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Chapter 1

October is about as good as the city gets. The last of the summer heat is gone and the real bite of cold weather hasnt arrived yet. There had been rain in September, quite a bit of it, but that was past now. The air was a little less polluted than usual, and its temperature made it seem even cleaner than it was.

I stopped at a phone booth on Third Avenue in the Fifties. On the corner an old woman scattered bread crumbs for the pigeons and cooed to them as she fed them. I believe theres a city ordinance against feeding pigeons. We used to cite it in the department when explaining to rookies that there were laws you enforced and laws you forgot about.


I went into the booth. It had been mistaken at least once for a public lavatory, which is par for the course. At least the phone worked. Most of them do these days. Five or six years ago most of the phones in outdoor booths didnt work. So not everything in our world is getting worse. Some things are actually getting better.


I called Portia Carrs number. Her answering machine always picked up on the second ring, so when the phone rang a third time, I figured Id dialed a wrong number. Id begun to take it for granted that she would never be home when I called.


Then she answered the phone. Yes?


Miss Carr?


Yes, this is she speaking. The voice was not pitched quite so low as on the tape of the answering machine, and the Mayfair accent was less noticeable.


My name is Scudder, I said. Id like to come over and see you. Im in the neighborhood and


Terribly sorry, she cut in.  Fraid Im not seeing people anymore. Thank you.


I wanted to


Do call someone else. And she broke the connection.


I found another dime and was set to drop it in the slot and call her again when I changed my mind and put the dime back in my pocket. I walked two blocks downtown and one block east to Second Avenue and Fifty-fourth Street, where I scouted up a lunch counter with a pay phone that was in view of the entrance of her building. I dropped my dime in that phone and dialed her number.


As soon as she came on the line I said, My name is Scudder, and I want to talk to you about Jerry Broadfield.


There was a pause. Then she said, Who is this?


I told you. My name is Matthew Scudder.


You called a few moments ago.


Right. You hung up on me.


I thought


I know what you thought. I want to talk to you.


Im terribly sorry, dont you know, but Im not giving interviews.


Im not from the press.


Then what is your interest, Mr. Scudder?


Youll find out when you see me. I think youd better see me, Miss Carr.


I think not, actually.


Im not sure you have any choice. Im in your neighborhood. Ill be at your place in five minutes.


No, please. A pause. Ive just tumbled out of bed, dont you see? Youll have to give me an hour. Can you give me an hour?


If I have to.


One hour, then, and youll come round. You have the address, I suppose?


I told her I did. I rang off and sat at the counter with a cup of coffee and a roll. I faced the window so that I could keep an eye on her building, and I got my first look at her just as the coffee was getting cool enough to drink. She must have been dressed when we spoke because it only took her seven minutes and change to hit the street.


It wasnt much of an accomplishment to recognize her. The description pinned her all by itselfthe fiery mane of dark red hair, the height. And she tied it all together with the regal presence of a lioness.


I stood up and moved toward the door, ready to follow her as soon as I knew where she was going. But she kept walking straight toward the coffee shop, and when she came through the door, I turned away from her and went back to my cup of coffee.


She headed straight for the phone booth.


I suppose I shouldnt have been surprised. Enough telephones are tapped so that everyone who is either criminally or politically active knows to regard all phones as tapped and to act accordingly. Important or sensitive calls are not to be made from ones own phone. And this was the nearest public telephone to her building. Thats why I had chosen it myself, and it was why she was using it now.


I moved a little closer to the booth, just to satisfy myself that it wouldnt do me any good. I couldnt see the number she was dialing, and I couldnt hear a thing. Once Id established this, I paid for my roll and coffee and left.


I crossed the street and walked over to her building.


I was taking a chance. If she finished her call and hopped into a cab I would lose her, and I didnt want to lose her now. Not after all the time it had taken me to find her. I wanted to know who she was calling now, and if she went someplace I wanted to know where and why.


But I didnt think she was going to grab a taxi. She hadnt even been carrying a purse, and if she wanted to go somewhere, she would probably want to come back for her bag first and throw some clothes in a suitcase. And she had set things up with me to give herself an hours leeway.


So I went to her building and found a little white-haired guy on the door. He had guileless blue eyes and a rash of broken capillaries on his cheekbones. He looked as though he took a lot of pride in his uniform.


Carr, I said.


Just left a minute ago. You just missed her, couldnt have been more than a minute.


I know. I took out my wallet and flipped it open quickly. There was nothing there for him to see, not even a junior G-mans badge, but it didnt matter. Its the moves that do it, that and looking like a cop in the first place. He got a quick flash of leather and was suitably impressed. It would have been bad form for him to demand a closer look.


What apartment?


I sure hope you dont get me in trouble.


Not if you play it by the book. Which apartment is she in?


Four G.


Give me your passkey, huh?


Im not supposed to do that.


Uh-huh. You want to go downtown and talk about it?


He didnt. What he wanted was for me to go someplace and die, but he didnt say so. He turned over his passkey.


Shell be back in a couple of minutes. You wouldnt want to tell her Im upstairs.


I dont like this.


You dont have to.


Shes a nice lady, always been nice to me.


Generous at Christmastime, huh?


Shes a very pleasant person, he said.


Im sure youve got a swell relationship. But tip her off and Ill know about it, and I wont be happy. You follow me?


Im not going to say anything.


And youll get your key back. Dont worry about it.


Thats the least of it, he said.


I took the elevator to the fourth floor. The G apartment faced the street, and I sat at her window and watched the entrance of the coffee shop. I couldnt tell from that angle whether there was anyone in the phone booth or not, so she could have left already, could have ducked around the corner and into a cab, but I didnt think so. I sat there in a chair and I waited, and after about ten minutes she came out of the coffee shop and stood on the corner, long and tall and striking.


And evidently uncertain. She just stood there for a long moment, and I could read the indecision in her mind. She could have gone in almost any direction. But after a moment she turned decisively and began walking back toward me. I let out a breath I hadnt realized Id been holding and settled down to wait for her.


WHEN I heard her key in the lock, I moved from the window and flattened out against the wall. She opened the door, closed it behind her, and shot the bolt. She was doing a very efficient job of locking the door but I was already inside it.


She took off a pale blue trenchcoat and hung it in the front closet. Under it shed been wearing a knee-length plaid skirt and a tailored yellow blouse with a button-down collar. She had very long legs and a powerful, athletic body.


She turned again, and her eyes did not quite reach the spot where I was standing, and I said, Hello, Portia.


The scream didnt get out. She stopped it by clapping her own hand over her mouth. She stood very still for a moment, her body balanced on the tips of her toes, and then she willed her hand to drop from her mouth as she settled back down on her heels. She took a deep breath and made herself hang onto it. Her coloring was very fair to begin with, but now her face looked bleached. She put her hand over her heart. The gesture looked theatrical, insincere. As if she recognized this, she lowered her hand again and breathed deeply several times, in and out, in and out.


Your name is


Scudder.


You called before.


Yes.


You promised to give me an hour.


My watch has been running fast lately.


Has it indeed. She took another very deep breath and let it out slowly. She closed her eyes. I moved out from my post against the wall and stood in the middle of the room within a few steps of her. She didnt look like the sort of person who faints easily, and if she were she probably would have done it already, but she was still very pale and if she was going to flop I wanted a fair shot at catching her on the way down. But the color began to seep back into her face and she opened her eyes.


I need something to drink, she announced. Will you have something?


No, thanks.


So I drink alone. She went to the kitchen. I followed close enough to keep her in sight. She took a fifth of Scotch and a split of club soda from the refrigerator and poured about three ounces of each into a glass. No ice, she said. I dont fancy the cubes bumping up against my teeth. But Ive got into the habit of taking my drinks chilled. Rooms are kept warmer here, you know, so that room-temperature drinks wont do at all. Youre sure you wont join me?


Not right now.


Cheers, then. She got rid of the drink in one very long swallow. I watched the muscles work in her throat. A long, lovely neck. She had that perfect English skin and it took a lot of it to cover her. Im about six feet tall and she was at least my height and maybe a little taller. I pictured her with Jerry Broadfield, who had about four inches on her and could match her with presence of his own. They must have made a striking couple.


She drew another breath, shuddered, and put the empty glass in the sink. I asked her if she was all right.


Oh, just peachy, she said. Her eyes were a very pale blue verging on gray, her mouth full but bloodless. I stepped aside and she walked past me into the living room. Her hips just barely brushed me as she passed. That was just about enough. It wouldnt take much more than that, not with her.


She sat on a slate-blue sofa and took a small cigar from a teak box that rested on a clear Plexiglas end table. She lit the cigar with a wooden match, then gestured at the box for me to help myself. I told her I didnt smoke.


I switched to these because one doesnt inhale them, she said. So I inhale them just the same and of course they are stronger than cigarettes. How did you get in here?


I held up the key.


Timmie gave you that?


He didnt want to. I didnt give him much choice. He says youve always been nice to him.


I tip him enough, the silly little fuck. You gave me a fright, you know. I dont know what you want or why youre here. Or who you are, for that matter. I seem to have forgotten your name already. I supplied it. Matthew, she said. I do not know why you are here, Matthew.


Who did you phone from the coffee shop?


You were there? I didnt notice you.


Who did you call?


She bought time by puffing on her cigar. Her eyes grew thoughtful. I dont think Im going to tell you, she said at length.


Why are you pressing charges against Jerry Broadfield?


For extortion.


Why, Miss Carr?


You called me Portia before. Or was that just for shock value? The peelers always call you by your first name. Thats to show their contempt for you, its supposed to give them some sort of psychological advantage, isnt it? She pointed at me with her cigar. You. Youre not a policeman, are you?


No.


But theres something about you.


I used to be a cop.


Ah. She nodded, satisfied. And you knew Jerry when you were a policeman?


I didnt know him then.


But you know him now.


Thats right.


And youre a friend of his? No, thats not possible. Jerry doesnt have friends, does he?


Doesnt he?


Hardly. Youd know that if you knew him well.


I dont know him well.


I wonder if anyone does. Another puff on the cigar, a careful flicking of ash into a sculptured glass ashtray. Jerry Broadfield has acquaintances. Any number of acquaintances. But I doubt he has a friend in the world.


Youre certainly not his friend.


I never said I was.


Why charge him with extortion?


Because the charge is true. She managed a small smile. He insisted I give him money. A hundred dollars a week or he would make trouble for me. Prostitutes are vulnerable creatures, you know. And a hundred dollars a week isnt so terribly much when you consider the enormous sums men are willing to pay to go to bed with one. She gestured with her hands, indicating her body. So I paid him, she said. The money he asked for, and I made myself available to him sexually.


For how long?


About an hour at a time, generally. Why?


For how long had you been paying him?


Oh, I dont know. About a year, I suppose.


And youve been in this country how long?


Just over three years.


And you dont want to go back, do you? I got to my feet, walked over to the couch. Thats probably how they set the hook, I said. Play the game their way or theyll get you deported as an undesirable alien. Is that how they pitched you?


What a phrase. An undesirable alien.


Is that what they


Most people consider me a highly desirable alien. The cold eyes challenged me. I dont suppose you have an opinion on the subject?


She was getting to me, and it bothered the hell out of me. I didnt much like her, so why should she be getting to me? I remembered something Elaine Mardell had said to the effect that a large portion of Portia Carrs client list consisted of masochists. I have never really understood what gets a masochist off, but a few minutes in her presence was enough to make me realize that a masochist would find this particular woman a perfect component for his fantasies. And, in a somewhat different way, she fit nicely into my own.


We went around and around for a while. She kept insisting that Broadfield had really been extorting cash from her, and I kept trying to get past that to the person who had induced her to do the job on him. We werent getting anywherethat is, I wasnt getting anywhere, and she didnt have anyplace to get to.


So I said, Look, when you come right down to it, it doesnt matter at all. It doesnt matter whether he was getting money from you, and it doesnt matter who got you to press charges against him.


Then why are you here, angel? Just for love?


What matters is what itll take to get you to drop the charges.


Whats the hurry? She smiled. Jerry hasnt even been arrested yet, has he?


Youre not going to take it all the way to the courtroom, I went on. Youd need proof to get an indictment, and if you had any it would have come out by now. So this is just a smear, but its an awkward smear for him and hed like to wipe it up. What does it take to get the charges dropped?


Jerry must know that.


Oh?


All he has to do is stop doing what hes been doing.


You mean with Prejanian.


Do I? She had finished her cigar, and now she took another from the teak box. But she didnt light it, just played with it. Maybe I dont mean anything. But look at the record. Thats an Americanism I rather like. Let us look at the record. For all these years Jerry has been doing nicely as a policeman. He has his charming little house in Forest Hills and his charming wife and his charming children. Have you met his wife and children?


No.


Neither have I, but Ive seen their pictures. American men are extraordinary. First they show one pictures of their wives and children, and then they want to go to bed. Are you married?


Not anymore.


Did you play around when you were?


Now and then.


But you didnt show pictures around, did you? I shook my head. Somehow I didnt think so. She returned the cigar to the box, straightened up, yawned. He had all that, at any rate, and then he went to this Special Prosecutor with this long story about police corruption, and he began giving interviews to the newspapers, and he took a leave of absence from the police force, and all of a sudden hes in trouble and accused of shaking down a poor little whore for a hundred dollars a week. It makes you wonder, doesnt it?


Thats what he has to do? Drop Prejanian and youll drop the charges?


I didnt come right out and say that, did I? And anyway, he must have known that without your digging around. I mean, its rather obvious, wouldnt you say?


We went around a little more and didnt accomplish a thing. I dont know what Id hoped to accomplish or why I had taken five hundred dollars from Broadfield in the first place. Someone had Portia Carr intimidated a lot more seriously than I was likely to manage, for all my cleverness in sneaking into her apartment. In the meantime we were talking pointlessly, and we were both aware of the pointlessness of it.


This is silly, she said at one point. I am going to have another drink. Will you join me?


I wanted a drink badly. Ill pass, I said.


She brushed me on the way to the kitchen. I got a strong whiff of a perfume I didnt recognize. I decided I would know it the next time I smelled it. She came back with a drink in her hand and sat on the couch again. Silly, she said again. Why dont you come sit next to me and we will talk of something else. Or of nothing at all.


You could be in trouble, Portia.


Her face showed alarm. You mustnt say that.


Youre putting yourself right in the middle. Youre a big strong girl, but you might not turn out to be as strong as you think you are.


Are you threatening me? No, its not a threat, is it?


I shook my head. You dont have to worry about me. But youve got enough to worry about without me.


Her eyes dropped. Im so tired of being strong, she said. Im good at it, you know.


Im sure you are.


But its tiring.


Maybe I could help you.


I dont think anyone can.


Oh?


She studied me briefly, then dropped her eyes. She stood and crossed the room to the window. I could have walked along behind her. There was something in her stance that suggested she expected me to. But I stayed where I was.


She said, Theres something there, isnt there?


Yes.


But its just no good at the moment. The timings all wrong. She was looking out the window. Right now neither of us can do the other any good at all.


I didnt say anything.


Youd better go now.


All right.


Its so beautiful outside. The sun, the freshness of the air. She turned to look at me. Do you like this time of year?


Yes. Very much.


Its my favorite, I think. October, November, the best time of the year. But also the saddest, wouldnt you say?


Sad? Why?


Oh, very sad, she said. Because winter is coming.



Chapter 2


On my way out I left the passkey with the doorman. He didnt seem any happier now, even though he was getting to see me leave this time. I went over to Johnny Joyces on Second and sat in a booth. Most of the lunch crowd was gone. The ones who remained were one or two martinis over the line now and probably wouldnt make it back to their offices at all. I had a hamburger and a bottle of Harp, then drank a couple shots of bourbon with my coffee.


I tried Broadfields number. It rang for a while and no one answered it. I went back to my booth and had another bourbon and thought about some things. There were questions I couldnt seem to answer. Why had I passed up Portia Carrs offer of a drink when I wanted a drink so badly? And why (if it wasnt another version of the same question) had I passed up Portia Carr herself?


I did some more thinking on West Forty-ninth Street, in the actors chapel at St. Malachys. The chapel is below street level, a large understated room which provides a measure of peace and quiet that is otherwise hard to come by in the heart of the Broadway theater district. I took an aisle seat and let my mind wander.


An actress I used to know a long time ago once told me that she came to St. Malachys every day when she wasnt working. I wonder if it matters that Im not a Catholic, Matt. I dont think so. I say my little prayer and I light my little candle and I pray for work. I wonder whether or not it helps. Do you suppose its okay to ask God for a decent part?


I must have sat there for close to an hour, running different things through my mind. On the way out I put a couple of bucks in the poor box and lit a few candles. I didnt say any prayers.


I spent most of the evening in Pollys Cage, across the street from my hotel. Chuck was behind the bar and he was in an expansive mood, so much so that the house was buying every other round. I had reached my client late in the afternoon and had given him a brief rundown on my meeting with Carr. Hed asked me where I was going to go from there, and Id said I would have to work it out and that Id get in touch when I had something he ought to know. Nothing in that category came up that night, so I didnt have to call him. Nor did I have any reason to call anyone else. Id picked up a phone message at my hotel: Anita had called and wanted me to call her, but it was not the sort of night on which I wanted to talk to an ex-wife. I stayed at Pollys and emptied my glass every time Chuck filled it up.


Around eleven-thirty a couple of kids came in and started playing nothing but country and western on the jukebox. I can usually stomach that as well as anything else, but for some reason or other it wasnt what I wanted to hear just then. I settled my tab and went around the corner to Armstrongs, where Don had the radio set to WNCN. They were playing Mozart, and the crowd was so thin you could actually hear the music.


They sold the station, Don said. The new owners are switching to a pop-rock format. Another rock station is just what the city needs.


Things always deteriorate.


I cant argue the point. Theres a protest movement to force them to continue a classical music policy. I dont suppose itll do any good, do you?


I shook my head. Nothing ever does any good.


Well, youre in a beautiful mood tonight. Im glad you decided to spread sweetness and light here instead of staying cooped up in your room.


I poured bourbon into my coffee and gave it a stir. I was in a foul mood and I couldnt figure out exactly why. It is bad enough when you know what it is that is bothering you. When the demons plaguing you are invisible, it is that much more difficult to contend with them.


IT was a strange dream.


I dont dream much. Alcohol has this effect of making you sleep at a deeper level, below the plane on which dreams occur. I am told that DTs represent the psyches insistence upon having its chance to dream; unable to dream while asleep, one has ones dreams upon awakening. But I havent had DTs yet and am grateful for my generally dreamless sleep. There was a time when this, in and of itself, was a sufficient argument for drinking.


But that night I dreamed, and the dream struck me as strange. She was in it. Portia, with her size and her striking beauty and her deep voice and her good English accent. And we were sitting and talking, she and I, but not in her apartment. We were in a police station. I dont know what precinct it might have been but remember that I felt at home there, so perhaps it was a place where I had been stationed once. There were uniformed cops walking around, and citizens filing complaints, and all of the extras playing the same roles in my dream that they play in similar scenes in cops-and-robbers movies.


And we were in the midst of all this, Portia and I, and we were naked. We were going to make love, but we had to establish something first through conversation. I dont recall what it was that had to be established, but our conversation went on and on, getting ever more abstract, and we got no closer to the bedroom, and then the telephone rang and Portia reached out and answered it in
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