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  Praise for George V. Higgins and Outlaws


  A picture of a traumatised society. Its voices, caught here, have a disturbingly truthful ring


  Guardian


  Higgins writes some of the best dialogue going, with pit-of-stomach laughs or a cold gasp of dawning implications


  Observer


  Higgins is my favourite. No, he doesnt learn from me, I learn from him


  Elmore Leonard


  Uniquely blessed with a gift for voices . . . each as distinctive as a fingerprint


  New Yorker


  George V. Higgins is a writer of genius


  Washington Post
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  At about 9:50 in the morning the Brinks armored truck carrying its driver and two guards, all in uniform and armed with Smith and Wesson .38 caliber revolvers, arrived at the
  Danvers Mall branch office of the Essex Bank and Trust Co. The cargo consisted of forty thousand dollars in small bills and coins. A light mist was falling. The driver parked the truck in front of
  the free-standing brick building that housed the bank on the westerly side of Route 128, apart from the stores in the mall. The guard in the passenger seat of the cab was Harold McMenamy, 48, of
  Brighton. He emerged and locked the door. He unsnapped the protective strap on his holster and scanned the parking lot. He walked quickly to the glass door of the bank. He rang the night bell on
  its frame. A woman in her early fifties parted beige curtains on the inside door and peered out at him. He nodded. She grinned and unlocked the inner door.


  McMenamy returned to the truck. He knocked twice, then once, on the rear door. Inside the truck Donald Fish, 39, of Bridgewater, unlocked the door and opened it. He gave McMenamy a red
  two-wheeled handcart and unsnapped the protective strap on his holster. McMenamy put the cart on the ground. Fish handed him two grey bags of currency and four grey bags of coins. McMenamy stacked
  the bags on the cart. Fish emerged from the truck and locked the door behind him. As McMenamy pushed the cart to the outside door of the bank, Fish followed, scanning the parking lot. The woman
  inside opened the door with a key and admitted McMenamy. Fish stood outside the door watching the parking lot, while she locked it behind McMenamy.


  At approximately 9:55, the woman unlocked the inner door and then the outer door of the bank. McMenamy followed her with the cart, his body bent to exert the force he needed to push a cargo of
  twelve grey bags. The woman locked the doors behind him. Fish walked beside him as he grunted against the load. Hell is this? Fish said.


  Goddamned sale, McMenamy said. Asked her the same question. Some bright-eyed bastard inna mall had this great idea: Have the back-to-school sale two weeks before everybody
  else does, and get all the peoples money. Run a goddamned raffle, so that everyone, gets lucky when they ring up fifty bucks, gets everything he bought free, plus a brand-new fifty, too. And
  damned if it didnt work. Four hundred thirty-three large.


  The green Chevrolet Impala sedan entered the parking lot from Route 128 at moderate speed; it veered toward the front of the truck when the Ford Country Squire station wagon came from the
  northwest back corner of the lot, appeared at the southwest corner of the bank and stopped behind the truck.


  The passenger from the front seat of the Squire had an M3 .30 caliber grease gun. He spattered a six-shot burst off the back of the truck. Its loaded, he said.


  The female passenger from the left rear seat of the Country Squire had an M16. Sos hers, the man said.


  The male passenger from the right rear seat of the Country Squire had a sawed-off shotgun. The male passenger from the right front seat of the Impala pointed an M79 grenade launcher at the
  windshield of the truck.


  Fish and McMenamy clasped their hands on their heads.


  The male with the sawed-off shotgun stuck it through his belt and went to the cart. He took it from McMenamy and wheeled it to the back of the Country Squire. He threw each of the twelve bags
  through the open back window. He returned to the car. Set, he said.


  The man with the grenade launcher hung on the door of the Impala until the Country Squire pulled out fast from the back of the Brinks truck and headed out of the parking lot, south on 128. Then
  he lurched back into the Impala, slamming the door, and it spun away fast, burning rubber, going north on 128.


  Harold McMenamy expressed his resentment in the same terms to police and reporters. They were kids, he said. They were nothing but damned kids. The guy with the grease gun
   Christ, I had a goddamned grease gun once, and it wasnt anywhere near as goods a damned M-Three carbine. He was nothing but a damned kid. Got those crummy little granny
  glasses, and the hair all over the place, and naturally he looked like shit. You wanna know something? Even at my age, damnit, if he didnt have that gun, I could take that little punk. I
  could take him myself. Looked like a goddamned hippie. Army jacket, jeans, the boots, all that friggin crap. And Ill bet the little bastard didnt weigh a hundred fifty, even
  with the gun.


  And the other one, McMenamy said, the one with the sawed-off. Now he was a little bigger. He was big, in fact. Prolly twenny-five years old, maybe twenny-six, and I
  think he was a black guy. Looked like one to me. Got the Afro and the same clothes. And the broad. Same age. Looked like a filthy pig. I mean, what the hell is going on? Whats the story
  here? These people, theyre not robbers. Theyre not dangerous. Whatre they doing this stuff for? What the hell is going on?


  On the evening of September 13, 1970, the Ipswich Ensemble presented an all-Mozart program in the main auditorium on the Anchorage campus of the University of Alaska. The event
  was reported in the Anchorage Times for the 14th.


  The most striking thing for many in the large and attentive audience was not the complete professionalism of the musicians, but the realization that this internationally known orchestra
  is made up entirely of amateurs. Students, teachers, their husbands and wives, only a very few of whom stay with the group for more than one or two years.


  We do have a small nucleus, a few people whove been with us since we began, Mrs. Claire Naisbitt said. With her husband, the Ensembles famed musical director,
  Prof. Neville Naisbitt of the mathematics department of Ipswich University, and cofounder of the group, she has been one of them. But apart from providing continuity, you know, perhaps a
  sort of ballast for the younger people, thats about all we do. Hard for the listener to believe, perhaps, after her thrilling soloist performance last night of the 17th piano
  concerto, but the gracious Mrs. Naisbitt does insist: When Neville and I began this, twenty-five years ago next January, we did it to bring together students and teachers from Ipswich,
  interested in music, of course, with people like them from all around the world. That was our ambition, and any pride we feel, well, it is pride in them. For a year or two, three at the most,
  theyre able to indulge themselves almost entirely in their music, before setting out in their careers in science, or the arts. How many do you think, she said, how many of our
  students otherwise would see Alaska? Ever see its beauty? How many would see California, Santa F, New Orleans? Very few, I think. But because of the Ensemble, they make their way to
  Ipswich, and we take them to the world, and bring the world to them.


  And, she might have added: How many young Alaskans like talented Fiona Campbell, formerly of Wasilla, would have had the opportunity to travel the world playing their music in Rome and
  Tel Aviv, and revisiting her home?


  We lived here when I was growing up, Campbell said. My father, Maj. Andrew D. Campbell, USAFR, was in the Judge Advocate Generals office at
  Elmendorf. When he retired, and we moved back to New York for him to practice law, the lovely young Wellesley junior said, I really didnt know if Id ever see Alaska
  again. But now, here I am.


  Its something Ill remember all my life, Fiona said. I hate to see it end. Its good to come home again, nice to come back, and in some ways,
  Id like never to leave again. But all of us, the ones from England, my friends from Florida and Kansas, all of us know that getting chosen for an Ensemble Year was the most exciting thing
  thats ever happened to us. Its really been wonderful.


  The Ensemble will play an all-Bach program tonight at the Anchorage campus before moving on to Seattle, first stop on its eleven-city itinerary through the Lower 48.
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  Late in the morning, Det. Lt. Insp. John D. Richards, Massachusetts State Police, conducted an emergency meeting in the Brockton office of Ward Keane, the District Attorney of
  Plymouth County. Richards was forty-six years old. He weighed a hundred and sixty-five pounds, which he described as the same numbers but a lot softer than the weight he had carried
  as a sixteen-year-old misrepresenting his age in 1942 to join the Marines fighting in the Pacific. But of course, he would say, back then I didnt have any brains or
  judgment to speak of. I like to think thats changed. Heavy rain from a low grey sky blackened the dark grey roof of the old orange brick building, and the other five men in the
  conference room sat at the oval table like medieval monks praying through an eclipse, their shoulders hunched as though they had been exposed to the rain.


  This time, Richards said, this time at least the victims werent completely hysterical, so now theres not as much question whether were dealing with
  things they actually saw, or things they mightve dreamed. And, Im happy to say, what the guards and the people in the bank told us this time pretty much squares with what we were able
  to get out of the Danvers people two years ago. Which is nice. Maybe we havent been able to find the bastards, but at least now were sure its the right
  bastards that were looking for. And pretty sure this is a gang thats pretty cohesive, is following some kind of program  since so fars we know yesterdays was just
  the second one, two hold-ups in two years  and probably doesnt have any connection at all with the individuals wed ordinarily suspect.


  Can I ask a question here, John, the District Attorney said. He was a short, thin man in his late forties. He had a small, sharp face that preserved the scars of adolescent acne,
  and his grey hair was crewcut.


  Shoot, Ward, Richards said, ask anything you want. Dont say Ill have the answer here, but you just fire away.


  Have we got the exact take yet, what they got at Westgate yesterday?


  The best we can do, Richards said, since all of these transporters do the same thing and have their customers enclose the original tallies in the money bags themselves, and
  were only working from the pick-up sheets that they give to the guards, the best we can do is work on the assumption that what was in the bags matches what was on the sheets. Now if Wells
  Fargo goes to the trouble of recounting those deposits against the tally sheets in the bags, and you can bet your ass they do, the best we can assume is that if we could recover the loot intact,
  which I doubt were going to do, the total would match what the various customers told the men in the truck they were giving them.


  Now, Richards said, if we assume also that none of those customers actually knew the truck was going to be knocked off yesterday, had advance knowledge so they could fill up
  a couple sacks with newspapers and then claim insured losses that they didnt actually incur  and we dont have any indication of that  then the total was five-sixty-five,
  seven-fifty.


  Wow, the District Attorney said. The other four men at the table exchanged glances and small coughs.


  Well, Richards said, yeah. It is a lot, and you combine it with the four-thirty-three plus they got in Danvers two years ago, same MO and some IDs, you can see why they
  dont have to do it very often. These folksve scooped almost a million bucks. They arent doing this for thrills, and theyre not the kind of people like your usual robbers
  that go out and blow the loot in Vegas or someplace like that two weeks after they get it. These people are doing this as an occupation, and like everybody else, they dont work any more
  oftenn they absolutely have to.


  How many of them, John? the DA said.


  We think, Richards said, we think probably a total of eight. Which, if were right, is down one from two years ago. If what we got out of the witnesses then,
  if that was correct: that there were four people in the car that came up behind the truck there. This time there seems tove been three. Youve got the two men and the woman in the car
  that takes the money. This time it was a Pontiac wagon they used, stolen in Middleboro Tuesday night. Weve got a partial on the plates, four of six digits were sure of, and if
  theyre the ones we think they are then they were stolen on Newbury Street in Boston sometime between ten and eleven last night. So anyway, thats three in the car behind the truck.


  Youve got two more in the car that blocks the truck from the front, he said. This time they used a Buick Electra, stolen off a dealers lot in Maynard.
  Didnt get a reading on the plates. Should have one by this afternoon. Were assuming they were stolen too. Probably from some car at the airport or something, where the owners
  not back yet so he doesnt know.


  So, he said, weve got the three people in the Pontiac, and the woman and the guy riding shotgun with the woman in the Electra.


  Capt. Ralph Fraley of the Brockton Police Department raised his left hand. We are sure of that now, John? he said. Were satisfied now that the second drivers
  definitely a woman?


  Yup, Richards said. This truck drivers certain. The guy in the Danvers job was so impressed with the grenade launcher it never really occurred to him to study the
  face of the driver. And of course theres no guarantee that this was the same individual behind the wheel at Danvers. But this time, yeah, were sure. This is definitely a woman.
  He paused. An ugly woman, he said, grinning. Face like a potato, was what the trucker said, but definitely a woman.


  So, he said, that gives you five at the scene. They leave, the two cars follow the same escape plan they used at Danvers. Go barrel-assing out onto Twenty-four, one goes
  north and one goes south, and all of us go apeshit, stepping on our own dicks and falling down a lot. So they get away. We found the Pontiac in Bridgewater, parked on a nice quiet lane and just as
  empty as could be.


  Prints? Ward Keane said.


  Nope, Richards said. We dont think so, anyway. Oh, well probably find latents of the rightful owners, mechanics, that kind of thing, if we look hard enough.
  But everything you could reasonablyve expected the bastards to touch in the couple days since theyve had it  rear bumper where they attached the plates, steering wheel, door
  handles, window cranks, all that kind of thing  is cleanern a nuns imagination.


  So, Richards said, either the Pontiac was dumped next to an empty car, or else the Pontiac and the switch car arrived at the most a few minutes apart. Which we think is
  probably how they did that. Because if they left another car there unattended, somebody might come along and spot it for a hot one, and have it towed away. And this groups methodical. They
  time everything, and they execute it according to plan, and they dont take any unnecessary chances. Unless you count threatening people with machineguns and shotguns and grenade launchers is
  taking chances, which I happen to, myself, but thats another story. But anyway, now were up to six perpetrators, and weve still got to account for the man and the woman in the
  Buick.


  The Buick we found in Randolph this morning. Same kind of thing: secluded lane. No apparently useful prints. No witnesses to the switch. Therefore, same conclusion: at least one more
  driver who meets them there with the next car. Were assuming, by the way, that the switch cars are both legal. That if you stopped them, all the papers are in order. Were now up to
  seven participants.


  So why do you say eight? Fraley said.


  Because of the precision, Ralph, Richards said. For robbers, these are very careful people. Whats that line about genius? An infinite capacity for taking
  pains? Thats what these people show. Theres at least one genius involved, and the bastards not only giving us pains but hes taking them himself. And hes
  got his people drilled so that they dont screw things up after he maps them out. Very good discipline. Which means, not so incidentally, that the rest of this bunch are no slouches either,
  when it comes to thinking and doing. Were not dealing here with a group of retards, my friends. These are sharp minds weve got on our hands, making these withdrawals. Were not
  going to catch them in the process of pulling their next job, two years or so from now, unless we happen to get awfully lucky. Which means wed better catch them before, if that is possible.
  Im not sure that it is. He made eye contact with each of the other men before continuing.


  Anyway, he said, people like thatre not going to take a chance that someone might have their safe-house staked out by the time they get back. So that they walk into
  our fond embrace when they get back to it. Theyre going to have somebody babysitting that place, listening to a scanner, and probably ready with a CB radio to warn them off if it sounds like
  weve got a tail as well. So theres your eighth member.


  Im not saying here, Richards said, Im not saying here that eights the most that it could be. Could very possibly be more. But almost certainly
  its at least eight, at least two of whom are females. The rest we do not know.


  Which of course is also unusual, Richards said. I know weve all heard about Bonnie and Clyde, and all that stuff. Ma Barker, broads like that. But just the same,
  its not very often these days that we see women robbing armored trucks. Theyve got easier ways to get lots of money.


  Unless, Fraley said, the one thats the driver is as ugly as you say. Then she wouldnt have. The other five men laughed.


  Well, I didnt see her myself, Ralph, Richards said. Im just going on the drivers, the truck drivers word. But yeah, that could be, I suppose.


  Next thing that sort of sticks out in this one, Richards said, is that while we dont know yet what denominations of bills they got this time, and we may never know,
  we were able at the time to reconstruct the deposits they swiped in the Danvers job. And that was a peculiar job from that point of view, because it included an unusually large number of
  fifty-dollar bills. About ten thousand dollars worth of brand-new fifties that the stores handed out in raffles to promote this early sale. Your cash receipt came out with a red star on it,
  and youd spent at least fifty bucks, the purchases were free and you got a crisp new fifty, too. Which naturally the lucky customers spent just as fast as they could, before they left the
  mall. So they were in the banks deposits when the thieves showed up.


  Those fifties hadnt been circulated, Richards said. The Federal Reserve had records of consecutive serial numbers. So naturally we said: Aha, and put
  the usual guys who buy hot money under more surveillancen the President gets. And we circulated the list to racetracks and casinos and other joints like that, where the big spenders go.


  Got nothing, he said. Came up as empty as a pail. Which means that the people who took the money either didnt have or didnt choose to use anybodys
  cut-rate laundry service, and did have the self-control either to hold onto those fifties until they cooled off and the lists came down, dumped them in some country abroad, or maybe never parted
  with them at all. Or destroyed them. Which is also possible. Like I said, they dont take risks.


  So what? Fraley said.


  So this, Richards said. He began ticking off points on his fingers. This gang does not include anybody with a record. If theyve done this before, except for Danvers,
  using a different MO, they havent been caught doing it.


  Therefore, he said, were not going to get anyplace boiling informers and torturing the usual ham-and-eggers till they talk, because the usual ham-and-eggers
  dont know these people either. Tendency we have  and I include myself in this  the tendency we have is to look at cops and robbers like it was a monopoly. Like the cops know
  all the robbers, and the robbers know the cops, and all you have to do when a robberys committed is figure out which robbers are the ones did it this time. We work like the linebackers in
  football: when the balls snapped, charge right in and start picking up bodies until you find the one thats got the ball. Throw that one on the ground, and then your job is done until
  the next play begins. No trick to it at all.


  Usually were right, he said. Which is why we are complacent, and why a bunch of amateurs  in our terms, that is  why a bunch of amateurs can pull off
  one of these raids every couple or so years, and then sit back and laugh. We may say were looking for the robbers, but were not. What were doing, what we generally do,
  is inspecting the selection of robbers we know to see if any of them look like the particular robbers that we want. And these characters dont. If we saw them on the street, walking right
  outside this building, wed ignore them unless they carried signs confessing.


  If theyre not robbers, the District Attorney said, just what are they, John?


  Longhairs, Richards said. Theyre a bunch of goddamn longhairs that got bored with protesting the war and branched out. Thats the only way you can account for
  all of it. The descriptions: fatigue jackets, hiking boots, beards, the granny glasses, the presence of females  no self-respecting chap from Charlestownd get himself up like that,
  even to confuse us. And if he did, hed give it away. Wear a couple gold chains around his neck. And he wouldnt show his face, either. Hed wear some sort of mask. And he would
  fence the money, and hed blow it on a horse and a couple high-priced whoors. And furthermore, it has to be, this has to be the explanation, because its also the only way you can
  account for the planning, the precision. These are novices. Theyre at most in their middle twenties or so, and so far as we know, yesterdays job was only their second. But they pulled
  it off just like they did the first one. Split-second execution. Got to have brains for that, gentlemen. Got to be intelligent. And where do bright young minds go these days to learn about fascist
  dictatorships and capitalist dogs? To colleges is where they go, and thats where ours came from.


  So what do we do, John? the District Attorney said. Plug the NCIC computers into the College Board records and pick out the brightest ones?


  Richards laughed. Yeah, he said, we could do that. See if theyve started testing for aptitude in military tactics. Those will be our friends. But, no, Ward, that
  wont work. What we have got to do is sit down and do something that we dont enjoy that much, which is think very hard about how they manage to schedule these jobs to the second. How
  long before the cars roll up and the guns come out do they start collecting information? How do they go about it? Are they staking out these banks, timing the deliveries? Thats what
  weve got to do.


  That isnt going to be easy, John, Fraley said. Youre not saying what I came here to hear you say, that we will catch these bastards, no matter how long that
  may take. What youre saying is that theyll not only probably, but certainly, commit the third one before we figure out the second.


  Oh, Richards said, if I gave you a different impression, I certainly didnt mean to. Thats exactly what Im saying. But look at it this way, all right?
  Weve got two years to think.


  Late in the afternoon of October 19, 1972, Florence Amberson Walker in a seminar room at Marble Preparatory School in Manhattan addressed nineteen young men and women
  responding to an invitation to discuss International Vistas in Music.


  All of you were invited, she said, because each of you has shown not only special ability in one or another of your academic fields, but because each of you has also shown
  that you have talent in music as well. One or two of you, in fact  and I think this is ironic  have so much musical talent that, your teachers tell me, now and then its
  interfered a little with your regular studies.


  I am not here to tell you that you should forget about your plans  you, for example, Rodney, to attend Caltech; you, Jane, to go to Vassar  or in any way relinquish the
  great opportunities you have before you in your fields. In fact I will be the first to say that unless you have musical talents bordering on genius, it would be folly for you or anyone else to
  follow them exclusively.


  What I am here to tell you, to make you aware of, is that there are programs available that can enable you to enjoy and make use of your talents in music while interfering only slightly,
  if at all, with your studies and career plans. Programs that will let you use your abilities to enrich your intellectual lives, expand your knowledge of the world, make friends youd never
  have. And Im not speaking here just about the various university choral groups and orchestras, the bands and the other organizations that will certainly be recruiting you when you
  matriculate next fall. I am talking about an organization that probably few of you have heard of, that can and will provide to some, perhaps to some of you, a year of travel, cultural refreshment
  and excitement youll remember a long time.


  This is not, she said, this is not a program primarily intended for people who expect to make their careers in music. How many of you know who Tom Oates is?
  Nine hands were raised. Of course, she said Probably one of the most provocative young personalities in television today. Tom makes all of us think, every night that he comes
  on. But we who support the Ipswich Ensemble, well, we like to think perhaps some of his awareness, whatever you may think of his position on Vietnam, that some of his fire and conviction come from
  the year he spent with the orchestra, while he was at Dartmouth. Music, well, Im sure Tom would be the first to admit that music was not his mtier. But he was good enough, and bright
  enough, to qualify for the Ensemble, and it broadened his outlook. And thats what Im talking about. If my daughter does end up teaching music, her life will have been enhanced by her
  year. And thats what were offering to you.


  Now I know, she said, I know that many of your parents have made sacrifices, big sacrifices, to get you to this point. And I know that no matter how many scholarships you
  may have, how many loans there are, you have to think, they have to think, about the cost of things. And some of you might say: Well, Mrs. Walker, thats all well and good for you, to
  talk about a year off and go around the world, but there are other things, you know, we have to think about. And I want to answer that.


  The organization Im referring to is called the Ipswich Ensemble. It exists to find, attract, and support, young people like yourselves. Young people who have more to offer
  themselves and the world than just the intelligence they can bring to engineering, or chemistry, or medicine, or physics, or literature  whatever youd care to name. Its under
  the auspices of the University of Ipswich, in England. If youre lucky, and are chosen, it provides you with a year of study there  with credits you can transfer to virtually any
  American college or university, so you wont lose any time  and, without any expense to you, travel throughout the world, for one simply glorious year. Next years tour, starting
  in March, has visits scheduled to Vienna, Milan, Madrid, Bermuda, Miami, California, Mexico City, Caracas, Melbourne, and then a stop in Hong Kong before returning home. The students
  exchanged grins. When Christina toured, Walker said, well, if youre excited, hearing about it, you can imagine how she felt, appearing as a soloist in Toronto, Chicago,
  Mexico City, all along the West Coast, Manila, Canberra and then Cairo.


  But Im sorry to say youre all too late for next years trip, she said, smiling. And youre probably, unless youre taking early admission in
  the second semester this year, probably too late for the tour were already planning for nineteen-seventy-four. They looked crestfallen. But dont be discouraged,
  she said. Weve, well, the Ensembles been doing this now for twenty-seven years, and the only comment Ive ever heard any of the musicians make, when they visit
  New York or the East, is that whatever trip theyve happened to be on, it was the best one yet. If youre chosen, well, you may not get to Tehran, in your particular year,
  but that will be only because Frankfurt, or Brussels, or Oslo or Kyoto, or maybe even Rio, made that impossible.


  The students looked happy again. One young man with dark curly hair raised his hand. Question? she said. He stood up. Darren Jefferson, he said. Mrs. Walker, I
  have two questions. First, I wondered whether Tom Oates, well, if his being Carl Oatess son had anything to do with him being selected.


  She smiled. Do you mean, Darren: If your fathers Carl Oates, and youre a famous broadcaster, does that give you an advantage?


  He shrugged. If you like, he said.


  No, she said, it did not. Tom applied, and auditioned, and he was chosen. As Ive tried to suggest, while some musical ability is necessary, its not the
  paramount concern. Nor is your family tree.


  Jefferson nodded. Okay, he said. And the second thing is: I just wondered: Is there any chance this orchestra would go to Peking or Moscow? Because Im thinking of
  specializing in Russian and Chinese studies, and something like that would help.


  Where? she said.


  Im not sure, he said. U of Chicago, most likely.


  Weve had several Chicago students in the Ensemble, she said. One of them, from Boston  Alton Badger is his name  one of thems a private
  investigator. Another of thems a member of the Society of Jesus, and two have gone on to work with the Department of Defense. In various capacities. So it certainly wouldnt do you any
  harm, a year with the Ensemble.


  That isnt what I meant, Jefferson said. I meant: I want to see those places. Visit them. And Id like to know whether the Ensembles ever gone there. To
  Russia or China.


  I dont believe so, she said.


  Why? he said. Do you think it ever might?


  She didnt answer for a moment. Then she shook her head slightly. Theres no, she said, theres no policy I know of that would rule that out. But neither,
  so far as I know, has such a visit ever been made. Whether its because of visa problems, or language barriers, or what the reason is  I really dont know.


  So the orchestra just doesnt travel to the Iron Curtain countries? he said.


  It has not, she said.


  And, he said, do you think it will?


  She sighed. No, she said, I dont.
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  At 2:00 P.M., Atty. Gen. Colin Reese of Massachusetts suggested that the five executives representing Brinks, Wells Fargo and Purolater take chairs on
  the window side of the long conference table in his State House office. He placed his Deputy Attorney General, Paul Green, on his right, and the Chief of his Criminal Division, Andrew Boyd, on his
  left.


  And Lieutenant, he said to John Richards, why dont you sit next to Andy, there. And you, Ward, he said, next to John. He addressed the courier
  executives as his visitors took their seats. I was unable to reach the District Attorney of Norfolk County after your call yesterday. Mister Osgoods office informed my office that
  hes attending the funeral of a relative out of state, and wont be back until Wednesday. Peter Mahoney, District Attorney Peter Mahoney of Essex, would like very much to be with us
  today, but his wifes having a baby, and he said if he knows whats good for him, hell be in labor too. So he asked to be excused. He grinned and the executives forced
  smiles. Guess even dedicated public servants should get days off for stuff like that.


  Reese, at thirty-eight, two years before had parlayed his ability to use his physical presence (he was six-two and weighed a solid hundred and ninety pounds), his handsome features and resonant
  voice into an unexpected election victory over an incumbent Democrat who dismissed him as a pretty boy and campaigned listlessly. Disparaging Reese as a man whose chief accomplishment
  was looking better in a blue suit than Ted Williams did in red socks, he had given Reese the opening to unveil a ready wit. Reese took it, saying his opponents record for
  errors in office was the worst compiled in Massachusetts since Dick Stuart stopped playing first base for the Red Sox, and made himself a favorite politician among TV news reporters. Holding as the
  result the highest elective office of any Republican in the State, Reese was widely, publicly and correctly assumed to be planning not only his campaign for re-election as Attorney General in 1976,
  but a 1978 campaign for the US Senate.


  Ward Keane, like the other District Attorneys of the Commonwealth (all of them Democrats), regarded Reese with a complex mixture of feelings: envy of his relatively youthful success; fear of his
  state constitutional authority to supersede them in any case that he might choose; secret hope of replacing him if he won the Senate seat; and wistfulness that he and the other DAs had in two years
  been unable to maneuver Reese into accepting responsibility for investigations that looked hopeless to their eyes.


  Keane had called Osgoods office after he received Reeses invitation. Osgoods secretary gave him the number of the hotel in Manchester, Vermont, where Osgood stayed when he
  took his wife to the races at Saratoga. You know, Dave, he said, if that bastard Reese finds out what youre doing, hell leak it to somebody. Guy gets shot in a
  robbery in your district, and where do you go? To the track. Will not look good in the papers. Wont look good at all. Osgood had replied first that he had in fact attended the funeral
  of a distant cousin the preceding Saturday in Woodstock, Vermont, and secondly that if Reese wanted to start that kind of pissing contest, Ill tell a few folks what I know about him,
  and where he stays when he rambles.


  Keane had then called Peter Mahoney. Whaddaya think, Pete? he had said, and Mahoney in his Salem office had said: You mean: Is he gonna take this goddamned pile of
  turds off our hands? The answer is: hes not. Hes gonna feint and jab and dance like hell, and when the meetings over those armored-car guysre gonna go out of
  there just as pissed off and mad at us as theyll be when they go in. But not at him, Ward, not at him. Youll be going back to Brockton with your three pounds of shit in a two-pound
  bag, and Ill be back up here, with my bag of shit, and when Dave gets back from losing his customary five hundred bucks on the ponies, his shareshit will still be there, in the middle of his
  desk. And debonair Attorney General Gene Kellyll be tap-dancing his way through the six oclock news, singin in the fuckin rain thats fuckin drowning
  us.


  Graham Foster, regional security manager of Purolater, appeared to have been designated the chief spokesman for the courier executives. Nominally ranked below Edward Mackiewicz, the regional
  general manager to his left, Fosters twenty years pre-Purolater experience as an FBI Special Agent gave him a superior familiarity with law enforcement matters that the other managers
  lacked. General, he said, Lieutenant, Ill be brief and Ill be candid. Brief because we didnt ask to come here today in order for you to hear what
  weve got to say. You can guess that, and you have. Brief, also, because what we did come here for was to hear what you have got to say. And candid because as everybody in this room knows,
  every single one of us has got a damned big problem here and weve got to figure out what to do about it. Weve got a twenty-four-year-old kid lying in the Brigham today with two
  bullets in his spine. Hes going to live  if you call what a twenty-four-year-old paraplegic does for his next fifty years on earth a form of living, I dont, but many do 
  but thats just a matter his having been a little bit luckier than he might have been. Sooner or later, whether its my company, or Jake Nolans here, or Tom Hammonds here,
  or someone elses company that hasnt been hit so far, sooner or later one of uss going to wind up going to a funeral for some hardworking family man that never did a damned
  thing in the world except try to feed his wife and kids, guarding other peoples property. So, what are we going to do about it? Or maybe I should begin by saying: What are
  you folks going to do about it, since its your jobs to do it? And when is it you plan to start?


  The Attorney General looked stern. He folded his hands on the table. Now Graham, he said. I hope by my seating arrangements here you didnt get the idea I wanted or
  expected this to become an adversarial proceeding. Because I dont see it as that at all, and I didnt when I welcomed Eds request for it. Basically the reason that I asked Ward,
  and Peter, although he couldnt come, and Dave, who couldnt be here either on notice as short as this, and Paul and Andy here, and of course, Lieutenant Richards who I
  understands been coordinating all of these investigations into these things, that reason was my belief that the government and the private sector, representatives of the private sector, need
  to have these meetings when they have a common problem. To see what each of them can do to correct it. Not to blame each other for the fact that theyve got it, and exchange heated
  accusations.


  Foster held up his hand. Let me interrupt, if I may, General, he said.


  Reese smiled. Go right ahead, he said. Thats what were here for.


  The fact of the matter, Foster said, and I dont want any of us to lose sight of this, but the fact of the matter is that we do not have a common problem. We
  have different problems. Yours is that you happen to be the chief law enforcement officer of this Commonwealth. Thats the job you sought, and thats the job youve got. Our
  problem is that you, and the people who work for you and Mister Keane and the other DAs, arent doing that job. Not saying thats your fault, or that all of you arent trying.
  But, fact remains, jobsre not getting done. If they were, our problem wouldnt exist.


  Is that a fact? Reese said. Do you honestly think your man got shot yesterday in Braintree because the Attorney General was busy with something else? Thats
  ridiculous. Let me ask you something: Why did he draw his gun? Why was he even carrying a gun in the first place, as far as that goes? My clear recollection from my days in the General Court is
  that thereve been repeated, numerous, almost annual pieces of legislation intended to reduce the number of non-law enforcement personnel allowed to carry guns, and every time one of those
  billss been offered, your people have been among the loudest in their opposition. And the arguments been made, time and time again, that sooner or later one of these amateur 
  and I use that word deliberately  amateur cops that thinks hes Wyatt Earp is going to get himself into a gun battle thatll end up with him or some other innocent person getting
  badly hurt or killed. And you, not necessarily you personally, but your industry, youve rejected it, rejected it, rejected it. Time and time again.


  Well, Reese said, what happened last Thursday at the South Shore Plaza is the proof of the pudding, I see it. A young man who overestimated his ability got himself badly
  hurt. Just as all those people you opposed, predicted for so many years. Whats bothering you gentlemen here today  and I mean no insult by this because its bothering me as
  well, I can assure you  but whats really on your mind here today is that youre, Purolater is, youre going to end up paying a multimillion dollar judgment, or settlement,
  to this paralytic. And you know just as well as I do what the grounds of that lawsuitre going to be: that you failed to give him proper, adequate training; that you did give him a firearm he
  did not know how to use; that you shouldve foreseen what would happen, even if you didnt; and now he is crippled for life.


  Now, Reese said, my position on the necessity for cooperation between the private sector and the government is well known. Where it doesnt exist, I want it to begin.
  Where it does exist, to continue and improve. That is what I want.


  Foster, looking grim, opened his mouth as Reese shot his left cuff, looked at his gold watch, and stood up. Foster closed his mouth. Now, Reese said, buttoning his jacket,
  Im afraid I must ask you gentlemen to excuse me. I have a commitment of longstanding to be in the House at two-thirty sharp. One of my former law partners is being sworn in as a
  probate judge, and I simply must be there. So, you gentlemen make yourselves at home here, stay as long as you like, and see what you can work out as our response to this thing. Paul and Andy here
  have my complete authority. And I assure you, gentlemen, he said, slapping his right hand on the table, I assure you that whatever plan you come up with will have my own, personal,
  full, complete, and unstinting support. He strode from the room.


  Foster leaned back in his chair. He looked at Richards. He looked at Green and Boyd, who shifted uneasily in their chairs. He looked at Keane. He looked back at Richards. John, he
  said, tell me something: Does somebody breed those guys? Like fancy dogs and horses? Is there some farm somewhere that grows them, attorney generals, US attorneys, all those guys like
  that?


  Richards laughed. He shook his head. Hes all right, Graham, he said. He nodded toward Boyd. Ill vouch for Andy, he said. He nodded toward Keane.
  And for Ward, too. He smiled at Green. Paul here I dont know too well, he said, since we just met when I got here today. But hes probably all right.
  And Peter, Peters wife really is having a baby. So, dont take it so hard. The people youve got to work with, were all in the room, and that guy that leftll back
  them, just like he said he would.


  Foster stared at Richards. Huh, he said, sure. And when I get home tonight my wifell be the spitting image, Gina Lollobrigida.


  Richards glanced quickly at Green and Boyd. Greens young face was troubled. Boyd, at thirty-two, four years younger than Green, was harder. His jaw was set and his eyes were narrow.
  Richards nodded. Okay, he said, looking back to Foster, lemme ask you a couple things, so we can see where we go. You talk to Matt Lund about this problem?


  Foster blinked. He worked his mouth. I dont see what thats got to do with this, he said.


  Richards said: Uh huh. He leaned back in his chair and massaged his ear with the first two fingers of his left hand. Tells me what I want to know, though, doesnt it?
  Tells me that before you came in here, breathing fire and smoke, telling everybody where to go and how to get there, tells me you called up your old pal, the Special Agent in Charge, and you
  bounced this difficulty off of him. And I bet I can almost imagine what you said to him, cant I? You said: Hey Matt, old pal, old buddy, this stuff got stolen from us, it was moving,
  interstate commerce. We had checks and stuff aboard, you know, in our custody, from other jurisdictions. And those deposits, theyre from federally insured banks. So how about the FBI comes
  in on this with us, give us a little hand? Hows about banging it past the USA and getting authority, investigate interstate transportation, stolen property. Or theft from federally insured
  banks.


  Foster looked uncomfortable. Richards leaned forward in his chair. And I bet, he said, I would just bet that one of two things happened then. Either Lund said he would do
  it, bounce it off the US Attorney, and then got back to you and said you know what a bastard the guy is, he wont turn the Bureau loose. Or else he told you the truth, which is that he would
  rather go rub shit on his headn have to explain to Washington how come he got the Bureau involved. I bet I could almost quote him, couldnt I. I bet he said something like:
  Jesus H. Christ, Graham, you gotten simple since you left? Bureau only wants the cases it will win. Screw this package, buddy. I wouldnt touch this one with a goddamned barge
  pole.


  Foster chuckled. Pretty close, he said. Pretty goddamned close. He did the first bit. Took it the US Attorney, and USA turned him down.


  Sure he did, Richards said. And I believe him, too. He went over to the courthouse and said to the man in there: Graham Fosters got this cockeyed idea we ought
  to get ourselves in this mess the State boys got, and I think if you okay it you should be committed for a nice long rest in a very quiet place. And the USA said: Thanks for the
  advice, Matt. Blow it out of here.


  So, Richards said, since you discovered youre not going to get Matt on the evening news reading one of those stirring statements about how the FBI is throwing its
  unmatched resources into the armored-car robbery investigation . . . Would Matt say investigation, Graham? Or would he say manhunt? Green and Boyd were
  grinning.


  He would say investigation, Foster said, smiling. The press would say: manhunt.


  Right, Richards said, of course. But anyway, since he isnt going to do that, you decided youd come in here today with a broomstick up your ass and see if you
  could bully the AG into doing what the Bureau will not do. Which is get the heat off you at headquarters by having Mister Reese go out in front of the cameras and get their minds off you. And
  because people like you always get stuffed by Mister Reese, you now have the feeling that you have just had six pounds of breadcrumbs rammed up your ass.


  Foster joined in the laughter. All right, he said, all right.


  Now, Richards said, if we can all conduct ourselves in these palatial quarters like we actually belonged here, maybe we can actually get something done. Let me tell you what
  weve actually got, and then if youve got something we dont have, you can tell me that.


  He glanced around the table at the prosecutors. I can at least finally tell all you guys that I think were making some progress. Since the last one, down in Brockton, were
  pretty sure weve gotten hard IDs on the two ringleaders. Well, the ringleader and the assistant ringleader.


  Excuse me, John, Keane said, but howd you manage that?


  Stopped doing what wasnt working, Richards said, and started trying to find something that would. Years ago, I was down in the Norwell barracks, met this kid that
  used to hang around the Waterford police station. Name of Alton Badger. Bright as hell. Think he was about fifteen, he went to college. And he was a cop buff. So through him I got to know his
  uncle, Larry Badger, runs this industrial security outfit over the Prudential. And I called up Larry and I said to him: Larry, you guys ever do any work, any these defense contract types
  that had trouble with the longhairs? And he said: Sure. And Alton, he probably knows even moren I do. He had the Dow Chem and the Dupont disturbances, the defoliant and napalm
  protests. Come by and have a chat. Give you anything weve got.


  So I did, Richards said. Alton runs about two, three hundred names hes got through his goddamned machines, comes up with couple names he remembers always on the
  violent fringe. Days of Rage and all that shit  he was in Chicago, at the University. Knew the troublemakers there, plus the visitors, and kept up his collection when he joined his
  uncles firm. And he says these guys fit our bill. Big one comes from around here, and hes dropped out of sight. Matches the description, right age and all that stuff. So thats
  what were going on.


  Ringleaders a young charmer named Samuel F. Tibbetts. Born, Newton Wellesley Hospital, March ten, nineteen-forty-seven. Parents Walter J. Tibbetts, Ellen Davis Tibbetts.
  Fathers employment: research chemist. Then for W.R. Grace Company, Cambridge. Now for Monsanto, Springfield. Members, Saint Marks Episcopal Church, which our young Samuel attended
  faithfully and assisted on the altar. Graduated Newton South High School, nineteen-sixty-four, very highest honors. Editor of yearbook, varsity letters all four years in cross-country and track,
  All-State and All-New England band clarinetist, senior class treasurer, National Merit Scholarship winner, all-round American boy who wouldve almost certainly made Eagle Scout, and Im
  not kidding here, if he hadntve decided to use that scholarship, plus one he got from Stanford, move out to the west coast. Graduated Stanford, nineteen-sixty-eight, summa cum
  laude. Entered graduate school, Berkeley, same year, advanced fellow in mathematics. Candidate for Ph.D. First term, completed first quarter of that year. Did not enroll for second term,
  January nineteen-sixty-nine, and has not done so since.


  This is a robber? Foster said. This is a goddamned highwayman? Why the hells he stealing, pointing guns at people? All hes got to do, have money thrown at him,
  was keep on the way hes going, and hed swim in the damned stuff. If my kidsd had what he got, got and threw away, the whole family wouldve been delirious with
  joy.


  Good question, Richards said. I dont have the complete answer, but the questions very good. Apparently what happened was that studious young Sam got himself
  pretty heavily involved first in the uprisings against Lyndon Johnson, while Sam was still at Stanford. Then that summer, sixty-eight, hes down in Central America someplace, probably playing
  kissy-face with some goddamned guerillas, filling up his impressionable young mind with a load of communist shit. And then when he came up to Chicago to riot, Democratic National Convention, and
  went on to Berkeley, the process just sort of continued. And he went from being against Johnson, because of the war that of course Sam didnt have to fight, being Two-S and all, to being
  against the whole, just society in general. And naturally Nixon, and anything else that anybody brought to his attention. Stopped reading his math books and started spending all his time with the
  radicals, getting himself a late education in Marxist theory and so forth. And by the time Christmas rolled around, and his papers in math were due, there was no way he could pass. So he just
  dropped out. Started this group Alton thinks they call Bolivian Connection. Contingent. Some fool thing like that. Ended up becoming the intimidating fellow with the
  thirty-caliber grease gun that we all admire so much. The one that paralyzed your guard there, what I understand. And in other ways, as well, no longer a model boy. Stopped writing to his parents,
  even calling them. Tell me they havent heard from Sam  and I believe this, Graham  tell me they havent heard from Sam in almost six years now. Dont know where he
  is. They have no idea.


  Well, Foster said, that last part, you may believe that, but I dont. The father may not know, but the mother does. The mothers always know. And the mothers never
  tell.


  Richards shrugged. Could be, he said. I doubt it, but it certainly could be.


  Second guy, he said. Deputy ringleader. James M. Walker, a.k.a. Beau James. Born, New York Memorial Hospital, January ninth, nineteen-forty-five. Father,
  Clayton D. Walker, MD, then staff cardiologist, Columbia Presbyterian, now chief cardiologist, New York Memorial. Mother, Florence Amberson Walker. Shes about half, maybe a quarter, black,
  Im not sure which. Jamaican parents, one of them, at least. Born in London, where she met Clayton during a research year. Naturalized American citizen. Concert cellist before her marriage.
  What Im told, a very striking woman still. James has one sister, Christina, born nineteen-fifty-three, said to be an extremely beautiful young woman. Whether shes involved in this
  hootenanny, that I do not know. None of the descriptions weve been able to get of the women involved in these heists even remotely suggests that one of thems good-looking.


  James is quite dark, Richards said. Hes six-three, goes about two-ten, two-twenty. Supposedly very handsome, and not stupid, either. Apparently had some difficulty,
  though, deciding just exactly what the hell he was. Collegiate prep school in New York. Pretty good athlete, pretty good student, but never really distinguished himself, either line of work. Kind
  of kid everybody looks at and theyre so impressed maybe their expectations for himre just impossible. So theyre always just the littlest bit disappointed by what turns out.


  Anyway, Richards said, James went to Columbia College for two years, starting in sixty-two. Did indifferently. Dropped out. Bummed around, apparently, until sixty-five, when
  he turns up on the coast. How he did that, without getting drafted, nobody seems to know. Establishes residence and then applies to San Jos State, where he graduates in sixty-seven, degree
  in mathematics. Heads for Berkeley where he gets into the graduate program for high school math teachers. Fiddles and diddles around, just scraping by on his grades, getting involved in all the
  demonstrations and stuff, probably doing some drugs. Getting laid a lot. And thats where he is when Sam Tibbetts arrives the next year. A natural follower, looking for a natural leader.
  Natural second-in-command, who has found his commander.


  Now, Richards said, there are at least two, perhaps three, other white males about the same age as these two monkeys thatve been involved with them in the past. One
  of thems a kid whose last names Mackenzie, we think. Reports weve got of some disturbances Sam and James were involved in on the campus at San Jos State have this kid
  named Mackenzie, Glenn Mackenzie, supposedly from Boston, listed on the arrest forms. But somehow the little bastard, if hes ever had his prints taken, they dont show up. Didnt
  register the draft, I assume  were checking that as well. And when he was arrested, he wasnt carrying any ID. So all we really knows that a kid with blond hair and kind
  of a scraggly-assed beard was seen and arrested with Sam Tibbetts and James Walker at San Jos in May of nineteen-sixty-nine. And that he jumped bail. And we also know, as I say, that
  theres at least one and maybe two other white males whose names we do not know.


  Then we got the broads, Richards said. Im expecting verification that their names are Jill Franklin and Kathie Fentress. When I get it, Ill go to work on them.
  It is possible theres another one, name of Andrea Simone. And we understand theres one, name of Emma Handley, same status as far as were concerned. Were working on
  them.


  The problem weve got here, Richards said, well, theres several of them. Inna first place, these folksre cute. Banks have cameras inside. No cameras
  outside. Your normal bank robber goes in and either has his picture taken with a mask or without one, and weve got something to go on. But these people stay outside, so the only way we can
  get descriptions of thems by talking to civilians that were terrified, and guards scared out of their wits, as to what the bastards look like. So were always piecing things together,
  never sure weve got them right.


  Then theres the other problem. None of the regular people weve got who hear things hears things about this group. Theyre not part of the underworld network.
  Theyre hermetically sealed off. Theyre ideologues. We think theyre common criminals, but they think theyre revolutionaries. We cant nail down locations. The only
  thing we ever get is old, stale news about where they used to be, some time ago. Not where they might be now. Its damned hard work, I can tell you. Very frustrating. Its taken us four
  years to get even this far. Weve made some progress, sure, but its awful time-consuming. Thats what the problem is, and thats why your mans lying in the hospital
  today.


  Mackiewicz cleared his throat. How can we help? he said.


  Foster cut in. Let me see if I can expedite things, he said. Our three companies have discussed, and were prepared to offer, a reward in the total amount of fifty
  thousand dollars to the person or persons coming forward with information leading to the arrest and conviction of these bandits. You think that might help?


  Its worth a try, Richards said. It certainly wont hurt. These buggersre crafty, but theyve also been lucky. Could be one of the rascals that was
  in one stick-up but not the others might get talkative for that. Maybe theres one of them, feels left out. Might like some revenge. Especially if he got paid. Thesere not
  professionals. Not all of them, at least. They dont understand the rules. It could help a lot.


  All right, Foster said, then well do that. He glanced at Green and Boyd. When we came in here today, what I hoped to do was have the Attorney General
  announce the reward offer. He looked at Keane. Now I feel differently, he said. Those punks nearly killed one of our men and stole four hundred thirty-eight thousand
  dollars from our truck last Thursday in the South Shore Plaza. Since Mister Mahoney cant be here today, and Mister Osgood isnt, and theyre the other DAs whose jurisdictions are
  involved, Id like you, Mister Keane, to announce this reward tonight.


  Keane looked worried. Graham, he said, look. Id like to do it. But a day wont make any difference, will it? Dont you think it might make more sense to
  wait until I can round up Dave and Peter, and have a joint appearance?


  In other words, Foster said, youre afraid your colleaguesll think youre grandstanding.


  Richards was watching Green and Boyd. Green was frowning, turning a pencil end for end, over and over, on the table top. Boyds face was set. Andy, Richards said,
  youve been awful quiet. Lets have some input from you here, you and Paul as well. How would you rate the chances that when Colin gets back from his ceremony and finds out about
  this, hell call a press conference this very afternoon to announce this big reward? You wanna tell me that?


  Boyd looked at Green and grinned. Couldnt speculate, John, he said. You wanna take a shot, Paul? Tell him what you think?


  Green stared at Foster. Everything you got today came from John Richards, he said. John Richards works for the AG, coordinating this investigation. If Mister Keane, Mister
  Osgood or Mister Mahoney with their investigators or local police, if one of them cracks one of these things, Mister Reese will not interfere with that prosecution. But if Lieutenant Richards puts
  it together before any of them does, then Mister Reeses office will prosecute.


  Foster cleared his throat. You understand that, John? he said.


  Certainly do, Richards said. What Paul means is that if your companies want maximum exposure of your good news to your employees, and the families of employees, youd
  better stand up beside Colin Reese on tonights news. And if you dont want that, I do, because Colin gets coverage. The more drifters, longhairs, and other bums that get a chance to
  hear what hes got to say, the better the chances something will come out of it.


  Foster looked at Green and Boyd. Makes sense, he said with distaste. Whenll the bastard be back?


  Green looked at his watch. I told the media this morning, he said, we might have a thirty-second bite for them at four. If you can wait until then, I think he will be
  back.
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  In the early morning, Lawrence Badger in a dark blue suit nipped at the waist was escorted by a captain in the bar of Bostons Ritz Carlton Hotel to Florence
  Walkers table at the southwest corner window. She had a martini and small carafe in front of her, and was nibbling salted peanuts. She stood up, smoothing the rose silk of her dress over her
  hips, and offered her cheek for his kiss. He sat down, glancing at the captain and nodding toward her drink. The captain went away.


  I rapped at you on the window, she said. I forget about the dark glass  some see out but none sees in.


  He smiled. And no one sees through clearly, he said. Howve you been keeping, lady?


  She shook her head. Fairness is lacking, she said. I suppose its the sins of my scarlet past, but somehow it seems unjust to me that the older I become, the more
  problems I seem to have.


  You and time, he said. You remind me sometimes of Alton. When he was a little boy, and used to visit me, every night before bedtime, had to chase the bears away. And I
  finally said to him: Alton, not to make fun of your game. But there arent any bears in here, you know. Never have been, never will. Is it really necessary for me to get under the bed
  and shine a light like this? Weve never found a single bear, and Im getting old, you know. And he said: Thats why we havent, Uncle Larry  they know
  were watching out. And thats how you are with the ravages of the years  you think if you talk about them all the time, none will ever come.


  She smiled. Your hair seems darker than I recalled it, she said. And I notice youre thinner, as well.


  He returned her smile. Well, he said, each of us deals in our own way with time. And I must say, on what I see, your methods seem to work well. You look all right to
  me.


  Well, I dont feel right, she said. I do not feel right at all. A waiter delivered a second martini and poured it from the carafe. She pushed the peanuts away
  from her. I dont know why I eat these things, she said. Take them away from me.


  Badger put the nut dish on the window ledge. He sipped his drink. All right, tell me, she said. Tell me whats going on.


  Youre sure? he said. Jet lag and all, it wont bother you?


  She made a dismissive gesture. Not coming this way, she said. I was exhausted, the first day in London, she said, but after that I was all right. Of course
  Claytons upstairs, snoring away, else hed never be able to have dinner tonight. But I feel well enough.


  Maybe I should wait till Claytons up, he said. No use going through all this twice.


  Larry, she said, spare
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