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  Part I


  By eleven o’clock in the morning the sun had come out, and now the women of Oakwood, most of them housewives in summer attire and most of them at the wheels of their own cars, were converging on the business district to do their shopping.


  In the suddenly thickening traffic, the green two-door Ford coupe with a nasty dent in its front fender was at last forced to slow down.


  Slumped in the seat beside the driver, Otto Kellog grunted his displeasure, then sat up impatiently to get his bearings. He resented delays at a time like this, when he was anxious about what he must soon do. He wanted to get it over with as quickly as possible.


  There was a jarring screech as Iverson, who was driving the car, slammed on the brake, muttering, “Goddam women drivers.”


  “Yeah,” said Kellog. “Wish they’d get moving.”


  In the rear, the third occupant of the coupe, Eubank, older, more tolerant, less often exposed to the outside world than his companions, seemed to be enjoying the interval. He had brought himself forward from the back seat to peer over Iverson’s shoulder through the windshield. “So this is Oakwood,” he said. “Attractive. I don’t know how many times I’ve been out this way, but I guess I never paid much attention before.”


  “Nothing so different,” said Iverson, easing his foot off the brake. “It’s still Los Angeles County.”


  “Well, it just looks more prosperous and settled down,” said Eubank.


  “Maybe not for long,” said Iverson. “We’re going to shake them up a little today.” He glanced at Kellog, and grinned. “What do you say, Otto? Ready for action?”


  “Yeah,” said Kellog, “providing we ever get there.” He squinted through his sunglasses. “Third Street’s the next corner. You turn right the next corner.”


  “I know,” said Iverson.


  The traffic was moving again, loosening, and the green coupe moved with it along Center Boulevard, and then swung sharply onto Third Street.


  The vehicle and foot traffic was thinner here on the side street. The man at the wheel showed relief. “There it is, middle of the block,” he said. “You can see the sign just after the Acme Jewelers. See it? Fremont’s Book Emporium. How do you like that for a name? Emporium.”


  “Looks like there’s plenty of parking,” said Eubank. “I was worried there might not be any parking close by.”


  “There’s always enough room once you get off Center Boulevard,” said Iverson. He spun the wheels of the car toward the curb, and expertly brought it to a halt before the jewelry shop. As he reached to turn off the ignition, he spotted a young blonde, in tight sweater and shorts, stepping out in front of the car, preparing to cross the street. Iverson emitted a low whistle. “Hey now, lookit those tits.” He watched the blonde as she hurried to the other side. “Not bad all over, I’d say, but me, I’m strictly a tit man. I like them big and bouncing.” He sought agreement from his front seat partner. “What do you say, Otto?”


  At the moment, Kellog had no interest in his friend’s preoccupation with women. He had a one-track mind, and the track was already occupied. His right hand fidgeted inside his plaid sport jacket, working beneath his left armpit. At last, satisfied, he looked up, his long face serious and tight. “Am I all right?” he asked Iverson as he secured the middle button of his jacket and fixed the collar of his open sport shirt. “Does it show?”


  “Nothing shows,” said Iverson. “You look like a regular anyone-for-tennis type. Naw, I’m kidding. You look okay, Otto—like an insurance salesman or accountant who’s taken the morning off to shop for his wife.”


  “I hope so.”


  “Don’t worry.”


  “What time is it?”


  “It’s eleven—eleven-fourteen.”


  “I’d better get going.” He twisted around in his seat. “You set back there, Tony?”


  Eubank patted the open lid of the suitcase on the rear seat. “All systems in go position.”


  Kellog returned his attention to the driver. “You’ll stay right here?”


  “I’m not moving an inch till you need me.”


  “Okay,” said Kellog. “I won’t be more than ten minutes.”


  He opened the door on his side, lifted himself out of the car stiffly, closed the door, and stood a moment on the sidewalk straightening his jacket. Then, casually, he walked past the jewelry shop, approached the bookstore, moved past its recessed entrance and planted himself before the main display window. On the lower right-hand corner of the window was a painted representation of Pegasus and beneath it, in Spencerian lettering, “Ben Fremont’s Book Emporium, Established 1947.” In the other corner of the main window, Scotch-taped inside and at eye level, was a full-page newspaper advertisement for a new novel.


  Kellog edged toward the advertisement. He studied the boldfaced heading:


  A WEEK FROM TOMORROW


  PUBLISHING HISTORY


  WILL BE MADE!


  Kellog’s eyes ran swiftly down the rest of the advertisement:


  After 35 Years of Suppression, the Most Reviled and


  Praised Novel in History—Written by an Expatriate


  American—Will Be Available to the Public at Last


  You must read—


  “The most widely and completely banned book of all time.”


  Osservatore Romano, Rome


  You must read—


  “The most obscene piece of pornography written since Gutenberg invented movable type… Brilliant as a private revelation, but unforgivable as a public confession.”


  Le Figaro, Paris


  You must read—


  “One of the most honest, sensitive, and distinguished works of art created in modern Western literature.”


  Sir Esmond Ingram, London Times


  

  WITH GENUINE PRIDE,


  SANFORD HOUSE, PUBLISHERS,


  OFFERS AMERICA AND THE WORLD


  THE UNEXPURGATED ORIGINAL VERSION


  OF THE UNDERGROUND MODERN CLASSIC


  

  THE SEVEN MINUTES


  BY


  J J JADWAY


  There was more, Kellog could see, but he did not bother to read it. He had read it all in last Sunday’s newspaper.


  Briefly, Kellog’s gaze shifted to the contents of the display window. The window contained many books, three soaring pyramids of books, but all the volumes were one book, bearing one and the same title. Each copy featured a white dust jacket, and on the front cover was delicately etched the faint outline of a nude young woman lying on her back with her bent legs up high and wide apart. Imprinted over this, in artistically simulated longhand, color red, was the title The Seven Minutes, and below it “by J J Jadway.”


  J, no period, J, no period, Jadway.


  Yeah.


  Kellog slipped his right hand inside his sport jacket, groped beneath his armpit, touched the cold metal, and then he was ready.


  Quickly he entered the store. It was a bright, cheerful, cluttered store. Down the middle of the floor area were rectangular tables piled high with recent publications. Standing by the nearest table, which was stacked with copies of The Seven Minutes, Kellog searched the interior. In the rear there were two people, apparently customers, one an elderly gentleman poking about the shelves beneath the placard reading PAPERBACKS, the other a small woman, probably somebody’s mother, browsing near the sign reading JUVENILES. A short distance from the customers, an overweight lady wearing a smock was removing books from a carton and setting them on a table.


  Then Kellog became aware of one more person on the premises. To his left, fifteen feet from him, bookcases jutted out from the wall to form an alcove. This was barricaded on the open side by a counter on which rested a cash register and another column of copies of The Seven Minutes, and propped on a stool behind the counter, leafing through invoices, was a slightly built man of perhaps forty years. Offsetting the sparse hair on top of his head were thick brown sideburns. He also wore heavy-lensed, metal-rimmed spectacles, and they distorted his eyes. He had a hook of a nose, an undershot jaw, and a pallid pink complexion. His brown sweater was erratically buttoned down the front.


  Kellog had never seen the man before, but Iverson had, and Iverson had described him.


  Kellog held his breath, went woodenly to the cash register, and exhaled. “Hi,” he said, the insurance salesman taking the morning off to shop for his wife.


  The wispy, myopic man looked up, immediately offered a customer-tailored smile, and said courteously, “Good morning, sir.” He slid off his stool, putting aside the invoices. “Anything I can do for you this morning, or would you prefer just to browse about?”


  “Is Mr. Fremont, Ben Fremont—is he here?”


  “I’m Ben Fremont.”


  “Oh, good to meet you. I’m trying to remember if I’ve ever been in here before. Very nice. I should make more time for books, but I guess I’m too busy, what with being on the road half the time. It’s my wife who’s the reader in the family. She’s one of your customers. I mean, from time to time she comes in.”


  “That’s fine,” said Ben Fremont. “I’m sure I’d recognize her name—”


  “No. She just drops in from time to time. Yeah. And I won’t let her have no charge. You know women.”


  “Sure, sure.”


  “Anyway, I’m here as a proxy. Seems like she got herself a kidney-stone attack. It’s out now, she’s doing okay, but she’s still over at Saint John’s Hospital and she wants some reading. You can get awfully tired of television.”


  “More people are reading books than ever, thanks to television,” agreed Fremont seriously. “There is nothing like the experience of a good book, as your wife obviously knows.”


  “A good book,” repeated Kellog. “Yeah, that’s what I want to get her.”


  “Well, now, we’ve got something to satisfy every taste. If you could give me an idea …”


  Kellog stepped closer to the bookstore proprietor. “The old girl reads everything. Even history. But mostly I guess it’s fiction, novels. Anyway, for the hospital, I don’t think it should be anything too deep or sad-like. Maybe something kind of fast and easy to read through, something with a little snap to it. And new, it should be real new, so’s I won’t be getting anything she’s already got from her friends. I asked her to give me some help last night—what does she want?—but she just said, ‘Otto, you go and surprise me. And if you get real stuck, you go over to Ben Fremont’s and ask what he suggests.’ So here I am.”


  “Well, now, I’m sure we can find—”


  “Of course,” Kellog interrupted, leaning over the counter, lowering his voice, “I don’t think she’d mind if the book had a little realistic life to it. You know, something with a bit of—well …”


  “Oh, sure, sure, I understand.”


  “Don’t get me wrong. She goes for the heavy intellectual stuff too, but she sure got a kick out of that Lady Chatterley. Now, that was a kick, a real kick, if you know what I mean. Still, it was a classic, but at least it wasn’t boring. Well, there she is in the hospital, and if you’ve got anything half as good and brand new …”


  “Half as good?” Fremont had come to life. “The minute you described your wife, I was going to suggest something. Listen, I’ve got a brand-new book in, spanking new, not even officially published yet, and this book, it’s ten times as good as Chatterley or any similar classic, maybe a hundred times better. I’m telling that to every woman who comes in the shop, and I don’t recommend everything. In a couple weeks, I’ll bet you, the eyes of every woman reader in Oakwood, in all of Los Angeles, will be glued to this book.” Fremont snatched a volume from the pile beside the cash register. “Here it is. She’s in the hospital? Here’s just what the doctor ordered.”


  Kellog began to lift his sunglasses. “What’s that cover say?”


  Fremont’s forefinger pointed at the title on the front jacket. “The Seven Minutes, by J J Jadway. This is something no woman’ll ever forget. Your wife, it’ll excite her, absolutely excite her—and yet it’s literature.”


  “Oh, it’s literature. Well. I’m not sure, maybe that’s not exactly—”


  “Forgive me. I misled you with that word. I just meant it’s nothing to be ashamed to read if you are a reader, a sophisticated reader like your wife. Most people, not being sophisticated, being clods or puritans, they might take offense at the whole thing. But if you know what life’s all about, you can appreciate the frankness of a novel like this. As far as I’m concerned, you can take them all, the books by Cleland, D. H. Lawrence, Frank Harris, Henry Miller, and they’re like reading the Bobbsey Twins compared to reading Jadway. They don’t know a thing about sex, and nobody ever did, until Jadway came along. He invented it. He invented it for The Seven Minutes, except his is real, realer than anything I ever read.”


  “You read the book?”


  “Twice. First time in Paris. The Etoile edition. The French wouldn’t allow publication in French, and the United States and Great Britain wouldn’t allow publication in English, so there was only that little special Paris edition for tourists. Then I read this first public edition, the very first for the general public. Didn’t you see the big ad in the Sunday paper? The most banned book ever.”


  “Why was The Seven Minutes banned like that?” Kellog wanted to know. “Is it obscene? Is that why?”


  Fremont frowned. “This book was banned because—yes, I guess you might say it was banned in every country in the world because it was considered obscene. Until one big publisher in New York finally had the courage to say, Maybe the world’s grown up a little, at least some people, and maybe now’s the time to bring it out—because, whatever this book has been called, obscene or whatever, it is still a masterpiece.’”


  “How can a book be obscene and still be a masterpiece?”


  “This one is. It’s both.”


  “Do you think the book obscene, Mr. Fremont?”


  “Who am I to say? That’s only another word. There’s a four-letter word some people think is dirty and other people think is beautiful. So there we are. Some people, maybe most people, will say this is dirty, but there’ll be plenty of people who’ll say it’s worthwhile.”


  “Sophisticated readers, you mean.”


  “That’s right. They don’t give a damn about obscenity if in the end they have some great reading that gives them new insights and understanding into human nature.”


  “And this book does that?” asked Kellog.


  “It sure does.”


  “Despite those bannings? What’s there about it? I mean, what’s it about?”


  “Simple, very simple, like all great art,” said Fremont. “A girl, young woman, is lying in bed thinking about love, that’s the essence.”


  “And that’s what the fuss is about?” said Kellog. “You almost had me interested, but when you put it that way—that sounds pretty dull.”


  “Dull? Wait a minute, listen to me. I said she’s lying in bed, sure, but while she’s lying there she’s getting laid, I mean really laid. And all the while she’s thinking, on her back thinking, and Jadway shows us what’s in her mind about what’s happening to her down below, and what’s in her mind about other men she’s had or ones she wished she’d had. The way it’s done—it’s enough to drive you crazy.”


  Kellog grinned. “Sounds a little better now. That’s more like it. And you think this is the sort of thing my wife would enjoy?”


  Fremont grinned back. “It’ll sure take her mind off her kidney stone.”


  “How much is it?”


  “Six dollars and ninety-five cents.”


  “That’s a helluva lot of money for such a little book.”


  “Dynamite comes in small packages,” said Fremont. “This is dynamite, guaranteed. The book’s not even out yet, officially, until next week. We get our shipments here on the Coast early, and so we had to unpack and put our copies right out because there was such a big demand since the advance advertising. Already Jadway’s our biggest seller.”


  “Wrap it up. You’ve sold me.” Kellog had his wallet out. “Here’s a ten. Can you change a ten?”


  “Sure thing.”


  Kellog waited as Ben Fremont rang up the sale, made change, then placed the receipt and the copy of The Seven Minutes in a striped paper bag.


  “I’m sorry I was such a tough customer,” Kellog said apologetically.


  Fremont smiled as he handed the striped bag across the counter. “I like a discerning customer. I don’t mind being challenged. Keeps me on my toes. And don’t worry about the book. It’ll help your wife get on her feet fast, believe me. Good day.”


  The second that he was out in the sunlight once again, Kellog slid his hand inside his sport jacket and flipped the lever on the box beneath his armpit. Hastily he headed in the direction of the waiting Ford coupe, and as he did so he hoisted the striped paper bag above his head. Immediately Ike Iverson stepped out of the car, carrying a similar bag, and strode over to join him in front of the jewelry shop.


  As they met, Kellog asked, “How did Eubank do in the back seat?”


  “Came in loud and clear,” said Iverson. “Sa-ay, you were in there long enough.”


  “Those literary conversations take a little doing,” said Kellog with a wink. He shook his purchase. “But it’s in the bag. Duncan’ll be happy. Well, we’d better start comparing.”


  Kellog removed his copy of The Seven Minutes from the striped bag. He opened the book, found the loose end paper at the front of the book, located his pen, and carefully signed it with his initials and the date. When he finished, Iverson was beside him, also holding a copy of The Seven Minutes.


  “Ready? Let’s get it over with,” said Iverson. “Same jacket and title, right?”


  “Check.”


  “Same publisher, publication date, copyright, correct?”


  “Check.”


  “Same number of printed pages, right?”


  “Exactly, check.”


  “Let’s compare the marked passages in my book with the same pages in the book you just bought.”


  “Okay,” said Kellog.


  Working quickly, the two men compared a half-dozen pages. “The same,” concluded Iverson. “Well, Otto, the books are identical, agreed?”


  “Agreed.”


  “Guess we’d better pay Mr. Fremont another visit.”


  “Yeah,” said Kellog, returning his book to the bag.


  “Otto, don’t forget your Fargo unit.”


  Kellog reached into his sport jacket, found the switch beside the microphone of his portable Fargo F-600 intelligence unit. He pushed the lever. “It’s on.”


  Briskly, striding in step, the two returned to Fremont’s Book Emporium and entered it.


  Once inside, Kellog saw that Ben Fremont was still behind the counter next to the cash register, busy pouring a Coke into a large paper cup. Kellog led the way, with Iverson right behind him.


  Fremont had just brought the soft drink to his lips when he recognized Kellog. “Why, hello again—”


  “Mr. Fremont,” said Kellog, “—you are Ben Fremont, proprietor of Fremont’s Book Emporium, aren’t you?”


  ‘What do you mean? Of course I am. You know that.”


  “Mr. Fremont, we’ll have to introduce ourselves officially. I am Sergeant Kellog, assigned to the Vice Bureau of the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Office.” He held out his badge, then returned it to his pocket. “My partner here is Officer Iverson, also of the Sheriff’s Vice Bureau.”


  The bookseller appeared bewildered. “I—I don’t get it,” he said, setting his Coke down hard and spilling it. “What’s going on with—?”


  “Ben Fremont,” said Kellog, “we are placing you under arrest for violation of Section 311.z of the California Penal Code. The Code states that every person who knowingly offers to distribute any obscene matter is guilty of a misdemeanor. Under Section 311a, ‘obscenity’ means that to the average person, applying contemporary community standards, the predominant appeal of the work in question, taken as a whole, is to prurient interest. That’s to say, the work goes beyond customary limits of candor in its descriptions, and is utterly without redeeming social importance. The District Attorney believes that the book The Seven Minutes, by J J Jadway, would be found obscene if taken to court, and therefore you are to be put under arrest for selling that book.”


  Ben Fremont, mouth agape, face ashen, gripped the counter’s edge, trying to find words. “Wait a minute, wait, now, you can’t arrest me. I’m just a guy who sells books. There are thousands of us. You can’t.”


  “Mr. Fremont,” said Kellog, “you are under arrest, absolutely. Now, for your own sake, don’t cause any trouble. We want all your invoices from Sanford House for purchased copies of this book. We’ve got to confiscate every copy of The Seven Minutes on the premises, and take them into our custody. We’ll also have to take that advertisement from the window, and any other promotional materials concerning the book.”


  “What about me?”


  “I thought you remembered the procedure. Never mind. We have a police vehicle outside. You will have to accompany us to the Sheriff’s Office on West Temple Street for booking.”


  “Sheriff’s Office? For what—for what, dammit, I’m no criminal!” Kellog became suddenly impatient. “For selling an obscene work. Didn’t you yourself tell me ten or fifteen minutes ago—”


  Iverson hastily came forward, placing a restraining hand on Kellog’s shoulder. “One minute, Otto. Let me tell the gentleman his rights.” He addressed himself to the bookseller. “Mr. Fremont, everything you said before your arrest and everything you are saying now is being recorded by a wireless transmitter attached to Sergeant Kellog’s person and relayed to a magnetic tape recorder in our police vehicle outside. You did not have to be apprised of your rights before your arrest. Now that you are under arrest, it is my duty to warn you that you need answer no questions, that you have the right to remain silent, that you have the right to the presence of an attorney. Now you’ve been fully informed. If you want to ask questions, answer questions, that’s up to you.”


  “I’m not saying another word to either one of you, goddammit!”


  Fremont shouted. “I’m not saying anything until I have an attorney!”


  “You can make a call,” said Kellog, controlled. “You can call your attorney and have him meet you at the Sheriffs headquarters.”


  Instantly Fremont’s anger vanished, and what was left was fear. “I—I don’t have an attorney. I mean, I don’t even know one. I’ve only got an accountant. I’m just a—”


  “Well, you can have the court appoint—” Kellog began.


  “No, no, wait,” Fremont interrupted. “I just remembered. The publisher’s salesman, the Sanford House salesman out here, when he sold me the books he said—he said if there was ever any kind of trouble, to call him right away, because they were standing behind their book, and young Sanford, he’s the publisher, he’d pitch in, he’d get any one of us an attorney. I’m going to call their salesman. Can I call him?”


  “Make any call you want,” said Kellog. “Only make it fast.”


  Fremont grabbed for the telephone. But before dialing he stared at the officers. It was as if some new thought had crossed his mind and he was considering whether to speak what was on his mind. He spoke. “Listen, do you guys have any idea what you’re doing?” he said, voice trembling. “You think it’s nothing. You think you’re just arresting some poor little nobody bookseller and that’s the end of it. Well, maybe you’re not. You know what you’re really doing? You’re arresting a dead author and his book—you’re arresting a book, something a man had to say. You’re arresting and fingerprinting a freedom, one of our democratic freedoms, and if you think that’s nothing, you wait and see what can happen…”


  It was when he was driving along Wilshire Boulevard, halfway between the law office in Beverly Hills that he had just left forever and his three-room apartment in Brentwood, that the complete realization of what had happened to him struck Mike Barrett with its fullest impact.


  After all the years of struggle, he was liberated.


  He was one of the emancipated ones. He had made it.


  From the corner of his eye, he could see the carton on the seat next to him. An hour ago he had filled it with the personal papers and effects that had accumulated in the firm’s walnut desk, the desk which had been his desk as an employee, for two years. The contents of the carton, in a way, represented the corpus of one frustrating, unfulfilled, second-rate legal career spanning a decade of his thirty-six years. The carton itself, the act of its removal, symbolized a victory that (on the blackest of the sleepless and self-hating nights) he had nearly given up hope of ever achieving.


  It wanted a celebration, a triumphal parade, an arch, at least a garland. Well, they were all present in his head and his heart. But still, some outer celebration of independence won and success attained was required. Firmly holding the wheel of the car with one hand, he undid the knot of his tie with his free hand, and yanked the tie off. Next the shirt collar. He unbuttoned it and spread it open. Tieless at high noon of a working day. Lese-maieste in the kingdom of the American Bar Association, unless you are majesa himself. Then the Latin phrase came to him. Rex non potent pee-care. The king can do no wrong.


  God, what a lovely day. The sun, beautiful. The City of the Angels, beautiful. The people in the streets, his subjects, beautiful.


  Osborn Enterprises, Inc., beautiful. Faye Osborn, beautiful. All friends, beaut—No, maybe not all—not Abe Zelkin. Abe, beautiful, yes their friendship, yes, that too, except that it might not exist a few hours from now, and he felt guilty, and a blemish suddenly marred the face of joy.


  He became aware of Westwood passing outside his top-down Pontiac convertible, and there were people, the sidewalks were crowded with people, and they were not his subjects applauding him on this great day. They were Abe Zelkin admonishing him for selling out.


  Honest Abe. Who the hell needs a conscience for a nag when he has a friend like Honest Abe?


  Yet, curiously, and in truth, it had been Abe Zelkin who had planted the seed that had borne this day, the undoing of Zelkin and Barrett, the doing of Osborn and Barrett. His mind sought the beginnings, bit by bit revived them, to give him his brief before he pleaded his case to Zelkin at lunch.


  Where had it begun? Harvard University? No. That had been his friendship with Phil Sanford, when they had roomed together. No, not Harvard, but sometime later, in New York City. Not at that big factory of a law firm he had started with, because he had not liked that firm, had still been interested in defending human rights, not property rights, in retrospect immaturely idealistic, a stupid legal hick with a cowlick for a brain. It was that next place, that hothouse for the flower children of the law, the Good Government Institute on Park Avenue, where your salary consisted of elbow patches for your threadbare coats and quotations from Cardozo and Holmes on the high purpose of the law. The Good Government Institute, a foundation supported by twenty big-business corporations as a sop to their own bad consciences, where every case was derived from the overflow of the American Civil Liberties Union and where every client was the ever-present underdog. Six years of that, of living off peanuts because you felt that you were upending a few evils and many wrongs, deluded into thinking that they were the real enemies, until you learned that they were only prop windmills to keep you busy putting on a public relations show for the Institute’s founders. Six years to learn the identities of the real enemies, to learn that your work was a fraud, that the do-gooding was a fake. Six years to learn the truth of how you’d been manipulated by the power people. When he and Abe Zelkin had learned, they had both got out.


  They had quit within a month of each other. Barrett had been the first to quit. His disillusionment with the Institute had become complete due to his mother’s death. He had obtained some hints of evidence that the newly marketed drug which had been administered to keep his mother alive had actually hastened her death. And, since he could scent like a pointer, he had soon learned of other untimely deaths from aplastic anemia, a side effect induced by this same drug. Shocked, Barrett had built up his sketchy outline of a legal case, found an eligible complainant, and finally presented his memorandum to the managing director of the Institute. The memorandum was an indictment of one of America’s most renowned pharmaceutical companies. Barrett requested funds for a thorough investigation, and urged, if the findings substantiated his suspicions, a legal prosecution of the drug company or a hearing before the federal Food and Drug Administration. He was positive that he would be encouraged to go ahead.


  Eventually, the managing director of the Institute had summoned Barrett to a private meeting. The director spoke, and Barrett listened, stunned. Barrett’s request to proceed with an investigation, to be followed by a lawsuit or a hearing, had been turned down by the governing board. His evidence had been regarded as too flimsy, and, besides—oh, besides, it just wasn’t the kind of clear-cut case in which the Institute wished to become involved. Barrett’s disbelief and bewilderment lasted only forty-eight hours. At the end of that time, after discreet inquiries, he had learned the truth. One of the Institute’s chief backers and major contributors was the very pharmaceutical company that Barrett had attempted to indict.


  The following day, Mike Barrett had resigned from the staff of the Good Government Institute.


  Abe Zelkin, after a similar disappointment, had resigned a short time after Barrett.


  And then each of them had had to make his choice. How well Barrett remembered. Zelkin had made his choice first: He had moved to California, been admitted to the bar, and taken a post with the Los Angeles office of the American Civil Liberties Union. But Barrett had been made too cynical by the realities to emulate Zelkin’s choice. So he made his own choice. If you can’t fight them, join them. He had joined the world of power, of big business, of big government. If he was to remain a do-gooder, he would concentrate on doing good for one person, himself. The name of the grownups’ game was—money. He would be a grownup, too.


  It was goodbye to all salaries of eight thousand a year and bonuses of to-thine-own-self-be-true. It was hello to a new life of eighteen thousand a year and a new goal, which was: to become, by whatever means—by osmosis, by training, by association—one of Them, one of the powerful ones.


  The new life began with a position as a minor associate of a huge law firm on Madison Avenue—a beehive of forty attorneys—that specialized in corporate law. It had been a dreary two years.


  The work had been technical, grinding, monotonous. He had rarely had an opportunity to see a client and he had not once seen a courtroom, an arena he had so much enjoyed in his Institute days. He had been expected to employ his spare time participating in New York civic and cultural affairs, as prescribed by the firm’s elders. Opportunities for meaningful financial advancement had been few. Since he had been unhappy, restless and moody, his limited social life had been unhappy. There had been two love affairs, one with an attractive brunette divorcee, the other with a bright redheaded fashion model, and, while both had been physically satisfying, they had not satisfied him otherwise. Because he had been bored with himself, he had become bored with others.


  His situation was becoming clearer. He had tried to go to the other side—to stop fighting them, to join them—and become one of them. Oh, they welcomed every Faust with open arms, enlisted each with glowing promises, let each and every one eat cake instead of bread—and then assigned each to hard labor in the dungeon of corporate law, mergers, taxation; and then they threw away the key. Yes, it was clearer. You could serve the powerful, but not easily join them—because there wasn’t enough room at the top, because somebody had to serve them, and because their magic really never rubbed off. Or so it seemed to Barrett, in his worst despair, at the time.


  A drastic change was wanted, and one day the possibility of a change was offered. In one of his monthly letters, Abe Zelkin had written of the many big-paying positions open for able and experienced attorneys in Los Angeles. Zelkin himself had been offered several, and resisted them, although admittedly one or two had been magnificent and even glamorous. From this the lure of California had grown in Barrett’s mind, and, shortly after, he had made his decision and made the change.


  He had passed the California bar examination, and a few months later he had found himself installed in a small but beautifully decorated office as one of fourteen attorneys working for the successful business-management firm of Thayer and Turner on Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills. All of the clients were either celebrated or wealthy, or both, and the proximity to success had once more given Barrett hope that he might strike it rich. Yet, after almost two years—hard, demanding years in his office, in the firm’s law library, in courtrooms, and in the offices of affluent clients—during which he had gradually specialized in tax law, Barrett had slowly begun to come to the conclusion that he was not one of those fated to make it big.


  His assets were many, and he could be coolly objective about them. He wasn’t classically handsome, true, but he had a rugged, weather-beaten face. Part Polish, part Irish-Welsh, he had a craggy face marked only by scowl lines, the faint remnants of contracting brows and puckering eyes that grew out of skepticism and disappointment (like those of a quick, slightly aging light-heavyweight boxer who was beginning to be hit more often and was still in the semi-windups). He possessed a shag of matted black hair, restless, roving eyes, a short, straight nose, hollow cheeks, square jaw. He was just below six feet in height, with supple, sloping shoulders, a sinewy swimmer’s body. His outer demeanor was loose, casual, ambling, slouching, careless, but, like every man, he knew that he owned another man inside, and this one was alert, tense, crouching, a sprinter waiting for the gun. Only there was no gun.


  At work, Barrett was serious, dedicated, quiet, steady. On his own time he could be personable (when not moody), since he had a fair sense of the ridiculous and a strong strain of sardonic humor, along with an accurate instinct for perceiving how other people felt and an understanding of why they behaved as they did. He was an easy and arresting talker when he cared, which was no longer often. He was well read beyond Sir William Blackstone. He had meant to major in English literature, but he had also wanted to be practical, and law offered a broader horizon. Also, he possessed two unique qualities marvelously useful in the practice of law. The first quality was that of an almost freakish memory. Like his more illustrious predecessors, Rabbi Elijah of Lithuania, who had memorized the entire contents of twenty-five hundred scholarly volumes, including the Talmud and the Bible, and like Cardinal Mezzofanti, nineteenth-century curator of the Vatican Library, who had learned 186 languages and seventy-two dialects, Barrett’s eye was a camera obscura, forever capturing the sacred and the profane, the momentous and the trivial, and imprinting these on his brain, there stored for instant reference and recall. He could, on demand, recite most of the Code of Hammurabi, the Dred Scott decision, Shakespeare’s will, and Sir John Strange’s epitaph (“Here lies an honest lawyer and that is Strange”). The second quality was that of a questing, trapping mind, one that enjoyed mysteries, riddles, games, all the unsolved phenomena of Charles Fort. He knew that he was suited for the profession of law, and he was stimulated by its promise of fresh challenges. Next to law, literature was merely a self-indulgence, a defrosting of the past.


  Yet, though the surface assets were there, the hidden defects, or certain lacks, were there also, no question, no doubt about it, especially when you thought about it at three in the morning. He had skill in his work, but he lacked financial and social aggressiveness. While creative, he was not sufficiently self-promoting to claim credit where credit was due. He was too thoughtful and intelligent, perhaps too self-deprecating, to define himself or his role publicly. He was neither extrovert nor introvert, but ambivert, at once intrepid and outgoing, uncertain and withdrawn. When he had fallen from the family tree, he guessed, his ego had been flawed in the accident.


  Barrett doubted that his seniors, Thayer and Turner, had ever thought of him as a unique personality, an indispensable individual. And the worst of it—yes, the very worst of it, his secret—was that he did not believe in what he was doing. He did not believe that it was important (beyond the comfortable sustenance it afforded him), and, secret or no secret, this absence of commitment may have shown up on his employers’ built-in radars. It was as if—well, hell, as if Henry David Thoreau had finally taken a job as a tax attorney. That was it. It was like that.


  He had reached dead end, he had decided, some months ago. The job had become as tiresome and routine as waking every morning, and Los Angeles was, as some kindred soul had once put it, just one goddam beautiful day after another. In desperation, he had even spent four successive fifty-minute sessions with a psychoanalyst, but his sense of futility had not been dispelled. He had not wanted to discuss his departed mother and father, or really to go into his Id and flawed Ego, and he had canceled the fifth appointment.


  Then, overnight, as if the smog had cleared to reveal a pot of hope at the end of the rainbow, a small miracle had happened. And, a few weeks after that, there had been a greater revelation, a bigger miracle, and the pot of hope had become a pot of gold.


  The first, the hope, had come from Abe Zelkin. By now, Zelkin was a fixture in the community, with respectable connections, and he had decided to quit the American Civil Liberties Union and open his own office in Los Angeles. There was a definite promise of clients, the kind of Scopes-Vanzetti clients he and Barrett had once dreamed about, and cases that would enrich their lives if not their pocketbooks, important and never-ending opportunities to challenge injustice and inhumanity and bigotry. To open his own office, Zelkin wanted a partner. He wanted Barrett.


  The offer to be young again, to do good works, invest each day with meaning, had excited Barrett. He would be independent. He would be alive. He would help others. He would have everything—except what he had so long thought he had wanted the most, and that was riches, which also translated as power.


  Barrett was interested, very interested, but still hesitant. He wanted to think about it. He wanted the next move to be right, and he had to be certain. But yes, it was a good idea, the idea of Zelkin and Barrett, Counselors at Law, Specialists in Idealism, and he thought he would go for it. Zelkin had said to him that there was no hurry, because Zelkin still had to clean up a number of cases. When they were under control he would ask Barrett again, and if Barrett was ready they’d put up their shingle.


  That was the Zelkin pot of hope. And four weeks later, like a vision out of the blue, there was the Osborn pot of gold. And then it was that Barrett had known he had made it, finally made it.


  With surprise, he emerged from his reliving of the recent past, to find that he had automatically turned off Wilshire Boulevard onto San Vicente Boulevard and that he was almost home. On Barrington Avenue he headed the convertible toward The Torcello (the owner had never quite forgotten that honeymoon in Italy), the six-story building constructed around a patio and a swimming pool where he had leased a three-room apartment after his first year in Los Angeles.


  Reaching the building, Barrett swung his car into the cavernous opening beside the entrance walk, and drove into the subterranean garage. Getting out of the car, he checked his watch. There was still an hour before his appointment with Abe Zelkin. Plenty of time to shower again, change into a lighter suit, and rehearse what he would tell Zelkin.


  He came around the convertible, bent down and removed the carton heavy with his past, and then jauntily made his way to the elevator. It carried him smoothly to the third floor of The Torcello. He went down the corridor, opened his door, deposited the carton in a dark recess of the guest closet, and then went to dial the switchboard.


  The living room shutters were closed against the sun, and his apartment was cool. The room seemed less his own, and less comfortable, than it used to be, although admittedly it was smarter. This was Faye’s doing. Like so many wealthy women with time on their hands, she carried a decorator’s card. When she had first laid eyes upon his furnished apartment, she had shuddered. “The taste these landlords have. What’s the period they’ve done it in? Early San Fernando Valley?” Soon the landlord’s sloppy, cushiony sofa had been replaced by an expensive reproduction of an austere Chippendale camel-back sofa. Soon, too, the walls had been covered with hemp cloth, the lighting had become recessed, and a late Victorian rolltop desk and a French country style chair of walnut and cane had dominated one corner. After the first beachhead, the invasion of good taste had continued. He had submitted to a glass-and-steel coffee table, too low to have any use whatsoever except as an object upon which to nick his shins and fully awaken him in the morning. Most recently, the telephone had been inconveniently tucked out of sight inside a carved wooden cabinet that had found its way to Decorators’ Row on Robertson Boulevard from the Swiss Village in Paris. On the cabinet stood a lamp and two fragile pieces of Limoges. Whenever he was alone, as he was now, Barrett would reverse the position of the Limoges and the telephone.


  Removing the telephone from the cabinet, Barrett placed the Limoges inside, set the telephone down next to the curved arm of the sofa, and dialed the switchboard operator in the lobby.


  “Mike Barrett here. Any calls?”


  “Oh, I’m glad you’re back, Mr. Barrett. Two long-distance calls, urgent, in the last half hour. They were both from the same party. A Mr. Philip Sanford in New York. He wants you to call him the minute you get in. He left his business and home numbers.”


  “Let’s see. It’s only twenty after three in New York. Try his office.”


  Rising from the sofa, stripping off his shirt and tossing it aside, he went into the kitchenette for a soft drink. As he prepared it, his mind went to Phil Sanford. There were two things odd about Sanford’s successive calls. He telephoned at long intervals, but when he did, a few times each year, it was always in the evening.


  Furthermore, the calls were always casual, unhurried, the reaching out of a lonely friend for a reaffirmation of friendship. Poor Sanford got little warmth from his wife and none at all from his tyrannical father. But this morning’s calls apparently had not been social. They had been urgent. And now Barrett wondered why.


  Sipping his root beer, Barrett thought of his old friend and of their friendship, a friendship that was older although less easy than the one with Abe Zelkin. After Harvard, when he and Philip Sanford had both gone to New York, he to become a disenchanted do-gooder, Sanford to start out as an editor in his father’s famous publishing house, he saw his college roommate frequently. Not only did he like Phil, but he owed him much after all that Phil had done during Barrett’s year of crisis with his mother. Even after Phil Sanford married, Barrett continued to meet his friend for their weekly lunch at the Baroque Restaurant and to go occasionally with him to some sports event at Madison Square Garden. Since moving to California, Barrett had seen Sanford only a half-dozen times. These occasions had afforded Barrett no pleasure. Phil Sanford had always sounded gloomy when talking about his wife and two children, and he had been as miserable as ever over his helpless serfdom in Sanford House, which his father ran as a one-man operation.


  But the last time Barrett had seen Phil Sanford, only three months ago or less, when Barrett had flown into New York on some overnight business and they had dined together in the Oak Room of The Plaza, it had been a happier meeting than usual. Sanford’s life had changed short months before this reunion with Barrett. For the first time, he had been given an opportunity to prove himself. ‘While he was filled with anxieties, he was also filled with enthusiasm.


  That giant of publishing, Wesley R. Sanford, Phil’s father, had been felled by a sudden stroke. While it had not been a massive stroke, it had been a warning one, severe enough to force him into retirement. In the eyes of the stricken gray giant, Sanford House, so long the discoverer and sponsor of authors who had been knighted with the Nobel Prize in literature, the Pulitzer Prize, the Prix Goncourt, was now a house without a head. Phil Sanford, the only heir, had always been regarded with condescension, even disdain, by his mighty father. It was as if the self-made giant had always known that he could not sire another in his image. He had regarded his son as a pygmy, a weakling, an incompetent, a total disappointment. This had been Phil’s Cross, and the fact that he had suffered such treatment for so long without going off on his own had infected Phil’s wife, who had also come to see him as weak and gutless.


  The word that Wesley R. Sanford had left a flourishing publishing business without a satisfactory heir had passed rapidly from Publishers’ Row to Wall Street. Great communications complexes, conglomerates seeking diversification of their holdings, were eager to buy up the firm, with its valuable back list and prestigious name. Only partially recovering from his stroke, Wesley R. Sanford, it had appeared, would decide to sell. And then his only son had gone to his bedside and, for the first time, pleaded for a chance. Whether illness had deprived the convalescing giant of resolution or whether he had been waiting for such an appeal from his heir and been impressed by it, Wesley R. Sanford had gruffly told his son that he would have his chance.


  Philip Sanford had been given two years to prove himself as a capable independent publisher. If in that period he kept the firm in the black, maintained and expanded its prestige, the firm would remain in the family, with Philip as its president and eventual owner. However, if Philip’s guidance proved faulty in that period, he would be removed from the head office, and the publishing house would be sold off lock, stock, and back list to one of the communications industries vying for it.


  Unused to decision-making and authority, Philip Sanford had got off to a poor start. Of the first twenty books published under his direction in his first year, the majority had been failures, and the rest had either barely broken even or made only minor profits. Not one could be called distinguished or had become a best seller. Not one had made a major subsidiary sales strike to book clubs or paperback reprinters. At last, with the courage born of sheer desperation, Philip Sanford had made an effort to escape his father’s shadow and become his own man. He had determined to publish what he wanted to publish and not what he thought his father might have published. He had acquired a novel that he had read and admired during a sea crossing from Le Havre to New York, a book that had never been permitted to be published openly in any English-speaking nation in the world. It was a work called The Seven Minutes, and on the publication and success of this novel Philip Sanford had staked his entire future.


  When Barrett had dined with Sanford in New York that last time, Sanford had been manic about the book’s possibilities. For the first time in modern literary history, the climate was right for the appearance of such a book, Sanford had insisted. A Western world that had finally accepted Lady Chatterley’s Lover and Fanny Hill would be mature enough to accept The Seven Minutes. The book was already on the presses. Interest within the trade was mounting. It promised to be a smash hit. And then Sanford would have his publishing house, his haven, his future, and he would finally be his own man. Discussion of Phil’s survival had occupied most of their evening together. Only in the last ten minutes had Barrett been asked about himself. He had complained about his own crawling career at Thayer and Turner. He had cited as the only bright spots Abe Zelkin’s offer and his own fondness for Willard Osborn’s daughter.


  And now, suddenly, Philip Sanford wanted to speak to Barrett about something urgent. Considering what he knew of Sanford’s life, what could possibly be urgent that might concern him?


  The telephone at his elbow was ringing.


  He snatched up the receiver. “Hello?”


  “Mike?” It was Sanford’s voice. No secretary had preceded him. That underlined urgency. “Is that you, Mike?”


  “None other. How’ve you been, Phil? Sorry to have missed your calls. I just got in. How’s everything?”


  “As usual, as usual, if you mean the family. This is something else. It’s a business matter. Mike, I’m certainly relieved you called this soon.”


  Barrett was immediately aware of the tone of Sanford’s voice. It was nervous, harried. “You sound as if there’s something important on your mind. If it’s anything I can—”


  “You can, you can help me.”


  “Shoot.”


  “Mike, remember when you were here last, I told you that I was having a rough go of it with my first list, my books, not the carry-overs from Wesley R..?”


  Barrett remembered that Sanford had always referred to his father, Wesley R. Sanford, as Wesley R. He had never been able to call him Father. “Yes, but you were optimistic—”


  “Exactly. Because of one book I had in the works. The Seven Minutes, by J J Jadway. I was putting all my chips on that one. All or nothing. Remember?”


  Barrett nodded at the telephone. “That’s right. The novel no one had dared publish in thirty-five years. I saw your opening ad last Sunday. Tremendous.”


  Sanford’s voice had become anxious. “You’ve seen the book, haven’t you? I had an advance copy airmailed to you.”


  Guiltily, Barrett’s eyes flicked toward his bedroom door. He had received the advance complimentary copy about three weeks ago, and the book had been resting unopened on the lamp table beside his double bed ever since. He had intended to read it so that he could write his friend an encouraging thank you note, but there had been so much happening to him since that he had been unable to get to it. Goddam good intentions. “Yes, I received it, Phil. It’s next to my bed. Every day I’ve resolved to write and thank you, wish you well, but I’ve just been up to my ass in a million things. I skimmed the whole thing, and I’d say the book is everything you’ve been saying, a winner, a real winner.”


  “It is,” Sanford affirmed excitedly. “It’s shaping up to be the blockbuster of the year, maybe the biggest seller in a decade.


  You’ve no idea what’s been going on with the wholesalers and the stores. We’re still days from official publication, and we’ve had a second printing. We’ve got two hundred thousand in print, and we’ve already shipped a hundred thirty thousand. Do you realize what that means, Mike? Hell, you know plenty about the book business from listening to me over the years. Take your average novel. If it’s a first book, and Jadway’s is a first book, his only book, well, maybe you print four thousand copies for openers, and maybe your salesmen pick up two thousand advance orders and you ship these on consignment—any of them can be returned if they don’t sell—and maybe a half year or year later we wind up having sold seven hundred fifty copies. That’s the part of the book business, behind the hullabaloo of reviews and advertising, that the public knows nothing about. But once every few years, if you’re lucky, you get hold of a blockbuster, a first novel that just takes off like a jet. And that’s The Seven Minutes. Of course, it had built-in propulsion. All the bannings. The talk about its being dirty, which it isn’t. Now, for the first time in thirty-five years, people can see what it’s really about. So we have orders for a hundred thirty thousand copies, and we’ll have had the whole two hundred thousand ordered a week after it’s out. That’s only the beginning, Mike. Once it’s on display everywhere, and selling, and people are talking about it, arguing about it, word of mouth will keep it soaring. We could go to three hundred thousand or four hundred thousand copies in a few months. And that’s the least of it. We’ll put it up for bidding with the paperback reprinters. Once we’ve made it respectable, shown it’s been accepted, they’ll be outbidding one another for the reprint rights. That can be a million dollars as a start, not counting future sales and royalties, and don’t forget that Sanford House, the publisher, keeps fifty per cent of the paperback income. You see what I mean, Mike? No limit. Do you know what Lady Chatterley’s Lover had sold at the last report? In hardcover and paperback it had sold over six million copies, and it is probably closer to seven million copies by now. Well, that’s what we’ve got here, maybe bigger, much bigger, with The Seven Minutes. And you know my situation, Mike, that’ll make Wesley R. sit up, sick as he is, and that’ll put me in business on my own for keeps. You know what that means to me, Mike, nobody but you outside the family knows what that means.”


  The almost hysterical torrent of words abruptly stopped. There was only heavy breathing to be heard over the transcontinental telephone.


  Barrett said, “Yes, I know.” Then he wondered. “It sounds to me as if you’ve got your winner.”


  “I have my winner, Mike—if nothing goes wrong.”


  Not thinking, almost automatically, Barrett started to say, “But what could go—”


  “Censorship,” Sanford interrupted. “I’ve got nothing if the police won’t let the stores sell the book and won’t let people buy it. If that happens, I not only won’t have a success, I’ll have an utter disaster. Wesley R. will boot me out of here in nothing flat, and so will my sweet Betty girl. I’ll lose the business and my kids. I won’t have anything except the trust fund from my mother, and that’s not enough to keep the insides of a man alive, believe me, Mike, it’s not.”


  Barrett was becoming mildly irritated with his friend’s forebodings. “Phil, you’ve got a good thing going, so why anticipate a disaster when there’s no likelihood of one? Censorship? Little chance. We’re living in a different age now. Everything’s open and on the table. Everyone knows the Queen has legs. In fact, they know she’s got a damn sight more. You can get Fanny Hill on any drugstore rack. Remember when we used to rent mimeograph copies at school? Remember reading about ‘that delicious cleft of flesh, into which the pleasing hair grown mount over it, parted and presented a most inviting entrance’? And Lady Chatterley, remember Connie ‘putting her arms round his white slender loins, and drawing him to her so that her hanging, swinging breasts touched the top of the stirring, erect phallos’? And that sold—what did you say?—six to seven million copies. That’s the way it is now and will be for some years, maybe forever, unless people get tired of truth and we slide back to the age of the asterisk again. But not now. People are less afraid of sex, especially when it’s presented artfully—”


  “Jadway’s book hasn’t been repressed just for sex alone,” Sanford interrupted. “It’s because some of the sex is sacrilegious.”


  “I don’t give a damn what it is,” said Barrett. “Plenty of experts who’ve read it secretly have proclaimed publicly that it is a work of art. You have no problems. Don’t anticipate problems that don’t exist.”


  “Mike, wait, I’ve been leading up to it. That’s why I’ve been trying to get hold of you. You see—”


  A sudden suspicion hit Barrett. His friend was used to living in the future, picturing future success, future trouble, maybe this, maybe that, just as some people lived in the past. This was one of Sanford’s most exasperating shortcomings, since it kept him from speaking honestly of the present.


  “One moment, Phil,” Barrett cut in. “You’ve been saying over and over you’ve got it made if nothing goes wrong.” He paused. “Has something gone wrong?”


  There was the briefest silence. “Yes,” said Sanford.


  “Why didn’t you say so in the first place?”


  “I was trying to explain how important all this is to me.”


  “What’s happened?” Barrett demanded to know.


  “A bookstore owner in your city got arrested a couple of hours ago for selling The Seven Minutes. Maybe I’m overreacting, making too much of it, because I’m on edge. It’s probably just a little matter. Still, I want to make sure that’s all it is and nothing more.”


  “Okay, tell me.”


  “Our Coast salesman got a desperate call from a bookstore owner—let me see, I have everything written down—a Ben Fremont, he owns Fremont’s Book Emporium in Oakwood, wherever that is.”


  “Oakwood’s an upper-middle-class community, fair-sized, in West Los Angeles, between the Westwood and Brentwood areas and the city of Santa Monica, about ten minutes from where I am. It’s unincorporated, not part of the city of Los Angeles, but in the county of Los Angeles. All right, what happened next?”


  “Fremont’s a good account, but he’s not big, and he doesn’t have an attorney. So he phoned our salesman for help, for protection, and of course we’ve got to give it. The salesman called me and I called you. Apparently there’s a group out there in Oakwood called the STDL, the Strength Through Decency League—those self-righteous names—and their president, a Mrs. St. Clair, read the book and registered an immediate protest with the District Attorney of Los Angeles. I guess this comes under his jurisdiction—”


  “That’s right. The D.A.’s Office and the Los Angeles County Sheriff’s Office are in charge of the unincorporated areas.”


  “Well, the District Attorney got Mrs. St. Clair’s protest, and he in turn sent a letter to the Sheriff asking for an immediate investigation, and once the District Attorney had his full report he prepared a criminal complaint, and he had two deputies of the County Sheriff’s Vice Bureau go in and arrest Ben Fremont this morning. They confiscated all copies of The Seven Minutes Fremont still had on hand. About eighty copies.”


  “Go on. Was there anything else?”


  Sanford quickly recounted the few fragmentary facts about the arrest that Fremont had relayed to the company salesman. “Fremont’s been in jail several hours now, wailing to be bailed out,” Sanford went on. “I want him bailed out at once. We’ll stand good for that, and for any other costs. I’d send one of our own attorneys out, but that takes time and, besides, our attorneys don’t know California law. I need someone in Los Angeles who can act immediately and who
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