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Chapter 1

AT THE door of the cheap motel room, he paused for a moment, his hand on the knob. Then he pushed out into the biting sunlight of the uncovered porch. He walked along that to the office and went through the sagging screen door.

Post cards and curios and the smell of coffee. A fat man sat in a big rattan rocker near the stove, reading a Phoenix paper. He looked up blandly.

“Sleep all right?”

“Fine,” he lied. “When is check-out time?”

“Well — we ain’t too fussy. We usually figure around four o’clock. That good enough?”

He nodded and turned toward the door.

The fat man asked, “Heading west?”

There was probably nothing in the voice but his imagination. But he felt the moment’s tension and turned slowly. He kept his voice casual. “Yes. Why?”

The man yawned. “Just wondered. Everybody’s going west, it seems. No work out there, though. Everybody and his brother in California, now. Don’t ask me why.”

“My mother lives there,” he lied. “Where’s the best place to eat in town?”

“There isn’t any you’d call ‘best.’ I guess Sam’s Barbecue is the least worst. Don’t order no fried potatoes, though; they’ll kill you. Do me, at least.”

“That’s right on the main street?”

“Yup.”

“Thanks,” he said and went out into the glare, again. This was the first time he’d risked an appearance in the bright light of day; he walked with a feigned limp, keeping his face turned toward the store fronts, as though looking for someone he knew.

Why the limp? he suddenly asked himself. It was something that had occurred to him without reason, and he tried to analyze it. Was it a kind of self-pity, a physical request for pity from the society from which he was outlawed? He’d seen too much of that self-pity behind the walls; he stopped limping.

Sam’s Barbecue boasted a huge neon sign, high on the flat-roofed building. And a sign in the window proclaimed “Air Conditioned.” Strangely enough, it was true.

He sat at the counter, avoiding the direct gaze of any of the other patrons. The waitress was a short and shapely straw blonde. She set a glass of water within reach and waited, looking past him.

“Ribs,” he said, “with a baked potato. Green salad.”

“Want a cup of coffee while you’re waiting?”

“If you please.”

She glanced at him briefly and turned to get him the coffee. She set it in front of him and walked toward the kitchen.

The sugar bowl was two stools farther up the counter. He stretched, reaching for it. In this position, his face came opposite the mirrored section of the back bar and he saw the girl in the booth.

His hand paused, trembled. He knew he had seen her some place before. He was sure they’d been introduced. Her eyes met his briefly in the mirror and quickly looked away. His hand was still trembling as he brought the sugar dispenser toward him.

Dark, short hair and intelligent, level blue eyes. A slim, tanned girl. Where, where, where …?

His mouth was dry. He finished the water and put the ice from the tumbler into his steaming coffee. The juke box started up in a wailing hillbilly lament, drowning out the voice of the girl behind him. She was now ordering.

The place was too cool, but sweat ran down the back of his hands and dribbled onto the Formica counter top. He closed his eyes for a second and saw the walls and the bars. It served him right, walking into a place as public as this, right on the main highway through town. And at noon. How damnably, damnably stupid. If she knew him, she knew his history. If she remembered him, she might have told the waitress something when he thought she was ordering….

He watched the waitress as she came around the bend in the counter. The phone was there, next to the cash register.

But she walked past it. Nor did she look his way.

He stared at his coffee cup until she brought his order.

“Something wrong, mister?”

He looked up quickly and shook his head. “Why?”

“You look sick.”

He took a deep breath. “Too much sun, I guess. And I’m hungrier than I should be. Would you bring more coffee, please?”

He forced himself to eat leisurely, never showing the girl in the booth his profile, keeping an eye on the waitress to see if she might be transferring a message.

Where had he seen that girl? Who was she? There’d been no recognition in her brief glance, but he was sure he’d met her.

A casual acquaintance who hadn’t read about him in the papers? Somebody’s wife? A secretary? Theatrical? No, no, no….

Behind him, the door opened, closed with a hiss of the pneumatic silencer. Warm air washed past him and was absorbed by the cooling system.

A pair of uniformed men took the two stools to his right. The waitress was moving toward them and there seemed to be some anticipation in her gaze.

They were state troopers.

He stilled the impulse to flee, staring at his coffee cup. And then his eyes lifted to the waitress searching her face as she approached the pair of officers. She was smiling.

One of them said, “My girl, my little Velma. What’s good today, honey?”

“Everything’s good at Sam’s,” she told him. “You mean ‘what’s cheap,’ don’t you, Ernie?”

The officer’s partner laughed. “You got Ernie pegged, kid.” He looked down the counter. “How about those ribs?”

“A dollar, ten. What else do you want to know?”

They laughed.

He slid a quarter under his plate and asked, “Could I have a check, please?”

“Sure, mister. You all right, now?” She was leafing through her book.

Both of the troopers looked at him; he could almost feel their scrutiny. He said quietly, “I’m all right.” He took the slip she extended to him.

For a moment, it seemed, his legs weren’t going to work. He put a hand on the counter to steady himself. Now, all three of them were staring at him and nausea swirled in him.

“Just a second, Mac,” one of the troopers said. “You look sick.”

“No,” he said hoarsely. “I’m all right. I’m fine. The air is all I — ” Desperately, he moved away from the counter.

And bumped into the girl who’d risen from the booth. Her meal was almost untouched.

She looked up at him and he caught the quick warning in her eyes. She said humbly, “I’m sorry. It was all my fault. You were right. I’ll come home. We’ll go home together.”

One of the troopers was grinning, now. The girl looked directly at him and smiled. “He’s been worrying about me. He isn’t going to have to worry any more.” She put a bill on the counter and then came back to his side.

As they went out, he heard the waitress say, “Love, see Ernie? That’s love.”

Laughter.

Outside, he looked at the check, still in his hand. The girl took it from him and went back inside.

Now, he thought. Now would be the time to run. Whatever her pitch is, this would be the best time to get out of here. But if he ran, those troopers would see him. And where could a man run to, in this town? This was no huge city with a million doorways. There was simply no place to hide. He waited.

She came out again, and said softly, “My car’s right up here near the corner.”

He fell in step beside her. “You know me?”

“Tom Spears,” she said. “Am I right?” He didn’t answer.

“I’m a friend,” she went on. “You don’t remember me?” He didn’t look at her. “No.”

She stopped to open the door of a black Plymouth convertible at the curb. It was the car that had left the motel court, just before noon. It was carrying California plates.

He said, “You were trying to find me? Didn’t you inquire at that motel this morning?”

“Yes. Though not under your true name. I was Joe Hubbard’s fiancée. Now, do you remember?”

Joe Hubbard had been his attorney. Joe had fought a desperate, bitter, loosing fight to save his friend’s neck.

He looked at the girl, and now he remembered. Joe’s office, a long time ago. He looked at the open car door and said, “Don’t tell me Joe sent you? Is he crazy?”

“He’s dead,” she said. “He was murdered.” Her voice was rough. “Don’t you read the papers?” Her dark eyes were suddenly wet.

He felt the nausea whirl in him again, and the sun seemed unbearable. “Murdered — ? Joe Hubbard murd — ?”

She pushed him roughly. “Get in the car. Don’t stand there, yammering like an idiot for heaven’s sake.”

He got in and sat stiffly in the seat. Joe Hubbard, the oversized Galahad. Genial Joe Hubbard, the man who’d come so gallantly to the defense of Tom Spears, the bookie with the millionaire wife.

It didn’t add. It didn’t figure. He’d known Joe in L.A., played golf with him, gone sailing with him. But he’d never dared hope that Joe, with his ethics, would come all the way to St. Louis to handle the murder trial defense of Tom Spears.

The girl was behind the wheel now and her perfume was faint on the hot, dry air. “We’ll go back and get what you have at that motel. We’ll drive straight through.”

“Why were you looking for me? If you were? Did you come here, to this town, looking for me?”

“That’s right. I went as far east as Prescott. I knew the desert would be your big obstacle. I’d better not drive into that court; the proprietor will remember I was asking for a Ned Allis, and if he sees us, together — ” She took a breath.

“How did you know I was using the name Ned Allis?”

“I learned it from a man in St. Louis, a man named Chuck. I phoned him.”

He shook his head wearily, and leaned back a bit. “Do you realize what you’re doing? I’m a fugitive from justice.”

“I don’t think you are. I think you’re a fugitive from the law, but not from justice.”

“That’s quibbling. Does that matter?”

“It does to me,” she said quietly. “Would you rather go it alone?”

He closed his eyes, thinking back on the lonely, frightened trail up to this moment. He said, “I insist on it.”

“Why?”

“I won’t have anyone innocent involved.”

“You’re innocent, aren’t you?”

“Of murder, yes. But not of running away. That’s a crime, too, you know.”

“And I’m already implicated in that,” she pointed out. “Those officers back at the restaurant will remember me. And, being implicated, I’ve a stake now in seeing that you don’t get caught here in Arizona.” She had stopped the car and pulled to the side of the road. “Go get your extra shirt or whatever you were carrying. I’ll wait here.”

He looked at her and then over at the motel to his left. He got out of the car and walked along in the shade of the long building to his room.

There was only his jacket and his razor and an extra shirt. He stood quietly a moment in the bleak, hot room. It was a bad decision to make. She seemed like a nice girl and if she was caught with him she would be implicated. But, as she had said, she was already implicated in Arizona.

He turned and went out.

As he got into the car, she said, “I wasn’t sure you’d be back. I thought you might have conditioned yourself to running away.”

He said nothing.

She put the car into gear, her eyes on the road ahead. She went through the gears to high and settled for an even fifty miles an hour. This was foothill country; they’d climb into the mountains and through them before the real desert started.

She said, “I think Route 89 to Wickenburg would be best and then 60 to Blythe. That’s the shorter way, I believe.”

He watched the road unwind. “I guess.” Then: “Why are you helping me?”

A pause before she answered. “I don’t honestly know. Except that nobody else seemed to be volunteering. And I thought that maybe — well, what happened to you might be tied up with Joe.”

The car was climbing and he felt the pressure building up inside his ears. He closed his eyes and leaned back deeper into the cushions. For the first time in four days, lassitude came to his taut body. The hum of the motor was remote in his consciousness, growing dimmer, fading into nothing. He slept.

He wakened to a world of sand and sage. Directly ahead, the rim of the sun was visible above the horizon. She had pulled the visor down and was squinting at the shimmering black road, her lovely face slack in fatigue.

He said, “I’d better drive for a while. You look tired. How long did I sleep?”

“I don’t know.” She was slowing the car. “We stopped for gas and you slept right through it. Are you hungry?”

“Starved. God knows what kind of eating places we’ll find out here, though.”

The car had stopped now, at the side of the road. “There’s a place that’s been advertised a lot — The Last Resort. It would have to be better than it sounds.” She got out and stood at the side of the car, stretching, arching her back, moving her head from side to side.

Tom slid over. When she got in, again, he said, “I shouldn’t have slept. It must have been a grind.”

“That’s all right, though I could have used some talk. It’s not good to be quiet too long, is it?”

He went through the gears before answering. “Quiet too long — ? I don’t understand.”

“A person broods. You must have, in that place. Would it do any good to talk — to talk about St. Louis?”

He kept his eyes on the road. “There’s nothing to talk about. That was her home, originally; she maintained a house there. She went for a quick trip, one of her whims, after a quarrel we’d had.” He paused, to adjust the visor to the lower sun.

“And you followed her?”

Tom nodded. “On the next plane. When I walked into the house, she was dead.” He paused again. “But nobody ever believed that, including the jury.”

The girl was silent a moment. Then, “You said she maintained a house in St. Louis. That would mean servants if she kept it ready for occupancy.”

“There was only a housekeeper at this place while she was away. The housekeeper wasn’t there when I walked in. She later claimed she’d been given the day off.”

“Why?”

Tom glanced at the girl and back at the road. “Why — ? How would I know why?”

Her voice was almost a whisper. “You poor damned fool, can’t you guess? You know your wife was a tramp, don’t you. Everybody else knew, but I suppose — ”

His brain seemed to erupt and the road ahead wavered. He said harshly, “You’re insane. What kind of — ” The car slowed as he stared at her.

“Look out!” she said, and he turned to pull the car back onto the road in time.

“We’ll talk about it later,” she said quietly. “I was rude and stupid. We’ll talk about it later.”

Ahead, and all around them the limitless desert stretched, dotted with sage and cacti. He wanted to stop, to leave the car, to send her on her way. Why didn’t he? Did he half believe her? He drove on steadily.

It was dusk, now. To his right, a sign read: The Last Resort — One Mile. Best Steaks West of Chicago. If You Can’t Stop, Wave When You Go By.

It was almost dark and the next minute it was. He fumbled for the light switch, found it, switched on the high beam with his foot.

“I’m truly sorry,” she said. “It was rotten, throwing those remarks at you.”

He kept his voice even. “It’s something I had to take. I’m a long way from home. And without friends.”

The Last Resort was a typical tourist trap of logs, with wagon wheels flanking the entrance.

The girl said, “If you want, I can get some sandwiches and coffee. If you’d rather stay out here.”

He glanced at the parking lot. “There aren’t any cars around. It will probably be all right to go in.” He studied her in the glow from the instrument panel. “I don’t even know your name.”

“It’s Jean. Jean Revolt. I thought you might have remembered.”

He nodded. “I remember now.” He took a deep breath. “You might think me ungrateful. Lord knows you had enough trouble of your own, and then coming to find me — ” He shook his head. “I’ve been running so long, I’m not exactly human, any more.”

She asked, “Is that all you’re going to do — run?”

He smiled bitterly. “That’s what I should have done, right from the start, right from the second I found her dead in St. Louis. Yes, that’s all I’m going to do — run.”

Her voice was anxious. “Then why to Los Angeles? I thought you were coming back to fight.”

“What’s there to fight? The law? I’m going to get some money in Los Angeles and then head for Mexico. Who would I fight?”

“Whoever framed you. Whoever sent Joe to St. Louis to put on the weakest, most professionally shameful defense of his career.”

He stared at her. “Joe? Joe fought like a badger. He wore himself out.”

She shook her head slowly. “Don’t tell me that. I studied law. He picked the worst jury he could collect and hammered away at the weakest arguments to offer them. Any criminal lawyer will tell you what a butchery he made of the case.”

Tom expelled his breath. After a few moments, he said, “When you told me about him, about his being murdered — When you talked about that, this noon, there were tears in your eyes. And now you tell me this.”

“I loved him,” Jean said. “Even though I saw he could be bought, I loved him. But loving him didn’t cut off my reasoning powers.”

He turned off the car lights and opened the door on his side. “I don’t know what to believe, any more. Joe Hubbard — why, hell, we used to kid him about being the modern Galahad. I’m no lily, you know, and the men I worked with are in a hazardous trade. But Joe — ”

“I’ve talked enough about that,” she said, and got out.

They walked together up to the porch running the length of the building and he held the door open for her.

The lights were dim. There were steer heads on the walls and Indian blankets and copies of Remington drawings. The ceilings were beamed; the floor pegged planking. TLR was branded into the tables and chairs.

There were two waitresses standing near the cash register. In charge of the cash register was a stocky, dark woman.

“Evenin’, folks,” she called, as though Chicago were forgotten. “Set right down to the best meal you’ve et on the road.”

They took a table in one of the dimmer corners, and Tom held Jean’s chair for her.

“You don’t seem like a bookie, at all,” she said. “You — ”

“I’m not, any more,” he interrupted. “Know many bookies?”

She smiled. “None, until that day in Joe’s office.”

The waitress brought their menus and Tom asked Jean, “Would you like a drink before dinner?”

Her smile was wan. “Whiskey and water. Bourbon.”

“A pair,” he told the waitress. “We’ll order after that.”

The waitress went away. From behind the register, the short, dark woman called, “Come far today, folks?”

“From Newark, New Jersey,” Tom told her. “We made good time until we hit the mountains.”

The woman frowned and glanced wonderingly at the waitress.

Jean said softly, “It was a poor joke, but a joke. I’m surprised you can make any kind of joke.”

“I surprised myself,” Tom admitted. “Maybe Mexico looks closer, or maybe you’ve given me some hope. You’re a fighter, all right, aren’t you?”

She nodded. “I had to fight in my neighborhood. They’re after a girl, there, from the time she’s twelve.”

“And you’ve undoubtedly always been a beautiful girl.”

“Well, thank you, Mr. Spears.” She made a face. “You’re coming back to normal.”

Behind them, the door slammed. Jean was facing the door and Tom didn’t turn to see who’d entered. He kept his gaze on her face, awaiting a reaction.

“Tourists,” she said.

From behind the register, the woman called, “Howdy, folks. If you got the money, we got the grub.”

Jean said. “The Texas Guinan of Route 60. Maybe she doesn’t expect repeat business.”

A short, fat man and a tall, thin woman walked past them and chose a table nearby. A girl of about twelve trailed them.

They were a harmless enough trio but Tom found himself watching them. Then Jean made a face and shook her head. He nodded.

They finished their drinks and ordered steaks. Over their coffee, Tom said, “I’ll drive the rest of the way, if you want. Try to get some rest.”

“I’ll try. I’m — bushed.”

The night air was clear and cold; the stars seemed to be just out of reach. They were about ten miles from the state line; they would cross the Colorado at Blythe.

As they crossed the parking lot to the car, he noticed how slowly and tiredly Jean moved. It must have been some hunt for her, this trip.

He held the door open for her and went around to climb behind the wheel. The car would be inspected at Blythe; he’d have to get out and unlock the luggage compartment under the lights of the station.

Well, they weren’t cops….

The motor hummed in the quiet night. Next to him in the seat, Jean’s head was back and her eyes partially closed. Headlights showed miles up the road, wavering like illuminated butterflies.

He thought of Joe Hubbard and what Jean had told him about Joe. There’d be no reason for her to lie. And if there were these defects in Joe, who could be flawless? In his business, a certain amount of faith was necessary. It was a growing business and attracting all sorts of trash, but the men Tom had dealt with played the cold percentage, scorning the angles.

Granted they were outside the law, they answered what seemed to be a universal desire, the urge to gamble. And it was a strange law that set the state up in a business considered otherwise illegal and socially undesirable.

In that seamy world, he had done business and prospered. Joe Hubbard had been one friend outside that world. So had Lois, Tom’s wife. Both of them outside his workaday world and high above it in the social scale.

Yet, Joe …? Tom shook his head. Maybe Joe, but nobody could poison his memory of Lois.

The girl in the seat was sleeping now, her face softer in repose, lovelier. Why had she been so vehement about Lois?

The Colorado was beneath them, now; ahead were the lights of Blythe. Like a mirage it was, from the desert to the unexpected greenness of Blythe, and then back to the gray desert, once they would leave the town. Like a theatrical city, set up by the Chamber of Commerce.

The lights of the checking station were brilliant; the attendants were uniformed. Tom’s capacity for fright was dulled, but there was a dryness in his mouth and his breathing was work.

The attendant smiled. “Local car. Won’t take a minute, sir. It’s these Florida crackers we worry about.”

Tom said evenly, “No fruit, no bugs. Nothing but a sleeping beauty.” He forced himself to face the man squarely.

When he got back into the car, Jean was still sleeping and he started gently, accelerating gradually.

She slept and he drove. He thought of Lois, the three years of their marriage, fine, full years.

He remembered her saying, one time, “If I should ever feel a serious urge for infidelity, I won’t embarrass you, dear. I’ll get out of town, where you won’t know about it.”

She had a penchant for meaningless words and he hadn’t given this statement of hers any serious consideration.

“That,” she had continued, “is what my faithless female friends tell me they do. So if I should ever take a trip — ”

Tom closed his eyes for a moment as a chill moved through him.

As they came into Indio, Jean stirred and sat erectly. “Welcome home,” she said. “No trouble?”

“None.”

She yawned and peered at the instrument board. “You were about to have some. We need gas. What have you been thinking of?”

“My wife.”

Nothing from Jean.

He pulled into an all-night station and told the attendant, “Fill her up. And you’d better check the oil.”

Jean stared bleakly through the windshield at nothing.

Tom said, “It hurt — when you called her a tramp. I realize, now, that you wouldn’t be fly-brained enough to say a thing like that unless you had reason to.”

She didn’t look at him. “Thank you.”

He watched the attendant lift the hood, his mind back in St. Louis, remembering that first shocking glimpse of Lois’ dead face and open, staring eyes.

Jean asked, “Have you a cigarette?”

He gave her one and held a light for her. Her eyes were dull, her face slightly puffed from sleep.

The attendant came around to his side of the car. “Oil’s okay, sir. That’ll be four-twenty.”

Jean fumbled for her purse, but Tom paid it, and said, “If you want to tell me about — about Lois, more about her, I’d — ” He was pulling out onto the highway again.

Her voice was dull. “There’s nothing to tell, really. A girl gets a remark here and there from reliable sources and I suppose I reasoned that where there was smoke there had to be fire. Anyway, it could have been all lies and what’s to be gained by discussing it now?”

“Probably nothing. But for a girl who stuck her neck way, way out, chasing around the country after me, you must have had a change of mind.”

She nodded. “I’ve been thinking about you.” She opened the window on her side and threw her cigarette out. “I’ve been remembering what a patsy you were. And now you tell me you’re going to run to Mexico. That doesn’t coincide with my picture of the man I thought I’d be helping.”

He said quietly, “I changed my mind about Mexico. While you were sleeping.”

Her voice came to life. “Tom — ! That’s wonderful, Tom. We’ll work out something — ”

He turned to see her beaming at him. “We won’t do anything. I’ll do what I can, but I won’t have you involved any further.”

“All right.” She paused to chuckle. “All right, master. But where are you going in Los Angeles? Is there someone you can trust?”

“There’s one man, at least. I hope he’s home. Whatever happens, though, Jean, I’m not going back. I’m never going back to jail.”

She didn’t answer. He kept his eyes on the black road, unwinding under the probe of the headlights, his thoughts back at that place of bars and stone walls and defeated men. By the time he got to Riverside, she was sleeping again.

In Culver City, he pulled to the curb about a block from his destination. Her eyes flickered open and then she sat erectly in the seat.

“There’s a lot I’d like to say,” he told her quietly, “but I’m no Shakespeare. What you’ve done for me isn’t anything I’ll ever forget. If things break right, I’ll look you up.”

“Look me up either way, Tom.” She paused. “This friend you’re going to now — is he a gambler?”

He nodded.

“Well, won’t they be watching those kind of friends? I mean the police would naturally have them under observation.”

“I’ll be careful. Gamblers are the only friends I have, Jean. Except for you. And if the police should bother you, admit nothing. They’ll never implicate you from my end.”

She put a tentative hand on his shoulder. “Be very careful, won’t you? And phone me?”

He opened the door and got out. “I’ll be careful. And you be careful. And thank you, again.” His hand trembled as he closed the door, and waved. Then he turned, and walked off.

He heard the Plymouth move away and he didn’t turn around. The tension was back, the desire to run, to seek the shadows.


Chapter 2

THE HAVEN he was approaching through the dark night was a triplex of dark gray stucco, and Jud had the rear unit. Tom moved quietly along the walk, listening, watching; all the fears he had left in Arizona had again come to life.

He pressed the button and heard the single chime from within. It was a lot to ask a friend, to harbor a fugitive from justice, an escaped convict who’d been jailed for murder.

He heard footsteps and then Jud’s careful voice. “Who’s there?” The light overhead didn’t go on.

“It’s Tom Spears, Jud.”

The door opened quickly and quietly and the tall, thin body of Jud Shallock was framed in the doorway. He was wearing pajama bottoms and nothing else. “Come in, boy. Quick. Don’t stand in the light.”

Tom stepped into the dim living room and Jud quickly closed the door. Then the lanky man turned to put a hand on Tom’s shoulder. “I’ve been worried about you. How the hell did you make it?”

“I’m here. How’re things going with the boys?”

“Things are very rocky. The heat’s on. I hope to hell nobody was watching this place.” He went around the room, closing the Venetian blinds. Then he flopped into a big chair near the entrance to the kitchen, and regarded Tom gravely.

Tom was sitting on the davenport, leaning forward, the tension still with him. “Is the heat temporary or permanent? Just for the newspapers, maybe?”

Jud shrugged wearily. “Who knows? It catches the small fry, anyway.” His voice showed more emotion. “The small fry — that’s us, Tom.”

“Not me,” Tom said. “Not any more. No cop would consider me small fry. Nannie in town?”

Nannie Koronas was Mr. Big to them, though they didn’t deal with him directly. Nannie was the boss, they knew, though they would have a hard time proving it in court.

Jud nodded. “He bought a new house. In Westwood. Going to hit him for getaway money, Tom?”

Tom shook his head. “Not yet.” A pause. “Heard anything around, Jud?”

The tall man frowned. “Like what — ?”

“Like who killed Lois.”

Jud stared at him for seconds, saying nothing.

Tom said, “My God, you don’t think I — ?”

“I didn’t think anything, Tom. I didn’t think about it either way, or mean to judge you. I figured you might have caught her with — ” He broke off, coloring.

Tom stared at him, his heart hammering. “With who, Jud?”

Jud’s face was tight. “How do I know with who? With any good-looking, fast talking — Oh, what the hell difference does it make, now?”

Tom said nothing. He was breathing heavily and there was a faintness in his chest.

Jud said, “I’m sorry. I thought you knew. The boys figured you might have bumped her, but that you had reason and — Tom, if you feel like hitting me, go ahead. I thought you knew.”

Tom asked, “Hearsay, Jud? Or do you know she was unfaithful?”

Jud shrugged. “I never peeped, if that’s what you mean. I’d make book on it, though. Let’s get off the subject, Tom.”

“Why? Maybe, if I knew who her last lover had been, I’d learn what happened in St. Louis.”

Jud’s face was blank and his voice dry. “I don’t know anything about that. I don’t like to talk about the dead, Tom.”

Tom studied him for seconds, first in anger and then in resignation. Jud could be the stubbornest man alive when he wanted to. Tom asked, “Do you want to talk about Joe Hubbard?”

“I don’t know anything about that, either. Do you want to talk about him?”

“I was wondering if he was one of Lois’ boy friends.”

“Not to my knowledge. He was your friend, Tom. The rest of the boys didn’t know him. He wasn’t in our world.” Jud put his legs over the arm of the chair, his bare feet dangling. “What made you think his death was connected to your wife’s?”

“He defended me.”

Jud smiled. “And how. A bull-pen lawyer would have done a better job. Some friend he was, Tom.” Tom said nothing, staring at the rug.

Jud stood up. “You must be bushed. You take the bed; I’ll sleep out here on the davenport.”

Tom started to protest, but Jud waved a hand. “I want you in the bedroom. I’m harboring a fugitive and I want you as well hidden as I can get you. That much, I demand.”

Tom rose wearily. “All right. You’re the boss. To-night.”

In the bedroom, Tom pulled off his shoes and trousers and socks and flopped into bed in his underwear. There was a pain behind his eyes and at the roots of his upper molars. Sinusitis?

He stretched on his back, staring at the dark ceiling. It seemed that everybody knew about Lois…. He’d thought she was special, a long trip up the social ladder from him, an aristocrat. His beautiful, witty, social register Lois, how he had loved her.

And loved her still.

He slept without dreams and wakened to a hot, bright room. Through the closed door, he could hear Jud talking on the phone. He rose and took his razor with him into the bathroom.
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