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Praise for Angela Sloan

“Angela Sloan is a winning fourteen-year-old heroine and way too honest to be an effective Watergate burglar. This smart, poignant, funny book almost makes me thankful for the Nixon presidency.”

—Matthew Sharpe, author of You Were Wrong and Jamestown

“The teenage daughter of a former CIA agent, Sloan takes us on a wild ride as she confronts not only a crazy cast of characters but secrets of her own past—all the while maintaining her undercover identity . . . bold, edgy, and downright comic.”

—Susan Gregg Gilmore, author of The Improper Life of Bezellia Grove and Looking for Salvation at the Dairy Queen

Praise for James Whorton, Jr.

“Whorton’s deadpan comic genius exploits misunderstandings for laugh-out-loud results. A joy.”

—Kirkus, starred review

“Fast paced, often hilarious, always readable . . . thoroughly exhilarating. To those who thought minimalism in fiction was moribund, think again; Whorton . . . gives it a fresh and revitalizing shot in the arm.”

—Stephen Dixon, author of I.

“Whorton conjures through close observation a hilariously absurd world that holds, just possibly, the keys to its own salvation. Amid the absurdity, you can feel the hope.”

—The Tennessean

“Whorton has created characters, who, amid conversations about engines and sex and amid beer-drinking bouts and efforts to dodge responsibility, seek answers to the fundamental questions about life and who often discover their better selves in the process.”

—Lexington Herald-Leader
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Yellow Post Road
Wigmore, WV
December 19, 1972

Dear Central Intelligence Agency:

Your polygraph examiner, Mr. Jerry Wicker, has just now left my house. After questioning me for two hours in the voice of a sleepy robot, he has declared me “unreliable” and “unnatural.” He calls me a “strange, dry girl.”

For two hours I sat at the dining room table, wired to his aluminum suitcase, watching a brown felt sideburn curl away from his cheek. Glue failure! Now he accuses me of lying to him. My “flat eye line” and “suspicious hand carriage” have given the game away.

Let me say this about lying. When a person is fourteen years old and traveling on her own by car, she has got to have some stories in her pocket. Every trucker with a tremor in his arm wants to know where that girl’s dad is. Even the clerk at the Lee-Hi Motor Hotel feels he is owed a piece of her life story, if only so he can repeat it when someone comes asking. So yes, I got into the habit of making things up. But the truth was always real to me. I never lied to make myself feel better.

Does somebody in Langley need to feel better?

That is not a good reason to lie.

Most people’s fathers aren’t perfect, and Ray Sloan is no exception. I don’t expect you to defend him in the papers. I admit I didn’t help matters any with my activities last summer when the FBI was looking for him. I was trying to lie low, but then I got involved in that other business with the terrorist hippies.

The fiasco at the Watergate was a surprise to me. It was a thing that Ray had really almost nothing to do with. Still, I will tell you what little I know about it, plus everything about the Chinese Communist girl known as Betty or Ding.

Please excuse my faulty typing. Having sat here these minutes beating this out, I have had the chance to remind myself that Mr. Wicker was only doing his job, perhaps to the best of his ability. I suppose he was following some important rule when he did not permit me to answer any of his questions beyond a yes or no. I thank you for your consideration in sending Mr. Wicker here, since driving to Langley for a lie detector test would have required me to miss a day of school. I have Mr. Wicker’s rubber mole that he left on the edge of the sink.

Now I am going to tell you what really happened. The whole thing. No stories. In order for it all to make sense, I will have to back up first. I will keep it as short as I can.

Because of the truthful and explicit nature of what follows, please consider this a Top Secret Correspondence.
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There are some things I can’t explain about Ray. Why did he drink too much? I don’t know. Why did he save my life at a moment when his own life had exhausted him?

He was not my father in the biological sense. Other people didn’t know that, because it was our cover. Even with friends inside the Agency, there was no need to discuss such things. Why would there be? We didn’t see a need, anyway. It is easier to live your cover if you live it all the time, day and night, in public and in private, and even when you’re alone.

But I can remember my previous parents, of course. I was seven when they were murdered by Simbas outside Stanleyville, along with my small brother and our Congolese housekeeper, Judith. I survived the massacre by hiding myself in an orange tree, where I still was clinging like a bat when Ray arrived in a yellow beer truck and spied me among the branches. He was someone who’d visited our place once or twice—an acquaintance of my father’s. He plucked me down. “N’ayez pas peur,” he told me in his Okie-inflected French. Don’t be scared. He walked all over the muddy yard with me shaking in his arms.

This was the summer of 1964, when the Simba rebellion was happening in the Congo. Many white people had left Stanleyville, and those who hadn’t left were stuck. Simbas controlled the airport and had overrun the U.S. Consulate. The consular staff, including some Agency men, were hostages. Ray worked under nonofficial cover, though, so he had no connection to the consulate. He was a manager with the Sheffield Beer Distributing Company. He hid me in a room at the Sheffield warehouse.

The Simbas, as I recall them, were a frightening mob of orphans high on cannabis and beer. They dressed in animal skins, ladies’ wigs, and secondhand military clothing, and they armed themselves with spears and stolen rifles. Their witch doctors worked a kind of magic that was said to transform bullets into water. Soon a pack of these sad killers searched the warehouse and found me. One of them had lipstick on his eyelids. Perhaps you can imagine my terror after what I had seen them do to my family. But Ray was there in an instant. He told them I was a drowned girl who had come back to life, and if any man touched me his body would dry up like a husk. He sent the boys away with a truckload of Sheffield ale.

I remember those weeks at the warehouse in pieces. There was chacha music on the radio, in between the death sentences that were announced several times every day. Once I cut my hand while trying to open a can of sardines, and I shrieked my lungs out while Ray poured alcohol over the wound and wrapped it. “Easy, Jumbo,” he said. Another time, I was sitting in the yard in some white sunlight when we heard trucks. Ray scooped me up off the ground and ran to put me inside. I felt both frightened and protected.

In November 1964, Belgian paratroopers retook Stanleyville. The Simba retreat was chaotic and bloody. The government in Leopoldville, unable to rely on its own army, had sent a column of white mercenaries to rescue all the Europeans and put them on planes. A pair of these mercenaries came to the warehouse, and Ray lifted me into the back of their truck. There was a nun back there with her ankle taped up. I thought Ray was coming in after me, but then he didn’t. I screamed when the truck pulled away without him.

The nun began to sing “Amazing Grace.” I don’t quite remember assaulting her, but evidently I did. She was bitten in places where she could not have bitten herself. I guess I did it. They turned the truck around.

I jumped down from the truck and ran calling for Ray. There was an office in the warehouse and that was where I found him, playing a record on his portable phonograph and holding a long, skinny pistol on his knee. He appeared confused to see me again. Hadn’t he just sent me away? Something was happening inside him that was too quiet for a seven-year-old girl to understand. I had interrupted something, but I could not guess what.

It didn’t matter. I grabbed him, and this time I wasn’t letting go.

The men with the truck had followed me in. “She will have to be hog-tied,” one of them said.

“It’s either that or leave her with you,” the other one said to Ray. “And then you will both have your livers eaten.”

I crawled up onto Ray’s lap, sniveling into his neck, begging him to come with me.

Whatever Ray’s plan had been—whatever it was he’d intended to do when the record finished playing—he set it aside. He took two passports from a locked drawer of the desk, and he carried me to the truck. This time he climbed in with me.

“I am sorry for my daughter’s behavior,” he said to the nun.

I can never express the gratitude and love I felt then and continue to feel.

“I have seen friends killed by children,” the nun said, “but I hadn’t expected to die at the hands of a white child.”

“Her name is Angela,” Ray said, and it has been ever since.
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I was very lucky to have found Ray. Who else could have tolerated such a strange, dry girl with suspicious hand carriage and a flat eye line? Maybe I was normal once. I wonder. Anyway, I clearly wasn’t normal anymore. Bad things had happened. I had tasted nun.

I stuck to Ray like a strap. He was a solid man, five-foot-eleven-and-a-half, with a face that was creased and tanned because he never wore a hat. His hands were dark and somewhat knobby. He had an exceedingly normal hand carriage—calm and steady. The nails of the first fingers of his right hand were yellow from nicotine. His eye line was straightforward. He could look at you for a long time without seeming to stare. He would just look at anything, watching.

We never went back to Stanleyville. The Sheffield Beer Distributing Company went on with another Agency man at the desk. Ray took me with him to Camp Peary, or “the Farm,” where he became a highly valued instructor.

I loved the Farm. I attended boarding school in Williamsburg, but I would have stayed at the Farm year-round if I could have, feeding the feral cats behind the cafeteria and observing the Venus flytraps in the swamp by the overflow parking lot. It was an excellent environment for me.

I was considered by all to be Ray’s daughter. I still had the old passport that Ray had brought from his desk at the warehouse, which described me as an American born in the Congo. The passport bore the photo of a nondescript white baby. It must have occurred to me many times, I am sure, to wonder who she was. Of course I wondered about her. But I never brought it up with Ray. Why delve into something like that?

Breaks from school were spent at the Farm, where I learned to keep out of the way. When I try, I’m pretty good at not being noticed. I can sit on the edge of a stool like a gargoyle for one hour, and people don’t seem to see me. It helps if you are a little bit homely.

And yet I did manage to make a few friends at the Farm. The women in the cafeteria will remember me, and Miss Evans let me use the library in return for helping her out with shelving books and so on. Not that she needed much help. She gets by very well with one arm. I passed long afternoons in a soft chair in her office, reading about the Berlin tunnel, the Jedburgh teams who jumped from planes into occupied France, and many less famous exploits of the old OSS. History was my preferred subject, though I can read just about anything as long as it has a clear prose style and a basis in reality. For example, the novel Black Beauty by Anna Sewell has a wealth of information about horse care in it. That one was not a part of the Farm library. Miss Evans brought it to me from her home shelf.

In January of 1972, a distinguished career came to its end when Raymond W. Sloan retired from the Central Intelligence Agency. We said goodbye to the Farm and to the town of Williamsburg, where I had ridden along with Ray on many surveillance and surveillance detection drills. We moved to D.C. and took a furnished rental on I Street in the Foggy Bottom neighborhood. The landlady was a widow named Edel. She lived next door. Often she would pop in with a dish of spaghetti or salmon croquettes, lingering to see us eat or to give me a lesson on the Chickering piano that took up most of the front room, along with an antique sofa that was covered in scratchy maroon velvet. At the window there was a sprawling, long-trunked dieffenbachia plant.

Those are some of the details of our life. I enrolled in public school and attended, mostly. I can’t say that I loved my ninth-grade experience in Washington, D.C. One day smoke came out of the ceiling and we all ran down the hall. That was one of the better days.

Ray took long walks, and in homeroom I kept my sunflower knapsack on a counter by the window so that he would know which room I was in, should he happen to pass. I saw him go by once or twice. Because of an old injury, Ray kicked his left leg a little high and to the side when he walked. You could notice it more from a distance than up close.

Let me tell about Ray some more. He was a gentle-natured man who almost never raised his voice. I can only think of one time when he did it. He usually wore a permanent-press shirt with a light blue windbreaker jacket, tan poplin slacks, and hard shoes with a polish. He grew up in Oklahoma, and though he’d worked hard to have no accent, he still said “maysure” instead of “measure.” I don’t think he heard the difference. He passed on to me his values of toughness, stoicism, and keeping a low overhead. He also showed me something about the practice of a craft.

In our new life in D.C., one thing we both missed badly was the Farm cafeteria. We ate at the Peoples Drug Store or a couple other places that had the kind of food we liked. At night Ray settled in at the kitchen table. We kept the television there, since Mrs. Edel forbade smoking in the room where her couch, piano, and draperies were. He’d have a drink while we watched the news together, and after I went upstairs he’d have many more. I knew he drank too much. I never kept track of bottles, but he’d go through several trays of ice each night. Sometimes I’d hear him getting sick. However, the thing about “too much” is this: how much too much is too much? A person can eat too much every day of his life and still die old. Some people talk too much yet never pay a price for it. Some people think too much. For Ray and me, I saw no reason why things could not go on as they were.

Upstairs I had a bedroom of my own. That was a welcome change from boarding school. It was quite a luxury to get up there and sit at my desk without a half dozen inquisitive girls on every side of me. I would read The Scarlet Letter or construct a polygon in my notebook using a compass and a straightedge. As much as I disliked ninth grade, I did my homework conscientiously, not wanting to screw things up and find myself back in boarding school. Ray needed me with him, and with him was where I wanted to stay.
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One bad habit that I did have was that I sometimes slipped out of school early. But on Wednesday, May third, I stayed to the bell. I walked home and found Ray in the kitchen with his head on the table. He sat up abruptly, blinking.

“Where have you been?” he said.

I told him about staying to the bell.

“Good move, Jumbo,” he said. He snapped his fingers. “I’m also trying to better myself today.”

“How?”

He wouldn’t say, but later I found a half-full pint of bourbon in the kitchen wastebasket.

We watched some of Let’s Make a Deal, and then we played Scrabble with an old set of Mrs. Edel’s that was in a brown box. Ray’s hand twitched, brushing some tiles onto the floor.

“Are you out of cigarettes?” I said.

“Yes. But I don’t have to rush out the moment the cigarettes are gone.”

“Okay.”

His knee was bobbing, and he was squinting at the ceiling.

“Let’s go get some cigarettes,” I said.

He popped out of his chair and hit the front steps at a jog. We crossed Virginia Avenue, and Ray got two orange and gold packs of Raleighs at the grocery under the Watergate. He lit a cigarette in the plaza.

There is a sharp smell that issues from a newly lit cigarette which I have always enjoyed. I don’t know why it smells different at first. Ray grimaced as he drew the smoke in, and a change came over him. The edginess lifted away. He smiled at his mistake. “I shouldn’t try to do two things at once,” he said.

He meant giving up the two habits. He was right, I thought.

I was holding a bag with two cans of SpaghettiO’s in it, but we decided not to dirty up the kitchen. We crossed Virginia Avenue again and had taken our usual booth at the Howard Johnson’s when a man came in, a person of medium height or a little less, dressed in a business suit. I had not seen him before. He sat at the counter, and I saw him peering around the restaurant, scrutinizing faces. The waitress pulled a chrome knob to fill a glass with milk for him. Because we were regulars there I can tell you the waitress’s name: Audrey. Any of these details can easily be checked with her.

The man in the suit stared at Ray for a long while. Finally Ray gave him a tiny nod. This was the man we would later refer to as HORSEFLY.

HORSEFLY approached our table and requested in a loud voice to borrow some butter pats. Quietly he added, “Watch me, Ray.” He went away into the men’s room and came out with a sore grin on his mouth. He limped past our table with his head stuck down. The collar of his shirt stood away from the crinkly white backside of his neck.

He made a loop in the Howard Johnson’s dining room. His limp had a store-bought look to it. It seemed fake and self-inflicted.

“See how I’m walking,” he hissed when he passed close to us again.

We ate our meal. For Ray, it was chicken salad and soup. For me, a hamburger with mayonnaise. The man lingered over his milk until some customers had left, and then he sat beside me on the booth seat. “I am wearing a gait-altering device which I donned just now in the men’s room,” he said.

“No kidding,” Ray said.

“It’s in my shoe. It came from the place. You know what place I’m talking about.” HORSEFLY swept his gaze across the restaurant again.

I ought to have mentioned his age before now. He was Ray’s age, late fifties. Another retired Agency man.

I pretended to be absorbed in a connect-the-dots puzzle on the back of the paper place mat. HORSEFLY advised Ray that he was setting up a small shop in town for the purpose of handling sensitive domestic matters. “I need a man with operational experience and a boatload of discretion. Someone like yourself. What do you say?”

“Thanks, but I’ve retired,” Ray said.

In my mind I approved of that answer. There was something I didn’t like about this man.

HORSEFLY looked at me and nodded hello, as though he had just now noticed that yellow-haired gargoyle on the far end of the booth seat. He wrote out a number on the corner of my place mat and tore it off. “If you change your mind, you can reach me on my secure phone at the Ite-whay Ouse-hay. You heard me right.”

HORSEFLY limped back to the men’s room to remove his painful gait-altering device. Later without a glance at us he glided out the door.
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Ray pushed the scrap of paper into his windbreaker pocket. He scarcely blinked as he smoked one cigarette, then another down to the filter. We walked home under a drizzle.

In the kitchen Ray cracked a tray of ice on the counter and asked me to put the Scrabble set away. When I came back he was standing in front of the television with the cold bottom edge of a glass of bourbon pressed against his eyelid. He’d sent me out of the room so I wouldn’t see him take the bottle out of the wastebasket.

I went upstairs. The bedroom I used had been decorated by Mrs. Edel for her twin granddaughters. There were twin wrought-iron beds, twin vanities with flip-up mirrors in them—twin everything. All the furniture was painted in ivory and gold, and the bunched-up white drapes matched the bed ruffles. I sat up there like an insect in a jar of cotton balls. I attempted to read The Scarlet Letter.

At some point I discovered my mouth had been hanging open so long that the inner walls of my cheeks were dry. I was thinking about HORSEFLY. I set the book down and examined my hands, front and back. I had a cut on one of my knuckles where I had knocked it on the edge of a bulletin board. I flipped up a vanity mirror to have a look at my own face, and I noticed for the seventh time that my eyebrows were too heavy. My nose was rudimentary, somehow, like the nose on a face card.

I raised the window and drew in a long breath from the rain-splattered alley. At the Farm when it was wet like this you would sometimes come across mobs of frogs, I mean hundreds of them, tangled together and struggling with their slippery legs.

My thoughts were here and there until I heard the rip of the weather-stripping on the alley door below. Whenever that door opened it sounded like splitting wood. Then it shut, and I heard the smack of shoe leather against the wet pavement in the alley.
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In the morning I found Ray at the kitchen table asleep with his head on his arms, still dressed in his clothes from the night before. The salt-and-pepper hair was ropy on top of his head. He’d been rained on.

I emptied the beanbag ashtray and started some coffee. The percolator gave a slurp, and Ray sat up with a line in his cheek from his jacket cuff. He rinsed his eyes at the sink.

“Let’s forget I wasn’t here last night,” he said.

“All right.”

I led him to the scratchy velvet sofa in the front room, and he stretched out with his ankles on the armrest. I got his shoes off. I went to school.

School that day was a special chore. I worried about Ray, and Mr. Tinker’s Henny Youngman routine in Ancient Civilization was hard to sit through. To distract myself, I was taking my pen apart and putting it back together. Tinker’s allergies gave him sneezing fits, only he didn’t like to sneeze in front of the class, so he stifled his sneezes. “Tink! Tink!” That’s the sound his sneezes made, trying to erupt.

When I felt I’d had enough, I went to the front of the room and told Mr. Tinker I needed to see the nurse. “I don’t feel so good,” I explained.

“Nobody does.”

“I may throw up,” I said. I purposely let some dribble show at the corner of my mouth.

Tinker wrote me out a pass.

I didn’t go to the nurse’s office but slipped into the empty lunchroom. The floor was wet from mopping, and my sandal soles left milky tracks. No matter. Outside, the janitor sat on a school chair from which the backrest had been sawed off. He was having a smoke. He stepped himself around in a half circle to show me his back.

It was a quick trot from my school to the alley behind I Street. I found Ray at our kitchen table, working the World News Digest crossword. He was in a talking mood.

“You must have gathered that I have come unretired. You know what that means. There will be some nights out. We’ll also need code words for persons we might refer to. Look here.” We chose cryptonyms at random from the crossword answers.

We decided to eat in that night. I drained a can of artichokes and combined them in a glass bowl with half a small jar of mayonnaise and a quarter spoonful of celery salt. I baked it, and then we ate it with Captain’s Wafers. After that we went out for cigarettes and wound up walking all the way to the Tidal Basin, where the cherry trees seemed to have thrown off their blossoms all at once, fluffing the surface of the water near the shore. It was pretty out.

When we got home Ray polished our shoes. In spite of my worries, it was good to see him unretired.
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Of the business itself, leading up to the Watergate break-in, I didn’t observe much. What I did see only confirmed my poor first impression of HORSEFLY.

The next time I saw him was a Saturday, the sixth of May. Ray and I took a cab to Georgetown, where we did some sidewalk technique. Here I am referring to ways for a person on foot to discover whether he is being followed. It was a practice Ray had taught at the Farm, and I knew something about it myself, having gone along with him often for those exercises in Williamsburg, Newport News, and Richmond. When we knew we were clean, we had a second cab drop us alongside a bright, squirming clot of hippies at Dupont Circle.

A crowd of hippies is a centerless thing. A number of them were facing a girl who stood on a bench declaiming, but I saw they weren’t listening, only waiting in line for corn on the cob. The girl was preaching over their heads. She was dressed like Hiawatha except for the green water pistol in her belt.

We circled the park until we encountered HORSEFLY and another man to whom we afterward referred by the cryptonym GRISTLE. Both were dressed all in white as though just off the tennis court. GRISTLE was a former FBI man with a stiff black mustache.

“I see you brought your girl,” HORSEFLY said.

GRISTLE looked me up and down several times. “I won’t mind having her along,” he said. “That way we don’t seem to be casing the joint.”

We walked along Massachusetts Avenue. GRISTLE gargled out the orders. “Appear to be tourists! View every detail. Look here, this fence post has a tiger head on it. Let’s all stand here viewing this tiger head.” His long, theatrical laugh startled me. HORSEFLY fell in with a ga-gaga kind of sound. Ray shaded his eyes.

We stopped again in front of a certain embassy. If you’re reading this, you’ll know which one.

“We will never get in through the front,” HORSEFLY said.

GRISTLE told me to run off down a side street. “Pretend you are chasing a puppy.”

“There is no puppy,” I said.

“Pretend you saw a duck.”

I did what he asked. First I called out, “A duck!” Then I ran off down the side street and into the alley behind the embassy building.

GRISTLE came after me alone.

“The duck got away,” I said.

He directed me to tie my shoes. I was wearing my sandals, but I took one off and shook some imaginary gravel out of it. GRISTLE wasn’t done inspecting the building, so I did the other sandal, too. I followed him back to where the others were, and the four of us walked on.

“There is a service entrance with an alarm system,” GRISTLE said. “I will need to shoot out the streetlights.”

“We go in one week from today,” HORSEFLY said.

He and GRISTLE got into a cab and were gone.

Ray shook his head. Their tradecraft was embarrassing. I hesitate to even call it tradecraft. Ray and I didn’t discuss it, however. We took a cab, a walk, and another cab home to I Street.

Ray was gone all of the following weekend. He came home early Monday morning, the fifteenth of May. A person can draw his own conclusions. If you read the Post that afternoon, you saw that there’d been a burglary at the Chilean Embassy on Massachusetts Avenue. What HORSEFLY could have wanted from there, I don’t know. The paper said a couple of radios were missing and some drawers had been gone through. It looked to be the work of petty thieves.
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Also on that Monday, George Wallace was shot. I will give you what I have on that, though you’ll know most of it already if you have talked to Mrs. Edel.

Having the landlady next door is not an arrangement I would recommend to anyone involved in clandestine operations. She was an observer, and she liked to pop in when Ray was away on his “business trips.” She asked whether it did not frighten me to be in the house alone. Really she was talking about herself, I guess. “People don’t know what work it is to go the whole day with no conversation,” she said. “You must knock on my door anytime you want company.”

“I’ll do that,” I promised.

On the Monday I’m referring to, she popped in around nine in the morning. Ray had been gone all weekend, as I said, and I’d stayed home from school to wait for him. To pass time I’d been drawing a floor plan on a sheet of graph paper. I showed it to Mrs. Edel. The plan was for a fanciful kind of house with a barn connected to it. Horses could enter the living room to munch hay or simply stand there, as they wished.

“How delightful,” Mrs. Edel said. “You should call your creation ‘Hoof House.’”

I wrote it along the bottom of the sheet.

Mrs. Edel pointed out that I was not at school. I asked her to give me a piano lesson. She was leading me through some scales when Ray came in.

His forehead was like wet plaster, and his hair stuck out as though he had slept against a car seat. He had a fresh cigarette on his lip, not burning.

“Good morning to you,” he said to Mrs. Edel. He lunged past us into the kitchen. I heard him crack an ice tray on the counter.

Mrs. Edel became flustered. “It’s time for Dialing for Dollars,” she said. She left.

When I got to Ray he was trying to close a dish towel around a pile of ice cubes. The ice was for his wrist, which was swollen so badly he couldn’t close his hand. The cubes slid off the counter and over the floor. I gathered them into the towel and helped him to get the pack in place on his wrist. The right hand, the one he held the ice with, was shaking badly.

“Could you strike me a match?” he said.

He tightened his mouth to hold the cigarette straight while I lit it.

“All’s well, Jumbo,” he said around the cigarette.

I asked him if he wanted some breakfast. I said I would fry him an egg. Then there came a hammering at the front door. It was Mrs. Edel again.

“I am sorry to keep disturbing you and your father, but you might like to know that Governor Wallace has been shot.” She leaned in to look past me. “Turn on your television.”

As the three of us stood watching it in the kitchen, the phone rang—one long ring, then no more. “How strange!” Mrs. Edel said. HORSEFLY had some way of making that happen as a signal.
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“Whorton’s books are funny, and his writing gives
adamn.” —NASHVILLE SCENE

I his latest novel, universally acclaimed author James Whorton, Jr., delivers

a curious Nixon-era caper of broken men and stoic runaways who learn
just how much there is to gain, and lose, when you go undercover. Angela Sloan,
a seemingly average teenager living in the suburbs of Washington, D.C., is left to
lie low and fend for herself when her father, a retired CIA officer, skips town in
the wake of the Watergate scandal.

Driving a Plymouth Scamp she has just learned to operate, Angela encounters
strangers literally at every turn. A fugitive Chinese waitress won't get out of the
car. A jaded lady spy offers up free therapy and roadside assistance. A restless
pair of hippies keeps preaching about the evils of monogamy. And an anteater
lurks in the unlikeliest of places. But through all of her outlandish adventures,
Angela keeps focused on one urgent wish: to reunite with her father.

Bold and quirky, Angela Sloan is a priceless coming-of-age story about
stealing diner food and salvaging lost identities.

PRAISE FOR JAMES WHORTON, JR.’S NOVELS
“Warm characterization, quiet but exuberantly sly wit and a winning narrator

add up to a thoroughly enjoyable escapade.” —Publishers Weekly

“Works the same deadpan comic vein as the Coen brothers in Fargo.”
—The New York Times Book Review

“A mildly bizarre joyride . . . [with] a mischievous and heartfelt message.”
—Los Angeles Times

“Incredibly loopy humor and sweetly addled characters . .. " —Booklist

is the author of two other novels,
Approximately Heaven and Frankland. A former Mississippian and
former Tennessean, he lives in Rochester, New York, with his wife and
their daughter. He teaches at SUNY Brockport.
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“This beautiful, deeply original novel locates a specific kind of sadness and
at the heart of espi that hasn’t really been found there before—
not even by le Carré and others who have looked for it. And yet Whorton
writes with such a light touch that the whole thing is also a delightful romp.”
—JOSEPH WEISBERG, author of AN ORDINARY SPY

JAMES WHORTON, JR.

Author of APPROXIMATELY HEAVEN and FRANKLAND
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