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Transgressions


Washington, D.C.
 July 6–12, 1945




BP/5730A


OFFICE OF NAVAL INTELLIGENCE


Sabotage, Espionage, and Countersubversion (B-7)


NAVY DEPARTMENT


SECRET     Washington, 25, D.C.     12 May 1945


From: Lieutenant (j.g.) Ellis Voigt


To: Commander Burton Paslett


Subject: Summary findings death Lieutenant (j.g.) Logan Skerrill


MISSION


1. Investigation of April 25, 1945 murder Lt. (j.g.) Skerrill led myself and Lt. (j.g.) Terrance Daley to H & H Clipping Service, 1321 K Street, Washington, D.C. N.W. Suspicion H & H a Soviet spy front led me to adopt cover identity as dishonorably discharged Shipfitter Second Class Ted Barston, known communist sympathizer. Purpose: infiltrate H & H to determine if Skerrill a Soviet agent.


2. Clipping service owner Henry Himmel hired me, posing as Ted Barston, as deliveryman. Regular deliveries included receipt of coded messages from Soviet couriers, confirming espionage activity said clipping service and Skerrill’s active part in espionage. Coded messages copied for O.N.I. Content believed to relate to top-secret Army weapons project New Mexico.


3. Investigation proved clipping service employee Philip Greene, known communist, killed Lt. Skerrill at Himmel’s order. Motive: Skerrill was a double agent who had confessed his treason to the F.B.I. Rather than arrest Skerrill, F.B.I. kept him in Soviet cell to investigate scope of espionage. Greene killed Skerrill before he could expose cell.


4. Tail of Himmel led to F Street restaurant where he met with unknown male subject claiming to be from Army weapons project New Mexico. Subject delivered package with schematic or diagram of suspected significance.


5. Tail of Himmel after receiving package failed. Himmel now missing along with package. Identity New Mexico subject still unknown.


RECOMMENDATIONS


1. Capture of Himmel and package urgent.


2. Identification of New Mexico subject also urgent. He may try to again deliver copy of weapons project schematic to Soviet agents. Security of weapons project at grave risk until Himmel and New Mexico subject are captured.




CHAPTER 1


THE ROOM, LIKE EVERY OTHER ONE I’D BEEN QUESTIONED IN, WAS DIM, empty, industrial. Concrete columns supporting a latticed ceiling. Concrete floor with drains. Rows of worktables and sturdy metal shelves, all bare. Faint smell of machine oil. Narrow band of grimy windows on the exterior wall. War contracts had required the tool and die plant previously located here to move to a bigger building outside the city, making this abandoned factory the perfect place for an interrogation. Even in daytime, there wouldn’t be much sunlight. Of course, it wasn’t daytime—it never was.


“Tell us again,” the Russian asked. Face like a shovel blade, flat and hard. Broad nose, square chin, angular cheekbones, creased forehead. Black hair razed short, scalp visible. He was dressed decently—light gray summer weave suit, white dress shirt, and blue and white tie with diagonal stripes—but he was uncomfortable, tugging his cuffs, rolling his shoulders. 


New to this? I wondered. Or maybe just the clothes were new. Maybe the N.K.V.D. had ordered its American agents to dress better. To try to fit in. 


“Himmel asked me to meet him on F Street,” I said. “Outside the Automat at seven-thirty.” The third time I’d given this answer, but I said it plainly and clearly. No sigh, no protest, no impatience—I knew better. Those tired tricks didn’t play with the Soviet secret police. When it came to interrogations, the commies were all business, even if they were operating in a foreign land.


“Why?”


“He wanted to know what my C.O. had made of the documents I’d copied.” Slightly different phrasing this time.


“Made of?”


“Sorry. What Commander Paslett thought the documents were. What they meant.”


“What did you say?”


“I said I didn’t know because I hadn’t briefed the commander yet.”


“Did you tell Himmel this on F Street?”


A new question. The two times before, he’d asked where we’d gone after meeting outside the Automat.


“No,” I answered. “We were sitting on the bench beside the statue of General Hancock, at Seventh and Pennsylvania.”


“How did you get there?”


“We walked.”


“The streets, please.”


So I told him, again. Every corner, every turn, every street name. I’d lived in Washington, D.C., for more than three years—I didn’t need a map to tell someone the most direct route from the Automat to that statue.


For the first time, his partner said something. Loudly, swiftly, in Russian. He was thin and pasty, with a beak of a nose and a jutting Adam’s apple. He also looked uncomfortable in his suit. Shovel-face looked away from me as he replied. They knew I didn’t understand their language, they could have been swapping lines from Eugene Onegin for all I knew.


“Why did you go there?” Shovel-face asked me.


“To the statue? It’s a good place to talk without being overheard.”


“Did you pick this place?”


“Yes.”


“What else did you speak about?”


“The F.B.I.”


“Explain.”


“Himmel wanted to know more about how they’d questioned me when they’d picked me up.”


“What did you tell him?”


“That the Bureau knew he was operating a spy ring out of his clipping service. That the agents knew I was working as the courier. And that the Bureau didn’t believe I was who I said I was.”


My syntax tripped up the quiet Russian, but Shovel-face followed me. “The F.B.I. did not believe your cover story,” he said.


“Right.” 


“What did Himmel say after you told him this?”


“Nothing.”


“Nothing?”


“He just thanked me and left.”


“What time was this?”


“A little past eight o’clock.”


“How did he leave?”


“He walked south on Seventh Street to Pennsylvania Avenue.”


“Did he tell you where he was going?”


“No. And I didn’t ask.”


“Where did you go?”


“I went home.” Just like I told you already.


More rapid-fire Russian from the quiet one. Shovel-face furrowed his brow in impatience, raised his hand to cut him off. “Da, da”—I caught. At least I understood that. Yes, yes. Which meant the quiet one was reminding his partner to tell me to—


“Keep reading the newspaper, Lieutenant Voigt,” Shovel-face said. He meant the classifieds in the Evening Star, the Lost and Found section. Lost: woman’s silver ring set with red gemstone, band engraved R.L. to E.B., reward offered, call Brentwood 3816 was my summons to this industrial building in Southwest Washington. 


“I will,” I answered.


He ticked his head at the door. Russian for So long, see you tomorrow, I thought. I got up, strode to the rear, and wrenched open the heavy steel door. Pushed it shut and walked quickly out of the alley.


My story was good, it was tight, a close weave of facts and lies. The man in question, whom I’d known as Henry Himmel, had met me outside the Automat self-serve diner on the night of May 9, 1945—the day after the Germans surrendered. We’d talked about the work I’d done for him, but not in the way I’d just told my N.K.V.D. interrogators. And we hadn’t done our talking on the park bench. Himmel and I had taken a taxi to the Jefferson Memorial, my idea. The memorial was closed for renovations, it had been secluded, quiet, absent passersby, that is, witnesses. I couldn’t tell the Russians any of this, of course—then they’d have all the more reason to believe I was the last person to see Himmel alive. The way this operation was set up, Shovel-face and his sidekick had to believe I was one hundred percent on their side, a Benedict Arnold, a traitor. And to sell my treachery to the Reds, I had to go it alone, I couldn’t give them any inkling I had no intention of actually helping them. 


That’s why I wasn’t telling them the whole truth about what had happened at the Automat. The problem with my story was the kid, the eager-to-help teenager who’d been working in the Automat kitchen that night. He had let us in, I’d sworn him to secrecy after he saw the Office of Naval Intelligence identification card. The kid didn’t know why I was there, but he’d gotten a good, long look at me and Filbert Donniker, the communications technician I’d brought with me. He’d seen us set up the portable listening rig, he’d watched me put the headset on and listen to Himmel’s conversation with the scientist from New Mexico. I should’ve sent the kid on an errand, should’ve pushed him out the door, but that was easy to see now. In the Automat, I’d needed to get the rig up and running, needed to get Filbert out on the floor, posing as a beat-down old man so he could get the microphone close to Himmel and the scientist. Letting the kid hang around—well, I’d had no choice.


Had the Russians found him? My gut said no. If they had, I wouldn’t be sitting on a paint-splattered chair in an unused factory, calmly telling my tale to two N.K.V.D. agents. If they’d found the kid, I’d still be telling my story, only under much more stressful circumstances. One rumor was the N.K.V.D. liked to start with an ice pick. Probably a legend, wafting out of Mexico because of the way they did Trotsky, but I sure didn’t want to find out.


Maybe my story wasn’t so good, wasn’t so tight, after all. Not unless I found the kid before the Russians did.




CHAPTER 2


WHAT HAPPENED WAS, I GOT ASSIGNED TO WORK UNDERCOVER. I WAS detailed to B-7 in the Office of Naval Intelligence—the Sabotage, Espionage, and Countersubversion section. In late April 1945, a fellow officer, Lieutenant (j.g.) Logan Skerrill, was murdered in an alley close to the Washington Navy Yard, and my C.O., Commander Burton Paslett, wrested the case from the Metropolitan Police Department and gave it to me and my partner Terrance Daley. Our investigation led us to H & H Clipping Service, owned and managed by Henry Himmel. Turned out Himmel was a pseudonym for a Russian who ran a spy ring out of the business. Paslett had given me a cover, Ted Barston, a dishonorably discharged shipfitter. The real Ted Barston was a doper who’d died of an overdose in the brig. He’d had no wife, no family, no people to claim his meager personal effects. The O.N.I. had sealed the records of his death, in effect keeping him alive to use as an alias. Posing as Barston, I’d gotten a job as a deliveryman at H & H. By getting in tight with the receptionist, I learned that Logan Skerrill had been hauling his ashes with the accounts manager, Nadine Silva. She was Red to her marrow—so was Skerrill. The good lieutenant had compromised the O.N.I. but good, giving Himmel details of every case he’d worked on, including a mission to deliver an escaped German physicist to a hush-hush weapons project in New Mexico. 


The good news, or so it had appeared, was that Himmel began using me as a courier. During my regular deliveries—the clipping service was for real and had dozens of legitimate clients—I sometimes received sealed envelopes I was supposed to discreetly deliver to Himmel. I did, but not before copying the contents for Paslett. Within a few days, I’d intercepted a schematic from the National Bureau of Standards and a coded postcard about the New Mexico project. Before I could get anything more, two agents from the F.B.I. swept me off the street and interrogated me, just as I’d told the N.K.V.D. agents. The Bureau boys didn’t know I was actually a naval intelligence officer. To protect my cover, I didn’t enlighten them, even after they worked me over—they wanted “Ted Barston” to tell all about the espionage running through the clipping service. Paslett sure as hell hadn’t told J. Edgar we were investigating the spy ring, so how had the Bureau stumbled upon it?


Took me a bit, but I discovered that Skerrill had gone to the Bureau, confessed to being a spy, and volunteered to be an F.B.I. source. This dangerous game had signed his death warrant—once Himmel found out the fair-haired lieutenant was two-timing him, he’d ordered a hit. A gun I obtained from the apartment of another clipping service employee, a loyal commie named Philip Greene, matched a bullet taken from Skerrill’s body. Greene was in jail right now, no bail, but he wasn’t awaiting trial for murdering Skerrill; J. Edgar had pulled strings to transfer Greene to federal custody on espionage charges. 


Which Himmel had wanted to happen all along. The morning after my confab with Himmel at the Jefferson Memorial, Commander Paslett informed me that what I’d brought in—the schematic, the coded postcard—was malarkey, all of it useless, feints to throw O.N.I. and the Bureau off the trail. Himmel had made me the moment I walked into the clipping service, he’d played all of us. While we were slathering over the decoys and the Bureau was following me, Himmel was setting up receipt of the real McCoy: a diagram from the New Mexico weapons project. That’s why he’d gone to the Automat, to meet a scientist who’d come all the way from New Mexico to deliver a sealed envelope and these instructions, which he had had Himmel memorize: To diffuse the Uranium-235, use uranium hexafluoride and a metal filter with submicroscopic perforations, do not use a mass spectrometer. I picked this up thanks to Filbert Donniker, the O.N.I.’s radio and electrical expert. His portable listening rig, the one we had set up in the Automat’s kitchen, allowed me to eavesdrop. Filbert wore a microphone disguised to look like a pen jutting from his shirt pocket. It had good range, so he didn’t have to sit close to Himmel and his contact. Only I could hear their conversation through the headset and, just like Himmel, I memorized the instructions about the uranium. It was all Greek to me, but Paslett and I did know this much: Army was building some kind of bomb down there in the desert. After the scientist left and Filbert returned to the Navy Building, I confronted Himmel outside the Automat and persuaded him to go with me to the Jefferson Memorial. 


Now Himmel was missing and the N.K.V.D. wanted to find him in the worst way. The Russians knew he’d received the diagram, they knew the egghead from New Mexico had told Himmel something awfully important about that bomb project. And they knew I was involved, they just weren’t sure how. If I wanted to keep the Russians from getting the information they needed to build their own bomb, I had to convince them I was telling the truth about that night, had to keep them from learning where Himmel and I had gone for real. I also needed to track down the scientist who’d turned over the diagram before he passed on another copy to the Russians.


First things first, I told myself as I walked away from the factory. Selling my lie to the N.K.V.D. required finding that kid from the Automat. The Russians weren’t just grilling me, they were methodically retracing every step Himmel had made on the night of May 9. Pretty soon it was going to occur to them they should show my photograph to Automat employees. If the kid still worked there, he’d have a pretty hard time acting like he’d never seen me before. Even if he tried not to, he’d flash a tell. A gulp, a blink, a stutter, something. (Takes a lot of practice to become an effortless liar.) If the kid—hell, I’d never even asked his name—still worked at the Automat, and if Shovel-face and his partner came around, he was in danger. I needed to check on him, figure out a way to keep his existence a secret from the Russians, do whatever it took to keep him safe. Tomorrow, I told myself, I’ll find him tomorrow …


RATTLED BY THE RUSSIANS, I WENT INTO THE FIRST TAVERN I SAW ON Fourth Street. Corner one-story brick heap, rusty Pabst sign swinging from a truss. Men shoulder-to-shoulder at a long bar, shot glasses and beer bottles lined up like sentinels. Cloud of blue smoke, buzz of idle chatter, barkeep wringing out a towel—same scene you’d find in a hundred and one other joints. I claimed an empty stool at the bar’s end, facing the door. The barkeep padded over, looked me up and down. I circled my finger in the direction of the nearest beer bottle and shot glass, he nodded. Returning with a Natty Bo and the rye, he swept up my dollar with a meaty fist. Silent transactions, my favorite.


I sipped the whiskey, took a long draw of cold beer, lit a Lucky. Inhaled like a pearl diver about to go under—the Russians, damn them, hadn’t smoked during my interrogation, which meant I hadn’t been able to light up either. Put me about four cigarettes behind for the day, I figured. Told myself I’d pay down that debt, go one more round, then get some chow—I’d been too nervous to eat before my “appointment” at that abandoned factory. It was my duty to keep the Russians at bay, to protect our New Mexico weapons project, whatever it was, but going in by myself, without backup, had shaken me hard. What if Shovel-face had decided he didn’t like my answers, what if he had orders to “take care of” that troublesome naval intelligence officer who kept turning up like a bad penny?


Too many what-ifs, not enough whiskey. I finished my shot, squinted through my cigarette smoke, surveyed the scene. Rickety tables filled the floor between the bar and the plaster wall. His and her washrooms, a pay phone, rear exit. No booths, no jukebox, no dance floor—this tavern wasn’t laid out for romance or atmosphere.


Which is why the couple at a table along the far wall caught my eye. Young, smartly dressed, attractive. Her: ginger-brown hair, bangs cut high and straight, tight curls tucked behind her ears. Apple cheeks, demure nose, full lips. Slender, her shapely legs crossed under a belted maroon dress with white trim and sharp collars. First thought: she’s the girl the girl next door confides in. Him: blond, tan, square-jawed, narrow-set eyes. Athletic build, biceps filling out the short sleeves of his blue and white sport shirt. Sharp-creased chinos, polished two-tone wingtips. First thought: runner-up high school tennis champ. Two fish out of water, why were they bending elbows in a watering hole for working stiffs?
 

Fighting, apparently. I couldn’t hear them, but their expressions were loud and clear. His lips pursed tight, eyes blazing. Her gaze on the fly-specked window above them, her mouth fixed in a scowl. She started to say something, broke it off with a terse shake of her head, eyes returning to the window. I couldn’t read lips, but it wasn’t hard to figure out what he was saying. What, what? She didn’t answer, he angrily swilled his beer, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. Now she said something, probably a crack about his manners. He smirked, started giving her more what-for. She caught me looking; I smiled and mouthed the words good luck. She grinned, he whipped his head around to glare at me, but I’d already turned my attention back to my business: beer, another shot, cigarettes.
 

I was busy trying not to think about the snafu my undercover work had gotten me into when I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned: the girl. Champ was nowhere to be seen.


“Thanks,” she said. Rich, expressive voice, light drawl. Upper South, I guessed.


“For?”


“Encouraging me to dump him.”


“Did I?”


“Isn’t that what you said? Dump him?”


“Sure did,” I decided to say.


“Do you often give out sage advice in bars?”
 

“Ever since my advice column got cancelled.”


“Well, I took it.”


“Yeah? How’d he take it?”


A shrug. “Ah’m sure one of his other girlfriends will soften the blow.”


“That kind, huh?”


A laugh. “Yeah, that kind.”


I asked, “A drink to celebrate your independence?”


“S’long as it’s not here.”


“Bad memories, huh?”


Another laugh. “How’d you know?”


I finished off my second shot, dropped a tip, we left.
 

“This your neighborhood?” she asked.


“Nope. Yours?”


She shook her head. “Our feud started at a party, and being the decent folk we are, we came here so as not to cause a scene.”


“I know a quiet place the other side of the Mall,” I said.


“A quiet place in Washington? Didn’t know one existed.”
 

“They don’t advertise.”


“Off the beaten track?”


“Could say that.”


“Sounds nice.”


“They pour more than rye, too.”


A grin. “Yes, you don’t seem like a shot and a beer kinda joe.”


“No?”


“Ah’m thinking manhattans.”


I shook my head.


“A gin man, then.”


“Good guess. Gibsons.”


“How’s your barman’s highball?”


“He adds a kiss of ginger ale to the club soda.”
 

She clapped her hands in delight. “A man who knows his drinks, Ah’m so pleased.”
 

I didn’t ask if she meant me or the barman. She opened her tiny black clutch and pulled out a gold cigarette case. I tapped out a Lucky from my crumpled pack, struck a match, lit us up. Cool evening, breeze riffling leaves. She had a cream-colored shawl wrapped around her shoulders, pulled it tighter. We were walking north on Fourth Street, past dilapidated row houses and more taverns like the one we’d just left. Close to the Mall, dull government offices had sprouted like weeds. Social Security, Railroad Retirement Board, the Federal Warehouse.
 

We kept up the chitchat as we crossed the green expanse, crowded with “tempos” to house war agencies. Her name was Mara. She didn’t volunteer her family name, I didn’t ask. Hailed from Greensboro, North Carolina, had washed up in D.C. in ’43. Worked as a steno at “one of those alphabet soup agencies,” no further details offered. I kept my story short, too, and true. Grew up in Chicago, enlisted in the Navy right out of high school, finagled a commission before Pearl, arrived in D.C. in ’42.


The place I was taking her was just off Third and Indiana, about a block from the Federal Court House. Basement space, rear entry, no sign, just a solid wooden door with a glazed window at the bottom of the stone steps. Wasn’t a speakeasy—you didn’t have to use a special knock or other Prohibition-era nonsense to get in—but it sure helped if a regular brought you in your first time and vouched for you. An assistant U.S. attorney I’d helped out a couple of years earlier had initiated me—the lawyers, clerks, and judges who worked in nearby Judiciary Square regarded the place as a kind of gentlemen’s club. Downie’s, the attorney had called it. I didn’t make a habit of drinking there, but I liked to show my face now and again so I wasn’t forgotten.


“Gibson, sir?” the bartender Frederick asked as soon as we were seated at the upholstered bar with a glimmering top.
 

“Please. And a highball for the lady.”


He nodded respectfully and turned to his work. Frederick was an elderly Negro, his hair snowy white. A trim, short man, he dressed impeccably. That night, a bespoke suit, dark blue, an off-white oxford shirt pressed and starched, silver cuff links, a tie with a gray and silver pattern. Looked just like the lawyers who frequented the place. Hell, for all I knew, Frederick was a lawyer—maybe there was more money in cocktails than in whatever legal work the D.C. big shots left for the colored bar.
 

Mara looked around at the dark oak paneling, the polished light sconces, the plush chairs in the lounge. “Far cry from the last place,” she commented.


Asking what I was doing down in Southwest D.C.? I wondered. “Night and day, sure,” I said.


“Do you bring all your dates here?” Smiling playfully.


“Only my wife.”


“You don’t strike me as the settled-down type.” Still smiling, knowing I was joking.


“These days, is anyone?”


“Well, the war’s almost over.”


“So what date did you pick?”


“What d’you mean?”


“In your office pool. For when the Japs cry uncle.” At the Navy Building, I had twenty on August 4.


“Now, Ellis, what makes you think Ah’m the gambling sort?”


You’re here, aren’t you? Instead, “I’m blessed with modest powers of clairvoyance.”


“Modest? That mean you’re too shy to use those powers?”


“Oh no. Palm, please.”


She extended her right hand, fingers limp, as if for a gentleman’s kiss. I turned her palm up, and, cupping her knuckles with my left hand, traced my right forefinger across the horizontal creases on her palm. Kept my touch light, felt a quiver in her wrist.


“So what’s my fortune?”


“That I don’t know.”


“So what can you tell me?”


“That you are a gambling kinda gal and you picked July twenty-seventh for the Japs’ surrender.”


She laughed. “Close—July twenty-second.”


“Like I said, ‘modest powers.’”


Frederick set our drinks down, we clinked glasses. “To bright futures”—Mara’s toast. I thought she might ask what I did for the Navy, but she kept the conversation frivolous. How’d I like D.C., had I seen The Valley of Decision yet? She prattled about the party she’d been to with Champ, told me how nice her landlady was. Another girl, another night, I would’ve made a play halfway through our drinks, but I decided to hold back, see if she’d take the turn herself.


Which she did by asking, “So do you billet with your fellow officers, Ellis?”


I shook my head. “Got my own place.”
 

She arced a perfectly plucked eyebrow—in the wartime boomtown, your own place was as uncommon as a hosiery sale or copper pipes. “How’d you swing that?”


I rubbed my temples. “I used my modest powers of clairvoyance. Which are also telling me nightcaps await us there.”
 

Not one of my better lines, but considering the day I’d had, I was long gone past slick.




CHAPTER 3


BACK IN MY BASEMENT FLAT, I MIXED TWO MARTINIS IN THE KITCHEN and brought them to the living room, where Mara sat in the lone upholstered chair. I didn’t have a sofa, so I brought in a chair from the kitchen. When she toasted to “bright futures” again, I leaned close and said, softly, “Starting now,” and set my drink down.


I kept the kiss slow, gentle, long—she liked that. Her breath quickened, she shifted closer. I lifted the glass out of her hand and set it on the floor, sloshing gin everywhere. Ran my hand over her neck, her back. We kindled the kiss for a long minute, but it’s pretty uncomfortable to neck with the arms of chairs between the two of you. Taking her hand, I stood and led her down the hallway. Pretty Spartan, my bedroom—just a thin double mattress on a wooden frame, a lamp atop an upturned apple crate, a wooden chair, and a battered chest of drawers—but if Mara was boarding, then chances were she was hot-cotting in a bunk bed.


We stood at the foot of the bed, keeping the kiss alive, her hands clutching my back. I let my hands drift down her back, to just above her hips. Mara was a fine kisser, no masher. When my fingers sought out the buckle on her belt, she gently but firmly pulled a step away.


“If you’ll allow me?” Smiling, she unbelted the dress, gracefully pulled it over her head, and expertly folded it. She set it on the seat of the wooden chair and reached behind her back to unfasten her brassiere, a blue lacy number that must’ve cost a fortune. The matching panties came off next. She also folded her undergarments, placed them atop the dress. A man didn’t have to be a Casanova to catch this cue—I was busy undressing, too, though my clothes didn’t end up folded and stacked. Now she only had on her patent leather pumps—an awful nice look for the right kind of girl, and Mara was the right kind of girl. Hourglass figure, flat stomach, firm breasts with brown-red nipples. She stepped out of the pumps, I pulled the covers back.


Afterward, Mara didn’t exactly skedaddle, but she didn’t linger, either. We shared a cigarette and the usual cooing.
 

“Ah’d better get dressed before I get sleepy,” she said.


“You don’t have to leave,” I said.


“Ah’d love to stay, but it’s a busy day for me tomorrow.”


“Sure.”


She slid off the mattress and stood, still unabashed, but gave me a shy, awkward look as she picked up her clothes. “Your bathroom is … ?”


“First door on the right,” beckoning.
 

I smoked another cigarette, glanced at my crumpled clothes on the floor, and wondered how she’d say good-bye.


“Ah wouldn’t say no to another highball some night,” that’s how. Standing in the doorway, the belt of her dress perfectly straight, fresh lipstick reflecting the dim light of the bedside lamp.


“That sure would be nice, Mara.” I got out of bed and pulled on my shorts, hoping I wouldn’t step on the condom I’d dropped somewhere in the vicinity of my clothes.


“You can leave messages for me at this number.” She extended a slip of paper with her name and a telephone number printed in neat block letters. I palmed it and walked her to the door, treating myself to a long look at the sway and switch of her hips under the snug fabric of her dress.


“Maybe an evening next week?” I proposed.


“Maybe. My social calendar fills up fast.” Giving me that playful smile she’d first tried out at the tavern on Fourth Street.
 

“Then I won’t wait long to call,” I said.


“That’s good to hear.”
 

At the threshold I leaned close to kiss her cheek, mindful of the lipstick. She turned to smile once more as I shut the door.
 

I picked up my unfinished martini, took it to the kitchen, and dropped in two ice cubes. Back in the living room I sprawled out in the upholstered chair and went over the evening so far, since the moment I left the factory. Figured the Russians were watching me close. A shadow was a cinch, I hadn’t even bothered checking window reflections to see who was trailing me. But had they gone one step further, had they planted Mara in the closest tavern to the factory, figuring I’d need a drink or three to steady my nerves? That kind of gutbucket didn’t front B-girls, and it sure as hell didn’t draw lookers on the make. Was Mara on the Russians’ string, a party member or pinko eager to help the cause? If so, the scene with her squeeze was staged, Champ another Red starring in the one-act breakup so I wouldn’t get suspicious. The more I thought about the scene, the more it felt like a setup. Mara had glided from Champ to my bed in all of two hours. Maybe some girls pounced that fast, but not a well-bred deb like her, not for a lieutenant junior grade like me. Another clue: the note with her number. High-class Southern girls went to finishing schools where they perfected their cursive, but Mara had block-printed. Sound tradecraft, that—never leave a handwriting sample. Finally, the way she’d made love. She hadn’t been frigid, but she’d let me know what she wanted and when without saying a word. There was a word for her bedroom manner, but I couldn’t think of it until I remembered how she’d undressed: fastidious. Like she’d been ordered to make it with a stranger but to ensure it looked like a genuine quickie, not a setup. Staying in control, keeping everything neat and clean, that’s how she’d gotten herself through it. Right down to the husky but brief cry of pleasure at the end. Had she faked it? Of course—the whole night was faked, now I was certain. The Russians were pushing the pedal, speeding up. Mara was a plant, a roper. Next time I brought her home, she wouldn’t leave after our roll in the hay. Dutifully following her instructions from the N.K.V.D., she’d offer to make us drinks and dope mine. Then the Russians would give my flat a real wringing, toss it from top to bottom while I snored, naked and flat on my back. Finding the pawnshop ticket I’d hidden in the kitchen wouldn’t take long, and this operation would fail awful fast once they redeemed that hock.


I drained my martini, the ice cubes clinking, and looked regretfully at the spilled gin on the floor from Mara’s drink. That had been the last of my booze, and I needed another drink.
 

THE NEXT MORNING WAS SATURDAY, BUT I WAS ON DUTY AT 7:00 A.M. at the Navy Building, the Mall tempo that housed the O.N.I. I decided against telling my C.O., Commander Paslett, about my go-around with Shovel-face and his pal. Better to wait until I knew what to do about the kid from the Automat. As it was, I had one day left on a punishment detail for a mistake I’d made while undercover as Ted Barston: just before picking up an envelope for Himmel as his courier, I’d sent a telegram, as Ellis Voigt, to my gal, Liv, setting up a date. The F.B.I. agents had found out and told Commander Paslett. He’d filed a spec, a specification of an offense, which I hadn’t disputed. I could have been—I should have been—demoted, but Paslett liked me, he’d secretly been proud of how I’d stood up to the drubbing from the Bureau while I was posing as Barston. So for two months I had to answer the telephone number we give out to the public. Only Sundays off. Say Joe Q. Citizen thinks his boss is bribing a naval procurement officer, or Mary Do-Gooder’s machinist boyfriend is stealing dies from his shop at the Navy Yard. They could call that number to make a report without leaving their names. The nutter line, we called it, because ninety-nine of one hundred calls were stinko. By my third day, I’d taken close to sixty calls from raving loons, grudgers looking to settle scores with coworkers and bosses, Miss Lonelyhearts desperate to talk, and a few jokers who thought I could bust their landlords for rent gouging. But every time I felt like beating my head against the desk, I reminded myself that the spec offered good cover for the game I was playing with the Russians.


The morning was slow, just two calls, both useless. To keep from watching the clock, I read every story in the Times-Herald. Twice. Worked the crossword, read my horoscope. It wasn’t encouraging. Plenty of activity in the building—O.N.I., like all intelligence agencies, worked round-the-clock—but no one popped in to even say hello. My partner, Terrance Daley, sometimes dropped by to chew the fat, but he was off that day. I sorely missed knowing what was going on in the Navy Building and being a part of it. Occasionally I caught rumors, including a juicy one that the new president was going to disband a rival agency, the Office of Strategic Services, or O.S.S., and give some of its duties to O.N.I., but mostly I kept my head down and waited out the long hours on the nutter desk.


At noon I let the switchboard know I was taking my lunch break and raced out of the building. Driscoe’s, on Seventeenth, was my greasy spoon as of late. Decent hash, strong coffee, didn’t skimp on the sandwich meat. I’d just tucked into a cheeseburger, the news murmuring on the Philco at the end of the counter, when I caught the reflection of Agent Clayton Slater, of the F.B.I., in the coffeemaker as he entered. Because of the urn’s curve, his face was oval, nose huge and eyes bulging. Good look for him, I decided. Slater and his partner Reid were the two agents who had detained me while I was undercover. They’d roughed me up, they’d ratted me out to Paslett about the telegram to my gal, they’d wanted me court-martialed. Last night the N.K.V.D., today the Bureau—how come my horoscope never gave me a heads-up?
 

Slater slid into the stool next to me and helped himself to a French fry.


“Any good calls this morning, Voigt?”


“Other than from your wife, no.”


“Aw, s’that all you got? Last time I saw you, you were a fountain of sarcasm.”


I slid my platter away so he couldn’t take another fry. “Ted Barston was a lot funnier than me.”


“That’s for sure. But then, you’re a lot luckier than Ted, aren’t you?”


Instead of the bait, I took a huge bite of my cheeseburger and chewed noisily.
 

“Two months on the nutter line for breaking cover, that’s barely a slap on the wrist,” Slater went on, as if I had replied. “Not to mention the fact that Ted’s dead and you’re not. Like I said, lucky.”


“Say what you came to say, then beat it.”
 

“Philip Greene is telling us quite a tale.”


“So?” Greene was the commie charged with killing Skerrill, the naval lieutenant who’d been working for both the Russians and the Bureau. I’d found the murder weapon at Greene’s flat, I’d had him arrested, I’d interrogated him, all before the Bureau took him into custody.


“Greene says he didn’t kill Skerrill.”


“Well, I hope you’ve released him posthaste—we can’t have innocent men cluttering our prisons now, can we?”


“Greene says he knows who killed Skerrill for real.”


I shrugged, worked on my cheeseburger.


“We laughed, we patted him on the head for being a funny boy. Greene says but listen.”


“D’you tell him the Bureau only listens through bugs?”


“So we listen. Said commie stooge makes his case, point by point. All of a sudden, we’re not laughing anymore.”


“That’s too bad. You Bureau boys need more laughter in your lives.”


But Slater was just warming up. “Said commie stooge has no proof, he’s got no evidence. But he tells us: dig, and dig deep. So that’s what we’re doing, Voigt: we’re digging, and digging deep.” He studied me closely, like a salesman who’d finished his pitch.


Hell if I was going to take the bait, no way I was going to ask: Golly, whose name did Greene give you? Instead I said, “Listen up, buttercup, I don’t give a rat’s ass what name said commie stooge coughed up, because Greene did Skerrill on Himmel’s orders. And yeah, Greene pulled the trigger, but Skerrill’s blood is all over the Bureau’s hands, got it? Cause if you and your toadie boss hadn’t tried to run him as a source, no hit woulda been ordered. You shoulda arrested him the second he came to you, we shoulda been interrogating him from the get-go. But no, you Hooverites got cute, and it got a sworn officer of the U.S. Navy killed. He was a traitor, sure, but he didn’t deserve to bleed to death in a crummy alley—and that’s all on you.” I wagged a fry for emphasis. Fortuitously, I’d dragged it through catsup first and a dab splattered on his tie.
 

Slater plucked a napkin from the dispenser and dipped it in my water glass to wipe off his tie. “Nice try, Voigt, but you boo-hooing for the late great Logan Skerrill—well, that just doesn’t cut it, does it?” And with that, he left.


I pushed my platter aside. I’d eaten too fast, now I had indigestion. I lit a Lucky to calm my stomach and my nerves. Slater had wanted me to ask for the name Greene had given, but I hadn’t played along. So he’d found a different way to tell me. You boo-hooing for the late great Logan Skerrill—well, that just doesn’t cut it, does it?
 

Because the name Greene had coughed up as Skerrill’s killer was mine.




CHAPTER 4


FIRST THE N.K.V.D., NOW THE BUREAU. THE RUSSIANS SUSPECTING I was lying about Himmel, that was bad, but the F.B.I. suspecting I’d killed Skerrill—that was worse. The Russians wanted to know what had happened to Himmel because they were chasing the dope on the weapons project in New Mexico. The Reds needed me as much as they distrusted me, but if the Bureau was convinced I had turned, gone Benedict Arnold, it would stop at nothing to prove I was guilty of treason. Hell, Hoover had a thick file on Eleanor Roosevelt—how much consideration would I get as a lowly officer? Didn’t matter a lick that my undercover work had busted up Himmel’s spy ring, Slater was out to get me, for sure.


As mammoth as my problems were, making sure the kid from the Automat was safe was my first concern, but I couldn’t do anything until I was free to leave my desk. The afternoon dripped by like a leaky faucet. I stared at the telephone, willing it to ring—at least nutters prattling on would speed up the clock. No such luck; I had to sweat out the afternoon in silence.
 

At four o’clock I stubbed my umpteenth Lucky of the day, donned my hat, and skedaddled. The kid, the kid, I kept telling myself, practically muttering the words like a mantra. I had to make sure he was safe. A lot of time had passed since that night at the Automat, probably the kid didn’t work there anymore. That thought cheered me. Who would remember who had worked in the kitchen a particular night months ago? I doubted Shovel-face and his sidekick would do more than ask an employee or two a couple of questions. I didn’t see how they could get at the Automat’s old timesheets, didn’t think they’d even try. And if the kid still worked at the Automat, I could take him aside, coach him, convince him if the two Russians came around, he’d need to avoid them at all costs, even if it meant ditching a shift. No way I could turn him into an Olympian liar, one capable of fooling veteran Soviet agents.
 

Instinct told me to keep my head down, my appearance nondescript, so I changed into civvies: gray trousers, white oxford, no tie. The Automat was hopping, a dozen people lined up to get nickels from the cashier, a girl who looked no older than fourteen. One nice thing you can say about war, it opens up lots of jobs for teens.


When I reached the register, I said, “I’m looking for a kid who works in the kitchen, about your age, maybe a little older, has acne?”


She pulled a face. “Ugh. You mean Kenny.”


“Right, Kenny.”


“He didn’t show up for his shift.”


My stomach tensed. “When was he due in?”


She shrugged. “Dunno. Two, I guess? God, I hope this gets him fired, he’s such a—”


“Listen, where’s your manager, I gotta talk to him.”


“No manager here.”
 

“Who can I talk to?”


“You could try the office.” She scribbled the number on a scrap of paper and handed it over.
 

“It’s open on Saturdays?”


“Til five.”


I glanced at my watch: 4:43. I thanked her and left. Could be lots of reasons Kenny hadn’t shown up, I told myself. Maybe his bike got a flat. Maybe his mother was sick. Maybe he found a better job and hadn’t bothered to call in to quit. I fired up a cigarette to calm my nerves—didn’t help.


I crossed F Street and entered the Peoples Drug Store, beelined for the telephone booths in the back. Dropped my nickel, called the number.


“Horn and Hardart, how may I help you?” a perky female voice asked.
 

“This is Sergeant First Class George Litton, U.S. Army,” I said officiously. “I’m trying to get ahold’a one of your employees at the F Street Automat.”


“What’s his name?”


“I only have his Christian name, ma’am, it’s Kenny, he’s about seventeen, works in the kitchen.”
 

“He’s not in trouble, is he?”


“Oh no, ma’am, he came into a recruiting station but forgot to give us his last name. Need to get it and his address so we can talk to him some more.”
 

“Okay. Can you hold for a moment?”
 

“Sure.”


She was back on the line within two minutes. “Okay, Sergeant, Kenny’s family name is Newhurst, and he lives at 134 Randolph Place, Northwest.”
 

“Okay, thanks.” I hung up, left the drugstore, flagged a hack. I could ring the Newhursts, but what good would that do? A stranger calls, asks about their son—they’d clam up tight. I needed to find Kenny pronto, and there was still a chance he was home. He might have mixed up his schedule, or maybe he broke his arm climbing a tree and was getting a cast at the hospital. And if he wasn’t home—my mouth went dry just thinking about what that might mean—I needed to know when his folks had last seen him.
 

Randolph Place was just two blocks long, lined with three-story row houses with high front porches, bay windows, and mansard roofs. The Newhursts had whitewashed their front steps; petunias and tulips brightened a tiny flower bed. I came up the steps, knocked on the screen door. The other door was open, a news announcer’s voice on an unseen radio.
 

“Just a moment,” a woman called. A moment later, she came thumping down the stairs and peered at me through the screen. Slender, late thirties, a redhead, her fashionable permanent framing a pretty face. She smiled uncertainly, giving the stranger on her threshold the benefit of the doubt. “Yes?” she asked.


“Missus Newhurst?”


“Yes.”


“My name is William Brady, I work for your son’s employer, Horn and Hardart. May I talk to you and your husband?” I cursed myself for being such a coward, but I couldn’t use my real name without compromising the investigation of the Russians.


“Please, come in.”


I followed her into the parlor.


“Lyle’s not home, he’s at the golf course,” she said, beckoning for me to sit in an upholstered armchair. “May I offer you something to drink? Iced tea?”


“No, thank you.”


“If you’re sure?”


I nodded and she settled into the sofa, directly across from me. She wore white Capri pants and a light blue blouse with short sleeves. Light touch with the makeup, just a press of lipstick and a dab of mascara. Magazines were fanned like a winning hand of poker on the coffee table between us, the cut glass ashtray was spotless. The radio, still on, was prewar but looked brand new, an Admiral housed in a walnut cabinet. On the wall, framed pictures of the Newhursts on outings with their son.
 

“What did you want to speak with me about, Mister Brady?”


“Missus Newhurst, did your son leave to go to work today?”


“Of course. He isn’t there?” Trace of alarm.


“No, ma’am, he didn’t come in. How does he get to the Automat?”


“He takes the Sixth Street trolley. I don’t understand, Kenny’s never late, he’s never missed a shift.”


“Yes, he’s a model employee.”


She nodded, barely hearing me as the logical question hit her: Why hadn’t someone from the Automat called at two to ask where Kenny was?


“The thing is, Missus Newhurst, Kenny wasn’t supposed to come to the Automat today at two—I’d arranged for him to meet me at our company office.”


“Why?”


“Kenny called yesterday to tell us about theft at the F Street location. I asked him to meet me to tell me about it.”


“Theft? What kind of theft?”


“Some employees are skimming the registers. Who it is we don’t know, we’re hoping Kenny could tell us.”


The color drained from her face. “My God, it’s past five, he’s been missing over three hours, I should call the police.”


I silently berated myself again. We had no time for the cops—I needed to get out of there to look for Kenny.
 

“Now, there’s no need to panic, Missus Newhurst. What I think is, Kenny’s just a little nervous, that’s all. He did the right thing, of course, by telling us about the theft, but the schoolyard code is awful strong. I’m sure he’s just having second thoughts about talking to me. He’s probably at the park with friends or at a movie.”


“That’s not like Kenny at all,” she said firmly. “He wouldn’t not go to work or miss a meeting with a boss and just go off with his friends.”


“Tell you what, Missus Newhurst, why don’t we wait for Kenny to come home and take it from there? Maybe you could call some of his friends, see if he’s with them. In the meantime, I’ll—”


“Did you change Kenny’s shift?” she interrupted with urgency.


“What do you mean?”


“Did you tell the Automat he’d be in later, after your meeting—like three or four o’clock?”


“Well, yes—I mean, I had my secretary change his start time so we wouldn’t tip anyone off about what he was doing.”
 

“Maybe he’s there now. Maybe you’re right, he had second thoughts about talking to you, but he still went to work. Yes, I’m sure that’s it.” She stood and strode to the telephone stand in the hallway.
 

Keep it simple, always. I’d broken this ironclad rule with my hastily spun lies about theft and “William Brady.” Now I was flailing to protect a worthless cover story. As Kenny’s mother flipped through the directory, I said, “It’s best if you don’t mention I’m here, Missus Newhurst—we don’t want the thieves to put two and two together.”
 

She didn’t acknowledge me and began dialing. “Yes, hello, this is Georgette Newhurst, Kenny’s mother—is he there?” She sucked in her breath at the answer. “When was he due in?” At this answer, she looked sharply at me. “I see. Well, when he comes in, have him call home immediately.” She enunciated her telephone number and asked the clerk to repeat it back before hanging up.


“They said he was due in at two, Mister Brady.”
 

“Only the kitchen staff know Kenny was due in at four, Missus Newhurst, and the telephone’s in the office on F Street. Whoever answered wouldn’t know about his changed shift.”
 

“How could they not? Why isn’t Kenny there?”


I had to get out of there—too late, I realized I should never have come. I’d whipped Georgette into frenzied fear, and I’d squandered precious time. Believing that Kenny was at home had been a subconscious attempt to dodge the consequences of my actions. But if I acted immediately, I might not be too late.
 

Standing, I said, “I’m gonna drive straight to my office and see if Kenny came in while I was here. You call his friends, like I said, okay, Missus Newhurst? I’m sure one of us will find out where he is. I’ll call you when I get there, okay?”
 

She nodded uncertainly. “You’ll call as soon as you can?”


“Absolutely, Missus Newhurst.” Hoping lightning wouldn’t strike me dead for this last lie.
 

“All right, I’ll call his friends.”


“Yes, you do that, I’ll show myself out.” I clipped down the front steps and walked briskly away without looking back. If I’d been the praying sort, I would have begged God to give me back the lost time so I could ensure that everything the Newhursts had—a lovely home, a good son, happy lives—would remain theirs.




CHAPTER 5


IT TOOK AN ETERNITY, IT SEEMED, TO FLAG A HACK. I TOLD HIM TO drop me off at Tenth and E, SW. To my relief, he didn’t try to strike up a conversation. I tried to distract myself by looking at the businesses lining Sixth Street. An array of cafeterias, launderers, and cobblers with colorful signs rolled by, but I kept seeing Kenny’s mother’s anxious face. By now, she’d called her son’s friends—none had seen Kenny. She’d called her husband’s golf club and left a message for him to come home immediately. She’d called the Automat again, this time telling whoever answered that “William Brady” of Horn and Hardart was also looking for Kenny. And when she’d heard “Who’s William Brady?” she’d hung up, dialed zero, and cried at the operator to call the police. Georgette Newhurst seemed pretty sharp, she’d remember my face, my voice, my story; she’d tell all to the cops. They’d take her seriously, too. A teenage boy missing for three hours was an eye-roller, but a possible kidnapping? City detectives were likely on their way to 134 Randolph Place.


But I couldn’t worry about all that at the moment. Find Kenny, fix this, I told myself. The hack turned onto E Street and stopped at the curb. I paid him, watched him drive off, and crossed the street. The empty factory where I’d been questioned the night before was located in a wedge-shaped lot between Ninth Avenue and Maine Avenue, which ran along the Washington Channel. Bringing Kenny to this location was risky—it was daylight, someone might see them entering the building; the Harbor Patrol Station was just blocks away—but N.K.V.D. agents were like stray cats, they had habits, they had hideaways, and once they found a protected nook, they came back. The sun beat down, but tough questions sweated me as much as the heat. Had they posted a guard? Could I get close enough to observe? How was I going to look in—the windows were high, narrow, dirty. What if the Russians had taken Kenny elsewhere?


I approached from the north. The night before, I’d knocked on the south entrance, per the coded instructions in the classifieds. Shovel-face had let me in, leading me through a small front office to the shop floor. Built to fit the triangular lot, the factory was widest at the rear. There had to be a loading dock, a coal bin lid, another door. But if the owners hadn’t locked down every ingress when they left, the Russians probably had.
 

The alley behind the factory was cobbled and weed choked. A brick warehouse abutted the alley, but its dock was empty, bays shuttered; work had stopped for the day. No sign of a sentry, so I trod lightly up a set of grated steps to the factory dock and surveyed my options. None looked promising. The loading doors were behemoths, ten feet high and sheathed in riveted metal panels—even if they were unlatched, they’d heave and creak at the first tug. I tried the handle of a regular-sized wooden door on the left side, but it was locked. No windows on this side.


Then I remembered the vents on the roof. During my interrogation, I’d noticed a row of fans set into circular casings with tin-plated, pointed rain guards. Could I see through those shafts if I could find a way onto the roof? I wasn’t so lucky as to spot a ladder on the warehouse dock, but a wooden pallet I retrieved from the alley made a nice substitute. I leaned it against the west wall, clambered up, and pulled myself up using an eave bracket. The roof was flat and tar-papered. I unlaced my brogans and took them off. In a crouch, I crept toward the rear fan, which offered a decent sight line to the factory floor.
 

What I saw turned my stomach. Kenny was lashed tight to the same chair I’d sat on. Shovel-face stood in front, his partner behind. The boy’s nose was bleeding, his right eye was swollen shut.


“What did the old man look like?” Shovel-face demanded.


“Jes’ an old man, told you,” Kenny said thickly, sobbing, his shoulders heaving. “Please stop.”


Shovel-face slapped him across the cheek. “Was he thin, was he fat, tall or short? If you tell us, we will let you go. Otherwise …”


I backed away and ran across the roof as lightly as I could. Scrambled down the pallet, panting on the dock as I pulled on my shoes, my hands shaking. How was I going to get Kenny out of there? I was alone, without a weapon, no time to call for help.
 

I raced from the dock to the factory’s front door, its small window papered over. Yanked on the handle—locked. Pounding on the metal door I shouted, “Police! Open up, you’re trespassing, come out now!” I moved to the side and planted my feet, hoping that Shovel-face would want to talk his way out, that he’d say he was the new owner or was an inspector—as long as he unbolted the lock and cracked the door. The moment he did, I’d hurtle in, leading with my shoulder. Knock him down, seize his weapon. Shoot him, then his partner. Untie Kenny, get him out of there. Odds I could pull it off, ten to one. But I had no choice except to try.
 

When there was no response, I pounded again. “Open up or we’ll arrest you!” I crouched and set my shoulder. Open the goddamned door you ugly stupid commie sonofa—


Pop, pop, pop—three shots hit the door, one shattering the window. Glass fragments burst past me. Instinctively I hit the ground and rolled away from the door. So much for tricking my way in. Now what? I looked up at the narrow band of windows set high on the exterior wall. Get a rock, bust out the glass, climb in—
 

Pop. Just one shot, muted. It didn’t hit the door. Oh Jesus, please, no. From the rear, a metallic creak, then a thud—the two Russians running away through the rear. I shot my right hand through the hole in the broken window, strained to turn the bolt, and wrenched the door open. Shards lacerated my forearm, blood beaded—I felt nothing. I ran through the small front office and onto the shop floor. Kenny was slumped in the chair, chin on his chest. Blood seeped from a wound just below his rib cage on his left side. I heard a gasp—he was still alive. Racing forward, I gently lifted his chin, looked into his glazed eyes.


“Kenny, can you hear me?”
 

His lips trembled, but no words came out; his eyelids drooped. I needed to compress the wound, but with what? I fumbled with the rope that bound the boy to the chair. I ripped my fingernails pulling at the knots, finally loosening them enough to free him. I ripped his shirt off, popping off the buttons, and hurriedly folded it into a square. Pressing the cloth to the wound with my left hand, I eased him to the floor and crouched over him.
 

“Stay with me buddy, you’re gonna be okay, you’re gonna be okay.” I pressed the compress tighter, blood—his and mine, from my cuts—staining my hands.
 

Kenny moaned. In my panic, heart pounding and breathing rushed, a sharp warning rose out of my jumbled thoughts: If you stay, he dies. I whipped off my belt, cinched it around his torso to hold the compress tight. Was the bleeding slowing down? I lifted Kenny back into the chair and gently lifted his chin.
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