed her, not knowing what had made him get up and spring into unaccustomed action. Feeling frightened and awkward, he walked right behind her, as she had asked him to. He did not feel up to the task. He surely was not the right person for the job; with his slight build, he could not sufficiently screen her off, let alone defend her against her pursuers, or stand in the way of the strong men that were after her. Why had she picked him?


Many a walker who encountered the two on that nice early summer afternoon might have wondered about the strange pair. They could not have put money on who was more afraid: she or him.
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They, too, made an odd couple, those two men. It was not their build, as they both were of similar hulky stature, but their age that set them apart: one seemed quite a bit older than the other. However, above all, it was their facial expression that determined their difference. Whereas the younger one appeared more aggressive—he sported an arrogant sneer—the older one, in contrast, gave the impression of being rather good-natured and friendly.


They were still feeling the heavy hand of their employer Joseph Connelly. He had slapped them hard when they had reported his daughter missing, even though her escape had not been their fault, but that of her tutor, as they had good reason to believe.


The woman had been engaged to support Miss Connelly with her correspondence degree course. She had only been with her for a couple of months when she had suddenly quit her job. She did not turn up for the last lesson before her notice was up.


They had brought this to their defense. But Connelly had been too furious about his daughter’s disappearance to spare them the attack. “She will pay for this anyway,” he had mumbled. And, seemingly calm on the outside again, he had directed his command to the older one, “I expect my daughter back.” They did not need a verbal threat, they had been warned. Unequivocally.


Slapping was Connelly’s trademark. Rumor had it that even close friends, amongst them politicians, high-ranking government officials, as well as powerful figures from the underworld, had faced this special treatment of his when a deal had gone up in smoke.


They both had been at his beck and call for a couple of years now. It was not known where the younger one of them, known by his first name Marc, had come from. He never mentioned his personal life.


He sometimes would carry out special jobs, unaccompanied, for his boss.


The older one, called by his surname Wilson (formerly a police officer with the NYPD Juvenile Justice Division—he had been a specialist for runaways for many years), had been placed with his present employer, after he had been dismissed from duty due to some minor irregularity in his work. His superior had made a recommendation to that effect. As he discovered later, he was a friend of Connelly’s.


It had been many years since Miss Connelly had last left her home without permission. She certainly had still been a teenager then. It must have been shortly before his employment commenced; Wilson could not remember that she had ever made any serious attempts to run away under his supervision. Therefore, he was quite convinced that his dismissal and new employment were closely linked with her successful escape attempt at the time. He was under no illusion, however, that it had been his presence that had made her stay, but rather believed this was due to her father shedding light onto her condition. It seemed like the young lady had accepted her fate—until now. He had noticed a change in her, he had to admit.


Although close contact to the young lady had been strictly forbidden, she, on her own initiative, used to play a game of chess with Wilson on occasion and then oblige Marc, who wanted to play cards with her. But this had suddenly stopped, and she had shut herself up in her room.


It had not taken Wilson long to find Miss Connelly. Even though he had not had to deal with a runaway case for years, he had not lost his skills and expertise. He had established many contacts since he had taken up his new post. So, it did not take more than a friendly word here and there, with the postman, the news vendor, and the ice-cream seller, to find out which direction the young lady had taken. They knew her. They had often seen her—escorted by him—when they had gone shopping, or had walked to Central Park to go jogging.


One could see the impatience in Wilson’s younger colleague’s face; how he tried to set the pace with dogged determination. For Marc, things never went fast enough. Wilson repeatedly had to hold him back by his sleeve. Marc’s tactic was threat rather than persuasion. His facial expressions betrayed him when he grudgingly complied with Wilson, as their boss had explicitly assigned leadership to his older colleague.


They had spotted Miss Connelly before she had spoken to that stranger sitting on the bench. Wilson had suggested slowing down their pace, as he wanted to avoid confrontation with the stranger—knowing about Marc’s impulsiveness. He wanted to do the job as discretely as possible, without harming anybody, or attracting attention.


Besides, he thought, why should the young lady not enjoy her newly gained freedom for some time longer—be given the chance to realize for herself that her undertaking was futile—and then return home of her own free will. After all, she had only a small amount of money on her, if any at all. She also had no one she could turn to and did not have anywhere to go.


Thinking about it, Wilson suddenly came to realize, the young lady was all alone in the world.
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They silently followed each other. They ducked along the tree line, moved off the path, got lost in the middle of woodland, and tramped—disregarding the signs that prohibited access—through the thicket.


Concurrently, the sun played a game of hide and seek between the clouds.


The constant change of direction, the continuous straying from the path, and the uncanny atmosphere caused by the moving shadows troubled him. Besides, he had difficulty keeping up with the young woman.


He was not so sure anymore whether he still wanted to keep up with her at all. Because, he had begun to realize what situation he was in. He was plagued by thoughts of what might be done to him; that perhaps the young woman’s pursuers had become aware of him acting as her protector; that therefore he may be in danger himself. He might need her protection then; after all, he was alone here, could not expect help from anyone else. He repeatedly slowed his pace—considering detaching himself from the young woman, and then making a run for it.


However, something kept him from doing so. Maybe she had been right when earlier on she had said that together they might be able to manage it, he thought. His head was dizzy with whys and wherefores.


And thus he could not make a decision after all.


After circling around a group of rocks, which hid them from view, they crossed a populated lawn where many people partook in sports activities.


She moved (the tourist gasping behind her) between the groups of people, toward a gate at the end of the green, repeatedly ducking her head, avoiding getting hit by a Frisbee, shuttlecocks, or a soccer ball.


Near the gate, when they were about to leave the park, he suddenly stopped. The young woman turned back and frantically grabbed his arm, dragging him with her; like a mother tearing away her child from the playground.


Disregarding the heavy traffic, she crossed a busy street, the tourist in tow. They almost brought a cyclist to fall and forced several drivers to sudden stops. Accompanied by a cacophony of car horns, they managed to reach the other side of the street.


The young woman then spotted the entrance to the subway station at 72nd Street. She seized the opportunity and, still holding his hand clasped tightly, she rushed down the steep staircase, pushing against a stream of people coming up. At the bottom, she let go of him, in order to cross the turnstile.


When he did not follow her, but turned to the ticket machine instead, the young woman lost her nerves completely, “We haven’t got the time, we’re being followed; don’t you understand? We haven’t got the time.” He, shocked by the young woman’s sudden outburst, awkwardly climbed over the turnstile and despite his misgivings followed her into a train that was ready to leave.
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Utterly exhausted, the young woman slumped into the first free seat. Many of the bright yellow and orange seats were unoccupied. He sat down across the aisle.


However, from their faces turned away demonstratively, one could tell they belonged together somehow. The prevailing atmosphere resembled that of an estranged family trying to be civil at the dinner table.


A voice announced changes to the timetable, due to maintenance work.


Some time elapsed, and the young woman had somewhat regained her composure. After she had glanced at him a couple of times, she got up and sat next to him—then moved even closer. He inched away from her, pressing himself against the side panel.


They sat like this for some time, until the young woman began to speak. “I don’t even know your name,” she said.


“I am a tourist only, only a common tourist,” he answered, hesitantly—still sounding piqued.


She did not ask him again, and that is how she thought of him from then on: the Tourist. Perhaps better if I don’t know, she thought to herself.


The Tourist had been straining himself not to look at her but out of the window instead. There, he saw his face and that of the young woman reflected. Confronted with his mirror image made him become aware of how silly his behavior had been and what a fool he had made of himself. His own inadequacies made him feel sick.


When he looked up again, he became fully aware of the young woman’s face mirrored next to his in the car window for the first time. Until then, he had not consciously looked into her face, as was his habit. It struck him how similar they looked. (The same agony of a tormented soul showed on her face and on his.) The expression ‘soul mates’ crossed his mind.


However, something showed on the young woman’s face that did not show on his, which frightened him terribly, and that was resignation. He suddenly felt shame. His lot was probably trivial compared to hers.


He had never given himself up, however great his pain had been. He had always been looking for a way out of his predicament, and, despite his inclination toward negativism, never accepted defeat.


But he was scared more than anything of the moment when he would.


He could not bear that anguished expression on the young woman’s face anymore. He felt partly responsible for it, considering his foolish behavior. Nevertheless, he forced himself to look straight into it, to make sure his perception had not been only an optical illusion caused by the window pane—or in the hope it had.


But it was real.


He felt like apologizing, like showing his willingness to help her. However, his inability to articulate himself hindered him to do so. All he was able to say was, “What are we going to do now? Where are we going?”


The young woman remained silent. After some time, though, she looked up at the display listing the stations. “This is the wrong direction,” she said. “We will have to change trains.”


But she stayed seated until the last stop. Forest Hill. The Tourist followed her lead, keeping some distance. The two strangers did not fit into the perfect picture of this suburb. They looked lost in amidst the stately houses with well-tended front lawns, the surrounding hedges neatly clipped.


The young woman studied the public transport map at the station. Then, she headed straight for the next bus stop.


The area appealed to the Tourist; if it would not have been for the prominently placed alarm systems, it looked homey and safe. He was unable to enjoy the moment because of the woman’s hunted look and her impatient glances at her wristwatch. He longed for the journey into the unknown to come to an end. He thought about leaving her again.


When the bus eventually arrived the Tourist got on it reluctantly.


The young woman chose seats for herself and the Tourist right at the back of the bus because there were no windows; still, she made herself small for fear of being seen from outside.


They changed busses frequently and neighborhoods became more run down every time. The Tourist got ever more scared when he realized that the district they headed toward was East Brooklyn—the young woman made him enquire with the bus driver for the correct route. It was described in his guide as a place that should be avoided at all cost, because of the high crime rate there.


In a magazine about New York he had read about the drug misery there—the shocking pictures that accompanied the article had left a lasting impression on him—and reading about the gang wars, too. He became more and more agitated—which the young woman clearly ignored, set on her course.


The young woman suddenly got up, and, without saying a word, left the bus on Pennsylvania Avenue. For one moment the Tourist considered staying seated, but then, overcome by a feeling of abandonment, hastily rushed out of the bus into the street, where the young woman was waiting for him.


They continued their journey on foot. His growing fear was affirmed every time they passed a dilapidated, boarded up building.


To his horror, he even believed to recognize some of the places on the photos illustrating the magazine article.


The sky had grown dark. It bathed the already gray and uninviting site in a gloomy, sinister light. She walked on determinedly. He always followed a step behind. It seemed like she undertook this journey alone, like she had forgotten about him.


Hope alternated with fear as they walked along: hope, she might not need him anymore—fear, to be left alone in this dreary, godforsaken place.


Finally, the young woman stopped in front of a shabby old building. On a faded sign, pale letters declared it a motel. Evidently, the young woman had found what she had been looking for.


He hoped his adventure had come to an end, but still stood motionless—the expected feeling of relief would not wash over him.


Although it was still daytime, the area looked strangely dark and abandoned. Light only penetrated a few windows and house entrances. Not a living soul anywhere.


The air was sticky and oppressive. Scattered, heavy raindrops and strong wind gusts were the heralds of a thundershower. An almost ghostly silence announced it. It seemed as if time had come to a standstill. Buildings and streets appeared as if from another time. And right in the middle of it, lonely, vulnerable, the young woman.


The Tourist felt like he saw her for the first time again. Somehow that pale person with the sad sunken eyes and a creased forehead, looking up to the faded letters of the motel sign, did not belong in an environment like this.


The sorry sight of the forlorn creature roused something inside him. Suddenly, he felt like taking her consolingly into his arms, and to share the burden with her that she was carrying. So, when she looked at him as she approached the door, he could not help following her.


[image: ]


Disappointment showed in the faces of the two men. They had just dashed around the corner and were looking down the street, where Miss Connelly and the stranger had vanished into only a second ago. “Lost them,” Marc said, almost to himself.


So far, almost everything had gone exactly according to what Wilson had had in mind. From the very moment he had spotted the young lady in the park, he had not lost sight of her anymore.


It had been his job (and it still was) to follow other people’s line of thoughts. In his police days, Wilson had had the reputation of being an expert in it. So he still felt master of the situation, even when the young lady had left the park. The most difficult thing had been to make clear to his impulsive young colleague that he had things under control the entire time. So, when they had lost visual contact with the couple after they had left the park, Marc could not be stopped anymore.


Marc, dashing after them, saw them entering the subway, but Wilson had long suspected they would take that route—maybe even before the young lady had gotten the idea herself. Like in a game of chess, it was the only possible strategy to choose.


Out of breath, they had just managed to squeeze themselves through the closing doors of one of the carriages of the train they had seen the stranger disappear into. They had had no choice but to be careless in their haste. Still, Wilson was quite sure that the young lady and her companion had not seen them, as certainly they had been too busy getting away from them.


Even when the couple had gotten on a bus, Wilson had kept calm. Unlike his colleague Marc, who, had he not held him back, would have just jumped onto it, and probably spoiled the whole thing. Wilson had stopped a taxi and asked the driver to follow bus number twenty he had seen the couple get onto—and thus followed them straight to East Brooklyn.


When they lost sight of the couple in the streets, Marc, against Wilson’s expectation, did not angrily accuse him of failing to get hold of Miss Connelly. Instead, he suggested splitting up and looking for the couple separately, and then meeting at their boss’s again. Of course, Wilson’s disappointment was only designed to deceive his younger colleague. He was not disappointed at all, but elated not to have lost his skills. He would bring the whole affair to an end according to his own professional standards, he thought, pleased with himself. Naturally, he would find the couple.
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“Most of the guests are long-term dwellers,” the grumpy old lady answered the young woman’s question in a crackling voice. She looked at the significantly older man suspiciously, who seemed to hide behind the girl.


“The only vacant rooms have a double bed. Cash in advance,” she finally replied.


The young woman agreed, nodding wearily. She then turned to the Tourist and looked at him, waiting for his consent.


He silently took out his wallet and counted the money to pay for the young woman’s one-week stay, as specified by the old lady. He then accompanied the young woman to her room.


The room, which was situated on the fourth floor, was just as dimly lit as the entrance area. A single, small lamp, similar to the one above the reception desk, was dangling from the ceiling. The lighting and sparse furnishings gave the room the ambience of a disreputable establishment, despite the old lady at reception clearly claiming otherwise.


The high, crumbling stucco ceiling made the room look bigger than it was. In other circumstances it would have appealed to the Tourist. He was attracted to spacious rooms with modest interior; but not this one, not now.


The stale air in the room was sickening—the missing daylight depressing. He felt like opening the window, to let in fresh air, to let in light, but it seemed futile.


The prevailing atmosphere in the room was awkward. The two of them did not know what to do with each other. The young woman was sitting on the edge of the bed—her hands resting in her lap. The Tourist was standing near the door—as if he was about to leave at any moment. Despite feeling utterly exhausted by the exertion of their flight, they both did not dare rest in each other’s presence, it seemed.


There was neither a television nor a radio in the room they could have turned on for distraction. The young woman also had no clothes with her that she could have put away to occupy herself. She had only packed some underclothes in a plastic shopping bag—so she would not attract attention when leaving the house.


She did not own a suitcase, could not remember ever owning one. She had never been away from home—had never slept in a bed other than her own. Any previous attempts at running away had always stopped short before nightfall.


And anyway, she wanted to leave behind her old life, which also meant her old clothes. She therefore had chosen to only keep and wear the school uniform she had bought when she had decided to plunge herself into studying, as an attempt to escape her melancholy, to start anew.


The young woman did not feel like leading any longer. She was not sure of the ground she was treading on anymore. She, although knowing he would not do it, wished the Tourist would take over. He stood there as if waiting to be released from his uncomfortable situation.


The impasse could have lasted for hours.


But finally, the young woman, overcome by physical as well as mental exhaustion, let herself fall backward onto the bed, uttering a quiet cry of despair. A short time later, she fell into a fitful sleep.


Seeing her lying there, drifting off, weak, vulnerable and helpless, the Tourist felt abandoned. But he could not just leave, not now.


An eerie, unbearable silence filled the room, which intensified the Tourist’s feeling of loneliness. Images appeared before his eyes: him wandering around the area, like in a maze, utterly forlorn. And, of gangs fighting outside in the street, him right in the middle of it, at their mercy. The slightest noise, like the creaking of the floorboards underneath his feet, or the distant sound of doors closing, increased his fear immeasurably.


After the young woman finally woke up, the silence remained. She just sat there on the edge of the bed, as if the clock had stopped before she had nodded off.


Only when she heard the Tourist’s stomach rumbling, she broke the silence. “I’m hungry, too,” she said, “I haven’t eaten anything since this morning.”


“Me too,” the Tourist said, suppressing a smile.


They left the room, walked down the stairs and past the old lady, who was snoring behind the glass window of the reception, and then they stood on the rain-wet street in front of the motel, undecided as to which direction to go; so they just went, the young woman in the lead, the Tourist close behind—his knees weak at the thought of the dangers they might encounter in this area.


The air still warm, but cleaner now, after the thundershower, they walked along the unlit street. The Tourist startled at the slightest noise, frightened at each shadow.


His fear eased when—they had not walked for long—they came upon a brightly lit diner, a neglected, littered car park in front of it. Clair’s, it read on a flickering neon sign.


A look through the large window front covered in bird droppings and dead insects revealed that the place did not only look shabby from the outside.


He did not mind though, as it was not far from their room—her room, he corrected himself.


The young woman, too, it seemed, did not care, because she went straight in and determinedly headed for the counter. “Could I have bacon and eggs on toast, and coffee, please,” she placed her order.


“Could I have the same,” the Tourist asked shyly, adding “please” when the woman behind the counter, in her cheap, degrading uniform, looked at him with a raised eyebrow.


They sat down at one of the small Formica tables that once may have been fashionable—it suited the other customers who looked just as old and rickety as the furnishings.


Some of the elderly people were playing games. Others were reading newspapers—grease marked and crumpled ones, as they had gone through many hands during the day. At a table opposite theirs, an old man was filling in a crossword puzzle with his gnarled fingers, constantly asking around for answers.


He imagined these people lived in lodgings as dreary as the motel room they just spent their afternoon in, and he thought longingly of his comfortable hotel room in the city, with all its amenities.


He stole a furtive glance at the young woman while she absentmindedly looked out of the dirty window. Who was she? What was her reason for running away, and what was his part in it? What was the part she intended him to play?


The signs of exertion seemed to have disappeared. However, that intangible sadness that frightened him so, yet, at the same time, prevented him from leaving her, was still there.


After finishing his meal, this inner restlessness, that was so characteristic of him, was there again. This time, though, it was different, because he was not on his own. He could not just get up and leave, as he usually would, in a situation like this. He was in a dilemma. On the one hand, he was longing to leave this place, where time seemed to have come to a standstill. On the other hand, he did not feel like going back to the motel; he was too worried about—even dreaded—the coming night. He was used to staying on his own. He could not even think about sleeping in the same room together with another person—let alone a woman. Never in his adult life had he spent a single night together with someone else.


He waited restlessly for the young woman to signal that they were ready to leave. However, she just sat there, pensive, listlessly picking at her food. It would be left to him to take the initiative this time, he thought. He felt most uncomfortable at the idea of it.


“Would you perhaps like another drink,” he asked the young woman guiltily.


She did not answer. She only sat there, her face set and hard.


With a sigh, he placed money on the table. As if she had waited for his signal, the young woman said, “You can go. I don’t need you anymore, thanks for helping me,” in a voice that made him shudder.


The words hit him unexpectedly, even though he had been waiting for her to dismiss him the whole time. Hearing her speak like that made him feel sick; his face turned ashen.


“It’s nothing to speak of,” he said, his voice low and shaky with emotion. “Anyway, most of the time I have been in your way.”


“I’m sorry,” he went on. Then, words failed him.


He wanted to explain himself, but could not. He had never been more aware of his ineptitude than in this moment, the closest he had ever gotten to a woman. But he had to ruin it, of course.


Subdued, his head low, his face bright red, he managed to squeeze out the words, “I may not find my way back to my hotel.”


“I can call you a taxi,” the young woman replied, still emotionless.


“I don’t mind helping you,” the Tourist said. And, with distress in his voice, he shouted, “You have no money on you.”


The other diner customers started looking at them.


The young woman, obviously annoyed by the many eyes turned on her, got up and hurriedly left the place.


The Tourist, himself deeply embarrassed, followed the young woman at a distance.


Outside Clair’s, feeling utterly miserable, he chose a different direction than her.


“It’s the wrong way you’re going, ours is this way,” the Tourist then heard the young woman say aloud, after he had taken a few steps; her voice soft again.


He turned around and joined her, feeling relief and shame at the same time.


While they silently walked toward the motel, he tried to regain his composure; concentrated on watching the young woman’s back, following her body movements as a means of distraction. Yet, he failed.


Back at the motel, the young woman went to the bathroom, which was located outside, on the corridor, to prepare for the night.


Meanwhile, the Tourist sat down at the table, recollecting the events of the evening while waiting for the young woman to return so he could use the facilities himself.


But he fell asleep, his head resting on his arm, on top of the small table made of dark untreated wood. When the young woman came back, he thus did not notice it, and she lay down onto the bed fully clothed and went to sleep immediately.


He woke up with an urgent need to relieve himself, and his shoulders hurt badly, with pins and needles in his arm.


But he did not dare get up, until he finally had to. He was disoriented in the dark, but did not switch on the light when he got to the door. He cautiously opened it a crack. His heart was beating fast when he anxiously listened.


When he thought it safe, he tiptoed hurriedly to the bathroom, urinated in a rush, and turned back.


Back in the room, he chose to lie down on the naked floor, using his folded jacket as a pillow. After a short while, trying out every position, every single bone in his body began to hurt. The pain became unbearable. It made it impossible for him to find sleep.


He tried to relax, doing breathing exercises, picturing himself in a pleasant environment, just like he had learned to do, in order to cope with his anxiety. But he did not succeed. When the noise of youths rampaging outside in the street frightened him out of his mind, he gave in. He got up from the floor, went over to the bed and placed himself right on the edge, attempting to leave as much space between himself and the young woman as possible.


He lay there on his back, his hands folded on his chest, listening to her shallow breathing. It seemed to have a calming effect on him, because after only a short time he fell asleep.
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When the Tourist woke up the next morning, he found himself in exactly the same position, surprised he had not fallen over the edge of the bed. The morning sun shone through the dirty window, its rays brightening up the room, giving it a friendlier, yet, still shabby face.


He believed the young woman to be awake, too. He felt her gaze, her breath; felt her close. He did not dare turn his face toward her, though.


The young woman had already lain awake for some time. She was lying on her back, lost in thought, staring at the ceiling—considering, whether or not to let the Tourist know something about her.


She was aware that he was awake. She waited in vain for him to volunteer some personal information, to begin a dialogue—to tell her something about himself.


They lay there, side by side, for some time.


It was the young woman, then, who first broke the silence. “I’m twenty-three,” she began hesitantly, speaking to the ceiling, “an only child from what you would call a well-to-do family, a half-orphan actually. My mother died.” She stopped. “In childbirth. Giving her life for my life,” she added. “I have an overprotective father. I need a break.”


After what seemed like a long time, the Tourist cleared his throat. “I’m single. I am here on holiday, in order to escape my daily routine,” he said in his school English. And, after considering what else he was prepared to reveal, “My parents are separated; I only have contact to my mother.”


It was not much what they learned about each other: yet, enough, to feel a little bit of solidarity for one another.


Thus encouraged, the Tourist asked—after some time had passed and he had changed his resolve a thousand times, “Who were the two men that were following you in Central Park yesterday?”


“Bodyguards,” the young woman answered hesitantly. “Employed by my father. He is a wealthy business man.” After a moment, she added, “Unfortunately, they are my minders, too.”


“Their job?” the Tourist wanted to know.


“To get me back home, I suppose,” the young woman replied.


“Are you afraid of them?”


She shrugged her shoulders. “The older one of them is a nice person, actually. I’m scared of the younger one, though.”


“Why?” the Tourist asked.


He received no reply.


“Do you think this is the right place for you to hide?” the Tourist asked guardedly. “This neighborhood probably is not what a young woman of your class feels at home in?” he added, even more cautiously.


“It’s exactly what I had in mind, actually.”


The Tourist fell silent.


“I could not take anything with me, not even the bare essentials, like a toothbrush, soap, and stuff like that,” the young woman said, changing the subject.


“I don’t mind if we go to town to buy what you need,” the Tourist replied quickly, before he could falter.


The young woman did not respond to this. She had something else on her mind. Never having concerned herself with how she would come up with the money for her escape, how she had always put aside the question about living expenses. It had seemed so trivial to her.


She could never have asked her father for money, though, would never have dared to ask the secretary or one of the bodyguards about it, she excused her failure. When she had discussed her getaway with her tutor, the subject had not come up, only the getting away had counted.


“I don’t mind,” the Tourist repeated.


“We better get the supplies somewhere else than in this district,” she proposed. “But let us leave now, so we can have a proper breakfast first.”


The young woman did not get up immediately, though, but they kept quietly lying side by side for some time longer, staring at the ceiling, each following their own thoughts.


But then she turned her head toward the Tourist. “I’m happy I’ve met you,” she said.


The Tourist thought the same but did not utter it. Feelings welled up he thought long forgotten; only marred occasionally by bouts of guilty conscience—about having talked too much, about having been too inquisitive.


He felt like touching her, but did not dare.


It was the young woman, who, after some time, moved her hand in his direction, and, in a manner that could not have been coincidental, gently touched his forearm.


For one moment the Tourist forgot everything around him.


They stayed like this for some time, each in their own world, until the young woman finally got up.


The Tourist watched the young woman crossing the room on bare feet (she obviously had taken off her stockings during the night).


Her short morning toilet ordinarily would have taken just enough time for the Tourist to revert to his accustomed negative attitude. However, this time he did not. On the contrary—still dwelling on her touch, he thought he had never felt better.


After the Tourist had used the bathroom, too, they left the motel and went to Clair’s again. As if they wanted to demonstrate unity by establishing this routine.


The morning sun showed the place in a different light. The car park appeared even more littered with beer cans and disposable fast food packaging than the evening before. The diner behind the window seemed like a dim apparition; that was how dirty the window was.


The aroma of freshly brewed coffee hung in the air. It mingled with the smell of tobacco smoke.


The woman behind the counter was a different one than the evening before, her friendly counterpart, actually, kind and attentive. The customers, too, were different than those present the previous evening. It was mostly workmen, having a cup of coffee before going to work.


The young woman ordered bacon and eggs again. “With coffee please,” she said. Then she looked at the Tourist, prompting him to place his order.


Having been looking in vain for bread rolls, jam, and muesli on the menu, he nodded helplessly at the woman, indicating that he would have the same.


“Same for both of us then,” the young woman said.


“I’ll have tea, instead of coffee, please?” the Tourist added.


Unlike the evening before, the young woman now devoured her breakfast, and the Tourist only nibbled at his; not used to eat a warm meal so early in the morning.


The young woman studied the Tourist’s face.


“You are worried,” she stated. And, as if she had read his thoughts, she said in a low voice, “I don’t think anybody knows about our whereabouts, but of course, we do have to be careful.” And, in a tone, even more hushed, almost to herself, she added, “My father is not the kind of person who accepts defeat.”


Immediately after they had finished their breakfast, they left Clair’s to find the bus stop where they had gotten off yesterday. Finding their way there, the Tourist, as well as the young woman, looked around again and again. Her mentioning their safety in the diner had obviously put both of them on alert again.


And yet, it was not the same couple that now, in broad daylight, walked closely side by side down the street that only the previous evening had walked, one behind the other, along the dark streets of East Brooklyn as if they were strangers.


One could see that some positive change had taken place.


They hopped on the next bus in the direction of Downtown Brooklyn and as soon as the surroundings became lively with early shoppers and people on their way to work, they hopped off again.


That unaccustomed feeling of well-being that the Tourist had experienced in the morning, lying next to the young woman, partly returned when they mingled with these people—when they became part of the crowd. The suburban character of the surroundings, too, comforted him. It felt almost familiar.


The feeling did not last long, however. The omnipresence of police in the streets soon brought him back to reality. The uniformed men and women evoked unpleasant memories of the incident in the airport in him.


The young woman, it seemed, was even more alarmed by the sight of the police. (Although, quite clearly, some of them, holding a box of doughnuts in their hands, were only concerned with their breakfast.)


As soon as she saw them, she took the Tourist’s arm and rushed into the next store.


Inside, her face blank with shock, she nervously moved around the clothes racks, touching garments as if she was contemplating their cut. But she told the Tourist, in a low yet excited whisper, “My father has by now in all likelihood begun to move heaven and earth to find me. He probably has even informed the police about my disappearance. They could be in the possession of a description of me—know how I look, know how I’m dressed.” Horror showed in her face.


“Let us buy clothes to change your look,” the Tourist suggested.


“I’m sorry, it’s not the cheapest place to buy clothes,” the young woman said, looking at a price tag.


“I don’t mind,” the Tourist said. “Anyway, we don’t have much choice if we don’t want to risk you being recognized.”


The young woman, hesitantly, decided on a floral dress and a white cardigan, completely different from the military look of the gray school uniform she was wearing so it would not match a possible description. Following the Tourist’s suggestion, she then also chose a pair of sunglasses and a headscarf.


At the checkout, the young woman turned pale when she saw the total amount of her shopping bill on the display of the cash register.


“I’m so sorry to have caused you these expenses,” the young woman apologized in a muted voice to the Tourist. “I would actually have family money to pay you back,” she added, near tears. “I have no access to it, though.”


Seeing the young woman with tears in her eyes made the Tourist feel utterly helpless. “You’re welcome,” was all he managed to say. Waiting, whilst the young woman changed into her new clothes in the changing rooms, he was awash with self-contempt because of his incapacity to comfort her.


The young woman proceeded to buy all the other things she needed in a great hurry—but always looking for the cheapest item.


Back in the street, having purchased everything, they discussed if they would go back to East Brooklyn or not.


“The park perhaps,” he said, looking in the direction of where some green and trees were to be seen. Fort Greene Park, it said on a signpost pointing toward it.


The young woman nodded.


They went round the park several times: First, they stayed at the basketball and tennis courts and watched the players there; then, they went to Martyrs’ Monument and later to the visitor center; they sat on the green, shaded by trees, stretched out their legs, relaxing. Finally, they stopped at the playground, watched children play there—as if one of them was their own. The young woman felt feminine in her floral dress. For a moment she thought about linking arms with the Tourist, but then left it at an affectionate glance.


But then, suddenly, she was overcome with melancholy. She had never been a happy child, playing like these ones; she will never be a mother, she thought mournfully. “We have to go now,” she said, almost abruptly.


“Why don’t we have a proper meal first,” the Tourist suggested.


Thinking about what it might cost, the young woman was about to object; but then considered what it might mean for the Tourist (also considered the food at Clair’s). “A last meal,” it went through her mind; then she agreed.


They went to some restaurant with a French sounding name; Le Bouchon, it read on a sign.


The pleasant atmosphere there, the professional service, and the excellent, yet reasonably priced food made the young woman forget her doubts; it even helped take her mind off her worries.


The Tourist, too, seemed to relax in this friendly ambience and the (for him unusual) attention he received; although, he wondered whether it was just due to him being in female company. The forced expression on his face had vanished.


They sat there, in comfortable silence, enjoying their time together. They stayed much longer than intended, even ordered a dessert and coffee, wanting to make the good moment last.


Walking side by side, they made their way back to the bus stop where they had gotten off in the morning, past fast-food stalls, exuding tempting smells, and sandwich eating suit-wearers, having a quick lunch. Even if they did not talk together, it was obvious to observers that they felt good in each other’s presence. They looked at each other repeatedly, as if they communicated without words.


The Tourist was daydreaming of the young woman taking his hand and in this way confirming her intent of establishing physical contact she had hinted at this morning.


Suddenly, the young woman stopped; she stood stock-still and went white as a sheet, as if she had spotted something extremely shocking. She turned on the spot and without saying anything she started hurrying into the direction of where they had just come from, as though she had forgotten something at the restaurant.


The Tourist followed and then caught up with her. Surprised by the young woman’s behavior, he looked at her.


“It’s much too early to go home yet,” the young woman stammered, still rushing along, “anyway, we haven’t seen much of the district yet.”


The Tourist stayed at her side, worried, without objecting, thinking, however, that her pace was a little too quick for sightseeing.


Indeed, the sightseeing tour was rather short lived. They ended up in a red brick church.


Inside, the young woman stopped for a moment. Once the doors fell closed behind them, the hectic street noise was replaced with tranquil spiritual music. Inside the sanctuary, on a podium, stood the members of a choir, practicing to the music produced by an invisible organist. After a quick look around, the young woman moved up the steep flight of stairs leading to the gallery—her pale, white calves shining brightly in the stair lightening—the thin dress showing her body’s movements. Having reached the top, the young woman dropped exhausted onto one of the hard, wooden benches there.


The Tourist, rather perplexed by the young woman’s behavior—as well as his amorous thoughts—sat down next to her, catching his breath.


The young woman remained silent for some time, pensive, as if she was listening intently to the choir.


“Sorry about this,” she said, after she seemed to have returned back to the present, but gave no further explanation. Instead, she clearly wanted to resume the intimacy that had existed between them since this morning.


The young woman discretely moved over to the Tourist until her arm lightly brushed against his. Staring into space, she then began to talk about her plans for their future: She pictured them living together—even having a family.


It felt odd to the Tourist, listening to the choir while at the same time trying to follow the young woman’s ideas. Concentrating on two different things simultaneously prevented him from worrying about the consequences of what she was saying. Furthermore, the spiritual music lulled him into a trance-like state. He was able to let her future dreams and the music wash over him, whilst staying calm and relaxed. He could even imagine ways out of his misery.


The organist and the choir had finished practicing for a long time while they still sat there, seemingly listening to the silence. Meanwhile, the young woman had taken the Tourist’s hand into hers—held it gently in her lap.


Although confused, he let it happen—even seemed to enjoy it—his heart beating wildly.


“May I ask you for one last favor?” the young woman asked, visibly uncomfortable about her request. “Can we perhaps take a taxi to a bus stop on the way, one we passed this morning? Fulton Street, perhaps?”


The Tourist nodded.


Their return to the bleakness of East Brooklyn put a damper on things. However, not enough to erase what had developed on this day. The rest of the afternoon, they rested in their room, each to themselves, lost in thoughts.


The Tourist felt unusually light-headed. For once, his fears and doubts were outweighed by the agreeable moments. He sat on his side of the bed, leaning back on his arms, looking at the young woman from time to time, who sat by the window, his fingers lightly brushing over the linen.


The young woman, on the other hand, was in a more pensive mood. She tried her best not to show what went on inside her. Therefore, when the Tourist looked over to her on occasion, she endeavored to produce an authentic smile.


In the evening they went to Clair’s again. The young woman placed the same order as the evening before. “Coffee for me and tea for my friend, please,” she said, smiling to herself, because she had remembered his preferred beverage.


By now the place appeared almost familiar to them. The woman behind the counter welcomed them with the same bored indifference as the evening before. The customers, too, gave the impression that they had never gone home. They seemed to sit at their accustomed places, like the man with the crossword puzzle who was still trying to solve it, asking for the right words in vain.


What had visibly changed, however, was the relationship between the young woman and her companion. One could unmistakably see that they had gotten closer by now.


They just ate as if it was their regular routine, and then they left.


Slowly, enjoying the evening atmosphere, forgetting the dangers the district held at such hours, the young woman and the Tourist walked back to their motel.


Back in their room, they both stood there as if they were waiting for something to occur. When they knew what was going to happen, each waited for the other to go to bed first. The young woman bided her time by restlessly pacing around the room, stopping by the window again and again; the Tourist, not knowing where to put his hands, shifted his feet uneasily, until, finally, the young woman made the first move.


The Tourist got quite a fright when she started to undress. She took off her cardigan and dress and only kept on her underwear. However, after she had crawled under the covers and was looking away decently, he followed her example. Unlike the evening before, this time, he moved closer to her—so he could feel her nearness. They lay there for a long time.


(It would have corresponded to both their understanding of physical love between man and woman that the male takes the initiative.)


More time went by until the young woman accepted that she would have to begin. She reminded herself that it had been her who had engineered everything. That helped. However, all that was required was to touch him, showing him her willingness, and he took over the lead. All she had done was to turn toward him and gently put her hand on his chest.


What followed went beyond both the young woman’s intention as well as the Tourist’s imagination.


When the young woman gently freed herself from the Tourist’s embrace afterward, they both had tears in their eyes; neither of them, however, felt ashamed of it.


When the young woman left the bed to switch off the light, her knees felt weak.


She lay awake for a long time afterward. She was fighting with herself, thought about betraying her plan and abandoning herself to her feelings for the Tourist. Repeatedly she had to call to mind the motive of her actions and what had actually brought it all about. The time she had spent with the Tourist, despite his quirks and foibles, had somehow put her plans into perspective. How could she have known that this picture of misery that had sat there on that bench in Central Park would begin to mean something to her? She tormented her brain.


Something else was on her mind besides her relationship with the Tourist. For the first time in her life, she had really and truly lived, had determined her life herself—and, perhaps, outsmarted her father. It was a new feeling that invigorated her, made her smile in spite of herself.


Then her demeanor darkened again. She was in a dilemma.


Under no circumstances did she want the Tourist to be exposed to the dangers his involvement in her escape would probably bring about.


There was no way around it—the Tourist had to disappear out of her life.
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The black of the night had seamlessly moved into the gray of the day. The dark clouds that covered the sky seemed to promise nothing good.


The young woman had not slept a wink all night. The whole time she had worried about how to tackle it—how to get the Tourist out of the affair, without seriously harming him.


However, before getting rid of him, she had to give it another try.


The Tourist was not awake yet when the young woman started to massage him. There was a smile on his lips when he awoke, feeling the young woman’s hands on his body. He responded to it immediately. They made love for a second time.


They were still in bed when the young woman planted her seeds.


“If my father found us in bed like this, he would kill us immediately, asking no questions,” the young woman said, and it almost seemed like a throwaway comment—her head turned away from him. “Have us killed,” she corrected herself. “He knows the right people to do it,” she added, more purposefully, even though with a guilty conscience.


The young woman then enlightened the Tourist about that incident in downtown Brooklyn the previous day, when she thought to have recognized the younger of her father’s bodyguards on their way to the bus stop. And how it had put the fear of God into her.


She told him what this man allegedly had done in his past. Rumors; still, there had to be something to it. And she also recounted some half-truths, like that incident in Central Park, years ago, when they had gone jogging there. How he had beaten up a young man, only because he had nodded to her with a friendly smile.
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