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"Are they, Babycakes?"

“This one's screwed up,” Rinaldi said, "but that's all we

know righe nos
Thie stood up, his face impassive.

and take care of it. Phone there's fine. I used it,last night

> pi22a
waacd NGB to Ordcr WAE. You guys 9o on back down."

"11 call from my place
wie

“I think we'll hang with you," Pulaski said. He offered an
economical, spitless smile that Tom found a little frightening.
"Right, Hill?*

"Mr. Pulaski, I've got my job to do," Rinaldi said. "Don’t

make it difficult for me. I want to ascertain the nature of this

problem as quickly as I

“So do we,” Pulacki said. The smile vanished. "And I'l1 tell
you something=-this thing smells worse to me every minute...I
nean, every fucking minute. I'm not joking, and I'm not some woman
screaming my head off just to hear my own soprano. Things are

not right here, and every new thing that isn't right gives me

a worse feeling.

“Pulaski, I'm sure there's nothing--" Tom noticed Rinaldi
had dropped the Mr., and he guessed Pulaski had, to0. Not that

it uould matter to him.

“There's plenty, and you know it,” Pulaski said quietly. "It's
11 glass down there. If those outer doors were chained shut,

we'd see the chains

and there'd be some give. So what didze

somebody stick them shut with Krazy Glue?

"Pulaski, you're-
Where's your guard? What about the fire door? And then, when

the ohone only works one-way, you say it's nothing, go down in

the lobby, cool it out, Pulaski. Well, maybe I don't wan you

e
aisappearing) the way Bamford did."
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one in the lobby spoke. No one at all. Pulaski looked at their
uncomprehending, Just-beginning-to-be-afraid faces, and thought
about the first squad of greenies he had ever lead into action,
soldiers beginning to realize the var was real, and that some
nightnares could come true.

"I don't know what those doors are,” Rinaldi said into this
vibrating silence. His calm, at least, was unbroken. "But they

are not locked."
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panic he had felt in the tunnel when the fire door refused to
open. He was getting used to the keyed-up feeling now. Soon he
would begin to endoy it.
Rinaldi didn't answer the elderly jogger, although he looked
down at the Ace bandage and then up to the man's face, as if he
knew something about that bandage, something he could tell if
he was moved to do so. The jogger flushed thinly and fell silent.
They watched him go to the rear lobby door and try that one.
Again, he made no effort to try a key. Instead, he returned to
the lobby again.
“Well, are you going to let us out or not?" a young woman
asked truculently.
Rinaldi took his customary pause and then spoke, parceling
cach word out carefully. "I have a key to everything in the building,"

he said. "Bverything, that is, with the exception of those two

doors. Bach of you here has a key to the door between the foyer
and the lobby, because those doors are aluays locked. None of
you has a Key to the door between the foyer and the outside, because
those doors are never locked."

“They're sure as hell locked now," Tom Hill said grimly.

Rinaldi swang his olive-skinned, gaunt, and somehow melancholy
face in Tom's direction.

“That is inpossible,” he said, and looked at them all. "You
aidn’t understand me.”

“There are no locks on those doors, are there?” Pulaski said

suddenly, and in his nind he vividly saw that dove coming out
of the silk handkerchief; he could almost smell the cut grass
of George Pensky's back lawn. "No locks, no tumblers, no keyholes,

£0 nothing.”
“That's exactly the case,” Rinaldi agreed, and this time no
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the pulled apartment-cables to the console As the Temnis
Club Apartments were afflicted with a Full Moon Scribe, 5o
was it afflicted with a Full Moon Cable-Puller. Most of the
tenants who thousht about this at all thousht that the Scribe
and the Cable-Puller were one and the same porson, but he

(or she) caused rather rore uncasiness in his (or her) Cable-
Pulled hat. After all, anyone with a key to the inner lobby
door could deface doors with a key or a pocket-knife blade.
The hut on the roof which housed the Cablevision console was
a Gifferent matter. That was a service-key, and not even the
repaizman had it; he had to get it from the office on the
second floor. And if the Cable-Fuller had that key (the hut
never showed signs of forced entry), misht he (of she, but
probably he) not have others? Master keys? Pass keys?

And 5o the cable TV was nice enoush...but it brousht
uneasy thoughts with it to sone.

Perhaps all of this is only to say that things at the
Tennis Club Apartments were somehow wrong--not wrong in huge
ways, not wrong, certainly, as they went wrong sometime during
the early morning hours of July 19, 198-, but wrong in little

ways. There w

no hunger there, no want, no epidemic diseases,

no bitter political srife...but there was also very little

real friendliness, love, caring, or openness. In the center
of the door giving on the hall in each Tennis Club apartment,
set exactly five feet and three inches from the floor, was

a security peephole. Wnen one looked into this peephole to
verify the identity of a caller, one saw the grotesquely bloated
face of a monster--even the face of one's mother might give one

pause. In the security peephole, which is designed to give the
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to hold her up but her belief that this was the thing God meant.
her to do. Not in any grand way; she did not see herself as a
Mother Theresa or a Jeanne d'Arc--an advertising agency in a moderate-
sized American city was not the place for such a destiny, nor
41d she wish such & destiny (if her wishes mattered). But she
recognized life as little more than a hall of mirrors in a funhouse
cun by the Prince of the Earthly World, and in her Bible she sav
the only piece of glass which reflected a true image:
aarkly.

So with Nozart giving vay to 4 chamber group playing a piece
she did not recognize, she opened the Bible to the Gospel according
to nar£NBEFEcd tuenty-four to thirty-nine. She read Mark's account

however

of Christ's crucifixion carefully--not for the first time, nor,
she hoped, for the last.

Today she meditated most carefully Wi WYY upon the
thirty-fourth verse of the chapter. Mattheu's account of the oruci-
fixion also contained the sense of this verse, but neither Luke,
the physician, nor John, the scholar, mentioned it, and Jo wondered
why--it was not the sort of thing, she thought, that would scom
uninportant enough to be left out or to be forgotten.

She read the verse aloud in her low, pleasant voice: "And
at the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, saying Eloi,

Elof, lana sabachthani, which is, being interpreted, My God, my
God, why hast. thou forsaken me?"

why 4id God forsake His son? she wondered, not for the first
tine. He sent Him into the world to do soldier's work--why at
the end 4id He turn His face away? If He could bear Jesus up throush
uhat dad used o call the mud and the crud, why did He turn aw:
then, affer they had driven home the nails and put that insulting
sian on the cross? why?

Tt came o her suddenly that perhaps that had been the moment
of transfer...the moment when Christ had taken it all upon himself,
every sin committed by mankind on the face Of the earth since
the apple. ALl that dirt and blood at once, suddenly taken from
the world and £illing iim like a black poison. And God:

Goa was sinlesst

“Sinless, perfect...” She mutcored, looking straight ahead.
50 God, unable to abide sin, had turned away. And the human side
of Christ had been unable to understand? Was that possible? It
was. Hadn't the human side of Christ prayed in Gethsemene that
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feeting of incipient clavstrophobia-—it was a mental croudedness,
i, Srcwing foating of uneasiness. Sne nad seen several men g0
doun the staixs to the ualkuay, most of them in paizs, and then
came back up a minute of two later, and she knew they had gone
doun to try the fire dcor for themselves. And she also knew that
rost. of the people who Lived at the Temnis Club Apartments were
nine-to-tivers who were Sust now rising, and that scon the Lobby
would be a good deal more crowded.

Pamela’s third hioh-pitched giggle, more like broken glass
than evez, was as much as she could stand. With a murmured promise
to be back in & minute, Jo crossed the lobby and went out into
the foyer. Somcone had used a statistics textbook to chock the
Lobby-foyer door open, and there were half a dozen people standing
at the glass to the risht of the outer door, looking out. One
of them glanced briefly at Jo with large, slighly shocked wall-
eyes that were almost as disturbing as Pamela’s gigsle. Jo tricd
to smile at the man. He did not speak o smile back. e only looked
outeide again. No one in the foyer was speaking--no one at all.

They ¥now, she thought. They know how wrong it is.

Daylight is always indefinable--any painter would say so--
and so the wrongness of this daylight, although not subtle, was
impossible to define. Everything about it was a painful contradic-
tion, wa Tt itched at the mind.

The light which had first struck her as watery and wavery
still struck her so, but how could that be? It was strong enough,
and it did not exactly waver or pulse. It was not really yellow,
as she had first thought, but it was. She looked at the sky and
tried to tell her that it was simply overcast, a humid early morning
summer sky, but it was like no overcast she had ever seen. Smog?

she wondered feebly, but knew it wasn't.
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which was only that God grant her understanding in her morning
devotions. This she followed with the Lord's Prayer, uttered alowd
in a caln, low, confident voice. Then she rose, took her Bible

£rom the coffee table, and opened it to the Gospel according to

st. Luke.

The Bible had no history: it had not been handed down from
mother to daughter to granddaughter. There vas no record of weddings
and funerals and births in the center section; that section was
utterly blank. But the Bible meant a great deal to Jo Page because
it was the first thing she had bousht in this city. She had bought
it twenty minutes atter stepping Off a Greyhound bus from Strouds-
burg, a small town in downstate Illinois. She had come to this
city because God had told her she should come here; she had come
with her references (such as they had been at age twenty-two,
and only one year out of college) neatly put away in a folder
and Yeroxed in quadruplicate so they looked much more meaningful
than they really were. Other than the references,she had had two
suitcases of clothes and four hundred dollars.

She had bought the Bible in a department store for five dollars

and ninety conts. The cover had been initation leather, the binding

glued rather than actually bound, and it was now falling apart-—
but God had spoken clearly, and this Bible had served her well.
Getting off that bus she had had four hundred dollars and hopes,
but no prospects; now she had a nice apartment, a fulfilling job,
a likewise fulfilling (1€ sometines confusing) social life, and
a bank account--savings as well as checking. For Jo, her Bible
was a kind of umbilicus, a constant reminder of the girl who had
come to the city with no real reference but her calm and constant
faith, with money sufficient to keep her for no more than a month

oven if she practiced the most stringent economies, with nothing
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age of, say, thirty-six--would gradually unplug those involve-

ment circuits and decide that, after investing at least five

years in trying to make the world a better place by marching,
resisting the dratt, listening to Bob Dylan records, and trying
to end the war in Vietnan, it was time to spend the next five
years--or fifty--in trying to make their place in the world
better.

They had, these businessmen, forseen the Decade of Self.

The seven of then eeee—————ES——— imply bousht
Squirrel BALl outright--it was, at that tine, owned by half a
dozen farmers and perhaps two dozen small businesspeople; even
along Highuays 22 and 481, most of the shops were built on
leased land.

The Mall came first, then the Tennis and Swin Club, and

£inally the Tennis Club Apartments, with its Junior Lea

e e B

tventy-miia. two-bedroon flats on e flamxk two floors, and
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the temple, not God's lamb but God's lion, His dark oyes blazing
with disgust and outrage, overturning tables covered with heavy,
unevenly milled coins, grabbing protestors by their robes and
heaving them avay, breathing in short, steady pants, sweat on
his brow and trickling down His face.

Her religion was a private matter; she forced it on no one

and was revolted by those who did. In some of these she recognized

an innocent joy which she could at least sympathize with if she
could not respect; in most she saw only a kind of filthy self-
aggrandizesent, the final mirror-trick by which the Prince of
the World tried to turn God Himself into an illusion. Because
the Bible demanded that the followers of Christ should witness,
she 4id so--wasn't that why she was in the jam she was in at work?--
but she 4id so only when asked, or when circumstances demanded
i

But...thy will be done. There was no sense thinking about
it now. God's will would be done, yes indecd, and as her dad had
also been fond of saying, things that can't be cured have to be

ik the caw

50 she " when the elevator door opened and rode down

endured.

£rom the sixth floor with three or four other tenants who were
off to work. She saw these sgme three or four people on most mornings,
and she passed the usualspleasantries with them. Bverything was

Just as it should have been...until the elevator doors opened

and she saw all the people stending in the lobby.
2
Rinaldi, Tom Hill, and Denny Pulaski were no longer in the
Loty when, Jo Page m—ch—thera T Tk den i her—
S Ao Wiy 50t Tom and Pulaski had insisted on accon-

panying Rinaldi up the the office, and Rinaldi had not demurred.
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the cup be taken from his lips, if it was God's will?

She turned to that section and re-read it, now wondering how
such a request could not be presumptive, and thus a sin in the
one man ever born who was without sin. No answer came.

Her thoughts returned to the idea that God had turned His
face avay at the moment. Christ's purpose had been fulfilled--
at the moment when he had actually become the savior promised
in every book of the 01 Testament.

Her arms prickled,kt A UMW and her thoughts rose in
a kind of exaltation. A mental picture came to her suddenly, as
clear as a National Geographic . of a man on a cross covered
with bees--s0 covered that he was little more than a manlike shape.
Bees...nillions of them, billions of them, crawling, filled with
both poison and the capacity for sweetness

She seized this picture and it became the centerpiece of her
meditation. She murmured the phrase Eloi, Ploi, lama sabachthani
over and over again, unaware of it, her eyes wide, the Bible with
its sleazy, peeling cover on her lap. The moment of transfer...the
calling of the bees. God turns His face away in horror, and in
this final instant of despair, all prophecies are fulfilled and

15 the somcorts e i RO A D, vt e
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The cars in the parking Lot stood out Jike pop-ups in 3 child's
activity book. They looked so real that. they somehaw went too

far and seened false. They reminded her of certain paintings she

had scen that were so unnaturally exact and realistic that they
scened 1ike photographs. lone of them cast a shadow, and she supposed
éhat added to the fecling of unreality. Did things usually cast
shadows at this hour? She couldn'c. xenenbe.

The leaves on the trecs ac the edge of the greenbelt had that
sane pntnai srotesque clarity. Nons of them moved. None of them
cast. any shadovs.

"N tratiic on 481, someone said suddenly in a braschless,
punched.in-the -stonach way. *That's ispossible."

“here’s eratfic there, same 35 aluays," sameons else contra-
dicted inmediatey.

Jo looked in that dizection and felt a sickening sort of vereigo
seize her. The road was utterly capty,mall four lancs of it
O s0 she thousht. ..but vhen she blinked, she saw Gars and trucks
waiting at the light by the Mcoonalds. She blinked again and they
were gone. A third blink (o, not  blink, not this time--this
cine she quite deliberately squeszed her eyes shut) and they were
bock. This tine Bl staed.

she telt her heart squeese up into her throt snd lodge there,
Like a wam ball of rags. Her hands met in front of her and squeczed
<o tightly thet her knuckles cracked, and she found hersel( trying
o pray.

.

Rinalet opened the door to his spartment and let them in-
seudgingly. The apartment was Just ss serily sterile as Tom remen-
bered, as i it was still a demo job for prospective tensnts to

be walked through, as much movie set as apartment.
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or "right" meant nothing to him. He

concepts such as *justic
Suse wanted the bastards (and the occasional Troublenaking bitch,
such as the one in 808 three years ago who had been turning any
number of very discreet tricks) out.

Troublemakers were, thankfully, the smallest group of temants.

Above them in nunbers were the Good Tenants, who paid their rent
on time, notified hin of when they were going on vacation at least
w0 weeks before they actually went, who did not try to sublet

their apartments, or o sneak in pets--they did not run around

Flasbing other tanants, vriting alrty vords on doors, or hollering
Sloody mucder every tino something vent wrons...or every tine
they 1aagined 1t 4id. Good Tenante wera uisk, polite, willing
o wait for sexvice i the gazbage Gisposail or the shover vent
on the crit. ey asdn't treat you as if you were a nigger, and
Rinatas vas alvays socey to see & Good Tenant .

The Susypoties vere faz and avay the largest class of rasidence--
A fias o, e o s b At it o
Bueyboics. When anyehing went wcons, they scremed at. the super
wnether unateves had gone wEong vas the super's fault or noc.
ey conplained sbout. the noise coning Sron other apartaents
constantly (sttex Listening to one Busybody complain bitterly Y
about. the noise coning from the apartment. next dooxfor two vieka]
Rioals bad finaily gone to the offaning spariaant, enly o dla-
cover the tenants, & young marrisd couple, had been in the Black
HilLs of bakota for the previous ten days and the flat vas empey--
the complatning muaybody bad not baen penttants e sisply vene
on co016ing Rina1as shout the noise as if he had not heard Rinaldi's
Keport at a1l they coplained sbout the mail service, the cost
of the cotn-cp vashers and dryers. the shuttle servics to the

mall, the towel sevice at the pool. The most common cry of the
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He was, in fact, rather relieved that none of the others also
demanded to come along, and considered that he was getting off
cheaply.

Rinaldi put all tenants into three class

Busybodies, Good

Tenants, and Troublemakers. Ho classed the Full Moon Scribe and

whoever kept yanking the apartment TV cables out of the console
in the shed on the roof as Troublemakers, and when he finally
found out who they were, out they would go...as had the quy last
Year who kept vandalizing the coin-op washers for no reason, as
had the guy two years ago who occasionally took it into his head
0 creep up and down the halls clad only in a London Fog topcoat
and a Casper the Friendly Ghost Halloween mask, exposing & scanty
loud of gingery pubic hair and a great clublike erection whenever
a woman appeared. This flasher had turned out to be none other
than Elmer Rincon, the vice-director of public relations for the
city's pro football tean. How he was at public relations, Rinaldi
Gfeig v, Bt e 1ad e grast ok vice. e bad exposed himselt
a dozen tines (we moré; Rinaldi supposed a lot of vomen
10 more wanted to report a flasher than they wanted to report
being raped) , aluays racing down the fire stairs and escaping,Tim ove might
MBte 2 tough £ifty-year-old woman had lunged at him and ripped
ff his mask rather than fleeing. The flabbergasted Rincon had
tripped over his own feet, bashed his head against the door of
211, and had knocked himself out.

There had been other Troublemakers since the Tennis Club Apart-
ments opened, but almost all of them underestimated just how closed
a systen an apartment building was, and how watchul the tenants
were--afraid, if you wanted to get right down to it and call a
pade a spade. Sooner or later they were identified and Rinalai
9ot them the hell out. He had no interest in prosecuting then;
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Rinaldi's eyes flickered uncertainly-

Sust fox a second, buc
Tom saw St He thousht Pulaski hsd seen it too, and he understond
susdenty that the tuo of then had been sparing exactly s boxers
spax, Ceeling each other out, looking for vesknasses. Tulaski

had S1ipped inside Rinslasis ouaxd ficst. Vith that suse incuition
rom xnew enae rutas kI enine ninaras waflfork o aisappen
he simply wanced to keep the play in front of hin, and moke suze
that Rinaldi couldnte decide o bend the tacchATATREHT £
Flanted o sesd of doubt in Rinaldi's mind: Whesver goc Bastors
2y S6411 be hanging orovnd, Babycskes. .8m8 vou may be next.

Ton's estimation of Pulaski vent up severalgnorches.

"What do you say, Wil12* Pulaski £aid, not taking his eyes
£rom Rinalai. "Don't you think we ought to hang with Nr. Rinaldi,
here? If his phone don’t work, ve can try mine or yours.

"Yes," Ton said. He had begun to feel like Alice, tumbling
Slowly end over end doun the rabbit-hole. "why don’t we Juse hang
in with you for awhile, Mr. Rinaldi?"

Rinalai turned and looked at Tom, and although the super's
face was as expressionless as alvays, Tom had & pretty good idea
he had not made a riend.

s

get crowded tagether. No, it was something else that gave it that

S
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chapter

he Tennis Club (1)
1

Tf, as the twentieth century neared its end, anyone had
neaded a symbol of the 0dd and joyless mood of America, and
of the strange creative exhaustion of Anericans, the Temnis
Club Apartments would have served aptly enough. If anyone
had wanted to guage the temprament of the citizenry in that
time, he or she might have done well to have quaged the
terpravent of the tenants of the Tennis Club Apartments——
althoush such a suage would have measured the world only
according to the scale of the middle-class, with an average

age of thirty-six years. It could be argued that other citi-

zens--the very poor, the very rich, the very old, the very
o tbrert Scales.
young--saw the world . But. those who lived

in the Tennis Club (Junior Lease: One year) represented fairly
enough those who consuned the goods, filled the white-collar
positions (and as the eighties rolled along, there were fewer
and fewer blue-collar positions), made certain movies and TV
shows hits while they made others failures, those who jogged,
those who bought autonobiles which got good gas mileage and

yet looked sporty, those who mostly did not go to church but
Who often did go back to school to "take courses, " those who,

in short, lived mostly for themselves in the era of withdrawal
£rom conmitenent.

The Tennis Club Apartments vere comfortable, but with no
real warmth; they were convenient, but not to anything one would
wish to remenber; they were safe, although cbscene graffiti
had a way of turning up on doors all over the building in a

cyele which corresponded with the full moon. One's neighbors

Tn— CE R
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in two, becoming an idiotic loer-case y, testimony to some con-

tractor's cut corner. Heart-rate picking up--since quitting cig-

arettes his pulse-rate had dropped from the hish ninetics into
the sixtics. Now he could feel it rising: seventy-five, eighty,
eighty-£ive. Ono flourescent down toward the sports complex was
4ying, flickering, making a sound like an elderly fly in the upper
Pane of a window. The spit in his mouth was drying out, and when

he licked at his 1ips he could feel the bumpy terrain of his tongue.

Trapped, he thought. Me and this kid are unarmed, and we're
trapped down here. How do you like them spples, Babycakes?

He didn't like them at all. He didn't know if this was serious
or not, but he knew it was wrong, and three times out of ten wrong
meant serious QFor a moment--the only moment until almost the
end=he felt panic do a jittery ballet through his body, dancing

up and down all those nerve networks, and he had to fight off

a mental return to his war for the first time since--God, it was

hard to believe--since the early sixties, when that mick with

the 1ong hair had been President. For a moment he was sure that

gooks were going to come down one staircase or the other, eight

of them, ten, maybe a dozen, and they would see him and the kid,
and theix 1ips would pull back in idiot ook grins that showed
their buck teeth, and then they would unload on them, bullets
whining and richocheting, chips of substandard concrete flying,

and they would be thrown back, the kid knocked out of his moccasins,
his eyes bugged out, the crotch of his jeans first turning a darker
blue a8 ho wet himself, and then red as the bullsts socked home.

He himself would maybe try to run, try to zig-zag, and there would
be a thump at the base of his spine like a boxing glove loaded

with lead shot, and then all the little Christmas tree lights

would go out and the last sound he would hear would be their high,
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w0 Disney pictures), and a plurbing supply store called The
Straight Flush; and finally, the Interstate, Lxit 5 of which
served the roads, the mall, and the apartment building. The

overall impression was one of hectic kmms but somehow aimless

hurry-scurry, and at the confluence of these mmk three roads,

the ke af Samdmxe blare of horns and the thusp of fenders
was as comon as clockwork. Only to the west was there any
Zelief at all. In that direction was sonething the municipal
fathers called a “greenbelt,” apparantly being ashaned o call
it anything as grand as a forest or even a patch of woods. In
fact, it was a fairly thick arca of trees and underbrush, and
£rom the lover apartments facing in that direction, it gave a
hale-hearted f1lusion of rural life (if you could ignore the
blare of horns, the thump of fenders, and the gurgle of water
in the pipes as your upstairs counterpart took a shower, that
was). From the upper apartments, not even the illusion maintained.
Westward-facing tenants on Floors seven and eight could see the
tract-style houses that had been developed beyond the greenbelt,
and the golden arches of)Nconald's beyond the development.

Iach unit was equipped with huge air-conditioning units,
but there vere stickers on all the suitch-plates and on the
thermstats reminding tenants to CONSTRVE PRICIOUS BVERGL. Each
unit was equipped with cable Tv, but once a month--around the
time of the full moon, in fact--service to whole blocs of apart-
ments had a way of going out. The cablevision repairman had the
routine down pat by now, three years after the apartments had
opened. He would go up to the roof, unlock the small hut where
all the apartment cables went in and from which the master-cable

Came
for the entire Tennis Club Apartnents Mg out, and plug in all
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chittering laughter, a sound like a bunch of monkies having a

circle-jork in the tops of a bunch of fucking cucalyptus trees.

The kid touched his arm and Pulaski almost went for him.

Hill must have seen it, although Pulaski only jerked slightly,
his open hands rising perhaps three inches before settling back.
OF perhaps he felt it. Either way, he drew back a step or two,
his eyes dark and wary and considering.

“That door is ot supposed to be locked,” Pulaski said.

"No," Hill agreed cautiously.

"Not fucking ever."

“No.

"I aidn't know they could be locked from the inside.”

"I don't think they can,” Hill said.

Pulaski jerked a thusb at the fire door. "That's not a mirage,
Babycakes.”

"Magbe there's a bunch of crap piled against it. Trash barrels.
Crates.” Hill shrugged. "Crap.®

“It doesn't move at all.”

Hill only shrugged.

Pulaski wanted to get out of the tumnel--and suddenly he vanted
t0 get out of the building, not to get to work but just because
he wanted to get out. He started down toward the sports complex.

“The doors down there are going to be locked,” Hill called
atter hin. His voice had a flat, dead echo, just as their footfalls
had.

Pulaski continued on three or four steps and then turned back
tovara him.

“Until ten,* Hill explained, looking embarassed. 'I tried
%o take a swin once at five in the morning. Locked, padlocked,

chainea.
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. ho stories," the jogger said in a high, irritating,
alnost feminine voice. *As long as it's fixed.”
*I don't work here, I live here,” Pulaski said, and pushed
past the jogger, not seeing him, not secing the business types,
not. seeing the nurses or the older women. They were a3 gone as
the Kid--place-holders, extras. He headed for the foyer.
Bahind him, as he vent out, he heard Hill begin to explain
that he and the other gentleman, Me. Pulaski, had gone down into
the walkuay to try the fire door when they had discovered both
of the doors giving egress from the lobby were locked. Then the
foyer door swung closed and clicked locked behind hin, cutting
off the conversation.
Pulaski pulled the building phone off its hook, checked Rinaldi's
nusber on the directory board, and dialed 100. It began to ring
and he stood there with the phone on his shoulder and his head
cocked against it, looking inside.
The kid looked out at him and mouthed a ord: Rinaldi? Pulaski
nodded impatiently. Who else? The Pope?
The phone rang six times before it was picked up. "Rinaldi."
“Pulaski. 414. Get your ass down here, Rinaldi. Neither of

the outer doors open, the fire door in the valkvay does

't open,
and your Rent-A-Cop is long gone and hard to find. There are people
doun here waiting to go to work."

A long, considering pause--the sort that Rinaldi affected,
the sort that made Tom Hill uncomfortable.

Pulaski was not intinidated.

"1t you've got your finger on your dick, take it off, Babycakes.
Move your ass. Let's have some shucking and Jiving.®

“What aid you say your name was?" Rinaldi spoke as a high

school teacher might speak to the most obstreperous troublemaker
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Tom thought that Pulaski would ask him why he had taken it

he would

into his head to go swimming at five in the morning
not have told Pulaski that in the wake of the tornado he had not
slept 50 well--that he had dreams about the boy who had lost a

hand, and about the boy's father. But Pulaski did not ask.

"Well, what are we going to do about this, Mr. Hil?" Pulaski
asked instead, and although Tom understood the question was not
really a question but only expressed thought, he answored.

“1 don't know," he said softly. "I really don’t. Give me a
minute."

Pulaski looked at him, really secing him again, seeing that
Hill vas also scared.

"Let's get out of this fucking tunnel,” Pulaski said. "It
makes me nervous.”

“Okay,” Tom said, and as Pulaski shouldered past him, he glanced
down at his watch and saw it was nearly five-thirty.

7

The Lobby was no longer deserted. Pulaski could hear murmuring
Voices while he vas still half a dozen steps from the top Of the
valkvay stairs. As he came into view, the murmuring voices stopped

and half a dozen faces turned tovard him.

No--more than that. Eight people in the lobby now, none of

then sitting on the backless couch. They were standing around

Like guests at a cocktail party...only none of them had drinks.
There were four omen, two of them young, two of them old,

the two young ones in nurses’ uniforns, and four men, three of

them in business attire--suits or sport jackets--and one of them
in a jogging outfit. The jogger looked about sixty. He was as
thin as a plucked chicken, wore glasses, and had an Ace bandage

e o B B
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Pulaski crazy. This had been the teen-aged magician's finale.

Ho had produced a white dove from a silk handkerchief.
The teen-aged magician hung around for some cake and ice cream,

and Denny Pulaski asked him how he had done that, how he had gotten

that dove to come out of that silk handkerchief. The teen-aged

magician, looking down at Pulaski from the lofty heights of his

eighteen years, told hin that a magician never told you how he

414 his tricka--it got you kicked out of the union, o something.

Denny Pulaski had kept after him about it, and now, looking

out at the watery daylight that was not right--somehow just not
ight--he remembered following the teen-aged magician down George
Pensky's street, hitting hin with the question again and again:

Howis do it, huh? Howja do that, huh? Come on, give you a quarter...give

You half a fuckin rock. That's all X got. He had the half a rock
because his mother had given him a buck to buy George a birthday
present and he had only spent half of it. He thought George Pensky
was a ainkleballs

Down the street, down George Pensky's street where all the
houses had lawns, dogging the footsteps of the teen-aged magician
who had put his magician's cloak and his collapsable magician's

btk St e At T RN WU Me RalA, 18 Ris Fioti hand.
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at a high school dance.
“Pulaski. 414.%
“And you said the doors are locked?”
“They won't open,” Pulaski said. No, I didn't say they were
locked, and I'm not going to say it, Babycakes

"You--

“Look, Just come down here,” Pulaski said. One of the elevators
had opencd, SamamMYy another three peoplc. MM MM WM For
& monant: all thres of them, amored to meet the day but still
putty-ayed, cringed back at the unusual crowd of people in the
Lobby. The elevator door started to slide closed on its track
again and one of them put her hand out. The door bounced back.
The trio got out of the elevator. *This place is starting to get
£u1l, sabycakes.”

Rinaldi began another long, pregnant pause, but Pulaski hung
up in the middle of it. He glanced at his watch. Almost twenty
£ aix now. Tt

Ho looked out throush the glass of the foyer, and the thousht
e e

Daylight was starting to come out there, but Pulaski could
ot xomember ever having seen a daylight quite like this one--
R N e i
by a sense that somehow his eyes ware deceiving him, and he thought
of semothing that had happened to hin in Junior high school-

George Pensky's birthday party...holy fuck, I haven't thousht

about_that in maybe thirty vears

George Pensky's father was comptroller of the garbage collectors’

nton 1 Chioge, 40 th enabys u bsn. xih: T Gagig’
it o T b

. Lawn--we Denny Pulaski knew about such things, but he had

thirteenth birthday, Unep had
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done. No; correct that. Had needed to know. Had needed to get

it right in his mind. Because fucking doves did not come out of

fucking snotrags.

Now he looked out through the glass, seeing the awning which

covered the walk, seeing the parking lot, seeing the cars, seeing
the road and, dinly boyond it, the trees that marked the edge
of the greenbelt. The quality of the light was wrong, just as
i€ was wrong that there should not be so much as a millimeter
of give in any of the doors.
We_got 2 dove coming out of a silk snotrag here, Pulaski thought,

sosuebed? and I don't like it. T don't like it at

0.

He unlocked the foyer door and went back into the lobby to
wait for Rinaldi.
s

He stood quietly against the wall and after awhile the Hill
Kid, tired of cxplaining a situation which essentially had no
explanation--at least not yet--joined him.

“Rinaldi coning down?”

"He botter,” Pulaski said, and Hill nodded.

There were sixteen or eishteen people in the lobby by the
time Rinaldi arrived (vith another two residents), and the voluse
of the conversation had risen appreciably. Rinaldi was at once

P
assailed with questions which he did notpanswer.

Rinaldi was dressed in his khaki suntans; in their manner
of aress, at least, he and Pulaski might have been twins, and

the joggers assumption that Pulaski had been sent to fix whatever
had gone wrong with the doors was somewhat justified. Physically,
they were total opposites. Rinaldi was tall and cadeverous. His
skin was olive, and while he appeared completely avake, there

were dark pouches

under his brown eyes. His hair vas dead black,






index-44_1.png
=
In his left hand vas a cage with the dove in it, and Pulaski could
see that the dove, which had produced such ooohs and aaahs from
the kids (and even from Mr. and Nrs. Pensky) was kind of scrawny-
looking, its tailfeathers caked with some kind of cage-crap...litter,
or something.

But that didn't matter. What mattered was getting this right.
Fucking doves did not come out of fucking snotrags, for Chrissake,
and Denny Pulaski had not Just wanted to know how it was done;
in & way he needed to know, to get it righ, because fucking doves
aid not come out of fucking snotrags.

S0 he had dogged the teen-aged magician's footsteps, and finally
the teen-aged magician turned around and told Pulaski that if
he didn't get lost, he would get the crap beaten out of him. Pulaski
took the magician on anyway, and the magician, who outweighed
Pulaski by sixty pounds and stood five inches taller, did indeed
beat. the crap out of him.

A week later that summer--the summer of 1944, as the Allies

were driving grinly across France

Pulaski had gone down o the
Library and had asked if he could get a library card. His heart
had been thusping viciously in his throat because the library,
with its tovering silence, frightened hin even more than the Devil
Boys, the gang from two blocks over.

The librarian had given him a form to £ill out and then had
denanded ifty cents--a registration fee, some bullshit like that.

Pulaski had paid over his half a rock and had taken out a book

on magic. He found out about how you could get a dove=-or a rabbit,
or a fucking chicken, if that was what you wanted--to come out

of a silk handkerchief. After that he had thrown the library card
avay, satisfied with his purchase of information. o did not try

0 do the trick himself; he had only wanted to know how it was
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slicked back. His hands hung at his sides, perfectly at rest.

He waited for all the mingled questions, explanation

exhor-
tations, and expressions of outrage to die into a confused, slightly

guilty silence, and then he said, "Pulaski?"

"Here," Pulaski said.
Rinaldi looked at him reflectively for a long moment and then
said, *Trying to work that fire door when there's no fire is against
the law. D14 you know that?"
Pulaski smiled. "A fire door that don't work is even more
against the law. Did you know that2"
Rinaldi paused, looking at Pulaski from his gaunt, oddly scholarly
face, perhaps expecting Pulaski to drop his eyes. Pulaski did
not. The others in the lobby had fallen completely, uneasily silent
now. The two nurses had drawn closer together.
“Cut the shit," mill said suddenly, softly, from Pulaski's
elbow. It startled Pulaski a bit, and he looked at the kid. He

would have expected the kid to be exactly Rinaldi

meat. "There
are people here waiting to get to work.”

ana

Rina1ag crossed the lobby=-people pulled avay fron bim
went out into the foyer. Pulaski vatched hin go to thEgibor and
tey 6. Thare vas aleo a keyring attached to one of Rinalti’s
bel-loops, and, vhen the door 414 not open, Pulsski expected

the man to pick through the Kkeys, selact one, and try it. Rinaldt
aia not a0 this.

Instasd, o turned back to the foyer-lobby door. Then he picked
theoush s Koy, selocted the proper one, and et hinsel back
tnto the Lobby.

“ihat's tho meaning of this the alderly joggor demanded
shrilly. “Why don't you open the door?" But Pulaski thousht he

understood why. His understanding brought no recurrance of the
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from the younger womaryws WK MM e Jo|, cqually convinced
that Pamela Andeyric's response to Jesus Himself, had Jesus
happened to live in the Tennis Club Apartments, would have
been St to—banetsbe—response—so—My—opelhat do you mean,

Jou want me to take up my cross and follow You? Mr. Christ, you
TR 3o koot ner oun aistance. he two

obviously need a churcl

of them had studied scripture together three or four times, but

pamela’s predictable response to any real problem with the passage

under study was, "Let's call Reverend Tom, Jo! Let's:" Revercnd
Tom was Thomas Bertty, Pamela's pastor at The First Baptist Church
of squirrel Hill. This response eventually became so irritating
to Jo that she went back to her former solitary meditations. Lrri-
tation and worship seemed to be mutually exclusive.

"What's happened?” she asked Pamela now. This was so totally

unexpected that she even entertained the notion--for a moment,

at least--that she had overslept the alarm and this was a dream.
"No one exactly knows, dear,” Pamela said in her breathy little

or-so-I-think-but-what-do-I-know voice. Her constant use of dear,

dear one, or sweetheart was another source of irritation to Jo.

She knew how pooxly she was doing with her feelings when it came

to Pamela, and she supposed she would have to pray tonight for

more understanding and greater grace--grace, of course, because

her irritation with Pamela was a sign of pride in herself, and

pride, of course, was the greatest curse of the Godly.

Is it something in the parking lot? A burst water-nain or

“The doors don't open, Mt MUY Pamela said, and offered Jo
a vague, meaningless smile which did not touch her eyes—-Jo noticed
that Pamela’s eyes looked nervous, almost scared. She had seen
Ehat look in the woman's eyes sometimes when they had touched

on a WWWYMDWy sensitive point in the few Biblical studies
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her shy, correct-me-it-I'a-wrong voice (and it was only later
that Jo had discovered how misleading that voice was, because
no one could correct Pamela Andeyric--what few ideas she had were

set in solid cement). "You can’t get any guidance without a church

no wonder you want to start a Bible study group.
3o explained--or tried to--her oun belief that illumination
came Erom God, not man, and that what ministers did, more often

than not, was to xam their own interpretation of scripture down

the throats of their congregation...that seeing a pastor of &
preacher standing up in a charch vas an opan nvitation not to
think. She told Pansla that didn’t mean she believed a person
had co be or should be utterly solitary sbout praising God or
teying co understand Nin--atter all, Jesus had said that uhare
two or three of you are gachered together, there S b also.
But ahe aldne believe thac meant a whole congregation, wher

o porson would be scared to death to stand up and say. 'But have
Jou thousht of i¢ this way?®

Pancla had nodded ali throush this, saeming to indicate both
sympathy wich Jo's views and understanding of then...and then
ahe had said: "But none of ua con relly understand the Bible
slone, can ve, Jo? You've got o have a chure.

Jo began to realize then that it Just wasn't going to work,
Sithough L& took another two monchs for her <o acknoviedgs the
uttorly closed mind that lay behind the correct-me-Lf-E'n-rong
voice. But she did not see vamela a8 o bad person (she did roc,
in fact. believe anyone to be  reslly bad person). and the wo
of them had kept up » pleasant enough acqusintaffhip.. .although
Panela, convinced of Jo's essential sccontricity (the inargusble
cccentricity of a parson who wanted <o study the Bible but vho

didn't have a church), would always maintain a certain careful distance
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they had had together--the question of the virgin birth, for instance.
At such moments Pamela would suggest in a slightly shriller voice
than usual that they call "Reverend Tom."

Something is bothering her, Jo thought, and looked away from
Pamela, who was holding her purse almost up to breast-level, as

one might hold a very small shield, and at the others. It's bothec-

ing a lot of them. What--

Then she glanced outside, out into the wavering, watery light
of the waxing cay, and she felc W W her insides g0 cold and
namb. Her fingers and toes momentarily lost all sense of feeling,
and for a horrifying space of time--perhaps only a second oF twos
however long it was, it seemed much longer in her mind--she was
afraid she was going to wet herself. wllii Kuse mustssde,

She had never seen daylight of that particular sick quality:
had never. in fact, seen an artificial light which was like it.
although she would later tell Tom Hill that it was a bit like

the only light that had hung in the attic of the house she had

lived in as a little girle-it had been a weak, bare bulb, surely
no more than sixty watts, probably more like forty. It had been
filthy and cobuebby, its sullen yallow glow like the rheumy eye
of a very old man...an evil old man, more likely than not.
Unknowing, her thought was Dennis Pulaski's thought: Not right,
it's not rigne...
“Dooss won't open, isn't that just the silliest thing you

over heard?" Pamela Andeyric said in a falsely chatty voice, and

followed it with a Jagwll MMA of laughcer that put a chill

up Jo's spine. "We'll all be late for work, I imagine--it's just

very annoying, don't you think, Jo?!

“Yes," Jo said, hearing her own voice as from far away.

jexy

annoying. They'll have it fixed in a minute, Pam."
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"0f course they will," Pamela said in that same chatty, almost
hysterical voice. "But in the meantime it's such a bother to be
stuck in the lobby, isn't it? At least I think so."

"Yes, of course it is," Jo said, automatically making her

voice low and comforting. Some of them see it--see it consciously

and some of them don't, at least not yet. But they all feel it

it's on their faces, in their voices...they are like birds before

a cyclone, or sheep before an earthquake...what is this?

And suddenly, £illing her with a terrible, unreasoning horror,
she heard a voice in her mind, seeming to answer her guestion,

a dreadful voice screaming into the early darkness of a dreadful

afternoon: Eloi, Eloi, lama sabachthani?
A shudder that scemed to run decper than the bone--miles deeper--

worked through her, and onc of her hands went to her mouth. Beside

her, pallid Pamela Andeyric offered some new comment--Jo, looking

at that weird, almost yellow light, heard the sounds but could

make no sense of them--and then that jagged giggle again, laughter

like a spray of broken glass, dancing quickly on the cdge of hysteria.
The 1ight, Jo thought witlessly. Something wrong with the

light.
4

“The phones aren't screwed up,” Rinaldi said to Tom, looking
at him with that carcful expressionlessness that Tom always took
(as much as he tried not to) for veiled contempt. "It's just that
the conference phone your friend wanted me to use is screwed up.”

He's not my friend, Tom thought, but did not say.

“Is that what it is,” Pulaski said.

Rinaldi didn't answer. He took the phone out of the amplifier
cradle, pressed down the cut-off buttons, and then dialed again.

The phone rang only once this time. Franklin had been sitting.
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right there by the phone, waiting for him to call back, 2s he
should have been doing. But he never varied from the drill so
much as a millimeter, a fact which Rinaldi appreciated.

“Security Systems, Inc. You have dialed our emergency number.
Please identify yourself both by name and code number and then
state the nature of your problem. This is Bo Franklin speaking.”

“Rinaldi, at the Tennis Club, 1400 Mall Road in Squirrel Hill.
The code number--"

“Come on, buddy," Franklin's voice rode over him, "shit or

get off the pot, what do you say

“Hello!" Rinaldi said, raising his voice again. He looked

at Pulaski--Pulaski's bland, set face. He didn't want Pulaski
hearing this, didn't want Pulaski knowing that he had been right
and he, Rinaldi, had been wrong, and there wasn't a damn thing

he could do about it. "Mello, Franklin! Do you hear me? This is--

If you feel like asking somebody if he's got Prince Albert
ina can, kid,” Franklin's voice said, "you better hang up and

call someone else, quick. Because I can put a tracer on this line.”

“Hello, we got a bad connection:® Rinaldi shouted. He knew

the back o his neck yag turning xed and he knew Pulaski was seeing
that, too, and just aMw knowledge 4P SwdMsis Awl made his neck
grow a little hotter. This was one cruddy way to start a day,
you better believe it. "I'11 call yous-"

Click. Franklin at Security Systems had hung up, but that
was one thing Rinaldi didn't have to give Pulaski the satisfaction
of knowing, and he finished into the dial-tone without so much
as breaking his stride.

ack in a_couple of minutes
e hung up.

“Nope, the phones aren't screwed up at all,” Pulaski said.
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he wondered i€ Gene Bradley had & wrd for this.
ihen he £e3t he had control of hinsels, Upshmy rinsed the

sink, walked doun the short. corridor to the bathroon (teailing

one hand along the wall as he wanc) and apened the medicine cabi-

net. From this he took a tubs of Alka-Seltzer and 3 perscription

sottle which contained Valiun tablets. fie filled the bathroon

ghass vith cold water and took two Alka-Soltzer. He drank the

foaming glass off, uttored a resounding belch, and immediately

folt better. He rinsed the alass, filled it asain, and took it

into the Living roon. Ho had put the bottle of Yalium in nis pocket.
Xt was the car dealorship on the far side of 161 that had

gotten to hin. He renembored having much the same reaction whils

on a vacation in Pusrto Rico with his mother and her second husband

45 2 boy. The second husband, whos name had been Nilt, had arranged

Cor tho thres of them €0 50 on @ Fishing expedition.
“You mishe be wiser to wait a couple of days,” the charter

boat. captain had said, casting a doubtul MMk on James (known

in those days as Timmy). "Sho's protey roush out chere, and if

I have to take you back, I'll have to charge you for the whole

day. once I book my time, you understand

Milt had laughed...the sort of bluff, hearty laughter that

Upshaw had despised ever since. "We're all good sailors here,

on0 she 1 Laughed and agrecd.. but Upshas has scen che '
S Eiide smam, cne looked a5 emmlaT as the charter captain.
They had gone out, the waves had been huge, and the boat had
corcksereucd aickeningly through then. Eventually little Jimmy
Upshaw had begun €0 vonit (his step-father had called it--with

o ana et

his mother, who was also looking much too pale, insisted that

an infinite and dripping contempt--"upchuckin
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in transiation. Even Pulaski knew and understood the phrase, al-
though he would not use it. But it was actually Jo Page who first

coined it, remembering the strange and ominous song from which

it had cono--"The End," by The Door.
he tixat of these weird scenes occurred that morning between
soven ona cight ALk, uhile Ton HLLL and Jo Page were having coffany” ">y
in Ton's apartment and trying not to look out ot that strange,
clear, yet somehow yellow Light trat blankesed everyEning.
e middie-aged man who had 1e5t the Goyer with his hand over
his mouth, the one uhose place Ton had taken, vas named James
Upshau. Ho vas one of two freslance writers who Lived in the Temis
Club Apartnenta--the other was Ton's scquaintance Hyars, who vas
seil) sieoping peacetully in apartaent 525.
James Upshaw wrote gresting-card verss fox  living, but unlike
Wyers, he 41d not work at hane. Upshaw maintained an oftice in
the Herkiner Buliding domtown. Like the Drill Building in New
vork, s was"Wbutiatng 1acgely oecupics by senauriters, Cresionce
uriters, ambulince-chasing lawyers. and a private dotsctive os
two specializing in divorce work. Tho %M in the office next to
Upshaw's was a tiny man named Bugen Bradley with a lazge capacity
for vodka, uhich he brought to work csch day in 3 Tharmos. Bradiey
Lived with his mother and cked out a Living cxeating crossuora
pusles. Upshaw had Leacned £rom hine-anang other things-that

2
urah® was a soft twilled silk m the guardians of the Olympian

gates were "Horae.

Upshaw went up to his apartment, let himself in, and vomited
three times in the kitchen sink, aware that his chances of making
it to the bathroom were slim and that the smell of vomit might
never come out of his apartment's pale green shag rug.

Standing upright again, his head throbbing and his mouth slimy
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Cnapter 1x: Aemainiekily

(Guly 19th, 4:00 At
o 5:00 AM)

1

So far as he ever knew, Tomy WLl vas the first one
to encounter the problem which arose on July 19th. 4R Mae Ary
Mk Unan ochors

ey wexe not around to tell about it.

Bawd
ey, the 11 P.M. to 7 A.M. security guard,

for instance

Tommy had been Living in apartment 610 at the Tennis
Club Apartments for a little over two years; he had entered

the final year of his three-year Senior Lease. He was pri=

vately ploased with the way his decision to take the Senior
Lease rather thin  one-year Junior had worked Out--not because
ety

the Senior Lease was a bit cheapefs but because his confidence
iy 30 Hacuncoreer

in hid e pae controlahad been admirably justified. He

had taken the Senior Lease even though his original contract

with WKHT had been probationary: six months and if we don't

Like you, hit the road, Cholly. We're under no obligation to

explain.

WKHT had renewed the probationary contract for a second
six-month period, and Tom, who had come to the city with 3rd
Assistant Director credentials from a Cleveland independent
station and his college PBS station before that, was promoted

o 2nd A.D.-="You get to pass out the paperclips as well as

count. then now, * one of the grips old hin. “Congratulations.”

But Tom had been pleased. fis sslary had risen $4000 a
Jear: the nest-egg the Senior Lease hadyuiped out began groving
again. More important, the caresr vas still on the rails. You
had to keep advancing, or somebody walked over you. Sirple as
e,

The same inStinct that had told him to take the Senior Lease
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tney go back. Tt had cost his step-father forty bucks, and he
had barely spoken to Upshaw for the rest of the vacation.

Looking at the car deslership, with its cars wavering in and
out of reality, had recalled all of that with a totality thac
he never would have believed. In the moments before he had finally
nanaged to tear his gaze away, it seemed o him that he had actually
been able to feel the foyer floor heaving up and down, as if the
encire apartment building had set to sea on a blustery day.

Now he felt better...sort of.

His actions in the next two or three minutes were being repeated
a11 over the building. He turned on the television and got only
snow across the entire range of twenty-six cable stations. Upshaw
had suffered the depredations of Cable-Puller, and his first hopeful
thought was that he had been at work again. But when he tuned
manually to channel 22, which was so close it needed no antenna
to pull it in, there was only more snow. <

e furned off the TV and turned on the radio. There was nothing
11 the way across either the AM or the FM band--not so much as
a single squawk.

He pulled his chair over to the window and looked out.

ALL the trees in the greenbelt were bare. The leaves had fallen
of¢ them. They looked as they would look in December.

James Upshaw sat down heavily in the chair--if it hadn't been
there, he probably would have sat on the floor. He closed his
eyes. opened them.

The leaves were back.

M closed his eyes tightly for three seconds.

When he opened them the leaves were still there, but he had
 Clecting inpression that they had gone orange and red and purple

and gold...autumn colors. A few moments later and the trees were
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o the Arnel shag rug that covered his 1iving room floor
e music, 3
Chirey-five years old and deeply intofhachish JFor the previous cuelve years

Hansel Greane was

—-ever since he had graduated fron collese, {n facc—-Hansel had bought his
hash from o wall-eyed black man uho Lived {n the Fultonville ghetco and who

drove a succession of glgancic Anerican luxury cars; in the last eight

Fonchs, however, he had dfscovered a source closer to home--Tin Jefferies
in 820, righe here fn the buildtngh, Ml As he medicated, he looked at a
movte poster from a Frank Zappa £11n called faby Snakes. ile wore o c-shirt
“houtng che face of the lace Jin Morrison and nothing clse, and s he drifted
couard uhat he believed were che decper Levels of his consctousness (he

hod actually dozed off), he thought shout geccing stoned. He vas not serfously
worried sbout not befng sble to get out of the bullding ...buc chen, Hansel
Geeene had not been sertously worried sbout sayching since a cop scruck

lim in che ear with a nightatick during & peace-narch in 1967, For chree

ays aftervard he had heard nothing {n his lefc car but an unplessant ringing
sound, and uhile he covld bear the thought of betng parcially deaf in most

ways, the chought of having o 1isten to Creen and the Jefferson Alrplanc

in mono fox the rese of his 1ife was extrenely depressing.

Ocher dope, boch legal and fllegal, vas brovghe out in other aparc-
sencs—-tn face, 1€ those early velrd scenca had o conmon leitmotif, then
drugs was surely fc. Theee was Janes Upshau and his Valtus, Larcy and

ool
Jassey By uich thesr Mo Knous What Party, Wansel Greene, who would
shortly finish meditacing (or doz(ng) and then blow his brains out with
a bong of Tin Jefferes’ dynamte hash.

In other aparcoents, 1ibrium capsules were uashed down uith wacer,
milk, and Gator-Ade; Letitia Norganfeld in 121 ook one look outside ac the
greenbel, saw what was happening to the trees, and took a Quaalude; George
thsone, s good-Looking youns @an who vas very quietly gay (he lived with
another quictly gay man who had been visieing bis parencs on July 19¢h),

took tuo Motri, a cold shouer, and then tvo nare Motrin.

Most people who took things took tranquilizes

(1¢ vas, in a peculisr vay.
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bare again; the leaves just scomed to melt away. Ke could quite

Clearly see the housing development beyond the greenbelt that

Was--for the moment, at least--not green at all.
James Upshaw felt the floor of his apartment heave under his
chair, and heard his step-father Milt say: I quess if the kid

is gonna upchuck all day, we better put about, cap'n.

He opened his eyes.

The leaves were back, but now they had an odd, dusty, depthless
look that was somehow painted. No breeze stirred them. He waited
for them to fall, but they did not. For a few moments he had a
fecling that they were pulsing, but then the pulse cither stopped
or becane too fast for him to sce.

“This is crazy,” he said, and his voice sounded 5o far away
that he was frightened. He supposed you said something like tnat
because you couldn't bear to say I am crazy.

a doctor

e took the bottle of Valiun teblets from his pocket
had prescribed then to hinydorin his decp doprossion folloving
the death of his mocher--and ook two with the glass of water
he had put on €op of the TV. Then he sat down in front of the
1 again, waiting for something clse to happan. But nothing did.
B erin sl 0105 s who had Susrn hyshorically Hhat Hhe cars were Hore,
— A S and oot eor seven noure
The MW on the thixd floor, who vere gregarious, decided
to organize a Who Knows What party. They began to knock on the
doors of pecple they knew, suggesting that psople bring their
oun booze or recfer. The party began at around quarter to eight,
and continued, more ox less continuously, for the next tvo and
a haie days.
On seven, Hansel Greene, who owned a restaurant called Green

Acres, took off all his clothes and went into deep meditation
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Busybody Tenant was: *I'm writing the owners, and when they hear
about this, you'll be looking for another jobi® Well, the Busy-

He knew

bodies cane and went, but Rinaldi was still right he
how to handle them, and the consortium of businessmen who owned

The Tennis Club Apartments (in their tax-sheltery kind of vay)

crow. in the Lobhy——Waie Wi, the Jogger, vas only the vorst
away with just Pulaski and Hillq SpNURA U UM GO ORY MWies QAR
A8 W in tou. Pulaski was W e o snartass son of

morning call was justified, and not immediate grounds for a Busybody

lease running out your power over me wanes a little--you know

it and 1 know it. You're only a transient. I'm here for the long
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Keeping your mouth shut when you should have been yelling for
help at the top of your lungs. WM
Before calling Rand (and Rinaldi recognized that the situation
here was potentially even more dicey--the sever problem had finally
grown serious enough to warrant his call in the mid-atternoon,

when Rand was at wor)

16 e doo problen could not be solved,
o woula have to call Rand at home), he would VARl Security Systems
0., e guEEiS hiah peovidad the sscusisy qoaeds for tha'butising—
Rant-h-Cops ke Romnie Banford. Because Bumford vas gons, Security
Systens looked e Rinalassss tm MM most Likely cscape hatch--
oAyl s et s SO e b aall/Band mb/all:
A fox covertng bis uss Tutez, be thosght he wiEiay. ta
had saen Banford come on duty last night st eleven, had spoken

€ tuwo tenants.

to hin briefly--and had been observededy at 1
It was his responsibility to ascertain that the security guard
was on duty; he had done so. Thus it was Banford who was really

going to have to look to his as

Excopt maybe for that business of the fire door.

Ho wished he had had time to go down there and try it for
hinself, but there had just been too damn many people in the lobby.
If the fire door really was locked, or if it had been somehow
secured shut, Rinaldi could have some fancy explaining to do...be-
cause that door was his responsibility.

But first things first.

He unlocked the main office; Pulaski and Hill followed him
in. Ho went to the desk, picked up the telephone, and started
to aal.

"Who are you calling?" Pulaski asked.

“sacurity Systems,” Rinaldi said. "I want to know if they've

heard anything from Banford.”






index-99_1.png
97

when the job was finished. Elevator 1 was taken to the floor of
the departing tenant and the HOLD key was turned. The elevator

was loaded up with all the tenants' earthly goods (in most cases
the elevator could move everything n 3 single trip) and ey
Asatie iy taken Off hold. WMak Ehe movers used a second key, also
o be returned when the job was done, Bhis one was labelled BASE.
When the elevator reached the basement, the HOLD key was turned
again. Buam the movers could remove the furniture and load it

into the truck--there was an outside door and a convenient ramp
for this at the rear of the building.

ALL of this was very well if you were moving, but it meant
that tuo or three times a week--cven more often during the last
week of the month--one elevator was out of service, and temants
sometines had to wait as long as ninety seconds for Elevator 2
to reach then.

Eventually, Rinaldi was visited by a "delegation.”

It 4id not surprise him; Busybodies were always forming 'dele-
gotions.” During his term of service at the Tennis Club, he had
received the Elevator 1 Delegation (for so he thought of it) five
eines: he had received the Incinerator Delegation four times;
the Energy Bfficiency Delegation once (he suddenly recalled the
Endicott twat had been on that one), and various Sports Complex

Delegations—-mostly dealing with pool rules or the food in The

Clubhouse--over a dozen times. And although the faces varied,

each group thought it must be the £irst to uncover this Burning
S pokesiwomon-

Injustice, each group was headed by a spokesman or Memew who gradually

grew redder and redder as he or she spoke (just as Ashton was

growing redder and redder right now), and each spouted the same

bullshit, laced with the predictable threat of lawyers.

The Elevator 1 Delegation was typical from start to finish.
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So Tom Hill and Pulaski vereyMW...but the problem was very
Gofinately not okay. Not okay at all, and although his almost
perfect poker face revealed mothing as the three of them rode

up to the second floor, Rinaldi was thinking furiously about two

thinge--how to handle the ongoing situation, and how to cover
his own ass when this matcer came up for review.

s for the fommer, there vas only one thing be could do before
Cinally passing the buck. Hle thousht it voula worke be B 6

hoded

would vork, because you only passed the buck when you sbsolutely
had to. You alvays looked smaller in the eyes of the fellow who
had gotten the buck--smaller, unable to cope with real trouble, 3
8 minor-leaguer, a boat that didn't draw much vater. Rinaldi had
only had building-wide trouble on three or four previous occasions,
and he had only had to pass the buck once, when the winter floods
four years before had svept away a sewage pumping station and
nearly half a mile of sevege drains in Squirrel Hill. Bverything
in the building had cither stopped draining or had begun flowing

backeards—-in several apartments shit had geysered i to the ceilings

when toilets were flushed, garbage disposers had thrown up gushers
of pureed food-scraps, and washers had overflowed rich rivers
of suds. Rinaldi had gone ahead in that case and had made the

call to the office of Mid-City Developing Corporation. He had

ked for Mr. Rand, had stated the nature of the problem, and
had admitted as crisply and briefly as possible that no, he could
not handle the situation. Because when something building-wide
414 nappen, you had to walk a fairly fine line. You dida't want
o diminish yoursel by throving a problen you cquid have solved
into the lap of a quy like this Rand...bulpyou 44 want someone
concluding later on that you had cost the corporation money by
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already mentioned did not exist. Instead of a scrawny "greenbelt”

£ the west, most of the area was woods--some of it deep woods.
There had been a few deer left, and they had flipped their
white tails through the underbrush where the Mall Parking Annex
now was; there had been fox and raccoon where the apartment
building now stood. This had been Squirrel Hill, once woods,
now the site of the Squirrel Hill Mall.

These businessmen, seven of them in all, had farsightedly

seen a aitferent sort of decad

perhaps sven a duo-decadei--
areiving in the vake of the turbulent Sixties, with its nazches
and shell shetoric and its var statistics. They had seen an appadching

tine when people=-particularly middle-class people with an average
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and perhaps slightly crazed--watchfulness. Pulaski's face was

totally bland; his expression might even have been mistaken for
pleasantness. But Tom remembered the way Pulaski had looked in
the tunnel, when the fire door wouldn't open. He didn't think

Pulaski felt particularly pleasant...but he did think Pulaski

would be extremely pleased to be undercstimated by Rinaldi. And
he folt the currents between them so clearly that the hairs on

his ams stirred.






index-9_1.png
Jost his hand, understanding suddenly that no one in the
Tennis Club Apartments might understand his grief...except

perhaps the Full Moon Scribe, who w:

trying to codify that
missing tons, o £ill the cacsura. He found himself remembor-
ing the way a college Inglish prof had expressed the exis-
tential credo: Better to do good than evil; better to do evil
¢han nothing at all. When you turned the last of all possible
corners, that was what you found written on the brick wall
at the end of the blind alley.

He put the soup on and sat there, vatching it simser,
26111 weeping, and thought that if he ever met the Full Moon
Scribe, he just might buy the cat a drink.

‘
Ho pets. No children. Self service elovators. And on

July 19ehe-
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118 gy barer® Pranilin's volon booed

“Ltaten upi® Pulaski roplied. s volce vas lout, expsperated.
Mo dot a problen bare, Babycakes, and your security quira in
8 ool exrking oty

“If it's Fhe connection, call back," Pranklin said. There

was a click...and then the steady burr of an open line.

“Holy shit, the phones are screwed up, too," Tom blurted=—
and for the first time he felt something pierce his confusion
7 harried amnoyance at being late. He found nothing welcone
about the new emotion.

It was foar.
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Rinaldi shrugged and sighed--the shrug and sigh of a nan who
wished to convey how much patience it took to deal with such uncea-
sonable fellows, and how foolish it was to even attempt to argue
With them--and dropped the phone into the amplificr cradle. He
turned it on, and all three of them heard the final two musical
beeps as Rinaldi touched the buttons.

“pretty early,” Pulaski said as the phone began to ring.

“1¢ nobody answers that phone, the whole bunch of them will
be looking for new jobs, Rinaldi said, “not just Bamford."

The phone rang twice and then it was picked up. The voice,

absurdly lowd, came out of the amp: “This is Security Systems,
Inc. You have dialed the emergency number. Please identify yourself
by both name and code number and then state the nature of your
problem. This is Bo Franklin speaking.”

“Ihis is Rinaldi, super at the Tennis Club Apartments,” Rinaldi
said, 1400 Mall Road, Squirrel Hill. The code number for this
building is--" he looked at the side of the telephone, where a
small typed sheet of important numbers had been taped down "=

o
1426, Neither the front door nor the beck doSigtron the Lobby

e
8o Frankin WY

moment Tom saw wavy annoyance-lines form on Rinaldi's smooth,

the voice interrupted, and for just a

saliow forchead. They were gone so quickly that he could not con-

vince himself that he had actually seen them. "Security Systems.

1f you're there, give me your name, code mumber, and problem.®
“I've got a couple of tenants here who say the fire door doesn't

work, either,” Rinaldi said, raising his voice, "althoush it vas

fine when T checked it yesterday.” This last was a lie; he hadn't

actually checked the tunnel fire door since mid-June. When he

finished with this call, he'd have to get rid of Pulaski and the
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other one in a hurry so he could catch his log-book up to date.

Someone would be sniffing through it very soon--maybe as soon
as this afternoon.

“Is anybody there2” Franklin's voice boomed.

“Listen upt® Pulaski replied. His voice was loud, exasperated.
"We got a problem here, Babycakes, and your security guard is
u(somewhe?e’%:xk;ng ony
was a click...and then the steady burr of an open line.

"Holy shit, the phones are screwed up, too,” Tom blurted--
and for the first time he felt something pierce his confusion
and harried annoyance at being late. He found nothing welcome
about the new emotion.

It was fear.

3

Jo Page saw Pamela Andeyric standing by herself at the entrance
to the mail alcove and went over o join her. Pamela was some
fifteen years older than Jo, a sweet-faced, almost pretty single
woman who ran her own small accounting business in Hadley, the
suburban town just to the west of Squirrel Hill.

A year before, Jo had posted a small notice on the bulletin
board in this same alcove, asking if there were tenants who would
be interested in forming a Bible study group. She had put her
telephone nunber on the bottom of the card. Only Pamela had re-
sponded.

The question of Jo's church affiliation had come up almost
at once--Pamela was a Baptist, although not of the hard-shelled
Kind. Still, she was taken aback to find out that Jo did not attend
chuceh. .not & churen B0 Sk e

Well, you've got to have a church, Jo,"-pawela had said in
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gations” screaming about why we don't have a freight-elevator.

ALl Of this made a certain amount of sense, but Rinaldi also

recognized the fact that people to whom the Great Unalterable

is "Gimme it! It's mine!" are rarely receptive to sense (it was
these same people, Rinaldi believed, unable to face a future without
clectric hair-dryers and electric carving-knives, who had approved
the state's long-range nuclear power-plant program at a referendun
two years before). Because he was a pragmatist, though, he did

not mourn their lack of sense; he only expected it. Instead of

trying to reason with them, he simply showed them copies of the

lease they had signed--the lease clearly spelled out the fact
that the management reserved the right to convert Elevator 1 to
its freight-function at any tine between the hours of 5 A and

6 PM. None of the "delegation” members had, of course, objected

to that clause when the lease was put before them, because then
they'd been faced with moving their own Stuff in.

Eventually they went away, muttering.

Rinaldi had won most of his battles with this wonderful blank
oragmatism, which sl recognized that the childish selfishness
which motivated most "delegations” was accompanied by a childish
lack of commitment. They talked of lawyers, but when retainer
foes were actually mentioned, most "delegations” fell apart. And
although both he and the owners had been threatened with a tenants'
union from time to time, such a union had never materialized.

It was taken up occasionally as a kind of fad, there were a few
neetings, and then it all blew over.

Ashmore, Endicott, Minetti, and the other three forming the

current "delegation; had a great deal in common with all the "dele-

gations” Rinaldi had faced in the past, but he recognized a poten-

tially dangerous differeng in degree...which was why he kept one
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Ihey talked of the inconvenience of having one elevator "down"
in o building that served hundreds of people (one "dolegation

had actually cone equipped with an “elevator Flow-chare® done

in three colors). They spoke of the face that all tenants had

cqual rights. Somcone usually asked Rinaldi if he had over gotcen
stuck vaiting for the singlfcievator with his ams full of grocery
bags (the members of most *delegations" seoncd to assume that,
secrated somewhere in the building, vas Rinaldi's private--possibly
nuclear-pouezad--elovator] . And underneath all the argunents lay

a single fact uhich years of dealing with Tennis Club Apartnents
residents had convinced Rinaldi was the Great Unaleerable--and
Ehis fact was the sinple childisn pigginess of the tenants. The

words they had learned in college were only a veneer over the wehable

“Ginme it! It's mine!" idea they had apparantly absorbed as the
central truth of their lives in sub-primary or kindergarten.

If he had been disposed to reason with them or to discuss
theix philosophy with them (he wasn't; Rinaldi was a pragmatist
through and through) , he might have said this to each of the Ele-
vator 1 Delegations that had visited hin: Look. Flou-charts and

tenant rights and how concerned you are about the physically handi-

cappped aside--and by the way, there's only one crip in the building,

Stanton on the third floor, and he's never come down here to com-

plain about the elevators, only you guys who go out and jog and
1ift weichts and play raguetball do that--all that aside, the

truth of it is just that you don't give a fuck if some guy has

got to schlepp his couch and his chairs and his console TV and

his fucking dehumidifiers down the fire-stairs, do you? Or if

some poor gquy has a heart-attack trying to move in, who cares?

Not you. Not me, either--but I can't afford the luxury of shutting

my eves to what's down the road...in this case, MMl the "dele-
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wanted to be honest about it. He would be on perfectly fim ground
if he told Ashton and these other Dusybodies to stick it in their
collective ear; that they could take up whatever they wanted to
with Roger Adler when he came in at nine, but the Sports Complex--
uhich had been the Tennis and Swin Club until the previous year,
when the raquetball and handball courts had been opened--was not
his baby.
Yes, he would be on fim ground, at least technically. But
he didn't like the way Ashton looked, and he didn't like the way
dinetti kept saying "Damn right!® as 3€ it was the only thing
his shocked brain could remember, and he didn't like the way the
others kept crowding up, their faces too white and theit eyes
too wide. This was like the Elevator Delegations in many ways,
but he felt that in other ways--maybe vital ones--it was quite
a bit different. it
The Spores Conplex was Adler's responsibility, but W8 had
a key. He supposcd it was even possible that Ashton and his mecty

laast be octof kis hair-
band could get out that way. GREE not, they would BebrEURw o fle M.

He could close the door and think. Because this could be very \h.lg
bad. Very bad indeed. He had seen it on that bohunk Pulaski's
face, and on Hill's face as well; Hill had left Rinaldi's apartment
walking as if someone had just squeazed his balls good and hard.

“Suppose 1 give you my key to the doos at the end of the tumnel-
wayl" Rinalai S milaly. "Wowld you bring it back, Mr. Asnton?
Slide it under my door if I'm out?

hsncon's face showed £irs surprise and then a rather repulsive
mixture of gratitude and conceit; that uas easier than I thousht
and told you 1'0 shou him who's boss.

“Course,” he 3aid. "You don't end up heading your own business

unless you're responsible, Rinaldi."
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hand on the doorknob in a gesture that was much less casual than

it looked. This wasn't a question of Elevator 1 or whether the
o w2 sk
rgers,

fry-cook at The Clubhouse was shorting the T
ugly feel--that lynch-mob feel--was much clearer.

Ashton wound up his speech at full volune and then folded
his arms in a theatrical gesture, seeming to suggest that he would
stand here all sunmer if that was what it took to get some action
out of Rinaldi.

“What do you want?" Rinaldi asked mildly.

"Want? Wane2" The Endicott twat spluttered. "Haven't you been

Listening at all, you stupid man? We want to get out of here.

I'm

Her cheeks began to tremble. Her eyes widened.

bored,” Ashton finished for her, and gave her a stony glance
that drove her back a step or two.
"Bored, yes, that's right," she said, a little faintly. "I'm

bored with the whole thing, Mr. Rinaldi."

Rinaldi looked back at As
Well?" Ashton blustered. You could mever read the damncd

superintendent's face, and Ashton always had the feeling that

he had been judged and found wanting. It was not a feeling that

sat well with him.

"I repeat, what do you want me to do, Mr. Ashton?

“I want you to unlock the doors to the Sports Complex,” Ashton
said promptly. Facing Rinaldi's black, moveless eyes, he suddenly
uished he had changed out of his jogging shorts before coming
here. "There are at least three sets of exits over there that
I know of, and probably there are more. We can go out through
there.”

"Damn right!" Minetti said, and bared his teeth at Rinaldi.

Rinaldi considered Ashton's suggestion--his demand, if you
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“Here you are,” Rinaldi said, and gave the key to Ashton.
"Could T have it back in an hour, Mr. Ashton?

“Before lunch,” Ashton said, starting to tura away, ostenta-

tiously dismissing Rinaldi. Thank you, thank you, my good man.

“In an hour, please,” Rinaldi said, still mildly. "Slide it

under my door if I'm not here.

"Look, Rinaldi, an hour may not be
"It will have to be," Rinaldi said. His unflickering dark

oyes fixed themselves on Ashton's face again.

“What will you do if I'm late back with it?" Ashton asked.

“suict ner
“No, sir. But T wouldn't trust you with one of my keys again.”
Ashton looked at hin sullenly, and then axound at his litcle

band. They had dzaun back a bit Lrom hin, and even Ma. Endicott

\as looking at the floor, as if cnbarassed. Rinaldi allowed hiself

an inwacd smile. Ashion knew that Rinaldi had quite efortlessly

made hin looisftaceless and ungrateful, but he didn't know precisely
how, and he cextainly did not know how to retreive the situstion.
“ALL right, an hour,” he said. "Cone on, folks. Let's got

Gut of here.” He threw Rinalds a final glance.

"bann rightt® Hinecti said, his enthusiasm returning at tho
prospect.
Rinalai let them got ten fect down the hall, alnost to the

legt turn that would take them to the elevators, and then he called:

“on, Me. Ashton? Ms. Endicott? Folks?

They turncd touard hin. Ashton in pacticular looked truculent
and on edge. Rinaldi lixed him that way Just Line.

“That Key will let you into the Conplex, but it won't let
you out.* he said. "Thexe are actuslly four or five doors which

g0 outside from the Complex, but all of them are locked from the
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"No, I suppose not," Rinaldi said, and thought: Gimme it!
It's minet He deliberately looked from Ashton's face W WA the
Ace bandage wrapped around the man's knee and then back up at
his face again. Ashton flushed.

"We don't have all day," MANAME Wity

"No," Rinaldi agreed, still speaking mildly. He could see
they were relaxing row, losing thatjtfightening focus they'd haa
when they first came to the door, two or three hammering on it
at the same time. "I'1) get it for you."

He turned away from the door, leaving it open and unattended--
he wouldn't have done that five minutes ago, but now it was okay.
He glimpsed Ashton's face--baffled, wary, a little embarassed,

still having trouble comprehending the ease with which Rinaldi

had capitulated...he probably feels a little like a guy who got

a bunch of his friends to help him drive a battering ram against

the castle door and then found out it was papier-mache, Rinaldi

thought. Good.
He uent down the hallway betueen the kitchen and the apartment's
two bedrooms, moved a picture (it swung outward on hidden hinges)
and quickly dialed the combination on the safe set into the wall.
There was a litter of papers, reports, and blueprints inside,
along with a considerable amount of cash in banded bundles--better
than eight thousand dollars in cash, as it happened. Rinaldi found
a second keyring, this one labelled DUPLICATES AND MASTERS. 0O
NoT copy.
He removed the key which opened the door at the cnd of the
tunneluay (wondering to himself if they would be able to open
the door even if the key turned in the lock) and tossed the key-
ring back into the safe. He relocked the safe, swung the picture

back into position, and went back to Ashton and his group.
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inside as well as the oucside. Mr. Adler nas those Keys, but T
aone.®
i of then uere Looking at hin with untinceured disnay; e big mavs
e was blonty uneadable, ond & byt clcalsting ond Ingr.
nients Tace. vas e ey SPT—
that me. Asnton might soon graduace from the status of Dusybody
fo that of Troublemaker. Yot good, ot st all, but it aa been
an vpsetting morning for Rinalds as well (alchougn no one would
have believed ic, except pechaps his rother), and it fel¢ good
to take the wind out of the pompous old airbag’s sails.

“There are tuo fixe-doors, of coucse, and maybe the ones over
thece aze in working oxder,” Rinolal added. “he doors trom The
Clusnouse to the oucside push open--it's & state lav that a1l
sa ana zestaveant doocs have to be perpetually unlocked fron
the inside, 1 thinke-buc of couese the doors leading into The
Clubnouse £rom the pool azea aze locked. ou covld bresk them
open, but T don't advise it. You'd be lisble for damges...and
then someone Just mignt staxe eviction proceaures agrinst you
IR e—

Rencon began to spluter.

“hsk your Lauyer,” Rinaldi said. e smiled gencly snd closed
the asar the same wy.

s

As chings grew stesaily worse chac first day and in the days

“hicn ollouea, Tom HiLL came to chink of some of the things which

took place in the Teanis Club Apartments--scenes both comic and

tragic—-as "weird scenes inside the goldmine.” The phrase eventually
becane widely current--one of those idiomatic phrases that many
people know and use, but one which few on the outside of a given
society would or could understand without so much background that,

like a joke that has to be explained, it would have lost its savor
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said, and although it was a sentimental thing to say, Tom could
detect no sentiment in Pulaski's voice...and he felt disturbed
again, looking at the man's broad, large-pored, ungiving face.

"Well, people have aluays said g, anyway,* Tom answered.

It was an inane comment, but he could think of nothing else. In
a way, his mind felt not so much dazed as swollen completely shut.

Pulaski nodded, looking through the glass.

"So what is this, Hill? You got any ideas?"

Tom looked out, studied that eerie yellow light (but he avoided
looking at Cantrell's Chevrolet across 48l--avoided it studiously),
and shook his head.

Pulaski swung around to look at those in the lobby.

"Any of you?" He asked, raising his voice slightly. "Any of
you got any ideas what this thing is?"

There was no answer; only their solemn, shining eyes and Pamela

Andeyric's soft sobbing.
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thud--it sounded not 1ike wood against glass but wood against
wood. The glass i W 4id not break; it 4id not so much as
shiver.

Pulaski dropped the bat on the floor, his face o bitter rinace
of pain, and SikkeNes his throbbing hands UMM Ms b ke
o 4O WU his Wby Ton, who had felt that sting as a college
baseball player, took a sympathetic step toward hin.

“Keep out of my face, " Pulaski G, and Ton stopped where
he was. Only a fool would have approached a man with such an expres-
sion of Ak mingled pain and fury e hiv-Face.

Ardich
"Did you see that?" aman in a glen-plaid business suit was

saying aloud. "Did you see that? Did you-

"I saw it, T saw it,” someone else said testily. "Let it go
Tom squatced on his haunches by the bat.
“Don’t touch thati" Pulaski said.
"I just want to see if the handle's cracked,” Tom said. "Man,
You hit that door and I thought of Ted Klezewski.
"Big Klew? Yeah?" There was recognition in Pulaski's voice,

but Tom did not make the mistake of thinking it was pleasure.

How bad's it cracked?”

Doesn't look like it's cracked at all,” Tom said.

"Yean? Fucking-Al" This time there was pleasure in Pulaski's
voice. He bent over, picked up the bat, and tapped it lightly
against his open palm. Even that gentle touch made him wince,

and Tom saw both of Pulaski's hands were bright red. He had hit
the glass a fearsome swat, and it really was a wonder the bat
hadn't cracked...or simply shattered at the handle. But that wasn't
tne real wonder, was 1t? No. The real wonder was the unbroken

glass.

“"They built stuff tougher in the old days, Babycakes," Pulaski





index-94_1.png
92

M WMLBMA The Tennis Club had been adequately sound-proofed,
but these clrcumstances vers extraordinary, and knots of people
boiled up and down the halls or gathered in apartment doorvays,
talking in voices that vere almost shouts.

Myexs, the only person in the building Tom Hill really knew
(1€ pressed, he vould have called Wyers almost a friend), vas
one of the eight ox tan residents who slept peacefully through
411 of it. Mo would not wake up Until Tom hanmered on his door
st ten-thirty that motning, and ten-thicty vas still two hours
£ %ne tine myers usually rose. e slept on in uhslelike splendor,
his body clad in bright vellow pajamas, oblivious of the rising
racket outside.

M outside, the initial panic vas beginning.

2

A dolegation of six people who cither hardly knew cach other
ok who didn’ know each other at all converged on Rinaldi's apart-
ment. and hammered on tha door until he opencd it.

The d tacto leadsr of this group was Dave Ashmore, the older
man in Jogaing attire. Ashaore, vho was sixty-ona and knoun as
Turk to his closest friends, ran a publishing conpany downtoun.
This company was sall but quite successful; it published books
of rogional interest, many of then humorous. It also did a fair
amount of vanity publishing, which as referred to more decorously
in the Ashmore Houss brochures as *subsidy publishing.” What this
reant was that Ashmore House would publish and issue books if
thelx authors paid for the services it also provided some linited
promotion in the local papers. Nost of these vanity publications
vere bad poetry and obscure novels, and Ashmore hinself decided

of whether or not the would-be author could and would pay when
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Chapter V: The Tennis Club (I1);
First Weird Scenes inside

the Golmine. (7900 A. o
&00 A
'
5y cigne o*clock, By alnost every resident of the
Sehume

Tennis Club Apartments who was @ on that morning of July the
19th knew that something had gone radically, if obscurely, wrong.

Most were up by the hour of eight o'clock anyway. Temnis Club

residents did not pay the rent out of their dine banks, but neither

uss it o retreat of the rich; the people who lived seiihs

oweie worked for their livings, by and large, and with the major

route into the city's downtown district torn to pieces, even slothful
nine-to-fivers usually rose by seven-forty-five. They didn’t necessarily
like it, but they did it; it was a survival tactic.

who lived theve_
Of course, not cveryone @B eOR WM ®NON was a ninc-to-

fiver...or an cight-to-fourer, for that matter. Tin Jefferies,
who lived in 920, had listed his occupation as real estate agent,
nd although he had indeed passed the state realtors' test and
4id indeed maintain an office in The Crescent, his real business
was selling dope; he had not actually shown a house in close to
seven months. There were several fairly well-to-do retirees in
the building, including Leon and Becty Williams on the fourth
floor; two years before, Leon Willlams had turned over his fast-
food franchise on 481 for a tidy sum of money. There was a fellow
named Roddy Trangennet on the same floor who made an eccentric
Living hustling pool--not surprisingly, he was a friend of Tin
Jetteries, the dope-dealer.

Bvemv® Fhese peopleq and most of those who hadn't needed
€0 get up for work that morning, were either awakened by Eommde
@ acquaintences who wanted to know if they had heard, if they

had seen...or they were roused by the mounting noise-level .fw
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“what are you doing2" Tom asked.

“Getting out, Babycakes,” Pulaski said.

“Listen, Pulaski. The cars out there...” He trailed off. It
seemed suddenly too complex. Endlessly complex. He looked out
again and saw that the cars in the Tennis Club lot looked all
right...almost all right, anyway. There was something there, too,
something that not even the weirdly depthless quality of the light
could fully explain, but he it. At least they weren't
rippling like a £ilm inage seen through a heat-haze.

Pulaski dismissed Tom as well. He thudded the head of the
bat against his hand with a metremonelike regularity. The others
watched him, as still and apprehensive as deer. Panela's moans
had become soft and regular weeping.

“Okay,* Pulaski said, and stopped thudding the bat into his
hand.

Tom watched, fascinated, as the big man settled both hands
onto the bat, seeming to dig into the carpet with his feet. And
he found himself thinking of another Pole, Ted Klezewski of the
Pitcsburgh Pirates--big Klew, they had called him. He had ned
no speed and no finesse, but like Harmon Killibrew, he'd had power
enough to knock a baseball just about a thousand miles.

Pulaski pulled the bat back and then swung, bringing it down
2nd then up in a hard, smooth arc--there was just room enough
in the small foyer to allow that. Tom slitted his eyes. He saw
an older man in jogging attire shield his face instinctively,
although the glass would spray outward, onto the walkway and into
the ornamental bushes that bordered it.

Tom heard the explosive cough of breaking glass--but as with
the bray of the fire door's alarm bell, he heard it only in his

mind. The bat struck the glass with a solemn and somehow dimwitted
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one Sa7i May, two months before the events vhich
this story relates began to occur, Tomy HLLl cane hose g
e L L T A T
coverage had been interrupted by a tormado that cut a Jagsed
a0 unexpoctad swath throush the northern suburbe of the city,
Killing forty-sevent’y Tired, mhoy.tand unable to quite
forget: the cries of the mimed and vomded be had heard in
in the Pittstom High School symasius, where & acklag
T

He reached the door of his sparteent. on the sixth floor,
Chisking about culy ome thiags soup. A bovl of ot soup. He
Had flashed on the thought of the soup about. Five minutes before
the third Live foed from the B.t.5. gym was scheduled €o begin.
When the thoughySams. he had been watching a grip put Andrea
Soxzaty's mark on the floor. Benind the knesling grip, & men
vas holding his son. The boy was about fou, and his hand had
been clipped off by a fiying chunk of windshield glass. The
Doy vas doped w, slewping, but the father rocked hin ceaselessly,
the skin undex his eyes shock-bive, his face uncomprehending.
and Tomy thought: & bowl of soup. Chicken noodle. And 1 might
Slesp. Tater he reslised it wes his mothar's secipe--Jevieh
panicilin, she called Lt--but that did't stop the craving.
and ha vas 20 tired he vas barely able to valk stralght. And
he sew o nassage scratched on his deor, a little nissive from

the Full Moon Scrib

BITE MY HAIRY OLD BAG, it said.
And, perversely, he folt a sense of almost overvhelming
relief. He turned his key and suddenly began to weep, understand-

ing that he was weeping for the father of the A4f'son who had
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But she might still have said no Lf he hadn't called her ma'am in that
half-aukuard but rather charming way.
"You're sure?” He asked Pamela.

"Really, 1 am."

"Then we'll see you to your door," he said. "I'm Ton Hill,by the way."

“Panela Andeyric.” She held a hand which was not quite steady out for
him co shake 1ightly.

“And T'm Jo Page."

His hand was warm, his touch light--there and gonc. But she thought she
felt it aftervards. For just a moment.

Others were leaving the lobby even as scrangers were arriving, first in
Cheir oun privace fogs of morning sleepiness, and then in emerging fops of
surprise and bewilderment. Those leaving were not quite fleeing...but Jo
chought she sensed that, just below the surface. In her mind she saw fc all
again, an impossibility that hurt the mind because it was both awesome and
somehou prosaic: the custom van crossing traffic, turn-signal blinking,
bikes serapped to che roof-rack. Disappearing halfuay across the opposing
lanes. There...and then gone. She felt her mind sideslipping tovard panic
and fought the panic avay.

"Ladtes?" Tom HI11 asked, and Jo nodded.

“Thank you," Pamela said gratefully.

"Yes," Jo agreed. "Thank you very much.”

They walked toward the elevators, where an unaccustomed nusber of people

were watcing for an up-car.
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Kiss, and her GG menory of that resction, prompeed by ehis stranger’s
face, made her flush a litcle. It uas almost certalnly an unobscrvable flush,
buc £t annoyed her Just the same.

"You'll have to ask her yourself,” she said, more snappisly than she
had tacended.

The man’s flush was quice visible...and she was ashaned. He had come
over to help, which vas more than anyone else in this milling crowd of forty
or fifty people had done.

"I'n all right,” Pamela sald. She had taken a cissue from her purse and

fow she uiped her eyes ulth ft. "I'm sorry [ made a fuss. It was just...just

for a moment there...1t was too much.”

She Looked up, first at Jo and chen at Tom HILL.
“Yau bt 115 o0 ruck,
Wi} Too sotd. Ne glanced back ac the foyer and saw that both his

place and that of the young woman with the close-cut blonde hatr had been
taken. "I don't think there's anything ue can do down here, at least for
now. 1'm going back up to oy place and make some strong coffee and lace ic

with brandy. 1€ you ladies would care o join me, you'd be very welcone."

o," Pamela said, wiping her eyes again--almost scrubbing then. "Ny
Jaw is bothering me. T had impacted wisdom teeth, you see, and somecires my
jaw still bothers me. Where they were. I think 1'LL go back upstairs and
cake some of my medicine and just lie down.”

"You, ma'am?" Tom asked Jo.

She was ready to decline politely, but heard herself saying: "A cup of

coffee would be very welcome. No brandy--just coffee, please.” She supposed

she sald yes when she meant to say no partly because she was ashamed of her
oun asperity and the man's unconfortable blush--he had only been trying to

help=-but more because she was very badly shaken and did not much want to

be alone. She had not yet alloved her nind to consider &4 full import of

what she had seen (or thought she had seen, she amended immediately), and

she did not want to be alone when that consideration came.
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it out with a knife--zzzasap, and another one bites the dust.
We are a1l meat.

He put orange juice on the table, strawberry preserves,
silvervare. By the tine he brousht the eggs, sausage, and toast,
he had bogun to feel like a living person again. He ate, listensd
to Mississippi John Hurt, and thousht about the day.

Into the city along Route 481, which had been torn up
when Tom arrived and which was still torn up and which would
Probably still be torn up when and if he ever came back this
way in ten years, or thirty. Check in with David McGinn, who
was a prick at five-thirty in the morning, a prick at three-
thirty in the afternoon, and an insutferable prick vhen he was
drunk. David would soon be leaving WKHT for a lst A.D.'s Job
at a station in Philly (not much, but a step closer to New

York), and Tom expected to be offered David's job...which he

would not take

The voice inside-~the Career Voice--said no,
and when that voice spoke, Tom listened. You had to move at
specd. 1f you were forty when you got o New York, New York
was apt. not to want. you.

50 then came prep for the A.M. show--the umpty-umptieth
AN show he had done. Tt ran from eight to ten (WKMP broadcast
only the first hour of Good Morning America) and rated extremely

well. It offered local news, feature

. tratfic reports, and,
of course, the guests, who were intervieved in a cozy living-
room set, either by Randi Frechette if they were Lisht, or by
Doug Stapes it they were Heavy. Randi was tventy-three, honey-
haired, and built. She would soon move on (toward New York,

one hoped, although there was a Randi in every major TV market
in America, and while she had the wet-lipped, breathlessly

expectant stare down pat, Tom didn't believe that she had the
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He liked to cook, and even after two years plus in
610, it was the only room in the place that really bore

the stamp of his personality. A poster on the fridge showed
Frank zappa presiding over a church congregation of roasts,

chops, and steaks...all with legs. WE ARL ALL MEAT, the

caption beneath resd. There was a spice-rack bolted under
the inpersonal Tennis Club cupboaxds--not a small one but
one which ran a length of four fest. There vas a wine-rack
he had built hizselfhistocked exclusively with dorestic

wines--Hondavi, mostly. A Miss Pigey calendar hung askew on

the wall, most of the dates scribbled over with meros and
appointments, wed M fots spilled over onto the counter.
He hated the electric stove with its burners reading WAR,
L0, MIDIUM, MEDIUM-HOT and HOT, but buying a better one would

have expressed much the same permanence as renewing the lease.

He suffered with it.

A tiny Panasonic does-everything receiver sat beside
the toaster--TV, AW/FM, plus cassette recorder, and all of
it almst small enough to slip into your pocket. He plugged
a folk-blues tape into it and began to get breakfast for

hinselt--@ e another way of plugaing into the day.

Iggs--three of them, scrambled. Grated cheddar on top.
Some patty sausage in another skillet, along with a touch

of thyna--weird, okay, but when you live alone you can have
what you like. Shitty compensation, but you take what there
is. Rough white bread that he had made himself for toast; the
toaster was the ola-fashioned £1ip-up variety where you cook

one side and then turn the slices over. A pain in the ass if

you forgot, but you could put hove-made bread into it without

it getting stuck and then risking your life, trying to lever
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610 home.
Put that way, it sounded grim. Sometines it was. But
there were compensations. The tornado coverage had been

scary and horrifying, but there had also been a wild rush

there, coupled with a sense of urgency and {mportance--what
they were doing mattered. But the satisfactions weren't
alvays big ones. Some of the L'il Folks came in scared,
pasty-faced, sure that something frichtening was going to
happen on this unfanilier side of the camera (Am I gonna
be broadcasted?" one little girl asked Tom, teetering on the
©dge of miserable tears). In most cases he was able to con-
vince them that nothing awful was going to happen, and the
way they cheered up cheered him up. He was still learning

(a1¢hough he uilibwmms hat part of this new restlessness

"as 4n tederstanting that WO bad ashe hix slmst svery-
thing 16 had o tasclys everyihing £rom chromatly Aag S
e s o . o8 e s
st Bt oo o 0 i a9 61105
bk o g o A R 5 o
5 ko v e ot S e s
SEOSES R R SR e
6t ) i et R v SEELE

although for about six months during his first year here

he had thought that might change--before the disagreements

betusen the girl and hinsel became too big to ignore--and
he was sonetines lonely, but he got on by himself quite well.
Ho had some friends (not in the Tennis Club Apartments, however) ,
and whon he came back here he could turn the whole thing off

--well, ost nights--and read a book. The arbition was still

T
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the other men, an archiechtural draughtsman named Minetti with

like a

a sunken and yet intelligent face, cried “Dam risht
cheerleader at overy point Ashmore made. One of the wonen was
apparantly struck by fresh injustices at every tuen of a phrase;
chis wonan, Lerdbea Endicott, trica to inject various bits of news
about the coin-op washers that didn’t work, the crazy man who
wrote bad words on peoples doors, the smell of urine that had

Gord vanions ot
permeated the righthand elevator the month before,, Hs. Endicott,

who vorked as a secretary in the Squirrel Hill Mall's executive
offices, was the sort of woman who can clog up what should be
a routine forty-minute meeting and turn it into a marathon mare's

nest of asides, detours, and backuard loops...unless the meeting's

moderator happens to be brutally determined to push through from

point A to point Z. Turk Ashton had no problem with her; each

time she began with "And that's no worse than the dryers that

or "Maybe you could also explain why the incinerator chutes are

always--*, Ashton simply rolled over her, as natural a force as
a tidal-wave burying €linsy beachside shacks under tons of water.
At last Ms. Endicott fell almost silenc, her face rather awed.

he other three were more or less content to follow along
with Minetti's cheerleading--growling their support, nodding,
or simply looking steely-cyed and menacing at each "Damn righe!"
Their united point seemed to be that they didn't care, they were
bored (not only with being trapped in the building but with the
way the doors to the incinerator chutes were sometimes locked
after nine B, but never mind that right now), and if Rinaldi
4idn't do something right auay, they would have his gues for garters.
They were apparantly half a dozen people with a violent reaction
to apathy and a murderous resentment of ennui.

Rinaldi stood in the doorway of his apartment, right hand
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Killer tnstinct to go with it--the ability to slice in there
and cut Ml guy wide open while he was still thinking sbout
geteing Y in the sack). Doug Stapes, on the other hand,
Vas now at least sixty and & WKNT fixture. Kids who had
watched Stapes dish out cartoons as Uncle Dougie in the
fitties were now grandpazentsfRandi got. the wonen who were
promoting books on the New You, dermatologists vho could
explain (in the seven minutes allotted then) how you could
ease the pain of mouth-sores with cold teabags, the clowns
£ron the Shrine Circus, the dolphin trainers, the paraplegic
Who was crossing the country by wheelchaix. Doug Stapes had
gotten Willian Westmoreland when he cane to town, Rabert

Redford ("Tell me, are you recognized often on the street,

Bob? Do you wear sunglasses?*), John Anderson, and similar
folks.

Another A morning. Prep from five-thirty until just
before air-time, verify every guest, make sure there were
doughnuts in the greenroom, get the guests to sign release
forns, go over timings and cues, reshuffle the schedules if

someone was late or didn't show.

Break for coffee. Listen to the grip-crew tell Polish
Sokes or Frenchean jokes or whatever jokes. Get a lousy lunch
in the commissary after the preliminary agenda for News at Noon
with Andrea Dorraty, who would need only minimal luck to go

just as far as she wanted; do the final agenda for News at Noon;
4o the broadcast; set up for The Prizewinner Wovie, which
combined the lure of Dialing For Dollars with that of B-pictures
from the forties, fiftics, and sixties; break for coffee; greet
€he kids who were oing to be that afterncon's L'il Folks on
Trolley-rolley; leave for home. If you wanted to call apartment
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the bills cane duc. His judgements on this score ere generally
good, and Ashmore House had prospered. The only Ashmore House

aubsidy title he had ever read in his life was Raising and Caring

he and his wife Florence had had four scotcics, Mk

« PR3 G-
- 9 Sy had eag x 0

for Your scotti,

Ashmore uas used to getting his vay.
hs spokesnan for the group, he told Rinaldi that he had no

Ldea what uas going on around here and didn't really cares his

Lawyer mighe care, and his Lawyer would certainly be in touch

“ith Rinaldi’s dauyers or whosover Lauyers vere retained to defend

Legal actions against this place, and his, Ashmore's, lauyer could

be counted on to sue the Living Josus out of whosver vas responsible

for what vas going on around here, but Ashmore didn't care, not

2 bits he was, in fact, bored with the whole thing (but he doubted

very much 1€ his lowyer--a person who began to sound more and

more Like some bloodthirsty jungle aninsl sach time Ashmore re-

forred to hingy~ wld be bored ),

A Ashnore made these points, beginning with his unconcorn
and ending with his boredon, his voice rose fron its original

il almost Fomale.
tone o sbrasive scermess to a Rebwaigu SroLt. He vas sEill
veating his red teashirt and his white Jogging shorts, and now
color began to clinb up the gnarled colusn of his neck and into
his chooks.

Mo, Ashmore concluded, his Lips drawn hack from yellow, uneven
tecth which nonetheless Looked very strong, his one interest was
{n gotting out of here and getting in his morning's run and then
qeteing back in hore aiigertiin Ean ! those vere the things
he paid for and he intended to have them.

The other five in Turk Ashton's group--three men and two women,

all dressed for business--were vocal in their support. One of
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he stepped in and rode down to extremely big trouble.
3
The lobby of the Tennis Club Apartments was luxuriously

barren, and Tom Hill had reflected on several occasions (once

after trying--and failing--co explain the place’s subtle creepiness
€0 his good riend Blake over after-work beers) that the idea

of barren luury didn't make much sense unlass you'd seen such

4 place as this lobby.

Straight ahead as you stepped off the elevator vas the

21l alcove--a box for each spartaent. There were no keyss cach
box had cen MGR, 1 chrough 0. When you signed your lease, you
punched a four-diget number--one you could remesber, prosussbly,
even when drunk--tnco B console {n the downtown zenting office.
No one sau thae musber but you (or s chey said). To get your
matl, you punched out the cunbars and g your R For Tom
HLLL, vhose parents vere dead and who mantained ng ties with
any of the people he had known in school, shdkfeaseleced moscly
of advertising circulars fron the nind-misbing one hundred nd
ten atores n the mall behind the spartacnt building.

On another wall in the pail slcove vas a bullectn board.
Everything that went up on the boazd had to be cleared through
Rinaldt, vho stamped the announcement with the date. A weck
Later, he took the mmouncensnt or ad dovn. ost of them vers
£rom women who vould clean spascacnts. Ton eaployed such a woman.

She was a nut about astrology, buc ocherwise okay.

To the right--again, as you stepped out of one of the clevators--
were two doors. One of them was a back entrance-exit, and it
was here thac the Mall Shuctle, a dicsel-povered Mercedes bus
(50 small chat Myers, a hugely fat young man froa the fourch
£loor with whon Ton had a nodding acquaintence, had dubbed it
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and the fat guy in the green sport-coat, Costello--before. They
fit into Category 2: Busybodies. Ashton and Costello had been

parts of other verbal lynch-mobs that came before him...except,

of couese, the members of these lynch-nobs called themsolves "dele-
gations. Never mind the simple fact that they had delegaced then-
seives; the vord had an official sound and ic appacantly made

the feel they had the right to raise their voices and blow oft
stean and sound threatening. And, of course, sooner of later thoce
Wi & lot of hollow, strutcing talk sbout somebody's lauyer.

Because his lack of contempt vas xeal and practical, he s
theough the “dolegations” to the verbal lynch-nobs that were beneath,
and he undexstood that, while the "delesations” might use all
nannes of big words and orotund phrases, it aluays cane down to
o sinplicity: spoiled people who wanted thei own way and who
S 0 s

oxe BT o inscance st il of Elevator 1, unich was
colled "the lefthand elovator® by most of the tenants because
of its position in the lobby. Elevator 1 was technically a "freight-
passenger elevator®--and the safety certiticate mounced under
plastic on the wall of the car 5o proclained it. This meant that,
although it looked 1ike an clevator mesnt only to carcy passengers,
its load capacity wes much biggersthat Blevator 2, and its fpm
specd was slighely slover. Also, the chrone-edged panclling on
the valls of the car could be quickly snapped out, incressing
the space and revealing rous of hish hooks whore movers' pada
coutd be hun.

Because the cuznover in the Tennis Club uas faicly steady,
Glevator 1 served its freight function on a xegular basia. The
movers (or the tenant, € he had slected to handle the 3ob himself

would obtain the HOLD key from the office and tura it in again
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there, but it was still healthy. He monitored for signs of
cancer there as well as he could.

Breakfast was done. He scraped his plate into the dis-
Posall, rinsed the frypans, put everything into the dishwasher,
and set it runing. He shaved, put on a shirt, jeans, a pair
of Quoddy moccasins, combed his hair. He put the comb into
his back pocket behind his vallet and looked at his hair sadly
in the mirror for a moment. It was a sandy blonde, and definately
thinning.

Keys and change distributed between the front pockets. fie

turned off Mississppi John Hurt

regrettully=-and went out the
aoor.

There was Muzak in the hallway: endless Muzak that whispered
down £rom overhead speakers endlessly. Tt had begun by amusing
hin, had then irritated him, had then begun o strike him as

otinateT cerie. At last he had stopped noticing it at all,

unle

s someone called it to his attention, and he reckoned that

as another sign that it was probably time to split the scene.
e walked down the hall, moccasins whispering on the hall-

way rug, made a little uneasy by all these closed doors with

the staring bullet eyes of the pespholes

<5 he always was.
He paused Just before turning left to the elevators, look-
ing at the door of 602. The Full Moon Scribe had struck again,
this time in rather cryptic fashion. FARTS QY JUPITIR had been
scrawled below the peephole with a pocketknife blade or a key.
The letters straggled and draggled. Maybe it's Thomas Bynchon
and that's the title of his forthconing novel, Tom thought.
He smiled a little--unavare, of course, that he was now very
close to touching a much larger strangeness--and turned the

corner. He pushed the DOWS button, and when the elevator came,
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on the inner knob of the door, left hand resting lightly on the
Jamb--it was a casual enoush posture, and none of the six angry
people standing in the halluay recognized--as Tom Hill might have
done and Denny Pulaski surely would have done--that he was effec-
tively barring them from coming any further. Nor did any of them
realized that he was prepared to slam the door on them, and to
do it very hard and very quickly, if the tone of this "mecting”
got much hotter.
Although his sallow face betrayed/more than it ever did, and
although his dark eyes rested steadily on Turk Ashton's face,
not jumping to Minetei's at each "Damn right!" in a way that might
have betrayed nerves, g shifting auay from Asheon's darkening
complexion in a way that might have adnitted the possibility that
Asheon had a point o two, MM 3 marker of wamin bells Kol gue off in Rinaldis
e was not precisely frightencd--Rinaldi could not have then
Sl the posaibiity of being frighiened by mere tenants, although
that time would come--but he was WM alertq and ANREWNY aware
that he was facing a kind of verbal lynch-mob.
Rinaldi knew the signs; he had faced such verbal lynch-nobs
before. He did not exactly view the tenants of the Tennis Club
with contempt; he would not have wasted such a strong erotion
on then. They were no more worth his contempt than the doings
of  heap of ants in an ant-colony would have been. Because his
lack of contempt was a real, practical thing and not simply an
intellectual stance (when an intellectual speaks of something

as being "beneath contempt,”

what he or she really means is that
he or she hates that thing with all his or her heart), it had
nade him both more practical about his job and more apt to survive
such storms as this one.

He had seen three of these people--Ashton, the Endicott twat,
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7
She would also have declared that life {s balance and nornality. And
that was uhy the events of that July morning shocked her so badly. She had
felt herself sliding tovard hysteria, had felt che screans cravling slouly
up dnto her throat, and had told herself to gec inco the elevator and gec
upstairs before she did something that would make people look at her ("Before

was how her mother would have put 10)}; but

you Disgrace Yourself in Public,”
she had been paralyzed, unable to move.
She had suddenly thought of a newspaper article she'd read in the
newspaper a month or two before; one of those little space-fiiling squibs.
They had pulled out the cornerstone of the library in sone Texas town, and a
a5 DigMe
1izard that someone had put inyalong with the more usual cornerstone memorabilla

had been found alive and well...although the MEMW cornerstone had been laid

alnoyt 3 hundred years before. That's how we'll come out, Pamela thought. Fine

*n dandy, fuse fine n' dandy. She heard a giggle, as shrill and rancid as the

sacll of old pickle-juice, cone out of her mouth. In her mind's eye she sau
the Lizard, its green skin now dead black, its eyes a milky white from its
long years pent up in the darkness, and suddenly she vas sceeaning. She sav
the tenants of the Tonnis Club Apartnents tottering out into that crazy yellow
Ight, thesr skins blacker than the skin of the blackest Negro chat ever Lived,
Chett eyes white and Elshy and blind.

She becane sware that the others in the lobby vere drawing back from her,
and felc some din surprise—-she did not see contempe, the enotion onma had
aluays associated with Disgracing Oneself in Public, In thetr eyes. She saw
fear.

0ut of balance, she thought, suare that this uas the real reason she was

screantng. 1 sense chat things are radically out of balance this morning.

Then Jo was there--sweet, sweet Jo--putting an ara around her, whispering
for her to calm down, whispering that this uould all be cleared up very soon,

whispering that nothing was really wrong. She sensed the balance that still
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to get Tia interested {n contng to church (“You'll like the Reverend Ton

.

50 nuch, Tial Everyone does! He ynderstands young people:

Terferis

Tin Mevbomen 1istened to Panela’s picch with 3 scratght face as long

a8 he couls

stccing here on & low cushion of electetc blue (there vas no
furniture with legs fn Tia's sparenent), uearing (aded belibocton Levis and
a c-shirt which read EVERYONE NERDS SOMETWING TO BELIEVE IN AYD RIGHT NOW
{ BELIEVE 1'LL IAVE ANOTHIR BEER--and then went of{ inco gales of loughter.
Panela, understandiog (her mind was cospartaentolized, buc o long vay (ron
betng schizodd). stopped ealking at once and goc up.

“Listen, Paney," Tin said (he vas the only ane who had ever called her
that), also rising, trying co concrol his lavghcer, "I'a sorry, you know. T

Lit's just...yo0 know...somecines someching

wasn’c really laughtng at you.

bangs you in the face and..." Nle sniggered, snorced, and went off into another

betel gole of laughter, trying co spologize for 1t even uhtle he was scill

hoocing and braying.

UL understand,” Pamela said, not ac all unkindly. “Think abouc it, Tiney.

Thae's a1l 1'm asking.
She vas ehe only person {n the vorld who called hin Timmy.
6
And 1 to1d thot Ttm Janteson regarded her (also not ac all unkindly)
as o hypocrite of the firat water, Pancla would not have been half s dia-
mayed as she had becn ac some of Jo Page’s seriptural quescions. She under
stood Tin's view of her, and although she had never read Jung, she also
understood the essencially Jungian view of life uhich suggests chat mencal
conpartmentalization--the wilful refusal to sce the gestalc--must be hypocrisy.
1€ forced to spesk on the subject, Pamela ould have declored adamancly
that 1€ was not hypoerisy but nobility. Wichoue 1€, no soctal code could stand.
And besides, the dencist had been wrong. Hee cecth scill hurt. It vasn't
that she iked snoking marijuana, of geeting stoned; and even it she did, 1t

414n’t change the fact that the pot was medicine.
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rested neatly inside of Jo and put her arms around her Cightly, noc wanting
‘o screan anymore, not wancing people to look at her anymore.

For a few ponents chey did, and then the elevacor door opened and a
i, burly-looking man strode out uith a baseball bat in his hand, and people
looked at hin nscead.

Pam felc the first theob In hee Jaw, and understood that she necded to
take some her mod{cine...and take it as so00 as possible.

8

Any of yout" Jo Page heard the big man say. "Any of you got any idea
hat this thing 157"

There was a lictle mucter that died out quickly. She was scill holding
Pam Andeyric--the collar of her silk blouse was et with Pan's tears=-but Pan's

hysteria seemed to be wearing off.

1 didn’c chink so," the big man sald. "Son of a bitch." He crossed the
Lobby quickly, his head down, his breath coning in strong lttle puffs. Jo
could smell hin as he passed, although Pulaski was five feet avay from her ac
his closest. Her sense of smell was cerily good, and enenacing [rom Pulaski

she smelled the morning's first after-shower sueat, strong but not really

nd a slap of what could
maromells
only be 014 Spice after-shave. Somechtng in Chese conbincd MMM (rightencd

offensive, a fairly bland soap--Ivoty, perhaps Dial-

her and she fell back half a step, dragging Pan momencarily of -balance.

The big man got inco che elevator and slammed 2 bucton wich the hecl
of his hand. The door s1d closed and Jo Felt definate relfef.

"l she all right?"

Jo looked up and sau the man who had been standing next fo her in the
foyer jusc before Pam started to screan. His eyes were a divect blue, and she
noticed that while his lover 1ip was full, his upper Lip uas oddly thin by
compar tson--the lower 11p of a sensualist, the upper 1ip of an seschete. Foe
Just a monenc he made her think of Jimny Estabrock, che first boy she had ever

kissed—-really kissed. She had had a strong sexual reaction to Jimmy Estabrook's
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#) earning lessons and then relearning then, and ho belleved that most
people were the sorry crestures il they were becouse they had o re-

learn 50 goddan many. Having the tool you needed when you needed It was

a lesson he had learned from his father a5 a kId, and he had relearne
it from a nigger naned Ronnie on a cold night In 1953. Tuice was enough.
He stood up with the short bat in his hand and thudded it <sben into

e s
hIs left paTal Then he nodded and left the apartment,

10
Ton sensed the change In the lobby as soon a5 he stepped off the

elevator. It wasn't Just that there were nore people; It wos the feel

of the Glake<-a kind of enotlonal gradient. He thought that things had
changed From o feeling of Hur? to one of Oh na.

He looked toward the foyer, saw the people lined up there, looking
out, and started In that direction. Semething had happened, and whatever
It was apparantly vasn't good. SEIT, he was not prepared for what happened

A middle-aged man stepped anay fron the windaw, turned, and hurried

out of the lobby, holding one hand cupped over his mouth as If he might

nother tornado? went through Toa's mind, as IF téme hag

throw up. Is it

grown Viaber and doubled back on Itself--he had seen that face again and
again In the wake of the tornado. Wide eyes, white skin exuding sweat in
blg drops--shock.

The man passed hin without seeing hin and plunsed Into the elevator.
He pushed a button=at random, [t seencd to Ton=-and when the door closed
he vas still standing partly bent over, Nis hand cupped to his mouth.

“Seeya later, hope you enjoyed the show," soneane cracked, and there
was a mindless ripple of laughter that Tam a1so associated with shock.

He went €0 the window, taking the man's place. He looked out for &
long tine, unable to tell what was wrong, what had changed--sonething had,
but it was 50 big and o complete that his mind was uneble to grasp It for

2 Full five seconds. The traffic on the highuay was gone. ALL the traffic.
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Lo o
could have taken thmguy--with the baseball bat, he could have split wha
o,
miagunts head wide open. Maybe the other one had had a gun, but it had

veen under his Jocket, (iU mmamencmiinthy Aot by cha tine he pulled .
Pulaskl could have been out of the cab. Hls cardinal sin was that he hadn't
been prepared, hadn't been ready. He understood that he could be robbed
another five tines, hell, another fifty, and never encounter a similar
Situstlon where use of such a weapon=-such a tool--would be feasible. But
there was always that one chance...and It was a sin not to be ready.

The bat was a short one--a kid's bat, really, only twenty-four inches

long. It leaned confortably agalnst the seat, three Inches from his hand,
Its handle » frictlon-taped for a surer grip and for canoflauge purposes
o5 vell.

Then, in 1957, It had happened again, This tine the rosber had been
white, In his mid-tuentles. It turned out that he was a sometine jazz

trumpet player and & fulltine junky with a record as long as his horn. He

had gotten Into the front of the taxi--by ‘57 both Pulaski and Smitty were
pnly driving when one of their regulars called in sick late or dldn't show
up at all--and he had taken his eyes off Pulaski and lowered the gun to

grab the cash-box. That had been a warm spring night, shirtsleeve weather,
but Pulaski felt a chilly winter wind and could see the traffic-1ights
dancing on thelr cables even though they had been replaced by mgre modern
lights on upright poles the year before.

He grabbed the baseball bat and struck with an uncanny speed in a man
who was so blg. Thaxs When the bat connected with the junkle trumpet-player's
head there was a dull, authoritative thud, |ike a punter kicklng a football.
The junkle didn't wake up for four days, and Pulaskl heard he dldn't walk
right for six weeks. Pulaskl didn't lose any sleep over It.

And here was the bat. It had time-travelled through the years with
him, moving from place to place with him, largely forgotten but nmxuax
never thrown out, because It was a good tool, and when you needed a tool

you wanted it near to your hand. He knew that life was a process of
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4 night, took the Baggle from Pecer. She handled it gingerly, as if it
aight curn fnto a polsonous snake at any second.

"You get hooked," she sald ftnally.

Peter looked for a monent as Lf he were Cighting a stomach cramp—-
it was only later that she realized he was, kindly, crying not to laugh.
Mo you don’t," he safd. "I mean, you can, but the chances aren' any better
ehan geccing hooked on booze."

“You sound as 4f you've studted c."

"L dd. Me did. Last year, at West Side. In Psych-L." ke thought of

Pt

adding that they sometines gave a@ o terminal cancer patients, thought of
great-aunt Helen, and wisely held his tongue.

“But 1 don't smoke. 1 couldn't hold i¢ in."

"Yes, you can," Peter sald. "You've got Co look at it as medicine,
Aunt Pan. Mhen it's medicine, peopie can do all kinds of things they wouldn'c
do otheruise. Put drops in their eyes, needles in thetr arms--"
“Ught" Pam sald, putting the Baggle down. She was thinking of heroin.

e Bangic
Buc s moment lacer she picked M Up again. Peter was, after all, right

diabectes had to nut necdles in chelr arns. And ac that moment, exhausted,
sunken-eyed, the entire right side of her face throbbing, she would have
tried almost anything if someone told her it might end che pain.

"You just pull a 1Lctle of the smoke in at first. If you fecl ltke
you've got to cough, then cough. Walt a minute and try again.”

She looked doubtfully from the Baggle {n her hand to Peter's hopeful,
concerned face. She felt a rush of love for him. Love, and concern.

Do you use ¢his, Peter?"

"0h, nol" He said...and chen, after consideracion: "Well...not much.”

"Where did you get this?"

“From Carl. My roonmate.” This much, at least, vas true.

"He's the one who got hit in the...in the bad place?”

"That's righe.”
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or use the phones? And he found himself thinking of Myers, who

lived on the w floor, for the irst time that morning.
Vourg

The gy vonariguent. toward the screaming Panela, and that |
was uhen the elevator doors opened and Pulaski came out with Kda
Swsasd Mg in his hand.
n

During the days that followed, Tom came back to that image
time and time again--more than once he dreamed of it. For a
moment he was struck forcibly with the idea that it was not Pul-
aski at all but some hulking caveman, a beast not much higher

than an orangutan who had been dressed in khaki clothes. In just

Camerce
2 second or two he's going to mbwme,laying about himself with

£hat club and et breaking heads Gh thousht dimly. There's

goine to be brains=-Jesus! brains!--on that carpet...let me out

of heret

Then he saw the club was only a bascball bat--a child's bat,
really, short and somehow old-fashioned in its chunkiness

Pulaski glanced at the screaming woman and then dismissed

her--Tom saw him do that. He saw the young woman glance at him

and saw her moment of startled fear...perhaps she had the same

T tle ipursid Podi-on (0 Dol ot il Pl s
erouahe som nimae P S A i B e iy oo

ohmalAEad put her ams about her.

Th others drew away from Pulaski, eyeing the baseball hat
nervously. Pulaski simply came on, thudding the head of the bat
into his open palm. As he entered the foyer, several of the watchers
scattered back hastily.

Pamela‘s screams had subsided to moans, and Tom could hear

the young woman's voice, low and soothing and somehow firm. He

felt both envy and inadequacy--he never would have been able to

handle the situation so well and so confidently.
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“Do you smoke 1€ in a pipe?"

"Well, you can...but it's better to roll a joint.
“A marijuana cigarette," Pasela said dolorously, and shook her head

agaln. "I don't know, Peter...l Just don't know..." But the patn had been

s0 bad, so rotte:

“Juse gry 16, he said. He reached over and touched her hand--the one

that wasn't holding the Baggle. "I wanc to help you, Aunc Pamela. It's &
erbing So o1 v

bumer. scetng you s mabl "9

His simple concern had becn too much, and the tears had come. "ALL

righe,” she satd through them. "I'LL try it. But...but L L vomit...I'l1

her. "Like chis." He mellGHzkl o manmoch drag that burncd up a qusrter of
0On the third drag her head began to Swim...but wasn't the steady, throbbing

she learned It was a roach-clip, available at head-shops everywhere) she was
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an oa ieidy U tht vas sickening co look at. They were there

but they weren't there. He tried to focus on a Chevvy Malibu.
but his eyes wouldn't hold the car in any sane image. There...not

there...there...not there.

His stomach did another lazy rollover and he had to close
his eyes again. He thought he understood now why the man whose
place he had taken had left with his hand cupped over his moutn.

It was like a special offect in a movie, the young woman had

said, and yes, that's just what it was like. And then he thought
of the way Beverly had sounded, the way her voice had run up first
into something like a novelty record and then into high-speed
gibberish. Like a special effect.

Behind them, & woman uttered a high, shrill giggla b W The
@ giggle became a series of short, sharp screams. There was
a mutter of protest at this, and the girl next to Ton turned,
as if startled out of a dream.

Pamela,” she said in a low voice, and then, louder: "Pamela,

it's all right.

w
Ton turned as the woman next to him turned andsaw a narrow,mdll

woman with huge hysterical eyes, fingering the beads around her
throat and screaming her head off. She looked not just hysterical
but insane, absolutely insane, and Tom felt a crawl of atavistic
terror.

“Quit it, lady!" someone yelled.

“Turn it off!" someone else cried.
“pamelal® The young woman said again, and started tovard her.
The others had drawn away from her. The woman named Pamela did
not notice; she went on staring out through the foyer windows,
screaming like a firebell. Tom thought: Who's qoing to take her

out? Who's going to take care of this if we can't open the doors
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deftnacely woozy and would not have trusted herself to walk across the room.
Buc the patn {n her Ja was gone. Definacely, blessedly, no-kidding gone.
She could have vept wich relicf. She dldn't feel Like weeping, though--she
felt, tn fact, rather gigsly.
coldr recall “muck

She bawisl sowickde s UBH4AS abot the rest of that af tornoon--only
that she and Pecer had talked a lot, and laughed a loc. That lacter scemed
particularly anazing co her, because In che vake of her mother's death, her
fenale problens, and then the hotror of the {mpacted uisdom teech, sho had
honesely beleved she would never laugh again. She could remember Pecer
guiding her down the hall to her bedroom--the floor seemed to be tipping

ner  safaly on

sLightly chis way and chat in the most friendly way--and sccing Mt Wk

nee ved
i s, 5 had puc o e over hor.

"Go to sleep, Junt Pamela," he said, and kissed her forehead. W Mwwe

L

“Can't slcep," she nuttered. "No sood sleep since Mom died.

“"You'll sleep now,” he said.

She closed her eyes, aware that Peter vas sitting in the sun by the
sliding glass door which gave on her cement balcony, rolling another joint.
When she woke up, 1¢ vas the next morning. She had slept for sixteen hours,
and alchough her jaw throbbed hellishly, she felt wonderfully rested. She
sat up, expecting a bolt of hangover to stab her between che eyes...but
Ehere had been noce.

The Baggle had been resting on her dresser, its contencs rolled up
into eight neac joints-already she had begun to think of them as cthat. A
scravled note on & sheet of her yellow legal paper rested beside tt: Lots
of love, Peter. She read 1t tuice and chen cried agatn.

She smoked half a foint after breakfast and the pain went auay. She
snoked a litele more on her coffee break, nervous, using the snall bathroom,
afcald she wouldn'c be able to work aftervards. She had, Lf racher more

slouly than usual. The relief from the pain made that 3 small price to pay.
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He turned to the woman standing on his right, barely registering

the fact that she was young, pretty, and gray-eyed. "What happened?”
“They disappeared,” she said. Her voice was low and apparantly

calm. "ALL of the cars and trucks. They just disappeared. It was

wondarfll
She groped. "It was like apsbecial effect in a movie.

Like:
“That's impossible,” he said, wondering if she was having
him on--maybe she thought he was making some kind of pass, and

this was her way of turning him off.

She nodded. "But that's what happened
He saw she was not having him on; she really believed it had
happened. He looked away from her, and at the others. They were

ehat

Looking blankly out at 481, and he saw that it had happened
they, at least, believed it had happened

There has been some sort of nucleat alert, a voice inside
hin spoke up. It spoke slouly and coherently, this voice; it spoke
as a person would speak rather than as a thought moves. It lec-

tured. There has been a nuclear alert and all of those people

have taken shelter. But:
(but_where are the cars)
Ah yes. Good question. Did all of the people out there going
to work on 481 tune into Conelrad--if there still was a Conelrad--
at the same time, and then somehow take their cars with them to
the nearest fallout shelter? Ridiculous.
He looked at the road again. No cars. No cars in the MacDonalds'
parking lot; no cars in front of Mallway Sports. And at Cantrell's

Chevrolet:

Tom felt a ripply sort of vertigo that was like seasickness
and immediately squeezed his eyes shut. A moment later he opened

them...reluctantly. To the right of the Chevrolet dealership was

a used-car lot. There were still cars in this lot, but they had
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even though his contract was only for six months was now tel-
Ling hin not to renew at the Tennis Club Apartments, although

he was quite sure a long-term WAMT contract w

in the offing.
It was time to move on--to move east. Every move was a step
closer to New York. That was how it worked...or how it was

supposed to work.
2

The alarn buzzed at

0 A% ana Ton xose as he alvays
416 on work monings, groping K Swible to believe he
vas xeally gotting up ot this hour. fle had discovered as a
college freshman that the old alarm-clock-on-the-nishttable
Bit vas no good, at least not for him. It was too easy to
Bush in the pin, rendering the lowtaouthed 1ittlo cocksucker
Rute, and then roll over and go back to sleep. He began keep-
ing 1t across the roon. When you had to get up, 1t was easier
0 xeep moving.

e oy ¢, turned Lt oft, shucked s pajems
bottons, vent ino the bathroon, voided his bladder (tvo beers
vith Andrea Dorraty the night before--politics, folks, it
na yessic, nore Sonk were)

flushed, turned on the shower, and stood under it for about

never pays to forget politice

four minutes, making only token serubbing motions. For Tom,
serious showers were for the evening. In the morning you
stood under the hot water until that weird I'm-avake-too-soon
disassociation began to receed. You stood there and waited
for your mind to plug into reality again, one jack at a time.

He turned off the shower, towelled dry, pulled on fresh
undervear, and padded barefoot down to the kitchen. The under-
wear shorts were a concession to another of his mother's dic-
tuns: only vulgarians cooked or ate with no clothes on.
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and chece scemed to e a gloss on che day chae she had never nociced before
The denetor IUARMRR her wisdon coech sockets complecely healed some
chree vecks Later. Although she d1dn'c cone Tight out and say so, Fanela
andeyrc begsed co differ. The pain vas much betrer, bue L& was selll cherc.
Thark God for che sariuana! The macijuans Cask care of ic.
She had been an obedtent sirl vho had gcowm into an obedient. lav-abiding

woman. But she uas more than la

bidng: she 1tved sceupulously by those
soctal codes In which ahe had been raised. She refused co question then, as
Jo Page had found out when she, Jo, had trled fruitlessly to fncerest Pancla
in independent Bible devotsons. Pamela did not itcer. Uhen she had taken

her mocher's Pomerantan, Fif, oue for walks, she took along a pooper-scooper.
Wnen slic skircs cane in, she reluctantly bought two (vith very modese slits),
and 2 navy-blue dress wich a kick-pleat. She bousht slit slips o go with
chese, mencally begrudging the expense uhen she had half a dozen perfectly
4004 hali-slips and probably a full dozen full slips=-but she would have no
nore have gone out fn @ skirt without a slip beneath than she would have
fone out on che screet uith no blovse on. She felc that the counery had to
support the President.

& that Joree

The fact chat such a oman had developed a falrly hefcy dope hablt mmmx

frer the cransaction was compleced, spent the next [ifteen minutes trying
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s
After the tnftlal sucprise, and afcer some time for reflection, a

Chinking person might have begun to understand becter hou Pamela Andeyrfe,

forey, precey in that slighely curdied-around-che-edges oy, that speats

oS
of an uneasy meA WA MGG SCrcssy 4 e unich Ul Tisen fron

some long unresolved crisis, could have come to a place in her life's
expertence uhere a fly-on-the-wall observer could have watched her take
out the dope (ic vas very good dope, too; the best reefor that Tim Jefferies

s0ld, and it went for a hundred and fifteen dollars an ounce) from her

bureau draver and 1ight 4t uith the ease of long--fairly long, anyway
expertence.

In truch, she was noc much dif ferent from sone spinster ladies of
the Victorian age, who, after living thirty or forty or even 1fty abstenious
years, found thenselves for the firsc cine caking brandy or port or pechaps
even a dfluted uhiskey, either because che doctor had oxdered 1t or because
some very close friend had reconsended 1t as a cuce--or at least an ameliorative--
for insomnia, actheitis, headaches, o "the fenale complaint.” Unable to enjoy
a driok Juse for feself, as theit husbands and fathers could do, many of
chese Victoran ladfes streeched their illnesses in cheix own minds in order

nd 1n some cases they found the "medictne"

to keep taking their "nedicine""

50 pleasant that they becane gentecl alcoholics. Not good, but then, the

aenfolk of the age who becase alcoholles were often a good deal less genteel.
At the age of thiccy-seven, less than three months after the death

of the mother who had tyrannized her whole 1ife--who had, among ocher things,

forced her to go to a comaunity college in order to keep Pamela close, alchough

there had been tuo firm scholarship offers based on her outstanding high school

mathemacics perfornance--Panela Andeyric,good Bapeist, propriecor of her own
small business, and 1ifetine subscriber to The Readers Digest, encered
painful and almost absurdly premature menopause. Six months afcer chat (and

Still two months short of her thirty-eighth birthday), her two lower wisdon
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e e ot . 1t core 5 S TRl
: piry

n Tom's living room, having coffee laced with brandy at 7:30 A.M.vbhscam

DAUAOA A on s ine

4nt s s 511 st of people a¢ he FARLARMY 1 Knus ac parey wich

SaithELeld on che etgheh loor, who ket 3 vad of opLiPugs Big a5 1 doubler

For she d41d not smoke otherutses-

Club macehes she also took fron the Baggl

drageed deep, fought the urge to spew che saoke out in 8 cpasm of coughs,
wserialld

and ac last felt che cension that had wound her sOucight begin to Loosen.

And, not for the firsc tine, she bleased her nepheu Petor...and her louer

wisdon tecth. She'd had thes pulled over three years ago and scill they

would not rest easy.
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nearest hospital, uhich happened to be Squircel Wil Receiving. She stayed
there for two days, and the antiblotlcs ven on for a monch, with relaced
vaginal infections adding to her menopausal miseries.

Nor did her problems wich the wisdon teech end there. One of the
sockets refused to scab over, instead developing inco what dentists call
a "dry hole." Tt was a minor complication reserved almost entirely for
smokers, which Pamela wasn't...but she developed it anyway. The right
socket vas healing sans scab, and her days were filled with a steady,

raw hole,
throbbing agony from the Wewbam Wil Asprin could only dull it, and she
didn't ke to take her late mother's Darvon, because it made her woozy.
oneddy

Her etghteen-year-old nephew Peter Simws showed upjat the Tennis

Club Apartaencs, to which she had recently moved (Senior Lease--unlike
half an oarce
Tom Hill, she had no desire to move Onward and Upwatd), wich sy of
135
what he claimed wa W Acapulco Gold.

"You're crazy!" Pamela sald, horrified, when Pecer took one of the
Baggles, uith which she would later becone so familier, from the pocket
of his high school jacket. She waved her hand ac it, as if to make it
disappear.

"No, 1'm noe," Peter sald earnescly. "Dad told me what a hard tine

you're having with ic, Aunt Pavela, and you look...well

"1 koow how T look,” she said, only sounding peculant because she
was fighting a varm £lood of childish tears. "I look cerrible."
"Yeah, you do," Peter sald, his open smile taking the sting--some

of ft, anyway--out of his agreement. "But this stuff...Aunt Pam, it's

good for pain! My roomie at Pite cacches for the college tean—-baseball,

you knou--and last spring he got hit in the...well, he got hit in a bad

oa woukdu't beliese,
i The doctors gave hin some really heavy

place. He swelled up
painkiller, but he said doing a joint was better. He said it was the
only way he could get to sleep at night."

Pamela, who had only been managing three or four hours of thin sleep
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to come up at the same time. Both becne impacted, and Pamela

encered s she could now barely renember--she cont{nued to go to work

and she had, so far a5 she could tell, rematned coherent, but she could
recnt e Han

e 1iccte: w3 fever-drean of pain as her Jower gums suelled to the
size of Link sausages and a# her menstrusl period came on her with the force
of a dry typhoon.

She dtatrusced doccors. She knew that her mother's petulant assertions
that her cancer had been nisdlagnosed vere lies, Just as she knew her mother
had been wrong €0 creac her and her beloved brother Frank with a varfety of
hone rencdies when she and Frank had been kids (and she had, perhaps, been
responsible for Frank's death of pericontis at the age of fourteen--until
Freil'e fever rose to a terrifying 104° and he began to rave, Yolands Andeyric
had been treating her son with a concoccion of crushed pumpkin seeds ané
Woney), Sust as she knew that her mother's assertion that all denciscs were
ctther quacks or sadists was so much canc. But when things were drubbed into
Jou Jong enough and hard enough 35 & kid—-pronouncenents to che effect chat

people who sought out doctors before the issue had groun obviously grave

were couards, for instance--some of it stuck. As a result, Pamela had put
off going to the dentist (she didn't even have a tegular dencist) until the
morning she opened hev mouth and observed that her tongue had turned white.
She spat fnto the bathroom sink--and then had to clap both hands to her
mouth €o atifle a wretched scream. Her tongue was whice because pus uas
running out of both gums In scicky rivers.

The dentist she chose uas flabbergasted by her condition. By the cine
Pamela sac down in his chair (collspsed Lnco it was closer to the truch), she
was runntng a fever almost as high es Frank's had been before he dled, and

weded sink.
her mouch was one great A ad A e refused o operate on her

in his office. He had his secretary call a MEDCU ambulance, and forey minuces

Jater he removed the dripping, stinking, blackened hulks of tuo ulsdon tecth

Aer sy
from the mesanbind iae of Madsbg over Sau. He had Pamela admicced co the
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cxcept for sale and pepper shakers on a Tupperuarerdazy susan. The booh-
cases againac the left-hand Living room wall were so crin they uere
alnost cure--plain planks, Wil M MR Sealed co.prevent varping bt

not vantshed, latd across four ascending pairs of glass blocks. Every
working surface in the saal) Kitchen was bare and astringently clean, bt
once again, too much wall-space had been uetltzed=-1c vas hurd o iragine
what Denny Pulaski kept in his lover dravers. There vere tuo mounced
knife-tacks, 8 spice-and-herd shelf (much more modest than Tom HilL's),
four clusters of measucing uetnsels, a bulleein hoard covered with

cectpes (most of chen for dishes of che "plotn but (illing" variecy),

a Playboy calender hung--vich eicher knowing frony or an {nd(fference so
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went co the closet. He opened the lowwered doors, brushed back the clothes

on thele hangers, and chen knealt down.
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twenty-seven one-bedroom flats on two floors. The space that
would have been taken up by the other two apartments was the
office and the super's apartment Ahe same man had been the
super since the Tennis Club Apartments opened. His name was

Rinaldi. His Christion name (assuming Rinaldi was a Christian,

of that his parents had been Cheistians) was undoubtedly in
the records of the Squirrel Hill Leasing Corporation somewhers,
but no tenant of the apartments, past or present, knew it.
Rinaldi alvays wore khaki suntans, and the suntans were always
clean. When a tenant spoke to him, Rinaldi always allowed a

1ong, long pause before answering. The tenant would then feel

compelled to amplify on the subject under discussion--a balky
garbage disposall, problems with noise in the next apartment,
oF a little message from the Full Moon Scribe. Tenants loft
Rinaldi's quarters feeling sweaty, as if they had just escaped
the thixd degree in a film noir from the forties. Rinaldi looked
as 1f, under the right circunstances, he might bite. He had
no wife, no family, no car. No one had ever seen Rinaldi out-
#ide of the Tennis Club Apartments. It was possible that he
never loft.

The bullding stood there, bordered by roads, and the mall,
and the thinning greenbelt. Tenants came and went. No one had
ever died in the building; there were no ghosts. And Lf the

tenants felt anything in common

i the building had a low,
sounding, paychic cord--it was only that something there had
not been finished; that something had either been inadvertantly
buile out, or, worse, advertantly thrown avay. No pets. No
children. Hallvays 1it by round white globes. Can there be

4 musical tone in what is left out? The concept of the cassura

suggests that perhaps there can be.
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e moved aside his footgear-~four patrs of black shoes idencical to
the ones he uss vearing, and two pairs of plain white sneakers--and looked
inco che closet's back tight corner. There vas a tennis racket here, a
basketball, a scuffed football that necded either air or Chrowing ovc--
probably che latcer. Ne brushed chese aside, gripped the baseball bac,

and brought 1t out.

Although it was one of the oldest items in his spartment--sone of
the plctures on the valls were older, buc that vas about all--Pulaski bore
it no sentimental attachnent. T¢ vas not like a book, which could make
Jou think--unless it was written by an asshole; Lt was not like a piccure
chat you could look 3¢ and reneaber old tines.

Pulasks had been in the NRA stnce his Fifteench birthday, and he
remembered a guy--back in 1948 or '9, this had been--vho had stood up at
a mecting and read a poen. Pulaski even remerbered the name. "Ode co a Gun,
the guy had called fc, and it had started off “To the rest of the world,
you're 'just a gun,’/But to me you're the one 1 depend upon." 1t had gone
on in chis vein for some tuenty verses and twenty minutes, and Pulaski
remenbered being nildly anazed at the way the rest of. the guys—-nost of
whor: had probably heen shooting elther spitballs or beavers vhen cheir
English teachers read postry In class-—camained utterly silenc, thetr

faces conveying an awe usually reserved for works of art like Rembrande's

Night-Waten” of Michelangelo's "Pieca.” When the guy uas done doing Just
about everyching but jerking of€ over his gun, the guys had spplauded until.
ther hands neatly fell off. Pulaskt hadn't been able to belfeve it, and

for a moment he %ad considered standing up on the bat and saying, Don't any

of you guys remember the Army, for Chrissake? "This {s my .vifle, this is

by pun, This is for shooting, €his is for. fun"? Wnat the fuck you guys clapping

for? This guy don't wane to ki)l a deer with his gun, he wancs to go down on it.

Of course he had said no such thing, but he had run into the attftude

since then, and it never ceased to amaze him and disgust him. A gun was a tool,
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could best be described as guardedly pleasant--a tenant saw the

sane people day after day, but of course xau eauid one could

never tell if the person one rode up with in the elevator might
Ehought ful communications

ot be the Full Moon Scribe, Who left such mmssed meyzmmEians

as SUCK MY COCK and ASSFUCKER BUDDY on apartment doors every so

often. It was better not to get too friendly.

he sccurity guards were helpful and courteous——they were told

miicy yiacvem gl o

to be--but the very fact tnat there

SHef3una the clock, and that there yere TV caneras in the outer
Lobby, inner lobby, slevators, and the underground passagevay
that connected the apartment building to the sports complex next
door, was a little unsettling. It suggested that there were worse
things in the vorld than the Pall Meon Scribe.

The view on all four sides of the building could best be
described as sterile. To the north was a huge shopping mall
(etanty-tour stores on two levels) with a gigentic parking lot
in front of it. To the east was the parking Lot annex, and a
Mimmiiian hivelike movie complex called Cinema World, which
consiated of no less than seven theaters. To the south was the
intersection of roads vhich served mall, hive, parking lots, and

the Tennis Club Apartments

Route 22, lined with yet more stores,
every fast-food franchise under the sun (including a Wok-In
Chinese Food, a Taco Loonybin, and an émmms ice-crean parlor
called Dairy DashHound), karate parlors, massage parlors, an
establishrent

Arey~tavy Surplus store, and a small brick busin
naned Nachine Hesd which turned oot to be  video-ganes arcades
Route 451, which was Lined on both sides with more of the same,
but adaing a roller xink, a bovling alley, a supper-club vhose
rarquos advertised the impending sppearance of Sister Sledge,

two drive-ing (one showing two X-rated pictures, the other shoving
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sonchow turned everyehing into your favlt.
o turned this over in his mind, trying to ignore the mental voice
hat xept. yelling at hin about the vay tize was soving on. Ne didn't like
£ be late, not for vork, not for a date, et for anything. It put acid
in his stomach and had been known to bring on pulsing headaches. And this
minox annoyance vas steadily vorking Lts way up touard the big leagues. Hle

had passed the stage of imagining the way he vould rib Romnis about Lt vben

Ronnie unlocked the door, and had entered that of Lnagining reaing soseon
Rinaldi, maybe; surely not poor Romnie--the Tiot act.

But that was for later. Right nov, as ludicrous as it seemed, the

probi

o be solved was finding a vay out of his damned apartment building
in tine enough to get to vork before David NeGinn began scresning. Even S€
he 5ot out. in the next five minutes, e vas going b have to risk & tratfic
.

For Just & sonent. hia Lrritation bubbled over, and he struck the offica
door with his fist. seupld, Just so fucking stupid. This vas the vay the vorld
was going to end, no doubt, in some fucking seupidity Just 1ike ehis. O, was

that the button that lauched al) the Titan-IN's? Jesus, sir, 1'g geally sorry!

e glanced axound Guileily the moment. he had done it. The sound of his
Fist crashing against the office door had made the loulest of his previous
poundings seem Like love-gats. Someone would come out, see him standing here
nuxsing his reddentng fist 1ike & big, overgoun baby doing a tantrim, sossbody,
probabiy Rinalds, and Rinsldi would look ha up and down and finally, atter

t lesst two hours, Rinalal would ask hin what was wrong--

But. Rinaldi's door romained £izaly shut. So did the doors of the other

partments, 204-210, in this hallvay. So, for that matter, 1d the office
door. o putfy-faced Romnie Bamford poked his head out, sheepishly wiping
the alespers £rom his eyes. There vas o sound but the Nuzake-some popular
tune axranged for strings it vas fanilier but tantalizingly unrecognizable.

Listening to it, Ton discovered that his cortainty had sostly evaporated.
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Pulaski vas standing in the middle of the lobby, his hands shoved

seply into hix front pocksts and his forehesd fursowsd in o WY £rovn,

han the etevacos auoe apenod and  yowns suy 1n Joue and moccasin ot
ate. Pulssti 330 savers] Hings 3bonce =

i a8 e e o s 2 e s
M bl nightsion clspatchr, conaideced b & *hmb saciat. bnky son of
& bt Renteew hineeLe vuid ave baan e surprised to fin out thas
Puliakd K Rantcee's opion of his, 408 bk 1. simet fom t3m
Sta. ulaskt presented a facade thut van et pestec sterectypes the
Bis @b Pl who Ehough. ELgh-ving, votad Eigh-aing, and wiose osding
cxpertef i vith th sevepper conic and anded vith he 15 70 oevE
408 on atehbock covece--th ot of san vho s Archie Butar ot 40 &
[T

P

KL had used this iaage he projected, not quite--but almosti--
ndarstanding vhat he vas doing. I people thought you were dumk, thoy loft

thenselves open. If people thousht you were dumb, you could scmetines use

a

hem in the nost. outrageous ways andgsever be called to task for what you
had done @MeARAS--secple would rathor Lot & thing 9o than adait they had
boen qulled or bested by sameone vho vas & lot smacter than they had thovght.
And Dorny Pulaski yas smart. Ho vas not a grest intellect, nor & mar-
vellous native wit, nor a philoscpher in the rosgh. But his mind was meaks, and
a5 watchl as a dangorous Jungle creatuce. He found it best to hide hix
intelligence, and as amsed by the fact that people xaely looked for it.
People Sust aidn'e expect a guy who ovned & taxi company and dressed in
Knaki to bo very bright.
Ho vas bright enoush to ses that this skinny quy hmping it off the

elovator already know about. the locked doors, and in the thres or four seconds

S¢ took hin to approach, Pulaski mused that L the guy had come into the

Vel Tor A Yellow office wanting a Job, ho would have hized him in nothing
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. b supposed, still technically possible that Romnie was slecping

in there, but his ovn knovledge of himan nature suggested 1 vasn't so. Ronnie

as o security guard, hixed to stay mwake vhile others were sleeping. Erdo,

oing to slaep while on duty would be a Eiring offense. Purther ergy damim

—this was whara 2ca's oan view of bumsn ostica caneimin any slesp Fomnie 5ot
hile on the Sob should be thin slesp, necvous sleep, probably even guilty
Sleep...and Ton's first discroet taps with the ormamental Knocker should have

1 him springing to his feet, straigheening his tie, and trying to look like

the most alort sentry to ever seand a late-night vatch. Mo, the reason no

one had come to the door was because o one was in the office. Unless

om frowned a litcle. Maybe Romnic was into dope of some Kind. It seened

very unlikely considering his righe-of-Reagan politice, but Toa supposed you

aian't have to be & Demcrat to blov @ little dope, or to maybe drop a Quaalude..

pecially it somebody gave you the Lude as a veird and unfumny practical
Soke, telling you that 1t vas a benny.

Now this now idea geo touard cortainty in Toa's mind. A lot of nightuaten
security poople. took uppers from time to tire, and foraie was extzaordinarily
Baive in some ways. People had & vay of taking advantage of that, people whose
blunt senses of humox could only be eickled by exploding cigarettes, dribble
Slasses, and the like. Ronnis takes the pill. Starts getting very sleepy very
fast. Panics a Little. Uses a key--some special Key they Give security guards-—
420 Locks the front and back doors. Then he goes up to the office and crashes

7om dacided to g0 back doun to the lobby and ring the of€ice on the
telephone. Then, 1f thare uas still mothing, he supposed he vould have to
call first Rinalai and then the station. Notifying David NeGinn vould bo bad
anough, but facing  MeGinn who had ot been nocifisd would be even worse.

Tom went. back to the slavators, pushed the doun button, waited for a
cax (the ona which came was the same one that had brouht. Pulaski down €0

the Lobby & few minutes bofore), and rode back dovn.
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s Keys. bon A Koty oy 19 SHIng, w0t actoally W

s head...but SRAG Gt inside, yoah, you bet. fi was the big

panfora

there was Me. Reot and Compleat, right out there in the foyer,
without enough sense to put his keys where he could get to them
in a hurry. Stone the crows

Pulaski opencd the door for him just as Tom finally happencd
on his keys again and pulled them out of his pants pocket.

“Thanks,” Ton said. "If he's there, he's ashamed to answer
the phone. I'm Tom Will, by the way.” fle put his hand ouc.

“benny Pulaski.® He shook the hand. "What do you think about
going out the Fire door in the valkway?" He Jerked his head tovard
the other side of the lobby.

He saw Hill start to say no automatically, because going out
the fire door would cause a ruckus. Then he glanced down at his

weistuatch again. It was now quarter past five

oventeen past,
to be exact--and the day wasn't getting any younger. When Hill
Looked up from his watch, Pulaski saw that look in his eyes again:

I an late for work

not. tor any resson
“1t's alemed,” Hi1D ssid doupteuly.

Pulaski noddod. There vas an intancile obsorvation 1f he had
ever heac one, but the sad truth vas that there vere probably
four dosen people i the bui L4ing mem-eeeimahemreAvT—
[ RR———
wsed B ST once but o, maybo thrce tines & day=-who vouldn't

some who probably

even have noticed that. ..o maybe the door itself.
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Flat, and nover mind the faded bluejeans e vas vearing, or the fact that
b spparantly felt it was all Kight to o off to vork in the sorning wearing
a sloppy pais of mcs tnatead of hard shoss. Pulaski would have hired hin fox

the look in his eyes, the mingled look of Lrritation and distress that said

£ am late for vork and it dossn't matter that it's not my faule because T

just don't Like to be late--not for any reason. Tt was a look Fulaski Knew

in this exa of food-stasps, weltare,
and govesnment: handouts. Mien you saw that looki,the Ban wearing it vould

and raspacted, ono he sax less and lo

Gsually pull his side of the sled wtil his fucking back broke.

The kid glanced up at Pulaski, and before he could speak, Pulaski said:
“The doocs are locked. Both of them. Front and back." He could have said some-
thing simplers he could have used his reading of the kd's face as a shortcut
and said simplys T alresdy knov, But be didn't do things Like that. e might
ever spesk to this kid again--probably voulda'e, in fact——but the caution
was decply engeained: Koep your wits to yourself.

X know," tho Kid said. “Have you soen the security guy?"

“Banford? No." Pulasii took one hand out of his pocket and rubbed a

Finger along the sida of his nose. "e's probably sleeping in the office or

in one of the Laundey zoces.

“Laundry--" The Xid looked dismayed. “Jeez, I never thousht of the
asmned Laundey rooms.”

“You alresdy went p €0 the office?”

“Yeo.* Tom told hin sbout his fixst idea, and then his later one--that
comeone might. have given Ronnie & sleeping piLL masqurading a5 an upper. “But
£ never occured to me until now that there are about a dosen other places
ho might be sleeping, Ton Finished.

Pulaski shrugged. "Busz the office anyway. 1€ it vas me, 1'd sleep
there. Bohind  locked door.”

“oxay, " Tom sald.

Pulaski. stood where he vas and watched Tom use the telephone in the foyer.






index-35_1.png
w35

"Right1® Pulaski said. "o let's talk the situation over awhile
longer, what do you say?”
L1 looked up at him, and Pulaski saw the fierce glean of

an interested, thoughtful intelligence in the kid's eyes--and

the dawning of dislike. That w

okay, too. Dislike was a weapon,
he had discovered that first in Korea. It was the shaft that bore
the hard, sharp tip of fear.

“Okay,” Hill said briefly.

The two of them crossed the lobby, Pulaski letting the kid

araw slightly ahead. Yes, this was definately interesting...in

a dunbass sort of vay. Pulaski decided he would be o hour late
for work before he pushed that fire door asgnﬂmmn
the alarm. Do it yourself, ki, Build a better tomorrov.

HiLl pushed the door open and they went down the cement steps

into the tumnel.
s

s alvays, the walkway smelled strongly of chlorine from the
pool and their footfalls took on a flat echoing sound. The air
was damply cool and, apart from the chlorine, there was a smell
that was vaguely sinilar to mildew--it was, Ton thought, a jock
smell: sweat, sneakers, Ace bandages, damp swimsuits

He halé-hoped to find Ronnie down here, hustling back from
the sports complex, but no such luck. Tom felt put out and irritated.
His breakfast was sitting heavily in his stonach, and he guessed
he was going to have acid indigestion later on. Worse, he felt
 headache hovering around his temples. It was a shitty way to
start the morning, and he had a strong feeling that this Pulaski
was laughing at him.

Well, fuck it. I'm geteing out, and I'll probably never even

spesk to him again--and if I do, I'm sure as hell not going to
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5o dtcterent txom » scxewdriver or a pipeurench or an eleceric can-opence.
inac you 410 wAEh coela vas o keep them clean, keep them proteceed, becp
ehen ceasy, 50 chat when you nesded chen you had chem. Fac you dtén'c
do vas 011 10 Tove wich chen.
A U aue 0 the back o the closet. Tt was 3 dark brovn color vhich
a5 now untashionsblg, Just se a modern bell-player sovid have fourd (¢
ontashionably ey, 16 van afred WiLLiond model, purchased fn o yese shen
7o ene aceending o sajor Lesgue baseball ame had ever seen a black face on
Ohe dtsmond. And he had nox puschased 1 for playing Basebatl. 1F he had done
2o, e tghe have felc some o the sencinencal foctings tousrd £¢ which he
conceines €elc coward his pictures, hen he vas siceing in his 1ving coon
end Looking 3¢ then after the chird beer. But Baseball haé becn che furchese
Ehing fxom bis ind uhen he boughe the bac. We had,been chinking sbout gecting
ehe besc ool for the Job he had i mind, end chat was o11

n 1ate Novesber of 1953, Less chan stx aenchs afcer he and Smicty
had gone into bustaes cogecher, Pulaskt was rovhed by a couple of rigsers
10 eoosecdays Vel For A Yellow had been theee peaple--Fulaski, Saicey, and
Seiccy's wife Dente, uno ssmed the telephone and che taxi radio. Boch
Pulasks snd Sty dcove cuelve hours a day fn che sase cab, six dove
ek Tn Shetr €15t year of business chey had puc  quseeer of 4 sillion
miles on = Checker they had bought used to begin wich.

Pulask had been working the night shife chac veek-—seven o seven
He . seen the nigger scanding ¢ che corner of Encate Streot and a strest
nich had gone by che odd name of Furnicure Rou--boch of Ches were gons nov,
sleng e the ese of the a14 city gheico, Fulionville, gone in che vake
of & late-sixtics sbortion called urban enevsl. Ordiarily e would ot
nave picked up  Fulconvilie nigger, cspectally not a mighe, buccehis ighe
had been brutally cold, a strong north wind making the 15° temperacures

seen even colder. The strects had been as empty as bowling alleys, .and Pulaskl
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“Make & hell of a racket," Hill sald, more doubtfully still.
“Wake up half the people in the damn building, I gucss.” The fire
door in the tunnel connecting the apartments and the sports complex
was enough; you opened it by hitting either a protruding
square of metal or the push-bar. The door was painted red and

the white letters on it read: DO NOT OPEN THIS DOOR EXCEPT IN

CASE OF EMERGENCY--ALARM WILL SOND! The alarm was a bell (a loud

be11) that soreaminebily cha door vas ahut again.
Pulaski could have said a lotmifhat half the people in the
but1dtng vould be getting up over the course of the next hour
anvay. He could have pointed out that thia was an cnergency of
sorts. e could have pointed out that he and ELLL ould be long
S e S e g
and that the only person to get A e Thonnte Betori
which vas as 1¢ should be.
He could have sald those things, but he preferred to allov
the HLLL k14 to convince hinself in his own tine and his ovn vay.
Yeld For A Yellow vasn't going to go into bankeuptey Lf he vas
£1¢teen minutes or a half an hour late, and vabching the KiA try
to deal with his allema ves alscst 5 good a8 vatohing a Golden

Gloves match. In this corner, we got the current champion, Social

Conscience, weighing in at one-nineteen. In this one we got the
ghing inet got the

challenger, a real comer, Gotta Get To Work, at one-twenty-five.

"Guess it would only ring for a few second
Pulaski nodded, 1dly twiddling his keyring.
“Lot of people will be getting up pretty soon anyay.”
Pulaski nodded again. He had begun to nibble at the insides
of his cheeks to keep from smiling.

“And if that's the only way out, maybe this

an emergency.”
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He was getting ready to start the whole drill again when Pul-
aski pushed him aside--not hard but not gently, either--and tried

i& Musel. Sonething vas happening inside Y he folt his stomach

settling back against his spine, settling back the way the whole
body settles back into the bucket seat of a very fast sports-

ax when someone really kicks it in the tail and unwinds tho tach-
omster. It happened to him when he went hunting, sometines, but

it hadn't really happened since Korea. When he went out on patrol,

it alvays happened.

“Hey!® Hill said in a surprised, slightly injured tone. Pulaski
barely heard hin. Hill had, in a way, ceased to exist.
"Sorry, Babycakes," Pulaski murmured, and gave the metal square

three hard shots--ban-bam-bam--with the flat of his right hand.

He B the vay boxers are taught to hit, not moving forvard, not
using his body, but using his am as a piston, feoling each Joit
travel up through his flesh to the shouider.

-

He gave it to the push-bar with both hands. Nothing.

Ho stopped back, hands Mot and ingling. He looked down at
his hands briefly, frowning, and saw that they vere roddening.
He looked up, ¢ the left, back the vay he and the xid hua cone.
FOrty feet back that vay vere the cament stairs loading up to
tho lobby. There was a fire extinquisher on the wall. He looked
£ the right. Roughly one hundred feet down that way was another
s of concrete steps 1034129 ¥ oy gty empli

Ho folt whole systens of his boty coning awake--nerve-netvorks

Lighting up like strings of Christmas tree light

The feeling,
coming on him ike this, all at once, unexpectedly, was not at
a1l pleasant. Acceleration. His eyesight sharpening. Here was

@ crack in the cement, 2ig-2agging its way down the wall, splitting
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ove. It seencd to Pulaski that they drove for hours through

They

the windy, deserted, bitterly cold streets of the lower ¢ity--in reality
it had probably been no more than twenty minutes, but tine changed In a
situation like that, just as It changed In battle.

The wind blew hord enough to make the overhead trofflc Iights donce
sinvously on their cables, hard enough sonet ines to rock the cab on ts
springs. Rddie muttered and cursed, switching his gun from hand to hand,
and every tine that Ronnle whined he wes sure thot was & cop, man, sure
of It, Eddie grew more nervous and Pulaski grew nore sure he wes going
€0 be killed. Near the end he had even reslgned hinself to it, hoping
only that he woulda't be shot in the head and 1ive, llke sone of the
Suys he had seen in Seoul, nothing but § vegetables, And then Eddie had
to1d him to stop In the middle of a desertad block of warehouses.

Here, Pulaski remenbered thinking, RIGht here Is where they are going

€0 punch me out
And then they were gone, gone %o fast that Pulaskl couldn't believe

it--they had been only 1a pa tho pair of footfalls beating 3 fast rattaplan
on the sidewalk. BT The wind gusted, rocking the Checker on its beaten-
up springs again, and when it dlec, the footfalls were sone, too,

Fulaski had driven six blocks and then he had pulled over, opened
the door, and venited his supper Into the street. He leaned out Iike
 guy checking on his left rear tire, his eyes shut, smelling his vonit,
tasting it in his throat, shuddering.

He had gotcen the baseball bat the next da)

He got it for a very specific reason. He got it because the inage
of the robbery he 11ved with was the second nigger, Ronnie, standing for

a monent ot the back af & door of the cab, bloving on i hands. Hah

frien in the back, he got a aun, too, Eddie had said, but If Ronnie had
had one, It hadn't been in his hand then. And when Eddie got into the

front seat, switching the su maxxs .45 nervously from hand to hand, Pulaski
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ask hin o dance.
he walkway's walls were beige tile, the floor and the ceiling
unadorned concrote. Stencilled messages on the walls read NO BARE

FEET and No UNACCOMPANIED CHILOREN and MEMBERSHIP CARD REQUIRED

FOR ENTRY. M &

Tom looked at it for a moment and then back at Pulaski, who was
standing about five eet behind him with his hands in the pockets
of his Knaki pants. He returned Ton's look blandly and made no

Tom felt tnat flash of aislike again, and then asked himself
in an angry sort of way who he was Kidding. Pulaski asn't going
0 do it for hin...if that uas what Ba wanted.

Ho glanced at the forbidding vhite letters again--ALARY WILL
SOUNDI~-and then he looked at the square of metal on its spring.
Steeling hinself for the howl of the alarm bell, he pushed the

squar

The s1am bel) scresmed, beating into his eardrums, and the
s cpeaed. e 408 Pulaskd vent. Shsough and up the' short £1ighs
of atape to the parking lot. They want off to vork and never spoke
L

Exoept. Bone of t2at bappened, either. The squase of astal
448 not move st all. It dLd not move an inch, a hait-inch, e Aflde

w8 much as duitiineter. The alarm did not sound. And the fire

door aid not open.
5
Hill looked at him, stupidly surprised, and for a moment or
two Pulaski felt every bit as nomplussed as the kid looked. Hill
tried the square of metal a second time, then a third. He gave

that up and tried the push-bar. The push-bar didn't move either.
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hadn't turned fifteen dollars all night. Besides, the nlgger was well-
dressed. Pulaski's personal bellef was that a well-dressed city nigger
was probably a plnp, but pimps had been known to tip. So he had pulled
over.

The nigger had opened the front passenger door and had pushed »
service-issue .45 into Pulaski's face. “Doan wanna take yo hans of f
the wheel, Bab" the nigger sald, and glggled. "Doan wanna do that.

It was the glggle that convinced Pulaski he didn‘t want to do
that--the glggle and the nigger's bloodshot, Jittery eyes. The nigger
was certainly on something, some upper, and Pulaski knew If he moved,
the nigger would kill him.

"Ronnle!" The nigger called, and a second nigger had come out of
the shadows. Ronnie was wearings a cap, what looked to be a high school
warmup Jacket, and a scared look. He opened the back door of the taxl,

looked around, blowing nervously on his hands, and sald: "Eddle, |

bl leeve:
“Get In, nigguh!" Eddie hissed. “Tole you not to use mah name!"
"You used mine," Ronnle whined, but he got In.
Rannis Eddie switched the .45 from one hand to the other and Pul-

aski thought: They're golng to kill me now for sure. Just because 1 know

their fucking first names.

~

"Now you doan wanna think about no Lone Ranger bogisheet, ofay,"
€ddie sald, getting Into the cab. “Mah frien in the back, he got him
a gun, too. He blow you down, mah good man, he blow you raht the fuck

down.” And Eddle glggled agaln, switching the .45 from one hand to the

other, as If It was hot. "Orive," he sald,
Pulaski drove. The nlgger named Eddle took the fifteen dollars in
his money-box on the seat and then demanded his wallet. He stripped the
six dollars in there, exclaiming angrily over the small size of the take
while Ronnie whined nervously from the back seat, voicing his belief that

there was a cop behind evary set of headlights.
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for them Just yet. tle wanted verification that the outer door's movelessnes

e grabbed the handle of the foyer door and yanked. It held, of coure

but he could feelseome movement. as the lock, vhich vas not entirely flush,
moved back and forth in its stosl socket. That was what you expected fron &
aoor.

Pulaski did not speculate. ¢ vas & bullding probles, and there vere

peopl vho 9ot paidertoo fucking muche-to deal with bullding probleas. fl
Srabbed his keyring, found the key he wanted, and lot. hiaself back into the
Lebby. e would g0 out the back doos and circle the building to his cer,
Which was & 1975 Chacker tough enough to withstand anything short of &
muclear blsst.
e crossed the lobby to the back door.
3

While Pulaski vas finishing the drill he had completed himself sooe

atnutes carlier, Tom Hill vas knocking at the office door on the second floor.
There was o response. Nl Knocked lowler, giving up the ormamental knocker

and using his Knuckles. Between the lobby and here, the possibility that

Bonnie aight be slesping in tho office had solidified into a cortainty.

Mo sapped, looked st his watch, rapped again, and finally hamerod.
Mo one camo. e thought. ahout hamering again, but the long, empty corridor
intinidated hin. People vere slesping. And i Romnie Baaford vas one of the
people slecping, ha vas xeally going to have to whomp on the door to vake
hin up. S0 what 21a he do nou?

He glanced at his watch again, saw that Lt vas ov seven past five,
and thousht about. going to the next door down. The office bora the mumber
201, Below 203 on the next door vas a plaque vhich read SUPERINISNDENT in
onall capital lotters. Rinaldi's apactasnt. That vas the logical place o

s he absolutely had to. He

o, bt Tom aidn'e vant to wake Rinaldl up unl

tént like Rinaldi and he dida't like RUnalAi’s long, prognant pauses, vhich
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Rinalai glanced at them and then scemed to disniss them. As
he sat down in one of the chairs actoss from the TV and picked
up the phone, Tom had a feeling that something was missing=-in
 moment it came to hin. The Mizak. There was no Muzak i here,
but it felt as inpersonal and as sterile as the hallway. It was
inpossible to believe that a real man lived here.

He glanced at Pulaski, M Pulaski was wacching Rinaldi, his
eyes narroved. But noj it wasn't really the super he was watching
st all, Tom reslized. Pulaski's eyes woren' on Rinaldi's face.
They were on the telephone. Ho had even shifted away from Tom
50 he would have a better angle, and Ton realized what Pulaski

uas doing--uatching the man touch the buttons. He had perhaps

nenorized the number of Security Systems, Inc., and was now making
sure that Rinaldl, freed of the amplifier device, wasn't dialing
a ringer--the weather, Dial-A-Prayer, somsthing like that.

Rinalai finished, and listened.

'Did he dial the real thing?* Ton murmured, looking at Pulaski
£xon the corners of his eyes.

Pulaski glanced at him, a little surprised. "Precty sure he
41." Pulaski also spoke in a murmur.

Rinaldi listened and then began again. Tennis Club Apartments,

Mall Road, Squirrel Hill, code number 1424. The problen-

Rinaldi ceased. Seemed to listen. Hung up.

“Sure it's not all of them, Babycokes?'

e T

Rinaldi looked at him patiently. "X think it probably is,men
Probably is. Every phone in the place goes out on a single cable.
Obviously there’s somcthing wrong with that. Or maybe it's been
tampered with.

“Mind Lf 1 tey2®

“Go ahead,” Rinaldi said.
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He stood up, but Pulaski ignored the chair and simply scooped
up the phone. Tt looked small in his big, blocky hand. fe puc
the receiver betueen his ear and one football tackle's shovlder
and pushed buttons with his free hand.

“It's not the phone cable from this building," he said to
Rinaldi. °I don't know if you know that or not, Babycakes, but

probably you do. If there's a phone problem, it's at your security

outfit. Because

He broke off, listencd briefly.

“Renfrewi® He said. "This is Pulaski: You hearing me?”

A pause. Tom felt himsalf tensing up, and was aware that the
249in,

hesdache was thickening azound his templesy starting to throb

He thought he understood what Pulaski was getting at, and suddenly

he wanted nothing more in the world than to hear Pulaski say:

Veah, okay...no, nothing important. Little trouble here, no big

deal. 1111 see you. Bye. No...amend that. I'll see you, Babycakes.
Yeah. The thought should have raised a smile, but Tom found that

his smiler was temporarily out of order.

“Renfrew!® Pulaski yelled--it was a bull-throated cry, loud

3na vital and a little scary, as if he believed he could get through

by lungpouer alone. “Answer up if you hear me! Renfrew! Ren--

Pulaski fell silent. For a moment his broad, large-pored face
seened oddly contemplative, almost gentle. Hfe hung up the phone
and replaced it.

“Babycakes,” he said to Rinaldi, speaking very quictly, “you
got trouble right here in River City. Bad trouble, I think.

“It’s the phone cable,” Rinaldi said. "Someone has been doing

some pretty inventive vandalis, that's all. The quy who writes

on doors, probably.

“What do you tnink, Hi112"
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Chapter 1: The Tennis Club (1)

1
If, as the tuentieth century neared its end, anyone had
neaded a sysbol of the odd and joyless mood of America, and
of the strange creative exhaustion of Americans, the Tennis
Club Apartments would have served aptly enough. If anyone
had wanted to guage the temprament of the citizenry in that

time, he or she might have done well to have guaged the

terpranent of the tenants of the Tennis Club Apartment
although such a guage would have measured the world only

according to the scale of the middle-class, with an average
age of thirty-six years. It could be argued that other citi-

the very poor, the very rich, the very old, the very
g focjblrnd Sco s
young=-sau the world "“But those who lived

in the Tennis Club (Junior Lease: One year) represented fairly
enough those who consuned the goods, filled the vhite-collar
positions (and as the eighties rolled along, there were fewer
and fewer blue-collar positions), made certain movies and TV
shows hits while they made others failures, those who jogged,
those who bought autonobiles which got good gas mileage and

yet looked sporty, those who mostly did mot go to church but
Who often did go back to school to “take courses,” those who,
in short, lived mostly for themselves in the era of withdrawal
£xon conmittnent.

The Tennis Club Apartments were confortable, but with no
real warmth; they were convenient, but not to anything one would
wish to remember; they were safe, although obscene graffiti
had a vay of turning up on doors all over the building in a

cyele which corresponded with the full moon. One's neighbors

S SRS SR -y
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able to put his Finger on what was wrong. It we

the qualtey
of the Lights that vas weong. Not spectacularly vrong, but wrong
enough co sound an underchord in Tom H{lL's nind. Tt was, he
co1d Myers, Sust a licele bit too bright for h:45 AN, He had
been gecttng up ac four for a long cine now, long enough Co
Know that fn the sumer L“. staes co zeably see che daylighe
Suse as M hiam parking :. and geteing ready €o valk the

two and a hal€ blocks to the,bullding. That brightening of the

sky was for 5:45, not & nsméwa
should havebeenr—siithe sameC—

For the cine being, he lec W drop wich chat one passing
thought. The fact of the Locked outer door was a Lot less subcle
than he quality of the light, and a Lot more Lsporcant to Ton
ac chat momenc.

Maybe, he thought, sonething happened. Maybe Romle sav
some bad guye geccing ready o heisc che vhole place like those
crocks n The Anderson Tapes, o 8 bunch of terrorists {n bumooses
Jumping out of the back of & W van with Usi machine-guns in
chetx hands--

He snorted ac that, but the snort vouldn'c quice make the

idea go avay. Bad shit happened. It happened every day. People

dted with perplexed smiles on thetr facesp umebte—robebbove—S—

JPossible that Romnie had seen some sort of suspicious

He

supposed 1t we
activicy and Locked the oucer door. Ronale sure vasn'c out there
aov. Only the cars in the parking-loc, Wk ovn elderly Sasb
among thea.

1o

ader g
e curoed sy srcm e, ven back o e S oo,
i

ind aug or WIS, o a4 o s unable co come
up vith chas, tad ba fal¢ sousching chat might have besn pande
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Pub ("Beer, Wine, ond Steake As You Like Thes").
But the craftic vas gonc. Roste 481 scood empty.
She Looked € che cight, whers the turnpike overpass crossed 481,

and saw no cars -up there, elcher. That vars ball of regs uas back {n M E(

throat.

The cars are " The young man in the corduroy sport-coat
screamed, and his scream fell into perfect silence; all conversation {n
the 1obby had stopped vhen he made that little yipping sound.

He backed away from the uindou, smacked into the window behind him,
curned fumblingly, and shambled out of the foyer. Some of the people lined
up at che glass turned to watch hin go, their expressions drugged and
fncurlous. Others did not cven turn.

Jo watched him go up the three steps nco the lobby proper, stumbling
at the top as I expecting a fourth and almost falling. No one put out a
hand to sceady him, although there were people close by.

“The cars are there,” he said almost conversationally to a thicksct
elderly voman. She scepped back from hin quickly as 4f he carrice sone kind
of contagion. The young man stood before her, his mouth working, a lick
of hair lying on his forenead.

‘Get away," the thickset woman hissed at him.

Beyond them Jo sau Panela Andeyric standing by the entrance to the
matl alcove, one hand at her throat, her face white. Hler eyes are eacing
up her face, Jo thought, and shuddered.

"There,” the young man said, and then walked past her, looking at
fo one. He pushed the UP button between the two elevators. A moment or Cwo
later one of the elevatoridoors opened, spilling out another three or
four wary, puzzled people. The young man brushed past them.

here,” he reiterated as the elevator door slid closed--a perfectly
cined exic Line.

Utter silence in the lobby.
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to forget the Cook's Commez, pulled open the outer door, went
o bta car, Jouped dn, md wem o worken

—except all of this occurred only in the part of his aind
“hich was occupied with the mute-and-bolts step-A-co-scep-Z
scheduling chat makes up Hablt. What happened € fact vas much
sore siaple, although it had noching ac all to do wich habics
the door dd not open. T¢ dida’c budge ac all.

.

Ton pulled 5¢ again, frowning, still bouneing his car-
Keys i his Lofc hand. And again. T did mo budge--chat vas
the exact ruch, Lacer he would cell Nyers chat there vas not
even that ssall give one usually feels in a locked door, s
it svings in a seversly imtced are of &} of an inch,
or au’s of same. It was like pulling on a handle set into
o

e pulled a SBGAcine, but for no real reason--only becasse
the handle was in his hand, and because chis door had alveys
epened before; 1t vas supposed to open. Noching. Nothing at
i

He Looked out fox Romnie Bamford, the eleven-torseven security
ucd wich vhon b had a speaking scquatacauce. He ves half-
appalled, half-smised by Romnie’s meanderchal policics, but
he was someone to speak with, another way of plugging inco the
vortd i the ungodly hour of four-forty-ive in the sorning.
5o 05’ sen Hommle out there.

& sLight frown crosmed Tou's Zase, bit the oly thought
to consctously cross his mind chen

o)

vas unfocused and nonspecific. T¢ vas only later ducing
that long, crazy day, vhile speaking o Meyers, that he vas
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As she opened her mouth to speak, the young man fell silent. hits

lips still made the shape of the words, but the sound of cthem had mercifully

insicled.

The cars were there, Just as the young man M aw As wcre the

stopped. Jo looked out through the glass sgain.

trucks=-she saw a bright yellow Ryder van, a pick-up with ornamencal chrome

strafght-pipes, and a seni uith a glane Elssue box painted on the side. She
could clearly read the slogan KLEENEX SOFTENS THE BLOW uritten beneach it.

She saw an 01 Chewvy with a dented-in side,and » custon van uaicing ln

the turn-lane, its signa) flashing, to eross traffic inco the Mcbonald's
parking loc.

She saw al) these things wieh perfect clarity, and yet her mind vas
telling her they vere a mirage, as unreal as the quicksilver pools you saw
near the horizon on a stretch of sumer-bright highuay. That light, chac
yellou-but-not-yellow L1ght, thac 1ight ehat was both clear and yet sonchow
as woozy as an old drunk's eye, was in between.

Jo watched the traffic lght eycle fron green o red. She saw the
green tern-arrou come on. She watched the custon van begin 1ts turn, saw

Sy fhad Hhere ere b0
that 1t had an ouc-of-stace plate on che front and,bikes stcapped on the
op.

It got halfuay across the far tuo lanes of 481 and then Lt disappeared.

AL the traffic disappeared.

The young man cried out--a shatp, yipping sound like an aninal that
has just had its foot ripped off in a trap.

Jo squeczed her eyes shut so tightly that red sparks exploded in
the darkness she had made for herself, and then she opened chem again.

This +ime the Chyed

g, Crafiic wee MA, gONC.

McDonald!s uas seill there, its golden arches cleat agalnst the sky.
The Arby's beyond 1c was there, and she could see the Bonanza Steak-Pit

sign, although not the building ftself. On the far side of 481, Cantrell's

Chevrolet was still there, flanked by Mallway Sports and Donshue's Irish
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aight be in order.

He paused, Looking doubcfully back over his shoulder at
the foyer, and then shrugged. What the hell. He wenc back out
and tried pushing the outer door. Nothing. The door was absolutely
smmovpable.

Ko used his key o let himself back fnto the lobby, crossed
in front of the elevators, and went to the back door. Walking
a1l the way around the building to his car was going o be @
pain in the ass, but he didn't have a lot of time in which to
play Freddy Fuckaround. He had to get going or he was going
to be late.

The back foyer was exactly the same as the fronc foyer:
there was even & telephone and a building directory. Even as
he grasped the handle of the outer door, Tom felt a queer sense
of surity: this one vas going to be locked, too. He pulled it
Nothing. No give.

“Oh shit, come on,” he said, and looked out.

Darkness. Not g0 many cars parked back here. At a distance
of about half a mile, he could see the arc-sodiums in the Mall
parking-lot cwinkling (that underchord sounded again: the parking-
Lot lights were a hard white, so bright they were alaost blue-
white; he had never noticed them tuinkling before).

He stepped back, not sure what to do now. No action presenced
itself imediately to mind. The sicuation was ludicrous. He
slanced at his watch, saw that it lacked three minuces of five--
he was aluays out of the Tennis Club lot and bound for 481 by
five, but it didn't look like chat was going to happen this
morning--and then looked out again, hoping to see Ronnie Bamford
wandering around back there. He didn't see that, nor did he
éa £l SEufF GF's WIMT Newsbresk-Ronninlying Fack-dom 4o
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masquerading as self-deprecating husor. Oh, hi, Ronnie. How

Long have I been out here in the foyer? About an hour. Where

were you?....0h. Something you ate, maybe. ¥ pasKey TpErae—
s rorenc TRGFSTS S0RT Taopactate 10 the medicins—

d-cabinec. By the vay, Ronnie ole buddy, why did you lock the
outer door? Did you think someone was going to steal that insane

painting while you vere up in the office on the squat?...what

do_you mean, 1t's not locked? Push it instead of pull ic? Oh.

You don't say.
That last was stupid, of course. He had been living here
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o my motherfucking keys?
He forced himself to go through his pockets again, this

tine removing the change instead of just pushing it around,
and there they vere, right where they always vere, six keys
on a fob with his nane, address, and telephone nusber. He selected
the key which opened the imner door, cwisted it clockeise, and
Lt himself back in.

The atr-conditioning struck him and he realized he had
been sweating. He thought o himself that he probably wouldn'
tell Blake that part. A little selective editing of the incident
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"What is this? Candid Comera?" One of the new orrivals said in a

voice that was almost serious.

Jo looked at her watch. It was

AL right," Pulaski sald into the silence that had spun out for
almost a minute after Tom had finished his haltlng recital of what had
happened--in that minute Rinaldi had tried the phone and had gotten

nothing at all.

"ALL righe, fine
Pulaski spoke with a kind of finality and started toward the door.

“What

" Ton said.

"I know uhat to do," Pulaskt sald. "This has gone far enough.”
"No," Rinaldi said, as if he had read Pulaski's mind.

"Yeah," Pulaskl sald without turning, and was gone.

Tom looked back at Rinaldi. Rinaldi returned his gaze calmly, and

wich Pulaski gone, Tom found himself:unable to face 1t with much cquaninity
What could you say to that sallow, expressionless face and those pouched,
wotehcul eyesf-bho do you Like 1n the Natfons) League East, Rinaldt? No.

"1'n gotng back down," Tom satd.

"Fine,” Rinaldi sald gently, and Tom felt a hot flash of guilt, as
1f everything were somehow his fault, and Rinaldi knew f.

"Okay," Tom satd lamely.

Rinald satd nothing--only looked at him.

Tom HALL 1

9
Pulaski took an empty elevator car up to the fourch floor, walked
stolidly down the hall to his apartment, and let hinself tn.
The place gave the sioultancous impression of being cluttery and
astringently neat. Framed pictures, almose all of them black and white

photographs, hung everywhere, but the small dinetce table was ucterly bare
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bars dewntom (or out her on the strip) two or thre 2 month, e

Eousht these women back to his apactment and fucked them. e 1iked to fuck,
bt only straight upe-he called it the Christian Position. Every now and then he
Bt 3 vonan who vanted something dlffexent, or who-would do something different.
BY vomen who would "do sosething diffazent,” ha ssant. a blowjob. e id not
Pt blowjobs in the same category as "waneing somsthing ditferent®s he could
ot conceive of & woaan vho would ant to sive a man & blowjob.

“Manting scmothing aifferent* usually meant one thing to Pulaskis hais pie.
He 34d not et haix pio. Ne had never oaten hair ple. Ho never would. A oman
0uld ask and he wouldn't got. mad. He wouldn't kick her out. She could still
make breakfast in the morning, and eat her half. But he wouldn't do {t@rhe
curtant. morning despatcher dountoun vas  young nigger Kid-named Renrow. A
onth 0 80 a0, he had told Rentrew akout. the voman he'd had home over the
eekend, and bow she had asked hin to eat hair pic. entrow had respondeds *tou
hould have tried it, SKL. You might have 1iked it."

Pulaski had becn astounded.

“Babycakes," he had told Renfrew, "no man likes to eat hair pie. Belleve ¢
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Tom felt that odd down-the-rabbit-hole feeling again, as if
he were tumbling in a dream, dissassociated from reality. But
his voice was even enough.

“If the cable was cut, we couldn’t call out,” he said. "There's

a deal you can get from the phone company, T think--like if you
just have a summer place, or something--where you can arrange

to have service where you can call out but nobody can call in.

or maybe it's that people can call in but you can't call out.

I forget which it is, but it's essentially one-way service."

Pulaski was nodding, absurdly like a teacher who has called
upon a well-prepared student. Rinaldi's dark eyes watched him,
unblinking, €rom their pouched sockets.

"anyway. it doesnt matter which WP it is," Tom said, “because
it doesn't apply Wi Ml W Either way, you can talk and receive
once the connection is made. I mever heard of a situation like
this, where you can hear the guy on the other end but he can't

hear you."

“That happens all the time,” Rinaldi said.
"It happens once in awhile,” Pulaski said, "and when it does,
you just dial the nusber again. And it usually only happens somewhere

out in the boonies, where chey got the Del Wonte Tin Can Phone
Company instead of Ma Bell. And even there it doesn't happen every
time you dial.

Pulaski cradled the phone again and pushed 0.

“Hello, operator?” He said ater a moment. "Are you hearing

me?” He paused. "Are you hearing me?" We paused again. "Are you

getting anything, op
He looked at Rinaldi.

"She hung up,” Pulaski said. He held the phone out to Tom.

Your turn, Babycakes. Let's run this fucker into the ground.
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3 pool of blood, or maybe Ronnie crouched behind the trunk of
a car, his gun oue, making frantic lie down gestures at Ton.
He saw o crooks, o Acab terrorists coting A machine-guns.
Just the back parking-loc.

He used his key, vent back inco che lobby, walked toward
the elevators, then walked avay from them again. He looked at
the 111y non-xepresencational pancing without really seeing
i& and trted to Eigure this ouc. Both Lobby doors Locked. Some
kind of mechantcal glicch? That was the most likely. Cute. He
supposed he ought o check in the office. Nost likely he would
£ind Ronnie there, cooping on the couch or in Rinaldi's chairg
wieh his feet cocked up on the desk.

He went back to the elevators and pushed for up. The elevator
He had cone down in was still there, and the door opened at
once. Tom got. on and pushed for the second Floor. It was exacely

Eive oclock.
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asout tha. e ook caca of mmber one. e stoed sia-toot-SRY velghes tvo
e and ton pounds, 424 10 one 014 Folish Jkes whers he could hess

<hen. e did his vork. And bo dld ot est haix ple.

e g0t off the elevator at thres past five, the tise he aluays GOt off
the elovator—-give or take a minuta--and crossed the lobby, sparing ot &

slanco for the painting, fesling the rooa's crowched emptiness not at all.

o went: throush the inner door and pulled on the outer door.

Hoehing.

“inat the fuck 1s thist”

Pulaski, who would not have known a line of Lasbic verse from & 1ino
of trochaic, chanted these vords 4n a burst of irritation that vas alsost
sngex. Hia acms were poverful. e svam thirty laps in the sports coaplox pool
cach day and vorked vith hand-veighta. He vas vare that e ves @ big man,
and that big men had 8 tandency to go soft. Hle dLdn'E vant that to happen
o hin, s0 he orked at staying in shape.

o 1ayed hold of the handle vith hoth hands and pulled. His muscl

stood ot ot 0 vel1-formed bulges and copas a4 ridges, bt 1 aisple
e dor his Kaakt shie. Hothing. The doox 01 ot ulge in the sishtest.
Pulask, mlike oy B, vorked vith phyeical objects fox & living o
A b o s atoests famm and i Korea ba had boe 0 the ssko ool
5o Yno, mch more cleacly than om, that the dor's refusal to b n
the shishest vas undsmantatly veons.

e o meny £rom 15, frouning, nd chen cried ¢ AT Thta time
1o 20 moch pressur hat e could b the g dooc's el hndle
ceen fattiy, it the doox A1t aLd nak move at a1l

1o sogped again , wipiag b iogtins Basds on e oukl pant, and
hen vent back £ the fane door. e kaye, a11 o hen In one place, g

from a cing that vas attached to ano of hls belt loogs, but he did not reach
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chac ic became insectile, unintelligible. Ton would later cell Pulaski and
Rinaldl thac it was like the sound of a reel-to-rcel tape speeding up €o
fast forvard--finally just a gibberish of sound with no human element in

it at all, And 1t was Like that, but what he could never put across to

them or anyone else was that it also

Jike that, like something that
had been done by & machine. The hideous thing was that it was somehow organtc
a8 4 an the other end of the line, n the WRMT reception area with its

bedght red valls and its burnt orange carpet, Beverly herself was speeding

o UG e

It ended with a click so loud and somehou so final that Tom jerked

instronents’
che MMawyausy £ron R car. Then there vas nothing

wall,ef o WA U B e 0O Lekamm, Just o dead blaok.

e ok adkuel vy

o dial cone, no strenlike

Tom hung Lc up slowly.
7

"The cars are there. The cars are there, The cars are there.”

Jo.leoked to her left, at the line of people standing at the foyer
windous, absurdly ltke a bunch of sidevalk superntendents ldling avay a
few mlnutes by vatching some building construction. The speaker was a
young man with very black hair and a face whose handsomeness was somehow
scandardized and anonymous--his. looks made Jo think first of the second
or third male leads on the soap operas, and chen of singles bars. He vas
wearing a courduroy sport coat and designer jeans. His cyes uere wide,
his face whth frozeng as he chanted this litany over and over. Yo one else
seened to hear him at all; they vere lost in thelr own concemplacion of
an ordinary morning scene that had somehow gone haywire.

“The cars are there. The cars are there."

Will you be quiet, please? Jo thought, and decided she would say
these words aloud, in a polite but firm tone. The man's onknowing chant,
Like a pagan prayer, vas worse than Pamela's giggle. She didn't think she

could stand ic for long.
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Rentrev's big 014 1ips had spread in a salacions grin. "X 1ke it
Sust fine,” he said. "an, you give me that oyster mytize. That's the
meotast opster a man ever gets, that's what I Ehink.”

“Moll, that's what you think you think, Babycakes, Pulaski said,
Siving them both an out, and went on nto his offlce. He could have told
Rentzow something diffarent, of coucse that niggers, having Just cone
oun from the trecs, ware ditforenc. But then thare would have boen &
ahitators of hurricans velocity, and that he didn't need. Besides, Renfrow

as good at dispatching, and Pulaski dida’t vant to lose hin.

Ihere had boen & tine vhen he vould have o sore hired & nigoer for
snytring G888 chan aciving on the eleven-to-seven than he woula have eaten
and seventien, alo

ese, i3
Serk Liberals, talling you had co hire S0 now

baiz ple. But then, in the sixti come tho knee-

P
Cocna out € e good. e K tho city backvard and forvar. B that
asanee change Pulaski’s stendfast balief that Fantees vos ditferenc. o
eupposea the Anee-fuck Libarale, vho vanced € Cake ey his i 408 vho

ore breaking their asses to sake sure that faggot murderers like that

Elner Wayme Henley guy 9ot fair trials, vould call his mind closed. He
18 ot view L& that vay. His mind was set, made up, and cleas. Tt vas
pot closed.

o 1 bought into the taxi busines

with an acmy buady of his in
1953, Tha two of them had fosght to make & 9o of it, snd Yell For A Yellow
had gone. s partrer had died of lung cancer in 1973, and since then

Pulaski had run it by hinself. e as rot rich, but be was confortably

£ixed. o had his business, he had hie huning, he had his ono Good son
to pass the business on to, and he had his health. On the day of Saiety's
funocal, Pulaski had thrown sy the carton of Casels on the refrigerator
i his bouse (he had then been living with s second wife) and had sot

anoked sinco. He was as happy a8 he supposed a man like hissel could be.
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Tom crossed Rinaldi's barren living room and took the phone.

Although he felt calm enough--there was only the headache, and
that feeling of disassociation=-he sat down in the chair heavily,
as if his legs were in danger of giving out. He dialed the station
quickly.

It rang twice and then a woman's voice, professionally sultry,

said.

"WKMT, home of Barney Millexr every night at five...how may
I help you?"

“This is Tom, Beverly,” he said. In his mind he saw Beverly
McAllister, who was actually in her mid-fifties and fac, and the
very concreteness of her image--right down to the bright plastic

red borreties
barettes in her graying hair (probably sme)

made it hard for

him to believe she wouldn't respond. "Tommy Hill. I want you to

tell pave
“WKMT," Beverly said. "Hello, please.

“It's Tom Hill!" He said, raising his voice. "Beverly, we're

having some phone trouble here! If you hear me

“Sir, if you have a bad connection, would you please redial-

“--at all, would you please tell:

that made sense; would you please redial at your convenience.

But her voice suddenly began to rise, to speed up. Convenience
was understandable, although it sounded like one of those chip-

munke 8 & novelty recordS Whatever followed accelerated so rapidly
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mediun that existed on such dublovs comsodities as PTL Club
prayer cassettes, Slin Whitman albuss,and hemerroid remedies,

bue 1c

such an illusion shouldn’t reslly cause hin concern.
414, The world was full of starving people, and so how che hell
414 you justify spraying a peach melba with plascic so it vould
Look tasty to some overveight houseuife out in Breezewood vho
was ixoning clothes and eating Doritos while she wacched! Drop
ic, Hill, he chought, but his mind gnaved ac it. In che best
of all possible worlds, shit like that wouldn'c go down...but
then, in the best of all possible worlds, people wouldn's go
hungry @ M3, aconic power plants wouldn't go critical, and
out-of-season tornadoes wouldn't clip off the hands of little
boys. Drop ir, Hill.

The foyer betueen the lobby and the auming-covered walkvey
becween the building and the parking Lot was narrow and glassed-
in. From the valk outside, you could encer the AVRNRMM wichout
4 key, buc the door giving on the lobby proper was always locked
I you didn’t have a key co that door--if you weren't a resident-
you had to use the celephone on the wall. It vas mounced beside
a building directory. If you were visiting soneone, you entered
the foer, picked up the tolephone, and dialed the number beside
the name (the nusbers weren't the same as the apartment nuabers,
another little security £111ip that was supposed o help foil
bucglars--although Ton's apartment was 610, you had to dial
255 on the phone to xing the telephone in his apartment). If
the tenant dialed was disposed to let you in, he or she punched
4 on his celephone. The buzzer signalling the fact that the
Lobby door was now unlocked went off. The visicor then had fifteen
scconds to encer the lobby.

Tom crossed the foyer in five steps, still telling himself
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a busette), loaded and unloaded once an hour betueen ten in
the morning and nine at night. The other led down a FLight of
stairs to the tumel which conncced the apartment building
with the sports complex across the road.

To the left was the lobby proper. I was carpeted with
a thick brown shag rug. In the center was a Eree-form backless
couch, upholatered in a corduroy materlal of an even darker
brown than the shag rug. Tom sometizes observed people sitting
on this couch, waiting for something or someonc. They always
Looked unconfortable and slightly Freaked out by the fact that

ety oo o g
Wone)

there w

canvas on one vall. The canvas showed cight drips of color-
blue, green, vermillion. It was as non-represencaional in its
way as the couch uas. The walls were crean-colored. There was
nothing else, except the tuo halluays leading to the First-
floor apartments.

Ton stepped out of the elevator, bouncing his car-keys
in his hand, turned left, and crossed the lobby. The couch was
deserted at this hour, and Lt looked as unearthly as some weird
sea-creature cast up from the depths. He pulled open the lobby
door and stepped into the foyer. He was thinking of nothing
more important than the Cook's Comer, which was a daily feature

of the AM. Show(lPerhaps because he Liked to cook himself,

the Cook’s Corner contained one of the few TV illusions to which

he had never been able to completely reconcile himself. Becau
most foods didn't look exactly appetizing under the hot studio
Lights, they were usually sprayed with & liquid plastic. As

& result, the chops, salads, and desserts Looked like food,

but they had really becone highly disposable exhibits that went
B, e ahcli Ay . T S ki Loy Btmaals this, Th





