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DORTMUNDER SAT IN HIS living room to watch the local evening news, and had just about come to the conclusion that every multiple-dwelling residence in the state of New Jersey would eventually burn to the ground, three per news cycle, when the doorbell rang. He looked up, surprised, not expecting anybody, and then became doubly surprised when he realized it had not been the familiar blatt of the hall doorbell right upstairs here, but the never-heard ing of the street-level bell, sounding in the kitchen.
Rising, he left the living room and stepped out to the hall, to see May looking down at him from the kitchen, her hands full of today’s gleanings from her job at Safeway as she said, “Who is it?”
“Not this bell,” he told her, jabbing a thumb over his shoulder at the hall door. “The street bell.”
“The street bell?”
Dortmunder clomped on back to the kitchen, to the intercom on the wall there that had never worked, that the landlord had just repaired in a blatant ploy to raise the rent. Not sure of the etiquette or operation of this piece of machinery, for so long on the inactive list, he leaned his lips close to the mouthpiece and said, “Yar?”
“It’s Andy,” said a voice that sounded like Andy being imitated by a talking car.
“Andy?”
May said, “Let him in, John.”
“Oh, yeah.” Dortmunder pressed the white bone button, and yet another unpleasant sound bounced around the kitchen.
“Will wonders never cease,” May said, because Andy Kelp, who was occasionally Dortmunder’s associate in certain enterprises, usually just walked on into their place, having enjoyed the opportunity to hone his lockpicking skills.
Dortmunder said, “What if he rings this one up here, too?”
“He might,” May said. “You never know.”
“It’s an awful sound,” Dortmunder said, and went down the hall to prevent this by opening the door, where he could listen to the echoes as Andy Kelp thudded up the stairs. When the thuds stopped, he leaned out to see Kelp himself, a sharp-nosed cheerful guy dressed casually in blacks and dark grays, come down the worn carpet in the hall.
“You rang the bell,” Dortmunder reminded him—not quite an accusation.
Kelp grinned and shrugged. “Respect your privacy.”
What an idea. “Sure,” Dortmunder said. “Comonin.”
They started down the hall and May, in the kitchen doorway, said, “That was very nice, Andy. Thoughtful.”
“Harya, May.”
“You want a beer?”
“Couldn’t hurt.”
“I’ll bring them.”
Dortmunder and Kelp went into the living room, found seats, and Dortmunder said, “What’s up?”
“Oh, not much.” Kelp looked around the living room. “We haven’t talked for a while, is all. No new acquisitions, I see.”
“No, we still like the old acquisitions.”
“So,” Kelp said, crossing his legs, getting comfortable, “how you been keeping yourself?”
“May’s been keeping me,” Dortmunder told him. “she’s still got the job at the Safeway, so we eat.”
“I figured,” Kelp said, “you didn’t call for a while, probly you didn’t have any little scores in mind.”
“Probly.”
“I mean,” Kelp said, “if you did have a little score in mind, you’d call me.”
“Unless it was a single-o.”
Kelp looked interested. “You had any single-os?”
“As a matter of fact,” Dortmunder said, as May came in with three cans of beer, “no.”
May distributed the beer, settled into her own chair, and said, “So, Andy, what brings you here?”
“He wants to know,” Dortmunder said, “have I been working without him, maybe with some other guys.”
“Aw, naw,” Kelp said, casually waving the beer can. “You wouldn’t do that, John.”
Dortmunder drank some beer, in lieu of having something to say.
May said, “What about you, Andy? Anything on the horizon?”
“Well, there is one little remote possibility,” Kelp said, which of course would be the other reason he’d happened to drop by. “I don’t know if John’d be interested.”
Dortmunder kept the beer can up to his face, as though drinking, while May said, “What wouldn’t he like about it?”
“Well, it’s in New Jersey.”
Dortmunder put the beer can down. “They got a lotta domestic fires in New Jersey,” he said. “I was just noticing on the news.”
“Family feared lost?” Kelp nodded. “I seen that sometimes. No, this is one of those big box superstores, Speedshop.”
“Oh, that,” Dortmunder said.
Kelp said, “l know you had your troubles with that store in the past, but the thing is, they’re having this giant television sale.”
“Got one,” Dortmunder said, pointing at it. (He’d turned it off when all the bell-ringing started.)
“Well, here’s my thinking,” Kelp said. “If they’re gonna have a giant sale on these things, it stands to reason they’re gonna have a bunch of them on hand.”
“That’s right,” May said. “To fill the demand.”
“Exactly,” Kelp said to May, and to Dortmunder he said, “I happen to know where there’s an empty semi we could borrow.”
“You’re talking,” Dortmunder said, “about lifting and carrying a whole lot of television sets. Heavy television sets.”
“Not that heavy,” Kelp said. “And it’ll be worth it. You see, I also happen to know a guy out on the Island, recently opened up a great big discount appliance store out there, Honest Irving, not one item in the store is from the usual channels, he’ll take everything off our hands but the semi, and I might have a guy for that, too.”
“Honest Irving,” Dortmunder said.
“His stuff is just as good as everybody else’s,” Kelp assured him, “same quality, great prices, only maybe you shouldn’t try to take the manufacturer up on the warranty.”
“Speedshop,” Dortmunder said, remembering his own after-hours visit to that place. “They got a lotta security there.”
“For a couple guys like us?” Kelp spread his hands to show how easy it would be, and the phone rang.
“I’ll get it,” May said. She stood, left her beer behind, and headed for the kitchen, as the phone rang again.
“I know I’m wasting my breath,” Kelp said, “but what a help for May it could be, I give you a nice little extension phone in here.”
“No, thank you.”
“One phone in an entire apartment,” Kelp said, and shook his head. “And not even cordless. You take back-to-basics a little too far back, John.”
“I also don’t think,” Dortmunder said, “I wanna buck Speedshop, not again. I mean, even before the question of Honest Irving.”
Kelp said, “Where’s a question about Honest Irving?”
“The day will come, an operation like that,” Dortmunder said, “all of a sudden you’ve got this massive police presence in the store, cops looking at serial numbers, wanting bills of sale, all this paperwork, and whadaya think the odds are, we’re there unloading television sets when it happens?”
“A thousand to one,” Kelp said.
“Yeah? I make it even money,” Dortmunder said, and May came in, looking worried. He looked at her. “What’s up?”
“That was Anne Marie,” she said, referring to Kelp’s live-in friend. “She says there’s a guy in the apartment, says he wants to see Andy, just waltzed in, won’t give a name, just sits there. Anne Marie doesn’t like it.”
“Neither do I,” Kelp said, getting to his feet. “I better go.”
“John will go with you,” May said.
There was a little silence as Dortmunder reached for his beer can. He lifted his eyes, and they were both looking at him. “Uh,” he said, and put the beer can down again. “Well, naturally,” he said, and got to his feet.
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SINCE THE TIME, a couple years ago, when Anne Marie Carpinaw’s husband, Howard, decided to walk out on her in the middle of a vacation trip to New York City from their home in Lancaster, Kansas, and while drowning not her sorrows but her befuddlement in the hotel bar she had met and taken up with Andrew Octavian Kelp, life had become odder and more interesting than it had ever been with Howard or in Lancaster (or in D.C., for that matter, where she’d also partly grown up while her daddy the congressman was still alive), which meant things were usually pleasant and went a long way toward making life worthwhile. But now and again, in the orbit of Andy Kelp, life became a little too interesting, and this was one of those moments right now. 
The guy in the living room wasn’t menacing, exactly, but he wasn’t explainable either, and that’s what had Anne Marie upset. The doorbell had rung, and when she’d opened the apartment door there he was, short, aged maybe fifty, bandy-legged and skinny-armed but with a big barrelly torso, like a cartoon spider. He was balding, with very pale skin that had maybe never seen the sun, plus watery blue sunny-side-up eyes and a kind of blunt fatalistic manner, as though he would be hard either to surprise or please. There was something in his manner that reminded her of John Dortmunder, except that John almost never got mad, but you could imagine with no trouble at all this guy getting mad.
At the moment, he was cheerful, brisk, and indifferent to her. “Hi,” he said, with a smile, when she opened the door to him. “Andy in?”
“Not at the moment. I’m—”
“I’ll wait,” the guy said, and slithered in past her.
“But—”
It was too late; he was across the threshold. With an empty smile over his shoulder at Anne Marie he said, “I’ll just sit in the living room here, wait’ll he comes back.”
“But—” Helplessly, she watched the guy look at the available furniture and go directly to the chair she thought of as hers. “I don’t know you,” she said.
Settling into Anne Marie’s chair, the guy said, “I’m a friend of Andy’s.” He smiled at the living room: “Very nice. The woman’s touch, huh?”
“Is he expecting you?”
“Not for maybe twenty years,” he said, and laughed. “Don’t mind me,” he advised her. “You go on what you’re doing.”
“I’m not sure when Andy’s coming back.”
“I got nothing but time,” he said, and suddenly looked bitter, as though he’d reminded himself of something unpleasant. Something that might make him mad.
“Well . . .” She thought, maybe she should placate him somehow. Even though he wasn’t at all threatening, he did look as though he might get mad, even if not at her. The truth was, he barely seemed to notice she was there. She was, she knew, an attractive person, but he gave no indication at all that he’d remarked it. Which was also unsettling.
So, not wanting to, but feeling she should, she said, “Do you want a cup of coffee? Glass of water?”
“No, I’m fine,” he said, and pulled a Daily News out of his jacket pocket, all folded in on itself like origami. Unfolding it, he said, “I’ll just sit here, read my paper, wait for Andy.”
So that’s when she left him there, went to the kitchen, and called John and May’s place, because Andy had told her he wanted to see John today, so maybe he was still there. She got May, and Andy was still there, “but I don’t need to talk to him,” Anne Marie said. “Just tell him what the situation is here.”
May said, “What is the situation there?”
So Anne Marie told her, and May said, “Ooh. I wouldn’t like that.”
“Neither do I.”
“I’ll send Andy home right now.”
Which meant Anne Marie spent the next fifteen minutes in the kitchen, a place where she normally didn’t spend a whole lot of her time. It was very small, to begin with, and what could you do in there except cook and eat?
What she did do, for the next quarter hour, was fret. Was this man a friend of Andy’s? Was it Andy he was potentially mad at? Had she inadvertently permitted all kinds of trouble into the house? It was so hard, sometimes, to know what to do in Andy’s world.
Finally, she heard the apartment door open, so she hurried out to the living room to be present for whatever happened next, because, of course, she was partly responsible for whatever happened next. As she entered the living room, suddenly breathless though it was a mere half-dozen steps from one room to the other, she saw that Andy was here, that John had come along with him and was closing the apartment door, and that the stranger was getting to his feet, doing origami again with his newspaper. And he was smiling.
And so was Andy! It was with great relief that Anne Marie saw that smile, and heard Andy say, “Chester! Whadda you doing out?”
“Believe it or not,” Chester said, “I been out almost four years.”
“Well, I’ll be.” Andy seemed genuinely happy to see this strange man, which Anne Marie knew shouldn’t surprise her, though it still did. Shaking hands with Chester, he said, “You met Anne Marie?”
“I didn’t wanna push myself forward,” Chester said, and turned to offer a smile and a nod and a “How are ya?”
“Anne Marie Carpinaw,” Andy introduced, “Chester Fallon.”
“Hello,” she said, thinking, You didn’t want to push yourself forward? You walked right into the house!
On the other hand, it was now clear Chester Fallon was not a threat or a problem, but a friend of some sort. And once he was Chester, somehow, he became much less threatening.
Meantime, Andy was saying, “I don’t think you know John,” and made the introductions, and Anne Marie noticed that John was very neutral toward Chester, like herself, shaking Chester’s hand, looking him straight in the eye, and contenting himself with a “Harya.”
“Not so good,” Chester told him, and said to Andy, “I take it Anne Marie’s with you, and John’s one of us guys.”
“You wanna tell a story?” Andy asked him. “In confidence? Be confident. Siddown. Everybody wanna beer? I’ll get them.”
So Andy left, and the other three sat, and Anne Marie said to Chester, “I wish you’d told me.”
Chester looked surprised. “Told you what? I’m a friend of Andy’s, I said that.”
“But there was no . . . conversation.”
“Well, Anne Marie, if I can call you Anne Marie—”
“Of course.”
“I didn’t know you, did I? It could be you’re the lady of the house, it could be you’re a bill collector, process server. No offense, I seen cops look like you.”
“Not enough of them,” John said.
“Very true,” Chester told him. “John, is it? You’re right when you’re right. Most cops, what they look like, they look like what you would look like if, your whole life, you never ate anything but Big Macs.”
Andy came back then to distribute beer, take his own seat, and say, “Chester, I haven’t seen you in years. More.”
“You know I went up,” Chester said.
“It wasn’t your fault,” Andy assured him.
“Of course it wasn’t my fault,” Chester said, “but I was still doing large time.” Including John and Anne Marie in his explanation, he said, “I’m the driver, it can’t be my fault, unless I turn around and drive back to the bank. The thing is, I started in life as a stunt driver.”
Anne Marie, surprised, said, “Really?”
“You may have seen the one,” Chester said, “where the guy’s escaping in the car, they’re after him, the street becomes an alleyway, too narrow for the car, he angles sharp right, bumps the right wheels up on the curb, spins sharp left, the car’s up on two left wheels, he goes down the alley at a diagonal, drops onto four wheels where it widens out again, ta-ran-ta-rah.”
“Wow,” Anne Marie said.
“That was me,” Chester told her. “We gotta do it in one take or otherwise I’m gonna cream the car against some very stone buildings. I liked that life.”
John said, “Was it you in the rest of the picture?”
“Nah,” Chester said, “that was some movie star. They even had to bring in somebody else to do his swimming. Anyway, the problem was, that career dried up. They don’t need the guys like me now, they got computers to do the stunts.” He shrugged, but looked disgusted. “People wanna look at a cartoon, a car on a diagonal down the alley, nobody at the wheel, nobody’s life at stake, what I say, it isn’t the pictures got worse, it’s the audience. But don’t let me get off on that, that’s a pet grievance, or it would be, except now I got a new pet grievance.” Turning to Andy, he said, “And frankly, that’s why I’m here.”
“I was wondering,” Andy admitted. “You say you’ve been out four years, but I haven’t heard anything about you, so I don’t think you’re driving any more.”
“Not away from banks,” Chester said. “See, it isn’t that I reformed, it’s that driving in heists wasn’t my first career choice to begin with. Movies, and some television, your circus in the slow periods, industrial films, I was making out okay. But then, when the computer muscles me outa there, how else am I gonna maintain my standard of living?”
“So,” Andy said, “you didn’t go back to it when you got out, because you got something else?”
“I did minimum time,” Chester told him. “Kept my nose clean, all positive reports, got parole in one, with a placement bureau that actually did some placing for once. There was this rich guy, Monroe Hall—”
“I’ve heard that name,” Andy said, and Anne Marie felt that she too had heard it, but couldn’t think where.
“It’s been in the news of late,” Chester said, and sounded disgusted again. “Let me get there.”
“Take your time,” Andy agreed.
“Monroe Hall,” Chester said, “owns one of the major antique car collections in the world, out in his estate in Pennsylvania. Probably two million dollars on wheels, he keeps them in climate-controlled barns, he does exhibits sometimes, these are his babies. But himself he’s not a great driver, so he hires a guy, like a chauffeur, to drive the cars, make sure they stay in condition. You just let a car sit around, the gasoline gums up, everything goes to hell. So around the time I’m getting out, Hall’s previous chauffeur, that he’s had almost as long as the cars, dies of natural causes and he needs a new guy. I’ve got one fall, I’ve paid my debt to society, I’ve got this movie background, it’s exciting to Hall in every possible way. Movies, jail, bank robbery, you name it. So the placement bureau puts me together with Hall, I’m hired, I relocate the family out to Pennsylvania.”
Andy said, “Family?”
Surprised, Chester said, “You didn’t know that? Well, I guess I kept that part away from the part you knew. Yeah, I got a wife and three kids, grown now, well, in their twenties, but outa the house. So the wife and me, we relocate, and I’ve got all these cars to play with, and I’m an employee of SomniTech.”
“Wait a minute,” Andy said. “I’ve heard of that.”
“Sure you have,” Chester agreed. “It’s one of your huge corporations, they’re in oil, they’re in manufacturing, they’re in communications, they’re all over the place. It’s what they call horizontal diversification, which to me sounds like a whorehouse that caters to all tastes, but if that’s how they want to call it, fine. Anyway, Monroe Hall is one of the major executives there. And everything in his life is paid for by SomniTech. My paychecks are SomniTech. I get health insurance and a retirement plan, it’s all SomniTech. The upkeep on the cars, paid for by SomniTech. His pool maintenance is a business expense, goes through SomniTech, his kids’ dentist bills.”
“Something went wrong,” Andy said. “I’ve read about this thing.”
“What he was doing,” Chester said, “charging everything off to the company, turns out he wasn’t supposed to do that.”
“Cheating the IRS,” Andy suggested.
“Well, that, too,” Chester said. “But the main thing was, he was stealing from the company. That’s shareholders’ money, that’s supposed to be profit, dividends, they just sucked it all out, him and like four other executives at the top of the heap.”
Anne Marie said, “I remember that! Wasn’t he the white-haired man, testified in front of Congress?”
“Anne Marie,” Andy said, “every white-haired man in America that owns a suit has testified in front of Congress.”
“But you’re right,” Chester assured her. “Monroe Hall was one of the people testified in those business ethics hearings.”
Andy said, “So what happens? This Hall guy gets your old cell?”
“Not a chance,” Chester told him. “You can’t touch these guys, every one of them is surrounded by a moat filled with man-eating lawyers. He’s still fat and happy there in Pennsylvania. But here’s the thing of it,” he said, and Anne Marie saw that now he was getting angry. “The deal he cuts,” Chester explained, “he has to make restitution, partial restitution, and the reason it’s partial, he’s gotta plead poverty now, so he can’t be a guy now that his hobby is million-dollar antique cars, so he gives it—here comes a charitable tax deduction, by the way—he gives it to a foundation. And guess who the foundation is. I mean, if you lift up the rock.”
Andy said, “How does this affect you?”
“The foundation takes over maintenance on the collection,” Chester said, “with some federal education money, and the foundation can’t hire an ex-con.”
Andy said, “You’re out of a job.”
“I’m out of everything. My job is gone, my medical insurance through SomniTech is gone, my retirement is gone, everything’s gone. I asked him, on account of my faithful service, find a spot for me somewhere, all of sudden I’m not allowed on the property, nobody wants to talk to me on the phone.”
“Jeez,” Andy said.
Chester shook his head. “My first career is still dead, my second career still contains certain risks, and I don’t feel like getting a job at a car service in Manhattan, to be the guy out at the airport holding up the sign: Pembroke.”
Andy said, “You have a different idea.”
“I do.”
“And you think it includes me,” Andy said.
“I hope it includes you.”
John said, “What is it you want to steal?”
“His fucking cars,” Chester said, and nodded at Anne Marie. “Excuse the French.”
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I TELL YOU WHAT,” Monroe Hall said. “Let’s throw a party.”  “They won’t come,” Alicia said, and walked on past him toward the stairs.
Monroe had been standing about in the upstairs west wing hall, not thinking of much of anything, when his wife emerged from the music room with a triangle in her hand. Seeing her, the party thought had just popped into his head, fully formed, and now it was as though a big happy party was what he’d been wanting forever. Forever. “Why not?” he called after her. “What do you mean, they won’t come?”
She turned back to give him one of the patient looks he detested so. “You know why not,” she said.
“Who won’t come?” he demanded. “What about our friends?”
“We don’t have any friends, darling,” she said. “Not any more.”
“Somebody has to stand by me!”
“I’m standing by you, dearest,” she said, this time with the sad smile that was only marginally less detestable than the patient look. “I’m afraid that will have to do.”
“We used to throw parties,” he said, feeling very forlorn and put-upon. Nearby, the clock room erupted into a hundred cuckoos proclaiming the hour—ten (a.m., though the cuckoos didn’t know quite that much)—and Monroe and his wife automatically moved on down the hall.
“Of course we used to throw parties,” she agreed, raising her voice a bit above the cuckoos. “You were an important and successful and rich man,” she explained, as the cuckoo chorus raggedly wound itself down. “People wanted to be seen with you, to have the world think of them as your friend.”
“That’s who I’m talking about,” Monroe said. “Those people. We’ll invite them. You’ll do clever wording on the note, something about how the little unpleasantness is over and we can all get back to our lives again, and— Why are you shaking your head?”
“They won’t come,” she said, “and you know it.”
“But I’m still important and successful,” he insisted. “And I’m still rich, come to that, though I admit I can’t quite flaunt it the way I used to. But I’m still who I was.”
“Oh, darling, no, you’re not,” she said, with the little sympathetic headshake and cluck that was also on the detestable list. “What you are now, Monroe,” she told him, “is notorious. What you are now is a pariah.”
“Oh!” he cried, terribly hurt. “That you’d say that!”
“No party, dear,” she said. “We can watch movies on the television.”
“What about the lawyers?” he demanded. “They made enough off me, God knows. What if I invited them?”
“They’d be happy to come,” she said.
He smiled. “See?”
“For three hundred and fifty dollars an hour.”
“Oh, damn!” he cried, and actually stamped his foot. A soft man of middle height, middle age, and middling condition, his jowls rippled when he stamped his foot, which he didn’t realize and which his wife was too kindhearted to tell him, unfortunately, because it made him look like a turkey, and if he’d known that, he might have stopped doing it. But he didn’t know about his comical jowls, so he did stamp his foot, and cried out, “I can’t do anything! I can’t leave the country, I can’t even leave the state. I can’t go into the office—”
“You don’t have an office any more, dear,” she said.
“That’s why I can’t go into it.”
“If you did go to the headquarters of SomniTech, Monroe,” she told him, “the remaining employees there, the ones who lost their retirement benefits, might very well string you up.”
“For God’s sake!” he cried. “Why can’t they all just get over it? What did I do? The same thing everybody else did!”
“Well, a little more so,” she suggested.
“A matter of degree.” Monroe shrugged it all away. “Listen, what about the fellas? You know, the old bunch from the shop? They can’t high-hat me, they were indicted, too,”
“If you will recall, Monroe,” she said, with the detestable patient look, “the judge was very forceful on that topic. You and the boys are not to associate with one another any more.”
“Associate!” he cried, as though he’d never had any such idea in his mind. “I don’t want to associate. How can a fellow play golf? l want to play golf! You can’t play golf by yourself, then what is it? Just you and these sticks and the ball, and you hit and walk and hit and walk and it’s boring, Alicia, it’s the most boring thing on earth, golf, if you’re just doing it by yourself. The whole point of golf is hearty laughter with your chums. And where are my chums?”
“Not in jail,” she pointed out, “and neither are you, and you can all consider yourselves extremely lucky.”
“Bosh,” he said. “That wasn’t luck, that was money. Give a whole lot of money to the lawyers, stand back, let them work out the deal. So they worked out the deal. But how long do I have to— Pariah! How long does that go on? It is like being in jail, Alicia!”
“Not quite,” she said, with the detestable sad smile. “Not quite, Monroe, though I do understand. I too would like a little fun in my life. Would you like to go for a drive?”
“Where?” he demanded. “If I leave the compound, you never know when some reporter’s going to pop out from behind a tree with those smart-alecky questions. Or even a disgruntled stockholder, some of them are still out there, too, with their horsewhips.”
“Around the compound, then,” she said. “We could take that Healey Silverstone, that’s such a fun car to drive.”
“I don’t feel like it,” he said, and stuck out his lower lip. What he was feeling, in fact, was sulky. Since he’d been born rich into a family that had been a long time rich, he’d never known the need to suppress his feelings, so he pouted completely and might even have stamped his foot again, except he sensed that a kind of lumpish stillness might better illustrate the sulk he’d fallen into.
“Well, I think it’s a good idea,” she said. “Zip around in the Healey. Wind in our hair.”
“I don’t like the cars as much any more,” he said.
“Because you had to let Chester go,” she suggested.
“We all knew he was an ex-convict,” Monroe reminded her. “He was one of my good deeds, one of my many good deeds that no longer counts any more. But, no. I have to pretend I’ve given the cars away and do all that foundation rigmarole so they won’t be lost in the settlement, and fire the only person who ever really understood the cars and could make them just tick right along. I loved it when he drove me. I don’t want to drive me. I’m afraid of banging them into things.”
“I’ll drive you,” she offered.
“I’m afraid of you banging them into things.”
“Nonsense,” she said. “I’ve never banged a car into anything in my life.”
“Famous last words.”
“I’m going for a drive,” she decided, “with you or without you. In the Healey. I love that car.”
“Associate,” Monroe said, pursuing his own thoughts. “There’s that ‘associate’ word again. I can’t associate with Chester because he’s an ex-convict, surprise, surprise, so now I don’t even get to enjoy the cars any more.”
“Coming, Monroe?”
“No,” he said, remembering he was sulking, and again stuck out his lower lip.
“Well, in that case,” she said, with a smile, “I might even drive off the compound. Nobody bothers me. Here, put this away, would you?” she said, and handed him the triangle. “I won’t practice with it, after all. That’s how bored I was, Monroe. But a quick spin in the Healey is a much better idea than ting-ting-ting, sing Johnny One-Note. I’ll be back for lunch.” And off she went, down the hall toward the stairs and the great world outside.
Because Monroe was rich, Alicia, who was his first wife, looked like a second wife, so, even when sulking, he watched her walk with a great deal of pleasure. One of the few pleasures left to him, Alicia. He knew he was lucky she’d stuck by him, when all the other rats deserted like . . . well, the ship thing.
She was gone. He was alone in the hallway, with nowhere to go and nothing to do. Can’t even have a party.
God, he told himself, I wish something would happen.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/RoadtoRuin-cover.jpg





