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  One




  The doctor giggled and asked them to guess his age.




  “Thirty-five,” said Pacho.




  “No, that’s not right. And you? How old do you think I am?”




  They could hear birdsong and, a short distance away, someone slowly shovelling.




  “You’re forty-two.”




  “Ha!” The doctor straightened his back in his canvas folding chair, so it creaked. “I am eleven years older than that.”




  The olive-green tarpaulin sagged above them and the still air smelt of damp earth. Robert wiped the sweat from his forehead with the palm of his hand. His mouth was dry and his legs itched from

  mosquito bites.




  “That’s incredible,” said Pacho.




  The doctor nodded.




  “People always think I am much younger than I really am. Of course black skin doesn’t age so quickly.”




  His shirt was neatly pressed and he wore polished leather shoes despite the mud. He had begun talking to them without asking their names or offering his own and had revealed his profession but

  not his reason for being in the camp.




  “Do you think Alfredo’s coming soon?” Robert had whispered to Pacho.




  “He’ll come when he wants to.”




  It was always like that. You always had to wait.




  A round-faced young woman in bulky army fatigues and thigh-length rubber boots placed aluminium mess cans of sweet black coffee on the wooden table before them and smiled before trudging back

  down the trail into the jungle. With one hand she supported the strap of an assault rifle slung across her back and with the other she held a floral-patterned plastic tray.




  The doctor, raising an eyebrow as he plucked a twig from his coffee, proceeded upon the subject of mortality.




  “The key is diet. It determines everything, from weight to energy levels to prostate function. For many men of my age, for example, the prostate is beginning to play up. There is a genetic

  component of course, but too much fat and red meat is a major cause. Fortunately, in my case, I have always looked after myself and eaten lots of vegetables and fruit, and so I don’t have to

  get up to urinate three or four times a night.”




  “Is that right?” said Pacho.




  “You’d be horrified to know how many men suffer from enlargement of the prostate.”




  So Robert asked, “But it’s mainly in older guys, I mean, guys over fifty, isn’t it?”




  “Well, it’s supposed to be,” said the doctor. Then he described how, in a nearby town, he had once detected cases of swollen prostate in all of the adult male inhabitants. The

  most likely cause was the use of the local brothels. The prostate acts as a repository of venereal bacteria, which collect in it and multiply. Robert wanted to know about symptoms, and the doctor

  seemed to enjoy making his reply.




  “After you finish urinating, you should only need to shake yourself two or three times. Any more than that is masturbation,” he said, “No, thank you.”




  Pacho had leant across the table, offering a packet of cigarettes.




  “They poke you up your arse, don’t they? I mean, when they test you,” he said.




  Cupping his hands, he flicked at a lighter and then stopped, extracting the cigarette from his mouth still unlit.




  “He’s here,” he said, and the three of them rose to their feet.




  They saw the doctor again in the evening, but this time he didn’t want conversation. After being fed chicken and rice in the rebel camp, they had gone out to see if they

  could find a place selling beer, and had walked in the dark down a dirt road to a village that stretched a short way along a single street. They found him sitting in the glow of the food shack

  where people gathered to watch the only local television set. He was accompanied by one of the rebel commanders, and they both ignored Robert and Pacho as they made their way through the crowd to

  the uneven wooden bar.




  It wasn’t much of a restaurant: just another timber hut with plastic tables and chairs lain in view of a kitchen where a cook in dirty flip flops prepared rice and beans and thin slices of

  fried meat. Naked electric light bulbs made the place seem very bright after the darkness outside. It was full of campesinos wearing dirty t-shirts and jeans, sitting at metal tables loaded with

  beer cans and dusty soft drink bottles, and they looked sideways at the journalist and his cameraman. Some of the peasants smiled shyly, not looking at them. But they weren’t friendly smiles;

  they were nervous, voyeuristic smiles anticipating something unusual or violent, like the smiles some people make after seeing a car crash.




  “Look at that,” said Pacho, handing Robert the two cold cans of Aguila beer he had just paid for.




  A man sitting at a table close to the television set was using an old fashioned set of metal scales to weigh plastic bags of the white coca paste which is used to make cocaine. Before weighing

  each bag he tested its purity by taking a sample with a spoon and heating it with a cigarette lighter, so it spat and fizzed. At the same time, he was watching the television like everyone else,

  and the other people in the restaurant didn’t pay any attention to him.




  Quietly, his eyes still fixed before him, Pacho slipped his hands into his rucksack and took out a small video camera. He removed its cloth cover and managed to film for several seconds before

  someone whispered a warning. Then the old man stood up in front of the scales, pulled his broad-brimmed hat down over his face and scooped up the small packets of paste before putting his head down

  and shuffling off through the bar. The other customers pretended not to notice and Pacho turned off the camera and slipped it back into its cover. The shots would make good B-roll.




  He smiled at Robert and wiped the rim of his beer with a folded paper napkin before tugging back its tab.




  “They don’t want no publicity,” he said in English and leant against the bar.




  Whole skinny families had come to the restaurant to watch the television. Wives sat at tables with their husbands, dandling babies on their knees. Small children, their heads daubed with cheap

  cologne, ran out to the road and in again, dodging between the adults. One boy stood petting a small, grasping, monkey-like Amazon animal with a snout like a fox’s.




  The television was showing the evening news. But the reactions of the people in the restaurant were exactly opposite to those intended by the broadcasters. The campesinos laughed with complicity

  at archive footage showing the Revolutionary Armed Forces of Colombia and shook their heads when an army general claimed a victory. Only when the entertainment section began, with its soft-porn

  shots of silicone-inflated beauties and gossip about actors, did the village audience relax and become uncritical, anticipating with pleasure the long lullaby hours of soap operas which each night

  reconciled them to the sleepy walk down the dirt road to the musty darkness of their huts.




  Robert said, “The poor bastard. Don’t you think he’s going to turn out to be a poor, stupid bastard?”




  “I don’t know. Maybe.”




  And Pacho laughed quietly, his mouth open.




  “But we’ve got to wait,” said Robert, inhaling between gritted teeth, hoping to conjure bad luck. “We’ve got to wait.”




  He finished his beer quickly and signalled for two more




  “How did it seem to you? How do you think it went?” he asked. He avoided the word “Alfredo”.




  “It went okay. Not bad. When he wants to do something, he gets it done, and he thinks he can get something out of us, so it probably will get done.”




  They were watching the TV over the rows of nodding baseball hats and shining black hair.




  “Yes, he thinks he can get something out of us,” said Robert, and Pacho nodded and smiled.




  Pacho was really very ugly. His face, discoloured and loose-skinned on top of a sparse yet pot-bellied body, looked as if it had just begun to melt. Its proportions were distorted, as if he had

  moved too quickly in a photograph. But somehow this unattractiveness, combined with a certain cool, a certain wary poise, leant him gravitas, a sad seriousness. Robert liked this about Pacho, along

  with the fact that people occasionally mistook him for a hitman, granting Robert by implication the flattering status of hitman’s accomplice.




  They had come to do a story about an American who had joined the FARC. At first, when Robert had heard the rumour, he hadn’t believed it, but Pacho had spoken to his contact and now

  Alfredo had given them permission to speak to the man.




  Pacho ordered more beer, and they sucked them back quickly. It was hot inside the bar.




  “I was hoping to drink less on this trip,” said Robert, “I thought I wouldn’t be able to get any and I’d be forced to go without alcohol. And that wouldn’t

  have been a bad thing.”




  “I don’t know. I like a beer as well as you do. I think it’s good we can get it.”




  Pacho was at home with his defects. He made them seem interesting.




  “Okay. Just one more, and then let’s go,” said Robert.




  Aguila was one of those drinks which wasn’t worth having, but which you have anyway, to assuage a drinker’s greedy anxiety, the fear that you might be missing out on a good thing.

  They had a couple of rounds more and then made their way to the door. The other customers tracked them from the corners of their eyes. The doctor and his guerrilla friend were no longer sitting

  outside. Local people had occupied their seats on the street and were looking into the restaurant, watching the television as if they were in the back row of a cinema.




  The night air seemed cool after the crowded bar. They followed the dirt road away from the shacks and into the darkness, picking their way carefully between rocks and potholes. Tall trees

  fringed the stars with slowly swaying shadows of absolute black. Suddenly, as if he had tuned in on a radio dial, Robert became aware of the whirr and buzz of innumerable insects. And their voices

  and the crunch of their feet on the road sounded loud in the jungle night.




  “Do you think the insects make more of a noise after dark, or is it just that we don’t notice them during the day?”




  Pacho considered the question gravely, and then replied, “I don’t know, but it’s an interesting point. Tomorrow I’ll listen, if I don’t forget.”




  They almost missed the entrance to the camp in the dark. A sentry allowed them to pass, and another guerrilla shined a torch on the track when Robert stumbled. He bent down to slither into his

  small tent, which was really just a tarpaulin pegged low over some planks of wood covered with dry palm fronds where he had laid out his kit. Once again, the weirdness of the situation was

  disorienting. It was as if cotton wool had been packed around the sharp edges of reality, disappointing almost, the way he often didn’t feel that what was happening had anything to do with

  him. The insects hissed and hummed. In the dark, he took off his boots and laid them by his sleeping bag before zipping himself up, still wearing his socks. He would never have thought it, but it

  could be cold in the jungle at night.




  Two young bodyguards had trotted behind Alfredo as he strode through the clearing and up to the bivouac. All carried Kalashnikovs strapped to their backs, but Alfredo also wore

  a pistol in a holster on his hip, like an officer in a real army.




  Waving his hand, Alfredo had told the doctor to go and wait for him elsewhere. Then he had raised his unshaven double chin and turned to Pacho, who transferred his cigarette to his left hand and

  wiped his right on his trouser leg before holding it out to be shaken.




  Alfredo was still speaking to Pacho when he took Robert’s hand, looking at him with narrowed eyes. His manner was one of menacing humour, as if he wanted to bully people into enjoying

  being bullied.




  “And so this is the gringo?”




  “Yes, comandante,” said Pacho, “He’s called Robert Hoggard.”




  “Tall, isn’t he? The son of a bitch.”




  Robert stood stooping under the low tarpaulin.




  Still gripping his hand, Alfredo smiled and made a joke about kidnapping him. Everything Alfredo said was clearly funny if he meant it to be, so everyone laughed. Pacho laughed, as did

  Alfredo’s bodyguards and of course Robert too, although he tried, impossibly, to do so with dignity.




  Alfredo persisted with his joke.




  “Would your family miss you?”




  “I certainly hope so.”




  “They would?”




  “I hope so,” repeated Robert. He made an effort to grin and cleared his throat.




  Alfredo let go.




  “Son of a bitch. They’d pay up then. What do you want? Whisky? Vodka?”




  It was barely ten o’clock in the morning, but Pacho thanked him and asked for a whisky. Robert followed his lead, although it occurred to him that perhaps vodka was more revolutionary.

  Alfredo sent one of his escorts to fetch the drinks and unslung his assault rifle, placing it on the table. His movements were unusually quick, especially for such a portly man, like Henry the

  Eighth playing tennis, and he sunk into his seat with evident relief, sighing and removing his beret to dry his head with a handkerchief. To Robert’s surprise, a long, greasy lock of hair had

  been wound around a bald dome, and Alfredo slyly rearranged this threadbare natural turban with a twirl of his fingers before replacing his beret and leaning back in his chair, tugging one end of

  his moustache.




  He looked at Pacho, waving his hand in Robert’s direction.




  “And this gringo, how do I know he’s not some CIA agent?”




  Robert wasn’t sure whether this was another joke, but Pacho answered.




  “Alfredo, he is a journalist. We’ve worked together for a long time.”




  “Sometimes you can’t tell.”




  “I am a journalist. Of course I am a journalist,” said Robert. He cleared his throat again and explained who he worked for, but this only seemed to bore the rebel commander.




  “I know that you are a journalist, otherwise you wouldn’t be here,” he said.




  A bottle of Scotch was placed on the table before them, with three small glasses.




  “We would have identified you and put you away somewhere safe.”




  He looked at the bottle and pursed his lips.




  “I will just taste. I can’t drink it. They won’t let me, for my health.”




  They clinked glasses. Alfredo took a sip of his whisky, swilled it in his mouth, and spat it on the ground.




  “Damn,” he said, looking at the small puddle of alcohol. Then he slapped his hands on the table. Robert noticed they had been manicured, his nails clipped and polished.




  “To business, boys,” he said, and the phrase sounded incongruous. “What is it that you need? I’m in a hurry.”




  Alfredo wanted to be assured their interests coincided, and perhaps they did. While his tone was authoritative, he had a thick peasant accent and spoke quickly, so Robert, whose Spanish was only

  passable, had difficulty understanding much of what he said. But Pacho, finally taking advantage of a chance to light his cigarette, acted as his representative during the initial banter. He

  flattered the commander and told him that if they did a story about his American fighter it would illustrate the idealism of the FARC and the way the rebels sacrificed themselves to fight for the

  poor.




  One of the bodyguards, slouching against a tree, was wearing a black t-shirt printed with the handsome but slightly neanderthal face of Che Guevara. Many of the guerrillas wore t-shirts like

  that. The world was one big, self-referential mess of pop culture, although the rebels still killed people of course, and got killed themselves: that was still completely real.




  “I want you to show the human side of my guerrillas,” said Alfredo, enthusiastic now, and Robert marvelled at the facility of cliché to penetrate even the Colombian

  jungle.




  Alfredo extemporised, the rhythm of his speech marked by a plosive snare drum of obscenity. “A guerrilla has discipline, dedication, hijueputa. I want people to see they

  aren’t the son-of-a-bitch murderers those hijueputa oligarchs say they are.”




  “That’s what we want to do, comandante,” said Pacho, “Oh yes, that’s exactly what we want to do.”




  







  Two




  Passing through a coca-growing town a few days earlier they had seen the corpse of a farmer in a white plastic chair on a concrete porch in the sun. The force of the bullets

  that killed him had tilted the chair back against a brick wall, lifting the man’s feet off the ground, and his head had slumped against his right arm, which was supported by the rim of the

  chair and extended stiffly above a jelly of blood and brains. He had been a heavy man, and the bulge of his paunch under a sweaty blue t-shirt made Robert think of a dead dog swelling in the heat.

  A police officer was going through his pockets and laid his possessions – a rubber Disney key ring, some coins, a wallet stuffed with cash – on a sheet of black plastic. A crowd of

  local people had gathered to gape, and spoke to each other in whispers. They didn’t seem surprised or shocked. A small boy giggled, and some of the adults were smirking, as if they had made a

  clever point merely by staying alive. Only one person wept – a teenage girl in flip-flops who stared at her blue-painted toenails, one hand pushed into her mouth.




  “How about it?”




  They were standing behind the crowd, on a dirt road.




  “It’s a good image. You don’t get these very often,” said Pacho, with a shrug, waiting for Robert to decide something. “I’ve got the small camera,” he

  said.




  So Pacho began to film and Robert identified himself to a police lieutenant who was counting bullet holes in the wall. He didn’t want to speak but couldn’t refuse.




  “The people never see anything here. They clam up. It’s useless,” said the lieutenant, as his men stared at Pacho. Robert noticed a military guard post just twenty or thirty

  metres down the road, two soldiers looking small with their guns behind waist-high sandbags.




  “Paramilitaries?” insisted Robert, frowning professionally, feeling the sun burning the crown of his head.




  “If only people would talk.”




  A police pick-up truck nudged through the crowd, and a public prosecutor, avoiding Robert, beckoned to the lieutenant. Officers began to bend the dead man’s hairy limbs to zip him into a

  body bag, and a woman was waiting with a bucket to wash away the mess.




  Pacho put away the camera. “Let’s go,” he said, and they walked away between the low houses, not looking back.




  “They didn’t like that very much,” said Robert.




  They returned to their hotel, where they had already left their bags. It had no hot water but the rooms were air-conditioned and there was cable television, which, in addition to the usual

  signal, also showed channels from Peru and Bolivia. They waited until dusk, and then went out again, taking an intentionally winding route through the powdery back streets.




  The contact they had come to meet was a stocky middle-aged woman who had just washed her long hair with water from a barrel and was wringing it dry. She brought them fresh lemonade as they sat

  sweating in her metal-roofed parlour, where a tiny dog chewed raw meat on the bare concrete before them.




  “We saw a guy who’d just been killed,” said Pacho.




  She shook her head, with its heavy, wet, grey hair. She had heard about it. It was obvious who had killed him, but this was one of those towns where it was better to mind your own business.




  Robert let Pacho do most of the talking. He hadn’t thought she was a member of the FARC, but she knew how to find them all right. When they had finished, they escorted her to a service in

  a brightly-lit evangelical church installed in a large shed, and she had said goodbye with a happy smile like a girl’s.




  They had almost made it back to their hotel when they were stopped by a couple of teenage soldiers. They had walked right past them and Robert could see them making up their minds to stop them.

  But they had already passed them when one of the soldiers put his fingers in his mouth and whistled.




  “Hey, you two. Up against the wall.”




  Robert placed his hands against a wall beneath a street-lamp. One of the soldiers frisked him and then he stood up straight again.




  “Papers. What’s your business here?”




  But Robert had gone mute. He couldn’t answer questions. He didn’t know if it was from fear or anger. He looked down at the soldier pointing a gun at him. The guy was about eighteen

  years old. He was a runt. The soldier bared his teeth as he gripped his gun and he couldn’t stop his voice from trembling. He hunched his scrawny shoulders and lowered his head like a skinny

  bull that wanted to butt.




  Pacho spoke for Robert.




  “He’s English,” he said, “He’s been registered with the authorities.”




  The second soldier was more relaxed, and perhaps more cautious.




  “English from England, or English from the United States?” he asked, and they let them go quite soon.




  Back in the hotel, in Robert’s room, Pacho sat down on the shabby bed and lit a cigarette.




  “That guy was afraid of us,” said Robert.




  “Dangerous.”




  “With us they wouldn’t dare.”




  “They’re scared of what we filmed.”




  Robert took two beers out of the rusty minibar.




  “They’re not going to touch us.”




  Pacho exhaled.




  “No, of course not.”




  “They wouldn’t dare. It would cause them problems.”




  “Of course, it would cause them problems.”




  Pacho paused and then he said, “Now if we had been locals, some unimportant little shits from around here, and the soldiers were worried, they’d take us back to the barracks. And

  then ...”




  He passed a finger across his throat.




  “Shit,” said Robert.




  He always hoped that if he voiced a fear then Pacho would reassure him, and he would be able to draw comfort because Pacho was Colombian and experienced. But it never seemed to work like

  that.




  Pacho continued, “It has happened many times. Every day it happens.”




  “What a lovely town.”




  “What I’m worried about is that they could call their friends. That would be easy.”




  “Shit.”




  “It wouldn’t be logical, but they’re worried, so they make one telephone call and it’s too late. And those paramilitaries, if they kill you, they do it with malice, so

  you know about it. I hate that.”




  Robert sat down on the bed. Pacho got up.




  “I’m going to go and watch the news,” he said.




  “We’ve still got to eat.”




  “After the news.”




  “We should stay in the hotel, don’t you think?”




  “It would be best.”




  Robert had left his tape recorder and notebook on the bed, and, once alone, he shifted them unnecessarily. He inspected the door which led onto a narrow second-floor balcony. Then he switched on

  the air conditioner embedded in the wall beneath cheap beige curtains, and it shuddered and droned, blowing out dust. He turned on the television. The pretty female newsreader was recounting the

  day’s murder and mayhem, but he couldn’t pay attention, so he had another beer.




  As he drank, he found increasing consolation in the thought that Pacho was also very jumpy. After a third beer he felt considerably better and went and knocked on Pacho’s door. He had been

  drinking more beer too.




  “We should go and get something to eat,” said Robert.




  The idea just seemed more obvious now.




  “Yeah.”




  “But is there anything in the hotel?”




  “No. Not in the hotel.”




  “But we’ve got to eat.”




  “We’ve got to eat.”




  “We’ll be careful.”




  “Yeah. Let’s be quick.”




  “Close to the hotel, eh,” said Robert. “We don’t want to walk around so much drawing attention to ourselves.”




  The stars, like weak lights in a morgue, made them feel more exposed on the empty street outside the hotel. The adjacent shops were all closed, metal shutters down for the night. Their skin, dry

  from air conditioning, began to moisten in the muggy evening warmth. Following directions given to them by the hotel receptionist, they turned a corner into a dirt road of box-like concrete houses,

  which smelt of dust and sweat, cologne and sour meat. The front doors were open, and people sat outside on the street, bidding the evening a listless goodbye as Vallenato accordion music wailed

  from their stereos. Children played or crouched on the concrete floors within, watching television in small rooms partitioned by cheap patterned curtains. After about fifty metres, they found two

  open-air restaurants, right next to each other and both empty, music blaring from competing sound systems, and sat down at a table looking out over the street. The owner, a tall, big-bellied man

  with white skin and a moustache, welcomed them with enthusiasm. He took their orders for steak to the kitchen and brought them beer, then slapped his podgy hands down on the table and smiled,

  wanting to chat. He asked what they were doing in town and Pacho responded, leaning back and looking at him seriously.




  “We’re journalists. Just working on a story about the situation around here. It looks pretty calm, not as bad as some places.”




  The big man smiled more broadly.




  “Hey,” he said, “do you like music? I have Deep Purple, Metallica. Everyone around here likes Vallenato, but you know, I’ve always liked rock.” He nodded to Robert.

  “Your gringo rock. I’ve got quite a collection. You guys just tell me what you want and if I’ve got it I’ll put it on.”




  “Jimmy Hendrix?” asked Robert.




  The big man smiled, nodding his head in approval.




  “Jimmy Hendrix,” he repeated, drawing out the syllables, “Jim-my Hen-drix. No, I haven’t got Jimmy Hendrix. It’s a shame.”




  “Then Metallica,” said Pacho, beating his fingers on the table in a sudden drum roll, “But not too loud.”




  The big man bustled back behind the bar, where he had stacks of CDs piled between glinting liquor bottles.




  “Look at those guys behind me,” said Pacho.




  Two men had taken a table in the next restaurant. They had shaven heads and their skinny, fidgety bodies fitted the depressing profile of the typical Colombian contract killer.




  “Could be,” said Robert.




  “They’re keeping an eye on us.”




  “Fuck them,” said Robert, but not very loudly. And he laughed and took a swig of beer. “They’re not going to do anything,” he said.




  Pacho sniggered too. They clinked their bottles.




  The restaurateur returned, thrusting his belly to the music as he weaved between the empty tables.




  “He is good shit, eh?” he said, in English, smiling at Robert. “He is good music. Strong.”




  “Strong,” Robert agreed.




  Gradually, the warm night was beginning to seem more pleasant. The stars were bright in the sky above the little jungle town and a couple drove by on a low-powered motorbike, which whined like a

  mosquito, a bare-footed girl clutching the driver tight around his waist. The fat man wanted to make them feel still more at home and offered to introduce them to some girls.




  “No thanks,” said Robert, laughing.




  “What type of girls?” asked Pacho.




  “What do you like? Honey-coloured? Black? White?”




  Pacho laughed.




  “No, don’t worry about it,” said Robert.




  “Things aren’t so bad around here,” said Pacho, “although we saw a guy who got it this afternoon. Over there.”




  The restaurant owner lowered his voice.




  “I heard about that. He’d sold to the other side. Big mistake.”




  “Ah,” said Pacho, nodding his head. “The other side.”




  “Big mistake. That doesn’t make it pleasant of course.”




  “No, of course not. But still.”




  “It’s ugly, yes, I admit that.”




  “Well, yes, but, overall, things seem pretty calm.”




  It seemed to be the right thing to say. The restaurant owner nodded.




  “Life isn’t so bad around here these days. It used to be, well, much more difficult.”




  “When the other side was here?”




  “Oh yes. But now, well, it’s pretty quiet.”




  “That’s how we’re perceiving it. The place is progressing,” said Pacho.




  “Our guys now, they’re the good bad guys. The other guys were the bad bad guys.”




  Then, more loudly, smiling again, the fat man asked if they wanted another round of beers. He brought them their steaks, which looked as if they’d been hacked off an animal with an axe and

  were served on wooden platters, together with fried potatoes, fried banana and white rice. The typical Colombian ultra-carb diet, made palatable by fat. The only small portion was of salad: a

  dainty saucer of chopped tomato and onion. They ate and drank, feeling now rather cheerful. At some point, they noticed the two men with short haircuts had left. They agreed that it would be

  advisable to depart themselves at dawn.




  There was some sociable evening traffic on the streets now, mostly the whining motorbikes. A smart four-wheel drive with darkened windows pulled up and a tall, slim girl got out and went and sat

  at the bar, where she started talking to the fat man. The car drove off.




  “God, see that?” said Robert.




  “Local produce.”




  Pacho called the fat man over.




  “Why don’t you introduce us to your friend?”




  Their host returned to the bar, and the girl, long-legged and nonchalant, eased herself off the stool with a swivel of her hips. Her face was serious until the moment she joined them at the

  table and then she smiled, but without showing her teeth.




  “Cigarette?” asked Pacho, and she took one and put it in her mouth and they leant towards each other across the table and he lit it. His technique with women was always the same and,

  despite his house-of-horror looks, it occasionally brought success.
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