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I can't tell you who I am. The reason isn't
hard to work out, and you'll realise why when I
tell you more. There are other things I can't tell
you either. I can't tell you the names of places
where I went, or of the people involved. If you
think it might annoy you then you'd better stop
reading now. It's important to get these things
straight right at the beginning. I don't want to
mislead anyone about how much I'm prepared to
give away.
I could make up names for people and places,
but it doesn't seem right somehow. What I do tell
you I want to be accurate. I think it's important
to tell the truth. I know it's not what you'd expect
from someone like me, but I think it's important.
I'm not proud of what I did, and I think I've
changed over the years, so I want to put the
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record straight as far as I can, without putting
any lives at risk.
Some names of course everyone knows. After
all it was a major event, and even though not
many people know the truth no one has
forgotten what happened. I don't know
everything myself, but I know more than most,
being involved the way I was, and I think it's
right people should know as much as possible.
What I know must be important or they wouldn't
have wanted to stop me from telling my story.
I didn't know for certain who put out the
contract. Later I found out enough to satisfy
myself, but nothing that would stand up in court.
There's no way anyone as far down the line as
me could actually have proof, they make sure of
that, but in the light of what happened since I
wouldn't have any hesitation in throwing the
switch myself if they asked me to. I suppose a
lot of people would like to do that to me.
I'd been in that line of work for a good while,
and even though I say so myself I was good at
what I did. Not that I'm proud of it anymore. I've
changed since then. But when I think of it I must
have been one of the first people they thought
of. Not right at the top of the list maybe, but
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certainly worth considering, and what clinched it
might have been my long range ability. I'm a
specialist.
They have their ways of getting in touch. You
never see the man who puts out the contract,
although you can often work out who it is by
who comes to you with the proposition. This
time they were more careful than that. With it
being such a big job they were careful to make
sure no one knew the people who did the deals. I
never knew any of the people I dealt with.
Only a few people knew I was available for
that sort of work, so even though I didn't know
the voice on the phone I knew it was OK to
show up. We just met in a bar, middle of the
afternoon when there weren't too many people
about. He explained it was a big job, said it was
a very serious business but that things were
being taken care of to make sure nothing went
wrong. Quite how well they were going to take
care of me I didn't know at the time.
He said it was the biggest job I would ever
have in my life, and it would mean never
mentioning it, not even to people in the
organisation, so I should consider very carefully
if I wanted to do it before he gave me the details.
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Even though I pressed him for some more
information he wouldn't tell me anything until I
committed myself. It was too dangerous he said.
That was a joke.
At the time I could never resist a challenge. I
had to prove to myself that no matter how big
the job I could do it. There wasn't anything I
could do but accept, even though I didn't know
the first thing about it. Later I regretted it, but at
the time I just kept telling myself that a job was
a job, and if you're a professional you don't
worry about who it is. You don't get involved.
He said it wasn't safe to talk in the bar, but he
had a hotel room booked a couple of blocks
away where we could go over all the details. He
warned me that once I knew who was going to
be hit there was no way I could get out of it, or
at least only at the expense of my own life. That
I figured was giving me another chance to back
out if I wanted to, but by that time I was hooked
and even looking forward to it the way you do,
like a new adventure or something.
We walked down the street to his hotel, not
really saying much. It's hard to make small talk
when you've only just met and something so
important is in the air, and we couldn't really talk
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about the job out there on the sidewalk. I turned
it over and over in my mind to try and think who
it might be. There were a few people right at the
top of other branches of the organisation who
might be in line but that was all I could come up
with.
The hotel was a mess. One of those places
where hookers take their clients, the rooms rent
by the hour, and no one asks why you don't have
any baggage. Even so, it was late 1963, and two
men going upstairs for a couple of hours in the
afternoon still got us a disapproving look from
the desk clerk. He didn't say anything mind you,
there must have been something about us that
told him it wouldn't be a good idea for him to
open his mouth.
Once we got up to the room he pulled a case
out from under the bed and took out some
papers. There were a few diagrams and a couple
of typed sheets. He handed me the sheets. The
top one was an equipment list of some
description. There was the name of a particular
rifle and another well known telescopic sight
and the name of a store where you could get
them. I knew the store. It was the sort of place
where they don't ask any questions and don't

7

keep any records, or at least not the kind that
would be of any help to the cops.
The second sheet was an itinerary, except that
it didn't have any dates on it, and it didn't have
any places either. It just had what time I had to
arrive at the site, how long I had to set up, when
the hit would be made, how long I had to get
back to the hotel, and how long I had to stay
there. There was nothing to give even a hint
about who was going to be hit, so I asked.
He said I shouldn't be so anxious to know,
and handed me the diagrams. They showed a
target travelling towards and drifting just to the
right of a gunman standing on higher ground.
Again there was no indication of who it could
be. From the look of it you would think you
were shooting at a moving vehicle, but the
speeds shown seemed too slow.
First of all he wanted to know if I thought it
looked possible, and if I could do it without
messing it up. I asked if it was a car and he said
it was. He didn't know what type, but it had an
open top and would be travelling fairly slowly.
That was when I realised it must be in a
motorcade, or some sort of procession, and it all
began to make a bit more sense. He said they
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would arrange for me to have some practice on a
moving target. I didn't think I needed any, but it
didn't seem like a good idea to argue.
I asked again who it was, even though I didn't
want to sound like I was pressing him. He
wouldn't tell me. I couldn't see a reason to hold
out any further. They were being more careful
than I'd ever known anyone be before. There
was a reason of course, but I couldn't see it at the
time, and it didn't come to me till the next day.
The next thing to discuss he said was money.
At that time it was pretty well known I had a
standard price, which had gradually gone up
over the years, so I was a bit surprised when he
said this was one job that wouldn't be at the
normal rate. They wanted me to retire for a little
while afterwards he said, and the importance of
the job meant there was a premium on it.
When he told me what they were going to
pay I could hardly believe it. It was more than
enough for me to retire on, and probably never
have to work again. You could tell it wasn't
going to be an ordinary hit, and I really began to
believe what he said about it being the biggest
thing ever in my career. They didn't pay that
much for anyone I could think of.
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The money was to be paid in high
denomination notes, half before the job and half
afterwards. He took out a piece of paper and
wrote out the name of another hotel where I was
to meet him at noon the next day. The money
would be there, and he would give me all the
details of where I had to practice. I would find
out everything else in due course. He said there
was no hurry, and they had to be careful.
From then on I began to feel I was being
followed everywhere I went. It wasn't always the
same person, but I never felt alone anymore.
Tailing someone like that takes a lot of
resources. A lot of men, a lot of time, and a lot of
effort. It wasn't the kind of thing they did for
nothing. I figured they wanted to make sure I
wasn't telling anyone anything. Perhaps they
thought that if I'd worked it out I might go to the
police. Anyway, they weren't taking any
chances.
Sometimes I wandered around for a while to
see if I could spot the person following me. I
stopped and looked in shop windows, went
down alleys where there wasn't anyone else, but
I never did see anyone who you could definitely
say was on my tail. There's a kind of paranoia
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sets in. You wonder if you're imagining it,
whether you're just getting nervous, whether
you're in the right job even. In the end I gave up.
It wasn't the cops as far as I could tell so why
worry?
Now that I know what I know it's easy to see
what was going on, but at the time I couldn't put
it all together, couldn't see further than the end
of my nose. You just have to rely on your
instincts, have to trust yourself, but it isn't easy. I
don't know anybody that could really believe in
themselves in that situation. You think your eyes
are playing tricks on you, you get weird dreams
and that makes you wonder if what happened
yesterday was real or just your imagination. It's
never happened to me before or since and I think
it was not knowing exactly what the job was.
You get nervous, can't help thinking it might be
bigger than you can handle, bigger than even the
biggest thing you can think of. It was, and I
think something told me. I knew, but I couldn't
believe it, or wouldn't believe it, or didn't want
to believe it.
Finally I went to the hotel when I was told.
The desk clerk gave me the room number and I
went up. Another man who I didn't know was
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sitting there. He gave me bus tickets and said the
other guy would meet me at my destination. I
tried to ask what was going on but he said he
didn't know and I should just do as I was told.
There was no point in arguing. He was
obviously just an errand boy. I wasn't pleased,
but it didn't look like I had any choice.
The tickets were to some little town in
Mexico. I said I wasn't going to tell you the
names of places and people and this time I really
can't because I don't remember. You would
think, given what happened later, that it would
be the kind of thing that you could never forget,
but it didn't seem so important at the time and
now I've no idea where it was. You often don't
realise the importance of things till they're over.
I hate bus rides. I even get sick walking to the
bus station. No one ought to be made to travel
that way. I used to earn enough to travel any way
I liked. It wasn't that I wanted to be extravagant,
I just hated to go by bus. I don't like flying either
but that's a different thing. Something goes
wrong on a plane and you've got a few thousand
feet to fall, common sense tells you it isn't
sensible.
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Reluctantly I wandered down to the bus
station. It was a hot afternoon and I felt
uncomfortable. I don't sweat a lot, even in the
middle of summer so I need to take cold baths
all the time. People who sweat a lot don't realise
how lucky they are. I just get pins and needles
down my back and come up in little spots that
itch all the time, and when you scratch them off
there's only water in them. It's always been like
that ever since I was a boy.
The bus wasn't too crowded as it was out of
season, and anyone with any sense goes by train.
Now there's a sensible way to travel. Food, beer,
bathroom, and you're only three feet off the
ground. Why would anyone want to travel any
other way. And if you want a smooth ride so you
can read a book or something then the train's the
thing. Just try reading a book on a bus if you
don't believe me. Can't be done.
I wasn't disappointed, it wasn't a good
journey. There's no reason to bore you with the
details but it took a long time and I wasn't in a
good humour by the time I got there. Once you
get down into Mexico then you have the dust to
put up with as well, even in October. Sometimes
I think it's worse then as it's had all summer to

13

build up. I'd never been put to that kind of
trouble before and I began to wish I'd never got
into it.
The guy I met before was sitting on this old
wooden bench when we got in. He got up to
meet me the way you do if you've been in the
heat for several days and have already got used
to it. He didn't say a word but took the case off
me and walked across the street to a small hotel.
The desk clerk looked up as we went in and my
friend just nodded to him as we passed by. He
didn't care who went in or out, and he wouldn't
remember, that was why we were staying there.
We did a little business. There was more
money than I'd ever seen before. Bigger bills
than I'd ever seen before. That was when it all
began to seem worthwhile and I knew why I was
there. With that kind of money at stake I thought
I was willing to do anything, and at the time I
was. Now, well who knows, but I don't think any
kind of money is enough to do some things. You
have to live with yourself afterwards, that's the
hard thing.
I didn't even count it. I flicked through a few
bundles just for appearances sake but it wasn't
possible to count it all, not without a pencil and

14

paper and about half a day to spare. Mostly what
I used to get wasn't too hard to bank. I had a
business account, so they were used to me taking
in fairly large amounts, but this was something
else.
Target practice was what I was there for
though, and they didn't waste any time in getting
me started. Some old Italian in a beat up Buick
station wagon took us out to the desert where a
track had been marked out round a small hill.
You stood behind some rocks and it curved
round in front of you and over to your right side.
Nothing too elaborate. You were looking down
on it a bit, but the angle was OK.
In front of me they'd put a few poles up to
show where buildings would hide the view. The
point where you first had a good shot was quite
a long way off, and if you missed then you had
to start tilting down which wasn't so good. As it
got closer you'd have to be moving quite quickly
from side to side as well, so it looked as if the
best shot was still when it was some distance
away. It might be a small target but at least it
wasn't moving a lot.
They gave me a rifle. The same type that was
on the list I'd been shown back in the hotel. I
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took a while setting up the sights. You can't be
too careful and it was worth a few rounds to get
it right on target. Attention to detail is the thing.
If you take enough care over a thing then it'll
come out right. I never try and take a short cut,
particularly in the preparation. It's not worth it.
In the end I let them hook up the trailer to the
station wagon. There was a pole on it that
supported a wooden figure of a man. He was
painted white, except for the head which they'd
taped some red paper over. Partly so I could see
what I was supposed to be aiming at, and partly
so they could see how many hits I got by
changing the paper each time.
I don't want to brag or anything, but it was
child's play the speed they brought that trailer
round the bend. You couldn't miss. There was
plenty of time to get in three clear shots before it
even started drifting down and away to the right.
I should think I could have got about a dozen
shots on target if I'd wanted to show off. It was
better just to put in three certain ones though, so
they could see I was hitting with every shot I
fired.
I think they were impressed. People who
don't have the touch for it always are, but if you
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can do it then it isn't hard. So long as you
concentrate you're home and dry. They started
moving it round faster and faster, but because of
the angle you couldn't miss, at least not with the
first shot after it cleared the building, and I only
fired when I was sure it was going to be a hit.
Everyone got bored with it after a while, and
I could see my man talking to the driver of the
Buick. He signalled me to come down. It was
almost as if the old guy in the car was making
the decisions. I kind of noted it, but didn't think
about it anymore at the time. Later I tried and
tried to remember his face, to recollect if I'd seen
it anywhere before or afterwards. He did seem
familiar, but I couldn't place him.
When I got down they told me to take a seat
in the back of the Buick. The old Italian guy got
out and went round to the back. He took a long
time taking the trailer off, and generally fiddled
around some distance away. What happened
next was the most chilling moment of my life.
That was the real beginning of the nightmare.
Everything before that I did casually, but after I
just had this sick feeling deep in my stomach.
That was twenty five years ago, and sometimes I
still have it.
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He was so calm. He just sat there and said I'd
probably guessed how big a hit it was, and asked
if I wanted to know who it was going to be. I
said I did, and he just told me as if it was the
most natural thing in the world. Just those two
words, that name, chilled me to the bone. A
million thoughts rushed through my brain, but
backing out wasn't one of them.
I knew I had to stay absolutely calm and not
show any emotion at all. He was certainly
having a very good look to see how I took it. If I
showed any sign I hadn't taken it well I knew I
would never make it back across the border, and
a shallow grave in Mexico wasn't how I wanted
to end my life. Despite how I was feeling I did a
good job. I raised one eyebrow, pursed my lips,
and nodded once.
He made a signal to the old man who turned
and walked back towards the car. I looked back
to see what was going to happen to me, but he
just got into the driver's seat and started the
motor. I've never been a big talker, but that was
the most silent journey of my life. At the time I
couldn't work out why I was so shocked. I'd
killed important men before, not so well known
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perhaps, but why should that make such a
difference?
Back at the hotel I had a shower, got my
things together, and wondered how I was going
to get back with so much money. Border guards
tend to be suspicious, and if they found that little
lot I'd be helping the F.B.I. within about ten
minutes. As far as I knew I wasn't wanted, but it
was too big a risk. My man told me not to worry.
I didn't need to know the details but it was taken
care of.
Before we left he gave me a list of dates
times and places. It was very detailed. Covered
just about every minute of my time for the next
couple of months, including where I had to stay,
when I had to visit the site in advance, when and
where I had to buy the rifle and ammunition.
Nothing was left out. There were even cover
stories for all eventualities. You couldn't fault
them, it was all there, even down to burning the
instructions.
He said I wouldn't see him again until after
the job, when I would be paid the rest of the
money. Everything was taken care of,
particularly my safety before and after. On the
day the site would be secured to ensure I was
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able to leave quietly. There was nothing to
complain about, but I wasn't happy, and not just
with what I was being asked to do. My instincts
told me there was something more to it, and as it
turned out, I was right.
We loaded the Buick and set off for the
border. I couldn't wait to get back. Home seemed
safe and inviting, and the sooner I was out of
their company the better I was going to feel.
Once I was on my own I thought I might be able
to work it all out. I've had journeys like that
before, where you just can't wait for them to
end. You never seem to get anywhere. It all takes
for ever.
We stopped at a little cantina about ten miles
from the border. The Italian got out to make a
call and came back saying everything would be
OK in a couple of hours, so we all went in out of
the sun and had a few cold beers. I couldn't
settle and kept turning the events over and over
in my mind looking for something that would
make sense of how I felt. I didn't even
understand why they would want to kill him
anyway. Usually I didn't bother about reasons.
Usually it didn't matter. But this time I couldn't
imagine what the reason might be.
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In the end the Italian made another call and
we finally left. Twenty minutes later we were at
the border. It was one of those deserted country
roads, not a soul about except for a solitary
border guard. We slowed up and wound the
window down. The guard came over, smiling as
if he knew us. They gave him a couple of folded
bills and he just waved us through. Easy if you
know who you're dealing with, and they
obviously did.
They dropped me in town, close to the hotel
where I had to stay. I booked in under the false
name they gave me, went upstairs and crashed
out on the bed. God I've never been so thankful
to be back in America, with only one
reservation. No one knew what was going down,
but if they did know, they'd kill me as soon as
look at me. I could never have an honest
friendship again.
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I went and looked. It wasn't anything too
spectacular, and pretty much the way they'd had
it marked out in the desert. Looked like I could
get a clean shot in without too much trouble.
The only thing I had to hope for was that it
wasn't a windy day. The further away you are
the more effect it has, and with buildings and
some clear spaces you tend to get it swirling.
That's the worst kind of wind because it's
unpredictable.
What struck me most was how it didn't seem
like the right setting for the occasion. I knew
they had to go for the place that gave them the
most chance of success, but even so, it was just
too ordinary. I knew some large formal event
would have been too risky but I thought it could
have been somewhere better. Still, it doesn't
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matter to the person who's being hit I don't
suppose. If you do the job right they don't know
much about it.
The timetable didn't give me very long there.
That was to try and reduce the chance of anyone
seeing me. The less I was seen around the better,
and I was only too happy to fall in with their
plans. The safer it was the happier I was. In fact
I wasn't allowed anywhere near the site for a
couple of weeks beforehand. You can't be too
careful with that kind of job, and anyway there
were things to do.
The first thing was to move into a hotel in
another town. The date and time were all listed,
and the reservation made in yet another name.
They must have had it planned for months. You
can't think of all those things on the spur of the
moment, and it wasn't just my plans that they
had to think about. The more I thought about it
the more I realised that I was just a pawn in a
very big game. Now that should have told me
something.
I went out to the store where I had to get the
rifle. They had what I needed, as you'd expect.
After all it's a popular model. I got the scope
there too, and about two hundred rounds. It was
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brand new, that way you could guarantee it
didn't have a history that would let you down
later. And from this place in particular no one
would ever be able to trace it. They weren't the
kind of people to answer any questions. It would
have been bad for business.
I went down to the range at the time on my
itinerary and set it up. It was quiet there. I
remember thinking they must have watched it
for ages to find out the best time to go. I took a
while over it. It's not the kind of job you rush,
not if you take any kind of pride in your work. I
normally set it all up, pack everything away, and
then try it all out again to make sure it
reassembles properly without going out of
alignment.
This was a good weapon, precision built and
meant to withstand being packed up and moved
around. It was a good traveller. I should think
you could have gone hunting with it for six
months and never needed to touch it. That was
the way it had to be though. You had to be able
to just turn up, assemble everything, do the job,
pack up and walk away. There was no room for
error. There wouldn't be any second chances.
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I bought a holdall from a store two doors
down from the hotel. You can't go around with a
gun case under your arm and not have everyone
notice. The important thing is to blend in with
the background. Make it so no one even gives
you a second glance. I even dirtied it a bit so it
wouldn't look so new, and then walked around
with it all the time so I'd get used to it, so it
became a part of me.
I got my image right in those two weeks.
Real casual. No one could have had an easier
unconcerned walk. It wasn't so important
beforehand, but it would be pretty much
essential after. I had to be the guy who had no
idea what had happened. Once I was a block
away that would be how most people were, so
that was the way to blend in. You can't leave
these things to chance. You have to know how
you're going to act, that way you don't get
nervous.
Finally I moved back to the town where I was
going to do the job. Another tiny hotel where no
one took any notice of you if you didn't make
too much noise and paid in advance. You can go
anywhere in America and if you just act nice,
don't say anything controversial, and shave
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every day you won't be suspected of anything.
Believe me I should know, I don't think anyone
I've ever met has had any idea what I did for a
living.
Time goes slowly when you're waiting for
something to happen. They made me have this
routine as well, which made it go even slower. It
had to look like I was going to work each day, so
every morning I left the hotel at eight, and came
back at six, to make seem as if I was just a guy
working in town who was staying there a couple
of weeks till he found himself somewhere to
live. You get lots of guys doing that, so they
wouldn't think anything of it.
I took the bag out with me when I went,
although I left the equipment under one of the
floor boards. Cops aren't predictable, and they're
liable to search anyone wandering around. Not
that I wandered around a lot. I had a few books
which I used to weight the bag down, so it
looked as if there was something in it, and then I
went to the library and kept my head down as if
I was doing some research.
As it got nearer the time I got more nervous.
That worried me because I never used to get
nervous and it's not good to feel that way if
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you're going to do the job well. It must have
been the importance of it. You'd be pretty hard
put to think of something bigger, or something
where there would be a lot more fuss. I went to a
hypnotist one time who taught me how to relax.
It was years since I'd used those exercises, but it
seemed like a good time to start again.
Music was always a help. That was a hard
thing to get in a hotel room in those days. I
borrowed a radio from the desk clerk for a small
consideration and tried to listen to the music
stations in the evening. It wasn't a lot of good
though, not with all those adverts and stupid
announcers. How do they get paid for doing
that? Takes all the pleasure out of it. Why they
don't just get on and play the music I don't know.
The night before I couldn't sleep, and that
hadn't happened to me in years. I turned over
and over. The soles of my feet were cold and
damp, and I had stomach cramps. When I finally
did go to sleep I had nightmares about the job.
First off I missed with every shot, and when the
crowd realised what I was doing they all came
after me, and chased me through the streets.
Once they got the rope around my neck I woke
up.
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It was a fine day. The sun was out, and for
November you certainly couldn't complain. It
was a bit windy, which I'd hoped it wouldn't be,
but you can't have everything. A clear day was a
big advantage. You can see what you're doing,
and you don't have any trouble getting lined up
on your target. I always used to be scared of
hurting someone else if it was raining or misty
and you couldn't see too well.
I swapped the books in the holdall for the
equipment under the floor boards. Being quiet
was a problem that early in the morning,
although I hadn't nailed the board down after
putting the stuff in there. It was essential they
didn't notice any difference in my routine. I did
all the usual things, shaved, washed, used the
bathroom, and had breakfast, all at exactly the
same times as I always did.
Once I left the house I went to the library
where I usually went, and read there until about
mid morning, exactly as I was told to do in the
schedule. During the past few weeks I had
deliberately varied my times in the library so
that no one would notice when I came and went.
In fact I don't think anyone ever gave me a
second glance, not even the guy on the desk.
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Once I was out I walked quickly to the site,
which took about quarter of an hour. There were
quite a few people around as you might expect.
With someone that important coming to visit
there were bound to be spectators. I couldn't
help thinking I was the only one who really
knew what they were going to see. Something
they would be able to tell their grandchildren
about. Something they wouldn't want to see, but
something they would all boast about later. I
could just hear them all saying they were
actually there.
I felt important. I'd come to terms with what I
had to do. I'm not saying I didn't feel nervous
with it being such a big hit, the biggest in fact,
but I'd got back to how I usually was, and I
wasn't thinking of it in personal terms anymore.
It was just a job to be done. Mostly I felt like
that from the outset. After all I never knew any
of the people I killed. I think what made this one
different was having seen him on TV, actually
heard him speak.
Once I worked my way around to the site I
found it was completely empty, as if it had been
deliberately cleared for security reasons. In fact
there were a few men in suits around which
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made me nervous. I was wearing what I'd been
told to wear though, and when they saw me walk
up to the fence they just looked away.
It wasn't hard to work out what was going on,
but just to be completely sure I had a look round
before unpacking. As I looked down the grassy
knoll I could see quite a few people between me
and the road. Luckily I was a few feet above
them, so they didn't obscure the view. I noticed a
man with a movie camera, and guessed I might
be about to make him rich, if he was running at
the right time.
I was in the shade, and the plaza was in
bright sunlight, so I guessed no one on the other
side of the fence could see me. I remember
thinking it had been worked out very well. I
wouldn't have to rush the shot for fear of being
seen. Whoever thought it all out certainly knew
what they were doing. In fact they were better at
their job than I expected, as I was soon to find
out. They certainly hadn't told me everything.
I watched the men in suits. You can't be too
careful. They deliberately ignored me, and didn't
even look in my direction. Once or twice an
eager citizen came round the corner, to try and
find a better view no doubt. They were gently
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but firmly turned away. I was as sure as I could
be that they were on my side, so I sat down
behind the fence and began to assemble
everything.
It doesn't take long to assemble a rifle and
scope. Once you've done it a few times it comes
as second nature. I'd used that type of weapon
before anyway, and I did it easily, despite the
fact that my palms were beginning to sweat
again. It must have been the importance of the
occasion. It's the only time I can remember not
being absolutely cold and very calm. My pulse
normally slowed right down, but this time it was
racing.
Once I had everything ready I looked at my
watch. Five minutes to go if it was all running to
schedule. You couldn't count on that, so I had to
rely a little on other things. There would be an
increase in crowd activity as he got nearer, and I
knew I would be able to hear the engines of the
motorcycle out riders before I could see the head
of the motorcade come round the bend.
The wait seemed to last for ever. All I could
hear was the sound of the wind and people
talking to one another. I remember thinking it
would be the last sound he would ever hear. He
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had no idea that these were his last moments on
earth, that these people were the last things he
would ever see, that he had enjoyed his last
meal, his last drink, kissed his wife and children
for the last time. Then I heard a tell tale sound,
my heart slowed, my eyes narrowed against the
glare, and I stood up.
I felt absolutely calm again for the first time
in weeks. Little flashes of silver white light from
the chrome on the police motorcycles appeared
round the corner of the building. I strained my
eyes to see the beginning of the motorcade.
There was no point in looking through the scope
yet, but I was desperate to try and see the
limousine with him in it. At that distance it was
harder to pick out the details than I imagined.
Everything was moving more slowly than I
expected and it seemed to take for ever before
the first car came round the bend. I strained to
pick out the faces, but there was no one I
recognised. Then the next car swung into view,
and there he was, his right hand moving up to
sweep back that familiar lock of hair. I lowered
my head to the sights and took up some sort of
aim in the general area.
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He came into the sights almost immediately,
and I began to arc downwards very gently to
keep the cross centred on his forehead.
Everything became steady. I was just starting to
squeeze the trigger when suddenly I heard two
shots from somewhere high in front of me. It
was a shock to discover I wasn't the only one on
the job, but I didn't take my eye off him for even
a split second.
He leaned forward clutching his throat, and I
realised the job hadn't been done. With the
change in angle it wasn't such an easy shot, but I
gently lined up the sights again. His arm came
into view as he raised it to try and protect
himself, but he moved it too high. I squeezed the
trigger. His chin jerked up, and the back of his
head blew out over the trunk of the car.
I heard other shots, but I didn't wait around to
see what was happening. I knew I'd done the
job, and the thing to do was to get out of there.
One man was already half way up the knoll, and
coming fast in my direction. I had everything
packed away faster than I'd ever done before. I'd
learned the route out, and walked it in less
pressing circumstances. Now I was surprised at
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how quickly the streets flashed by. In only a half
a minute or so I was out of it.
Once I was in an area of town where it was
clear no one had any idea of what had just
happened I stopped walking quickly and began
to amble along as if I hadn't a care in the world.
There was no reason for anyone to pay me any
special attention, and I don't think I was given a
second glance. I may have looked calm, and had
it been an ordinary hit I would have been, but I
began to feel nervous again as I tried to go over
what had happened.
I hadn't been told the truth, or at least they'd
missed out some of the bits they didn't want to
tell me. I wasn't very pleased. If I'm part of a
team I like to know. Apart from anything else it
could have put me off. Suddenly hearing other
shots like that could have stopped me making a
clean hit. I still hadn't worked out all the
implications.
The muscles between my neck and shoulders
began to get very tense. It always happens when
I'm annoyed about something. I tried to relax
them a bit, moved them around until the dull
pain went away. It was important to stay fairly
calm. Even the best laid plans can go wrong, and
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this didn't seem like the time to let myself go. I
needed to stay alert in case something
unexpected happened.
I ambled into the hotel. By then news must
have been on the radio. The desk clerk looked
stunned. He handed me the key as if he was in a
trance. There was a moments pause and then he
asked me if I'd heard. I said I had, and I'd come
back to the hotel as there didn't seem much else
to do. He just nodded, and I heard him asking
himself who could do such a thing as I went
upstairs. He had no idea.
I lay on the bed for maybe two hours. I was
right, there wasn't anything else to do. I couldn't
listen to any music. I doubt if any of the stations
would have been running record request shows
anyway, and I couldn't yet face hearing about
what I'd done. Not that I felt guilty, not then
anyway, it was just that they always got it wrong
and I didn't like to hear about it. It had happened
before.
Sleep overtook me. The dreams were awful,
but I couldn't control them. I dreamt I missed,
that's the usual one. I dreamt I was caught. I
dreamt that I fired and fired and nothing
happened. I dreamt I saw the face of the other
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gunman, and he was a friend of mine. He said
how pleased he was to see me and then turned
the gun on me. After that I woke up.
Surprisingly I felt calmer. I'd been through it,
the thing itself, the getaway, the dreams, and I
was still there and still safe. Not only that, but in
about forty-eight hours I would be out of there if
it all went well, and on my way north with as
much money as anyone could want, ready to
start a new life maybe. I wouldn't be able to
forget it for a while, but the fuss would all die
down in the end and I'd be able to get on with
my life the way I wanted.
I had to eat. There wasn't anything in the
room so it meant going out. I'd lost track of time,
but it must have been about four in the afternoon
and I guessed there wouldn't be much danger,
even though I'd been told to stay in for the rest
of the day. The real danger after leaving the site
was if a cop decided to do a spot check on lots
of people including me. Without a bag and a gun
there wasn't really anything to worry about.
That was the first flaw in the master plan.
Obviously a man had to eat. In that kind of hotel
there wasn't going to be any food around so you
had to go out. So much for staying put for the
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rest of the day. If I'd thought there was any real
danger I'd have gone without, or if I'd thought
about it beforehand then I would have stashed a
few cans in the room.
From the moment I went out I knew I had a
tail on. Nothing I could put my finger on but I
was sure one or probably more of them were
keeping an eye on me. I always have an instinct
for that, not for much else, but certainly for that.
It should have told me something, but it didn't.
Most of the time I can't see further than the end
of my nose, and that's a dangerous thing,
particularly in this game. You have to know
when people aren't playing by the rules, and you
have to be a good guesser about the things you
don't exactly know.
Everything was quiet. You could have heard a
pin drop. People walked around with there heads
down not looking at one another. There wasn't
anyone prepared to look me in the eye. The man
on the corner selling hot dogs just shrugged
when someone suggested he close and go home.
He said people still had to eat, but you could tell
his heart wasn't in it. I don't normally eat hot
dogs, but I bought one anyway. I felt kind of
sorry for him, sorry that he took it so hard.
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I thought there would be a lot of anger, the
way Americans always get angry when someone
scores points off them, and I figured the
Russians or the Cubans might get the blame
given the events of the past year or so and that
would help fuel the fire a bit, but there was real
sorrow. People were sad. You could see it in
their faces, and it was everyone, there wasn't an
unaffected person out there.
It was hard to imagine what I did having so
much effect on so many people. As it had turned
out I wasn't the only one who had a shot, but that
didn't matter, I was the one who killed him, and
this was the result. I couldn't stand eating the hot
dog in the street, so I got some coffee to take out
and went back to the hotel. It had occurred to me
to eat out and take in some of the atmosphere,
but once I sampled it I didn't want to.
I tried the radio. I didn't want to but you can't
be ignorant for ever. There could have been
some useful information on it, and I couldn't
bear not to know. There were reports that he'd
been rushed to the hospital and had died shortly
afterwards, and the doctors hadn't been able to
save his life. That's the trouble with reporters,
they never get it right. From what I saw, and I
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was in a pretty good position to see, it was a
clean hit, and if anyone was DOA he was.
They also said some poor guy had been
arrested in an out of town movie theatre,
although they didn't exactly say he was
responsible they said he might be connected to it
in some way and the police would say
something later. At the time I guessed what they
would have to say was that they got it wrong. No
one could have guessed what would happen but
I should have had a bit better idea than I had.
There were so many signs.
I switched it off. There wasn't going to be
anything useful on it, and I should have known
better. People don't realise that if you don't get
the guy at the scene then the chances of ever
getting him are pretty slim, and the longer it
goes the more likely he is to get away with it.
That's the principle I always work on. If you
don't leave any clues, and you get more than a
couple of blocks away then you're pretty safe.
What worried me was the other people who
were involved. I thought there might have been
two others. Not that it was possible to tell
exactly from what I could hear, but there were a
number of other shots and three different angles
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made a lot of sense if you wanted to be really
sure. I never thought about it before but
mathematically it must improve the chances a
whole lot. They certainly knew what they were
doing.
Suddenly the scale of the operation had
grown in my mind, from what I thought it was to
something much larger. When I thought about
those other guys being taken out to the desert
just like me, no doubt thinking they were the
only ones to know what was going on. It must
have come as quite a surprise to them when they
heard the other shots. They would have gone
through everything I went through.
Whoever planned the hit did it very well. If
anyone got caught they had no idea who put out
the contract, no idea who else was involved, no
idea who approached them. All they could give
away would be a series of meetings in a few
small hotels rooms with persons unknown, and a
trip to Mexico, also with persons unknown. That
wouldn't leave the cops with a lot to go on.
Descriptions maybe, but who can make a case
on that. You need evidence.
The woman in the room below me took it
particularly hard. All night long there was crying
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and more crying and more crying. She just
couldn't stop. Somehow I never expected anyone
could be so upset about someone they never
knew. I mean all he was to most people was just
a face on the TV or a voice on the radio. You
can't know someone from that. It isn't possible.
People just felt that they knew him, but it wasn't
real, it was just a dream.
They were upset for themselves, for what
they thought they lost. They thought life was
going to be different, and now they weren't so
sure. It was selfish. They were sorry someone
wasn't going to give them something. Like a
child whose uncle dies just before Christmas and
cries because he isn't going to get a present.
People don't care about a face on a TV set, they
care about themselves.
I wanted to turn on the radio really loud to try
and drown out the wailing. She just went on and
on. It drives you crazy if you think you're the
cause. Like with women, if it's someone you're
seeing and she's crying because you saw
someone else then you can't stand it. You hit her
or tell her to shut up because it makes you feel
guilty.
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I had to wait for the fuss to die down. Forty
eight hours they said. Then I was going to be
paid off. Nothing was on the schedule for that
time though. No time for eating or doing
anything. You can't live like that though with all
the pressure of people crying and stuff like that.
It drives you crazy. So I did go out a bit. Not just
to eat, I mean I did go out for that, but also
because I just couldn't stand to be inside.
Not that outside was much better. It did
improve a bit as the hours went by, but on the
whole no one wanted to say anything, or help
you out, or do anything except act like it was
one of their own family that had died. Somehow
I never thought it could be so bad. Never
thought there could be such a problem with
something like that. It was like the whole
country came to a standstill. Like they were
waiting for something, but I couldn't figure out
what.
I couldn't live on hot dogs. I never did like
them, I think I said already, so I had to go a little
further away and get something a bit better.
Hamburgers are OK, but really I like Italian. You
can't beat a good Italian restaurant. The smaller
the better I always say. That way they take more
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care of you. They care about what you think of
the food, and make it good to keep you coming
back.
The trouble was I couldn't find one in that
part of town. I walked round a lot but never
came across one. And all the time I was walking
around I had the feeling I was being followed. It
was just like it was before the job. Whoever it
was did it well. You couldn't really be absolutely
sure, which meant there was a team at work, but
even so they've got to be pretty good to stop you
getting the make on at least one of them.
There's only a few sources for that sort of
tail. It's a pretty big operation, so you can reckon
it might be the cops, although they aren't that
good at it. I've never had a cop tail me that I
couldn't make in about half an hour. It might be
the FBI, and they can be good if they commit
enough men to it, or it could be the organisation,
the people who employ me. My money was on
the organisation, but I couldn't work out why.
I didn't think the cops or the FBI could
possibly be on to me. There couldn't have been
any way they knew that hit was coming. If they
had known then I would have been taken out
beforehand, and if they didn't know till
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afterwards then they couldn't have got to me so
fast. The trail was too difficult. You'd be talking
about months. Even I didn't know who had hired
me. They make sure everyone knows as little as
possible, that way it's safer.
So if it wasn't the cops or the FBI, it had to
be the organisation, and they don't do that kind
of thing for fun so there had to be a reason, and I
couldn't work out what. After the rest of what
happened I worked it out, it was just obvious,
but at the time I tried to go through all the
possibilities. Even the more plausible ones didn't
seem likely, but if you don't know the whole
story then it's hard to sort things out.
They couldn't be afraid I was going to leave.
After all I was waiting for the pay off. No one is
going to go anywhere without their money. They
couldn't be afraid I was going to go to the cops
or the FBI, it would hardly be in my best
interests. The only thing I could think of was
they weren't so much tailing me as checking to
make sure no investigation got as far as me, so
they could get me out in a hurry if necessary.
I wasn't totally convinced but it was the best I
could come up with so I had to live with it.
There was only a couple of days to wait and then
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I would get my second suitcase full of money
and move out of that awful little town for good.
It isn't a place you would ever want to stay,
particularly in that situation. I wasn't so much
worried about people following me as I was
about getting paid and getting out of there as fast
as possible.
The time went very slowly. The radio was
out, so I just sat and thought and watched the
clock. As it got nearer and nearer the time, I got
to feel I couldn't bear to be in there much longer.
The fact that the end was coming made me more
impatient for it to arrive. I got desperate, got real
tense. I must have washed my hands a dozen
times each hour, cleaned my nails, brushed my
hair, any little thing to prepare for leaving. I
counted the money I already had, and worked
out my route out of there. I was ready hours in
advance just in case he should arrive early.
I didn't pack up just in case I needed
anything, and that way there were more things to
fiddle with. I thought he would arrive on time
but I couldn't be sure. It was so long since I'd
seen him. I'm like that, the longer it is since I
made an arrangement the more I think it's going
to fall through. I always have to call up on the
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day to make sure it's still on, but with him I
couldn't.
In the end I heard footsteps down the
corridor. Not that it was so unusual to hear
someone outside, but it was exactly the time he
said he would come. There was a pause right
outside my door, and then a gentle knock. There
wasn't any way to know who it was, but I wasn't
expecting anyone else so I opened the door.
I recognised him straight away. It was the
guy I'd always dealt with, who made contact the
first time and told me who the hit was and
everything. Not that I thought they would send
someone else. He had a suitcase, not a large one,
but big enough to carry the money in large bills.
He threw it down on the bed and sat down
beside it as if he needed a rest. It was probably
heavy. Paper weighs more than you'd think.
He congratulated me on the hit. Said he
thought it was very good work and my employer
was pleased, although he never said who it was
who was paying me to do it. Not that I expected
him too. I told him I was surprised to hear other
shots. He just smiled and said someone else
must have had the same idea, and told me not to
worry about it, everything was being taken care
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of. In fact it was all being taken care of better
than either of us realised.
He opened up the case and asked it I wanted
to count it. I couldn't have faced it so I just
flicked through a few bundles. It seemed to be
there, and there was no reason for them to cheat
me anyway. Money was no object, and being in
my line of work I've never been ripped off yet.
People just don't think it's a good idea to short
change you, and they're probably right. I closed
the case and sat down, waiting.
He didn't say anything so I asked what was
going to happen. I said I had something planned,
and I couldn't face being in town any longer. He
said he knew what I meant and I was free to go
where I wanted, but no jobs would come my
way for a while, and I should be quiet and drop
out of circulation. I said I knew the conditions
and was happy with them. With so much money
involved, who wouldn't have been?
There was one other point which he said he
felt obliged to mention, and that was secrecy,
and the penalties for not sticking to the rules. I
told him not to bother, I knew, or could guess
what it was all about, and I wasn't the type to go
in for a lot of small talk in bars, or boast about
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what I'd done. I didn't drink anyway, so that
made it a lot less likely. He nodded and said just
so long as I knew that was OK.
I threw a few things into my bag and
generally sorted out my stuff to make it a bit
easier to carry. He said he'd see me to the station
in a cab, and then I should be able to manage
from there. There wasn't a lot to do but I felt I
ought to leave the place in some sort of order, so
I put things back the way they were and got
everything together. I went through to the
bathroom and got the rifle out from behind the
cistern casing where I'd hidden it, ready to pack
it away. Then it happened.
Suddenly the door was kicked in, real loud,
like someone was in a hurry. There were two
shots. In that space it was louder than you can
possibly imagine. My ears felt like they would
never be able to hear again, instant anaesthetic to
the ear drums. The shock to my system was
enormous, but I was behind that shower curtain
before the echo had even died down. My heart
raced. I'd never known real terror before, but
that was it. I was sure someone was trying to kill
me. I didn't know who or why but I didn't want
to die.

48

I thanked a God I didn't believe in that I
hadn't been in the bedroom when he came
through the door, or I wouldn't still have been
breathing. Gradually my hearing came back. I
could hear a couple of steps and the rustle of
some clothing, then silence for a minute or so.
My mind ran over the possibilities but none of
them made any sense. The police didn't arrest
people that way, nor the FBI. The only people
who came on like that were hired killers, but in
those moments of panic I couldn't think how
anyone would even know I was there.
Something had gone very very wrong. There
wasn't any talking, no movement at all, so I
guessed the bag man had been killed in the first
assault. If I was right, and I was on the list too,
then my friend out there certainly knew his
business. He'd expected two people, so he was
listening for me.
At least I had a gun in my hand. It wasn't the
thing for close stuff, and being a long range man
I wasn't very useful indoors, but my life was at
stake and I had to do something. The main thing
was not to make any noise. If he was able to
hear where I was, and that was what he was
trying to do, then it would give him an
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advantage that could well lead to my death. I'd
never thought about dying before, but I was
thinking about it then, and I didn't like the idea.
I knew he would move soon. He couldn't
wait for ever because the sound of the first shots
would have made the desk clerk send for the
police. Desk clerks tend to take a dim view of
people shooting the place up. The problem was
how to get the first shot in. If I didn't do that I
would probably be dead in less than a couple of
minutes. The advice corner men always give to
boxers is so right. Be first, be first.
He couldn't be absolutely sure I was there, so
that was to my advantage, but there weren't
many places to hide, and in the bathroom only
one, and that was where I was. It wasn't a good
situation. The only thing was, it wasn't too bright
in there, and the light would be behind him
when he came in. I hoped his eyes wouldn't
adjust fast enough to see my shape behind the
shower curtain when he first came through the
door.
I could just make out a slit of light around the
bathroom door where I hadn't quite closed it. It
was diffused a bit by the pattern in the plastic
but the curtain was just thin enough for me to
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see it. I lifted the gun very slowly, being careful
not to make any noise. It was too risky to raise it
to my eye, so I just held it level with my waist,
pointing diagonally across in the general
direction of the door.
After a few seconds I heard some movement.
The sweat was beginning to roll down my face
and get in my eyes. I blinked. It was all I could
do. My shirt was sticking to my back, cold and
uncomfortable. I had to concentrate, although it
wasn't the kind of concentration I was used to.
Usually, when I was about to kill someone, I
wasn't in any danger. This time it was different.
The result of not getting it right was instant
death.
Footsteps came across the room, and before I
had time to think there was light in the doorway
and I could even see a silhouette. I made a small
adjustment to the angle and gently squeezed the
trigger. The result was devastating. The loudest
noise I've ever heard. I screamed in agony as the
rifle recoil snapped my arm back into the wall
behind the butt. I fell with the rifle and took the
curtain down with me. In the doorway lay a man
I'd never seen. Most of his lower half just wasn't
there anymore.
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The first thing was to get out quickly, but my
arm hurt like it had never hurt before, and there
were things to take care of. You can't leave two
suitcases of money around for the cops to find,
and you certainly can't leave a weapon that's
been used in a major hit. Not if you want to live
the rest of your life in comfort. There would be
enough clues to keep them happy as it was, so
there was no reason to make it any easier for
them than necessary.
Pain or no pain, I had to get myself together
and leave by the back door. The first thing was
the money. Luckily the suitcases weren't full to
overflowing and there was room for a couple of
important things. The rifle went in one, and in
the other I put all the little personal items that
might have been of any help. All my cards and
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driver's licence and things were in false names,
but you can never tell how far they might get
from something like that.
I hardly noticed my bag man lying on the
carpet with blood draining from a gaping wound
in his throat. He couldn't breathe like that, and
the expression on his face made it look as if he
died of suffocation rather than the gunshot. It
didn't look like a pleasant way to go, and I was
continually thanking someone that I hadn't gone
the same way.
On the way out I grabbed a coat. No one
making a quick getaway from the scene of a
murder takes a coat and two suitcases. I dragged
them through the window, and raced down the
fire escape. The bottom ladder swung into
position and I was off it in next to no time. I
pushed it back up so it didn't look like it had
been used. The back alley was clear, and as far
as I could tell no one had seen me come down.
Nevertheless I ran down to the back street
and then walked a couple of blocks to get my
breath back before heading towards the centre of
town. I looked at my watch and noticed it was
only about two minutes since I first went into the
bathroom to get my things together. How it had
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happened so quickly I couldn't work out. It
seemed like hours had gone by. Your mind
works so fast time stands still.
In the distance I heard the sirens start to get
closer. I knew it would take them a while to
discover what had gone on. The plain clothes
guys don't get there for at least half an hour and
it's usually some time after that before they start
to decide what to do. The uniforms might search
the immediate area but they don't usually do
much more. If the don't find the perpetrator on
the scene they have no idea what to do. I had a
little time, so there was no need to panic.
I wondered where a man wearing an overcoat
and carrying two suitcases wouldn't look out of
place. It wasn't hard to figure out, so I made my
way to the station without making it look like I
was in too much of a hurry. It didn't seem like a
good idea to take a cab. Makes it too easy when
the cops are trying to find out where you went.
They find it a lot harder if you don't leave any
definite trail, and they don't know what kind of
transport you used to leave town.
The only trouble was the suitcases were
heavy and the station wasn't a short walk. My
right arm hurt really bad above the elbow, and
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below I just had no feeling at all. I wondered if it
was broken, but I could hardly check into the
emergency room to find out. Carrying the case
wasn't easy. There was no feeling in my hand
and I couldn't tell if I had a good grip. Every
now and then the case slipped onto the floor.
It took about twenty five minutes to reach the
station and the case must have gone down about
a dozen times. Every time it hit the ground I
broke out in a cold sweat in case the locks came
open and spilled the contents all over the
sidewalk. That would have been a sure way to
get caught. People don't forget seeing that kind
of money in a hurry. By the time I got there I
must have lost a little weight.
I put the suitcases in left luggage, once I was
sure they were locked securely. I wasn't too keen
for any of the attendants to have sight of what
was inside, or the police would have been there
waiting for me when I got back. They were
heavy and I was worried about being
conspicuous but I don't suppose they were any
heavier than average really. Most people
travelling have a fair bit to carry with them.
I took the ticket and said I'd pay when I
picked them up. At the time I had no idea of how
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long I was going to leave them. I needed time to
work out what was going on. The station bar
seemed like the best place to sit down and think
so I went there. Not that I ever drink much, in
fact I'm pretty much an abstainer, but there's
nothing like a bar to make you feel anonymous.
Every now and then in life something
happens and you have no idea why, and that was
how it was for me then. I could work out what
the cops would think but I couldn't figure out
why it had all come down in the first place.
Everything had gone so smoothly, then suddenly
someone tries to wipe me out, when it was
inconceivable that anyone else knew what was
going on. That could only lead to one
conclusion, it was an inside job, but it still didn't
get me any further forward.
First I had to work out what the cops would
do. That seemed like the immediate danger area.
If I got caught by them I might have plenty of
time to sit and think about what happened, and
that was assuming they didn't get me for the hit
as well. It looked like they would assume I
killed both of the guys in the hotel room. One
they would trace as a bag man, and the other
probably a local professional given that it looked
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like an easy hit. I didn't think they would bother
to go for anyone from out of town.
It wouldn't be long before the cops got to
thinking I busted in on a pay off, killed both
guys, and took the money. They might not even
work too hard on it. Mostly they let the
organisation take care of it's own problems, but
even if they did come looking for me they
wouldn't figure they were looking for someone
from out of town. Anyone doing that kind of
take down had to be local to have the
information.
It looked like I could get out of town without
much trouble. The cops would have a
description but they wouldn't be looking in the
right places. They'd be checking out the wise
guy bars rather than the bus terminal and the
airport. That made me happier, but I still wasn't
what you'd call happy. Someone had tried to kill
me, and for all I knew there might be a follow
up.
If the only people who knew about the hit
were in the organisation then it must have been
someone with inside information who tried to
kill me. The question was whether he was just
someone who didn't like what I'd done, working
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alone, or whether he had any partners. If other
people were in on it then I knew I ought to be
careful, any pro has to be treated with caution, if
he gets lucky once you don't have a second
chance.
The more I thought about it the less likely it
seemed. They'd been so tight on security it didn't
seem possible that more than a couple of people
besides me and the other guys knew what was
going down. That was when I began to get that
sort of cold feeling, when you know you're in
more trouble than you've ever been in, even in
your worst dreams. Security was the key, and I
hadn't seen it till it was too late.
Suddenly I put myself in their position.
What's the best way to make sure a secret
doesn't get out? Kill the person who knows. The
best way to make sure we didn't get caught and
say anything was to have a contract on everyone
who knew what had been done. The guy making
the hit on me and the bag man, wouldn't have
any idea about what we'd done. We were
probably just a couple of foot soldiers who'd
broken the code as far as he was concerned. I
began to sweat. It was serious.
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Later when I began to find out about all the
witnesses getting killed in mysterious
circumstances, then I knew how bad they
wanted to keep it all a secret. If anyone found
out, the purge would have been too big. That
would have been the end of the organisation.
The FBI had been having a go already, but it
would have been nothing in comparison to what
would have gone down if they'd found out about
the big hit.
There were obviously a few of us right at the
top of the list. People who had to be hit within a
few days, just in case the cops got to us, or the
FBI, or anyone for that matter. Even the press in
those circumstances might have some chance of
finding something out. When it's that big
everyone is willing to help, and you certainly
couldn't rule out some reporter digging
something up. I guess by say a week later no one
directly connected was still alive, except me.
That was a pretty dangerous position to be in.
It made me top of the list. The number one man
the organisation wanted to get rid of. It worried
me. The thing you always used to hear in my
circles was that anyone can be hit. Given time
and patience absolutely anyone can be hit. Not
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only that, but I just proved it. I hit what was
always thought of as being the most difficult
target. If I could hit him, they could hit me.
A s t h e m o n t h s w e n t b y, a n d t h e
investigations started, and they began to find out
who the witnesses were, more and more people
were added to the list. I didn't know at the time,
but once it dawned on me what was going down
I knew I had to find some way to persuade them
they didn't want to kill me. I didn't know how,
but I knew it had to be done. Either that or I was
dead. It might take a few months or more likely
a few days, but in the end they would find me
and that would be it.
I never realised how ruthless they would be.
It was a real scorched earth policy. Anyone who
knew anything had to be taken out. There was
nothing they could do to prevent stories getting
out to begin with but they made sure they were
never repeated. Journalists who wrote about it or
got too far in their investigations had accidents,
people who testified had heart attacks or died in
motor wrecks on the highway. If you'd seen too
much and talked about it, you were dead.
It wasn't hard making hits on witnesses or
journalists. They had no idea what was coming
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down, so they didn't make any attempt to protect
themselves. Even though it had to be made to
look like an accident they were easy hits to
make. I had some sort of advantage in that I
knew it was coming, but whatever I did I knew it
would still come.
I needed some time to think and it didn't
seem like a good idea to do my thinking in town.
On the other hand, I thought they would
probably expect me to leave, so they might be
watching stations and airports. The police were
much less a worry than the organisation. Being
caught by them wouldn't be a good idea, but it
seemed much less likely than being gunned
down suddenly by someone I'd never seen
before, wouldn't recognise, and couldn't protect
myself against.
I needed to be in a position where I could see
it coming, even if I didn't know the person who
was going to do it. In town there are so many
people around you can never tell if you're about
to be hit. If I was in the country though I knew
I'd have a much better chance of avoiding
whatever came my way. I had to get out of town.
There was some risk in going but once I was out
it would be a lot safer.

61

Once I was out I could have some relatively
safe thinking time and devise some sort of plan.
I was used to that. Most of my hits weren't like
the last one. You had to plan them yourself, right
down to the last detail. I'd never had one where
all your movements were laid out in advance
before. I was a good planner, and this time I
needed a good one. My life would depend on it.
If I was going to be safe once I was in the
country there were things to be taken care of. I
had to look like I belonged there, and I had to
have things ready for a return to the town when I
needed to come back. That meant considering
what they were likely to do. I had to look at it
from their point of view, try to decide how they
would approach it. There was no getting away
from it, I had to go very carefully.
First I thought they might saturate the area
with foot soldiers looking for someone of my
description. They didn't have any pictures as far
as I knew, so it wouldn't be a very successful
operation, and they wouldn't expect it to be, but
it would help to make my life difficult. The next
thing would be to put guards on the departure
points, probably visible ones, not to catch me
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but to make me nervous and perhaps keep me in
town.
They could get all the connected hotels to
report anyone checking in who answered my
description. If I was in their shoes that was what
I would do, and it seemed a likely plan. It would
give them all night to check me out and get
ready for a hit in the morning if I turned up. I
thought about leaving a false trail, but it was a
dangerous thing to do, and they didn't know
where I was anyway. The best thing was to go
without leaving any trail at all.
I had to visit a few stores. No one knew
where to find me, and it would take them a few
hours to get organised, so for the time being I
could go where I wanted. My arm still hurt, but
it was a lot better without having to carry the
cases. I let them stay in left luggage for a while
and went to get something less conspicuous. I'd
left my holdall in the hotel room and I wanted to
get another. After carrying it around for a couple
of weeks I felt comfortable with it, and it was a
lot easier to carry around than a couple of cases.
There were plenty of stores around the
station. There always are around stations. I
walked a little way to check I wasn't being
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followed, and in the end went about six or seven
blocks before I found a place that looked OK. It
just sold bags. I remember thinking it was pretty
safe. They couldn't check out every little store,
and even if they did he probably wouldn't
remember me.
There were plenty of suitable bags in the
window so I went in and had a look around. I
didn't wait long before the man came across and
asked if he could help. When I told him what I
wanted he brought out just the thing. It was
almost identical to the one I left at the hotel. I
had a look inside and checked it out before
taking it. In a way it was a kind of double bluff.
It was the one thing they wouldn't expect me to
be carrying.
It was then that I realised I had hardly any
money. It was nearly all in the suitcases and I
only had a little small change on me. I searched
through my pockets and counted up all I had,
with his eyes watching me all the time. That was
about the worst thing to do. People who agree to
buy something, let the salesman parcel it up, and
then find they don't have enough money, are
easily remembered.
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Luckily I just had enough, but I had to count
out all my small coins onto the counter, and then
wait while he counted them again to make sure it
was right. I could feel him watching me as I
walked out. I tried to walk as normally as
possible. It's a lot harder than you think when
you know someone is looking at you. He must
have thought I was hard up for cash, like a hobo
or something, and I think that's what gave me
the idea.
I wondered about it on the way back to the
station. I knew it would be my last visit to the
cases for some time, so I had to make a decision
about what to take and what to leave. The cases
could be dumped with left luggage for a few
months, and if they were paid in advance no one
would be suspicious. Everything I wanted had to
be put in the holdall. There might be no going
back for some time. I had to make a clean break,
with no trail for them to follow.
I got the cases from left luggage and humped
them down to the toilet block. There was hardly
room for me and them in the cubicle, but I
couldn't think of another way to get out what I
wanted without everyone seeing. Once the door
was closed I got one up on the seat and leaned
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the other back against the door so no one could
push it open. I lined the bottom of the holdall
with bundles of notes, and then put in a few
things I might need, like a driver's licence,
cheque book, false social security card, and a
couple of other IDs.
Out of the other case I took the gun. For what
I had in mind I knew I might want it. Sometimes
you need a fall back position. I wasn't sure what
it was going to be, but a little intimidation
sometimes works wonders. You have to talk to
people in a language they understand. I'd learned
from past experience never to leave equipment
behind if you think you might need it.
I didn't take any clothes other than the ones I
had on. I hadn't thought very far ahead, but I did
know a little change was needed. The less I
resembled me the more chance I would have of
laying up somewhere for long enough to sort out
a plan. If I went around looking enough like my
description to be easily identified I probably
wouldn't live that long.
There was plenty of room left in the holdall
when I'd packed in what I wanted, which was
just as well since I had a little shopping to do. I
zipped it up, made sure the cases were securely
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locked, and went up to the station again. Left
luggage was crowded. A train must have come
in. It was better that way. Made me less
conspicuous. There could have been guys there
looking for me, but in that crowd they wouldn't
have seen anything.
I got to the counter and heaved the bags up
one at a time. The attendant tied a label on each
one. I said I wanted them stored for about a
month and would pay in advance. He took them
away and gave me a couple of tickets. I put them
in my pocket. Just be way of making
conversation he asked if I was there on holiday.
It was a funny question to ask but it made me
think how important it was to have a cover story
already prepared.
I couldn't think what to say for a moment so I
lethargically leant on the bench as if I was real
fed up. That gave me a moment. I said I was on
my way out East, but had to stop over for a few
weeks at the company office. He didn't look very
sympathetic but just nodded and turned away to
deal with the next customer. He wasn't really
interested but at some point I knew I would
come across someone who was, and I needed to
be ready.
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I wandered into the seedier part of town. It
was a long walk, but I had nothing better to do.
Pawn shops and second hand shops ran down
both sides of the street. I walked past a used
clothes shop and looked in the window. It mostly
had stuff that was quite reasonable but that
wasn't what I was after. There were several other
shops down the street and they seemed to have
more the kind of thing I wanted.
I went into one. A little Jewish guy was
sitting behind the counter at the far end. It was
dusty and there was hardly any light. He had a
tape measure round his neck and looked like he
could have been a tailor. How he came to be in
that dive I'll never know. It was a shop for poor
people. A lot of the clothes were mended but
they were all badly worn. You were likely to be
the third or fourth owner from what I could see.
The trouble was I didn't look poor, so I
needed a story again. The clothes I had on were
better than anything in the shop, so why would I
be buying worn out old clothes in that part of
town? It was going to look a little suspicious,
and I didn't want it to. You can't be too careful.
He came out from behind the counter. I said I'd
come for some gardening clothes, something as
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cheap as possible, so it wouldn't matter if they
got torn or dirty.
He looked hurt. He was obviously a man who
took a pride in his work. I was asking for
something that made him realise how far he had
fallen. Everything was hung up neatly on racks
and I could imagine he knew the size and fitting
of every garment. He probably measured
everyone who came in and fitted them out
perfectly in clothes they could afford. Clothes he
had carefully mended and cleaned himself.
I tried to make it sound better and said I just
wondered if he had anything that old and cheap,
anything at all he wanted to get rid of. He didn't
bother to measure me but went to a rack at the
back of the shop and found an old shirt and
some trousers. I tried them on. He must have had
a good eye because they were almost a perfect
fit. I asked for shoes, socks, a jacket and an
overcoat as well. He found them for me one by
one, and I could see that with a little work I
would soon be looking the way I wanted.
He asked such a low price I could hardly bear
to give him so little. I tried to pay him more, but
he looked hurt again. I said I was sure they must
be worth more, but he insisted, so I paid him and
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walked out. Once I was in the street again I
found a back alley and stuffed it all in the
holdall. I didn't want to be seen walking around
with a lot of old clothes.
There was only one thing left to get and that
was where I knew I would have to be careful. I
had to find a store fairly close by, and get a hand
gun without causing any suspicion. That was
easier said than done. Even in the south you still
had to show some identification. I knew a few
places back home where the records weren't too
reliable and no one asked any questions, but I
didn't have time for a long out of state shopping
expedition.
In the end I decided on another run down
little shop in the poor quarter. I went in and
looked around. It was obviously run by the
owner which was a bad sign. They're always
more likely to remember what they sell than a
salesman. Salesmen aren't so concerned. They
don't have a personal interest in it after all.
Owners do, and that makes them dangerous.
He didn't have what I wanted anyway. There
was a lot of second hand stuff, most of it cheap,
but you couldn't say it was reliable, and I needed
something I could depend on in a crisis. The
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new items were nearly all at the lower end of the
market, things I wouldn't buy unless I was
desperate. He had one or two more expensive,
but if you bought one he'd remember you for
about ten years. All in all it didn't look like a
good proposition. I just said I'd be back, and
walked out. I needed somewhere bigger, where
I'd be just another customer.
Places closer to town might be connected, but
I had to take that chance. I always took care to
see that no one was familiar with my false IDs,
and I rotated them so as not to leave any pattern.
Logically it shouldn't arouse any suspicion, and
even if it did I should be long gone before they
checked it out, but I couldn't help being worried.
It's my nature. In this game you have to be
careful. You have to concern yourself with every
little detail.
I wandered back into town. Somehow I felt it
was all too easy. I never felt like I had a tail,
absolutely nothing had happened since the hotel.
I found it hard to believe you could have a shoot
out in a hotel room, with guys from the
organisation and not get busted or hit fairly soon
after the event. The thing was they had no leads,
but the organisation I knew would stick at it,
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there was no doubt about that. I remember
thinking it was the calm before the storm.
There was a choice of two stores on the same
street both selling what I wanted. Something
small enough to be easily concealed, taped to the
ankle, or put in a jacket pocket without showing.
I just chose the larger of the two places, went in,
and asked for someone to help me. It took a few
minutes but eventually a kid of about eighteen
came down to my end of the counter.
I explained what I wanted, named a couple of
makes, and asked if I could see the equipment. It
seemed a good idea not to appear too
knowledgeable and to have a look at things first
before committing myself, like the average
buyer off the street. I knew what I was going to
buy, but I went through the whole procedure
anyway, checked out guns I wouldn't touch at
any price. He got a few from out back that I said
I'd read about in magazines, but never had a
chance to check out how they felt in the hand.
Seemed like a nice touch.
In the end I bought the one I wanted and he
congratulated me on the choice. I wanted to
laugh, but tried to look pleased instead. I don't
think he had ever or would ever use a gun for
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anything except firing on the range. In his case
that was a good thing, he'd made the right
decision. He was a salesman through and
through. Not that I think it's a good idea to do
what I did, but I still find myself judging people
by whether they could do it too.
He was going to gift wrap it for me, but I said
I'd take it just how it was. The last thing I
wanted to do was dispose of a box with model
numbers and serial numbers on it. That would
have been asking for trouble. I bought about a
hundred rounds. Not that I was expecting an
army but if it comes down to a shoot out it's
surprising how much you can get through.
Everything went in the holdall, and that was
the shopping finished. The only thing left was to
get out of town. I couldn't spend the night there.
Booking into a hotel was too dangerous, and I
certainly couldn't spend the night on the street,
so I had to get out and hole up somewhere. I
hadn't a clue where, but there wasn't much time
to spare if I wanted to be somewhere by
nightfall, so I walked and thought about it at the
same time.
If the organisation knew anything about me
at all they would expect me to go by train. The
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police might expect me to go by air, so the safest
thing seemed to be to go by bus, my least
favourite means of transport. The more I thought
about it the more a local bus seemed like a good
idea. They would probably expect me to go a
long way, so a short hop of about fifty miles
looked like a good bet.
Some little farming community was what I
had in mind, and there were plenty of those
about in that part of the country. You could take
your pick. The smaller the community the more
likely they were to notice a stranger, but I had
that base covered with a little bit of deception.
The other benefit was that any stranger turning
up and looking for me would be equally
noticeable.
I took a seat at the bus station and just looked
around for about ten minutes before I did
anything. I should have given it about a couple
of hours, but I didn't have the time, and the
dangers of staying outweighed the risks of
leaving without checking it out properly. I wasn't
in a position where I could check out every last
detail anymore. This was life or death like all the
rest, except this time it was my life or my death.

74

There wasn't any danger as far as I could see.
I can always sense a tail, particularly if they
aren't very good, and I didn't have the feeling I
was being watched. In the end I decided the time
had come to do something, so I committed
myself by getting a ticket to some little place
about forty miles out. Any one of those little
places would have done, I just picked one where
the next bus was leaving fairly soon. I bought a
return, just to confuse anyone who trailed me
that far, and then took a seat in the waiting room.
It wasn't long before the bus pulled in and we
all got on. There was plenty of room. It was only
about half full which was about what you would
expect for that time in the evening. I carefully
eyed up each passenger as they got on. There
was no one I recognised, and no one who was
taking any interest in me. I settled back and
waited for the driver to start her up.
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When the bus moved off I knew I had a
couple of hours of relative safety. I finally had a
little time to sit and think. Even though they
hadn't caught up with me yet it hadn't been a
very relaxing time. If anything it had been the
most nervous, hectic, five and a half hours of my
life. With the benefit of hindsight it was fairly
obvious that once I'd got away from the scene it
was unlikely I was going to be traced. People do
get caught after the event, but it's normally when
they've stopped running.
If they do catch up with you it's normally
because you've holed up in some little hotel
without taking the proper precautions, or gone to
visit your sister in Brownsville or somewhere.
That's how they get you. They put the word out
to hotels and rooming houses, and keep watch
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on all the people you know, and then they wait.
You have to stay somewhere, and when you do,
that's when it happens. You get arrested by the
police or someone puts a bullet in the back of
your head when you least expect it.
I figured it out on the bus. I couldn't get in
touch with anyone I knew, and I couldn't stay at
any hotels or go anywhere that might be
connected. The word would be out. No one
would know what I'd done, but they'd know I
was wanted by the organisation. The rewards
were high if you co-operated, and the
punishment severe if you didn't.
The immediate plan I had didn't involve
staying anywhere or meeting anyone. I couldn't
imagine who to contact anyway. All my so
called friends would have been warned off hours
ago. The organisation wouldn't be too worried
about getting to me quickly, so it would give me
time to plan even further ahead. I couldn't stay
on the run for the rest of my life, so I had to
think of some way to stop them coming after
me, and that would take some planning.
The police wouldn't do much that was for
sure. They would try and identify me, put me on
the files, and wait for me to be picked up for
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some other offence in some other state, and then
have me brought in. They certainly wouldn't
have any idea about the hit, so they would only
be looking for me in relation to the hotel room
job, and by the time they identified the other two
as connected I wouldn't be high on their list of
priorities.
The organisation though was another matter.
They were persistent that was for sure, and
they'd be a lot more thorough than the police.
Even so it would take a few days to get the word
out. I knew they wouldn't leave it at that, they
never did, not if they particularly wanted
someone. The contract would be put out with
someone well able to take care of it. What I
needed to know was who it would be, that would
be a real advantage.
There were a few people who sprang to mind.
Just like I would be one of the first people you
would think of if you wanted a long range hit.
These guys were the stalkers of the profession.
They'd track someone who was hiding out,
sometimes over several months, and then make
the hit when you least expected it. I'd heard
stories about all of them, even met some of
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them, and they were all pretty good, but there
was one guy who was supposed to be the best.
He was even known as 'the stalker'. I'd met
him on guard duty at a convention a couple of
years back. He was genial enough, but he didn't
say much. Everyone else talked about technique,
how they'd made this or that hit, how clever
they'd been, boasting really, but he never said a
thing about it. He had a laugh with everyone
else, even admired what other people said they'd
done, but he never said a word about any job
he'd done or how he did things.
They pressed him of course. I mean who
wouldn't. He never got annoyed, just laughed
and said it was between him and the guys he'd
hit. When they pushed a bit more he laughed
again and said he really couldn't tell us because
he might eventually get the contract on one of us
and he wouldn't want us to know in advance
how it was coming down. He was the only one
left smiling.
I couldn't be sure they'd give it to him, but I
guessed if he was available then he might get the
job. If his reputation was anything to go by, and
if I was as big a fish as I thought I was, then he
would have to be the choice. Everyone thinks
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they're more important than they are of course,
but I thought I had it pretty well worked out, and
that meant they'd go for the best available. It
would have been nice to know, so I began
thinking about ways to find out.
I wondered if he really knew he might get the
contract on one of us. Maybe he'd done that kind
of job before. We'd all hit guys in the
organisation, that was part of what we did, and
why we were all a little bit removed from the
rest of the foot soldiers. Taking out a
professional though, that was something else. I'd
never done that, and I didn't know anyone who
had.
I even thought he might be the regular guy
they used to do that. It would certainly account
for his attitude, and that sort of knowingness he
had about him. I only met him that one time, but
I knew he wasn't one of us, not really. He kind
of took part in his own limited way, but it wasn't
only operational stuff he kept secret. His
friendliness was just acting, he actually kept
everything inside him, never let anyone close.
The journey was better than I usually have on
public transport. With the sun going down it
gave the countryside a kind of glow to it that
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you only get late afternoon and early evening. I
even enjoyed sitting there watching it all go by.
It's surprising how suddenly finding yourself in
danger changes your perspective on things. I
was just glad to be out of town and feeling fairly
safe again.
Out in the country you've definitely got a
better chance of seeing it coming. I could hide
up somewhere and still feel fairly safe, and that
was what I intended to do. There were a couple
of things to take care of first, just in case they
figured out what I'd decided to do, but by the
next morning I reckoned to have a temporary
resting place, while I worked out the remainder
of what had to be done.
One thing that occurred to me as we passed
through all those little out of the way places was
that they certainly wouldn't be in any hurry to
find me. They might want me silenced, but they
knew I couldn't go to the police in view of what
I'd done, and writing to the papers or something
without revealing who I was wouldn't carry any
weight at all. They wouldn't even print it. So
although I was in danger I could probably take
my time.
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In the end we stopped at this little place
where I'd planned to get off. On the map at the
bus station it hadn't looked very big, but there
was no way to be certain till I got there. In the
event it was just right. A few shops, mostly for
farmers I guessed. There wasn't much in the way
of housing, or anything else, just the bus stop, a
bank, a post office, and a diner. It couldn't have
been better. I checked the timetable for a bus
out, and then wandered down the street to check
out the main store.
I was laying a false trail, so I didn't want to
be too obvious. It was important to leave the
right kind of message, and that wouldn't be one
where I looked reckless. If I was doing this for
real then the only person who would see me
would be the storekeeper, so that had to be the
way it was. Anyone following me had to seek
out the information, if it came too easily then
they might catch on.
If I'd done it properly they wouldn't even get
this far, but if I hadn't then this was a kind of
safety net. Something to keep them occupied a
little longer. You can never really know how
successful you've been, so you have to do as
much as you can to put them off the scent. You
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only find out about it if you fail, and then it's too
late.
It was a lazy little place, nothing to write
home about. I watched for a while from a little
alley where no one seemed to go. They just
ambled along the main street, grunting if they
happened to pass one another. This was real
backwoods stuff, right out of the movies. It was
the kind of thing you never come into contact
with because I don't suppose anyone ever
stopped there if they didn't live in the area.
It was late and the store was near closing up
for the night. That was about what I wanted. I
could make more of an impression on someone
that way. The shelves were well stocked and I
took a large basket to pick up as much as I
could. There was still room in the holdall and I
was going to fill it right up. Mostly I got tinned
beans, beef, all that kind of stuff, plus a few
candy bars and some bottles of coke, which are
always good for giving you energy.
It wasn't exactly a check-out. There was just
a man down one end with the register. I went up
and dumped the basket on the counter. He said
he saw me get off the bus and asked if I was just
passing through. That was just what I wanted, so
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I said I was heading west out of town on the
night bus, and I only stopped by to pick up some
provisions for the cabin I'd rented off a friend for
a couple of weeks.
I paid him with a large bill. It was all I had
and it got me some change. All things
considered it was quite a good thing to do. It
made certain he would remember me if he was
ever asked, and I needed some small stuff for the
next part of the plan. He asked if I had far to go,
so I said it was quite a way, without actually
giving the name of anywhere, and made sure to
get in the fact that it was out west again.
There wasn't anything to do until it was dark.
I was hungry but couldn't risk the diner. If I
wanted them to think I was being careful then I
couldn't go in a place where everyone knew
everyone else and where I'd be seen and noticed
by about twenty people. It would look too much
like I was giving it away. I eat one of the candy
bars and drank a seven up. That was how I was
going to have to live for a little while so I
thought I might as well get used to it.
I found a little back street where I was less
likely to be disturbed and packed all the stuff
neatly in the holdall. It was getting pretty heavy,
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and my shoulder ached. I couldn't change arm
because of what had happened at the hotel. It
still hurt, and had become stiff during the bus
journey. I knew that the first time I went to sleep
I would wake up to find it almost unusable.
It takes a long time for the sun to set. You
don't notice unless you're waiting for it. Not only
was I waiting for it, there was absolutely nothing
else to do. I had to keep an eye open for people
who might be too inquisitive, but that was all,
and the time passed slowly. It got a bit colder,
and less and less people passed the end of the
alley. Hardly any of them looked down to see
what was going on. I just kept hoping no cops
came poking around.
An old wino came round the corner after a
while, so I knew I'd picked the right place to
wait. He saw me but didn't pay any attention,
didn't even come and ask for a dime. That's the
way it is after a while I guess, you don't even
bother to beg anymore. He slumped down in a
doorway about half way along and pulled a
bottle out of his overcoat pocket. He wiped the
top with his glove, took a slug, and stuffed it
back.
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I watched him. Tried to remember what he
did and how he did it. Tried to remember how in
every action he gave the impression of absolute
hopelessness. Every time he moved he managed
to tell anyone watching that he had nothing to
live for. In the end I worked out you couldn't
imitate it, you had to think it, actually believe it
for the time you were doing it, that looked like
the only way.
By the time a couple of hours had gone by he
was asleep, and I was sitting, or rather half lying
next to an old trash can that hadn't been used in
a while. When the bus was due I got myself
together, dusted off my clothes, and made my
way back to the highway. There wasn't anyone
about, so I didn't see any point in hiding until the
last minute, and then trying to jump on without
attracting any attention.
The headlights come round the bend a little
while before it got to me. My main hope was
that no one suddenly arrived to catch it, and that
no one got off. As it happened things turned out
OK. There weren't any latecomers, and I guess
everyone on the bus was heading into the city.
There wasn't anyone getting off who might
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remember a man taking a bus back east one
night late in November 1963.
Once I was on board I knew I'd definitely put
a few obstacles in the path of anyone who
wanted to follow me. If they found out I'd left
the city, and tracked down the storekeeper who
served me, they'd be off on a wild goose chase.
Logic, and the storekeeper, would tell them I'd
continued my journey out west. Anyone would,
after all, want to get as far away as possible. But
I'd doubled back towards the city, back east,
where they would least expect me to be.
I watched all the little places go by which I'd
passed through earlier. Everywhere looks
different at night. You just see the diners and gas
stations all lit up. You can see the lights of
people's houses in the distance, but mostly they
live off the highway and you just see a light
looking like a little star glimmering away too far
off to really see properly. Just then I envied them
all. I wanted their peace and quiet, and wished
I'd lived that way. It was all too late, but it put
the idea in my head, and gave me something to
aim for.
I didn't go back very far. I was trying to out
guess them. Just on the off chance that they
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didn't find any evidence I went further west and
tried looking for me nearer the city. I didn't think
they would look for me too close to the place
where I stopped off. I couldn't be sure but if you
had to make a choice, and I had to, then that
seemed like the right one to make.
In the dark I had no idea where we were, so I
asked the driver to put me off at the right place.
If they started questioning the bus drivers then I
could have a problem, but they probably
wouldn't get around to it for a while, and bus
drivers deal with a lot of people. It was a chance
I couldn't avoid taking. If there's nothing you
can do about it then there's no point in worrying.
He put me off where I asked. To begin with it
looked like total blackness, I couldn't see a
thing. I'd picked the place off a map at the bus
station because it looked small and was within a
couple of hours walk of a nearby town. It was
small all right. There was nothing there as far as
I could work out. I began to wonder if it was just
one of those names on a map that don't really
exist. You pass through them without knowing
you've done it.
Even when my eyes grew more accustomed
to the dark I still couldn't make out any
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buildings. If it was really as deserted as it looked
I couldn't have picked a better place. You don't
realise how difficult it is to find someone in
America until you stand in someplace like that.
There must be thousands of little places all over
the country where no one ever goes unless they
live there. Most people think you can't hide out
in them because you'd be too conspicuous, but I
had other ideas.
The only thing to do was to settle down until
about an hour before dawn. Once it was light
enough to make things out I had to find
somewhere to hide pretty quickly. The one thing
I didn't want was to be seen in my own clothes
or with the holdall. The person everyone saw
from then on had to have no connection with me
at all.
There wasn't really anywhere comfortable,
but the important thing was not to be seen.
Eventually I went over to the other side of the
road and found there was a ditch. It was dry so I
bedded down in it for a few hours. You couldn't
call it a good way to spend the night, and no
matter which way you turned there was
something sticking into you, but I felt safe. That
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wasn't a bad feeling to have after all I'd been
through, so I settled for that.
While I was lying there I began to feel a little
more confident. Finding me, I realised, wouldn't
be an easy job. They could certainly do it in the
end, given enough time and money, and
someone good at their job like the stalker, but
time meant I had a chance think my way out of
it. There was a way, I was sure, all it needed was
enough time to figure it out, and given the nature
of their difficulties, time was on my side.
I slept a little longer than I intended. In fact I
hadn't intended to sleep at all. It didn't appear to
be a problem. The ditch was so uncomfortable it
didn't seem possible to sleep in it. The thing
about sleep is that it creeps up on you, even if
you're cold and you have nothing to cover you.
If you're tired enough you'll fall asleep. It was a
useful lesson. If you don't want to sleep,
concentrate on not sleeping.
When I woke up it was already light. The sun
had come up and it was light enough to see well.
I'd intended to be up and about at dawn so I
could move around without being seen for half
an hour or so. There was no use in worrying
about it, I just had to get on with it. The dew had
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fallen, and I was wet and cold. Even in the south
you don't realise how cold it gets at night unless
you have to spend it outside.
I got my things together. There wasn't much.
I just dusted myself down, climbed out of the
ditch, and pulled the holdall onto my shoulder.
The sides of the ditch were almost dry despite
the dew, and the soil was hard within about half
an inch of the surface. You could see my
footprints on the side where I'd tried to get a foot
hold. The soil was loose on top, but the
footprints were well defined.
There wasn't much point, but I did what I
could to remove all the evidence I'd spent the
night there. There was nothing to do it with
except my bare hands, so I got down there on
my knees and brushed the soil back into the
holes I'd made. It didn't look too realistic, but
given a couple of hours for the soil to dry out it
probably looked a lot better. Once it was all the
same colour no one would notice.
I looked around. There was a farm down a
side road to the south, so I couldn't hide down
there. Farmers are pretty observant about stuff
like that, and anyway the idea was to be away
from all civilisation for a few days. I wanted a
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healthy gap between the last sighting of me and
first sight of the man I hoped to become. I didn't
want anyone putting two and two together.
Off to my right there were some trees. The
land sloped up gently and it was hard to judge
the distance, but they looked about half a mile
away, and I could just make out wooden
buildings of some sort. There was also a hedge
which ran diagonally up along an old track.
From where I was standing it looked as if it
blocked the view from the farm. If I was right
then all I had to do was get down the road about
a hundred yards without being seen and I could
make the rest of the journey completely
unobserved.
Those were the only two choices I could see,
and the trees looked a lot more inviting than the
farm. If you're going to hide you may as well do
it somewhere peaceful. Closer to the farm might
have been useful if I'd wanted to steal food or
something, but the problem is you have to be
constantly alert in case someone comes poking
round.
It wasn't possible to be sure until I got there
but the trees didn't look like they were used for
anything, just a patch of land the farmer hadn't
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cleared I guess, either because it was too
difficult or wasn't usefully situated. You get
them all over. Normally you never think about
them, but I had to give it some thought. How
safe it was depended on whether anyone went
there, and for what.
The first thing was to get there before I saw
any movement from the farm. They were
probably up already, farmers usually are, but I
couldn't see anything, so I guessed he wasn't out
of the house yet. I just had to hope he wasn't
looking out of the window. Anyone walking
around out there at that time in the morning
would make him suspicious, and not without
good reason, but it had to be done, so I made my
move.
As I went across the road I stayed low. There
wasn't a ditch on the other side, but there was a
little dip down into the field. I went about ten
yards in, to a point just before the furrows
started and lay down on my stomach. The
holdall was hurting my arm so I took it off and
threw it down in front of me. Flat on the ground,
and with the dip into the field protecting me, I
could still see the farm.

93

My only hope was that they weren't
watching, or that if they were I was presenting a
low enough profile so as not to be noticed. There
was about a hundred and fifty yards to make to
the start of the hedge, and I had to slide there,
pushing my bag in front of me. After a few feet I
looked behind and cursed myself for not
concentrating. I'd left a trail so obvious a blind
boy scout could have followed it.
There was nothing to do but backtrack and
try and repair some of the damage. I moved
sideways into one of the furrows, where the soil
was already disturbed, and moved backwards
along it till I reached the beginning of my trail.
Without turning round to face the other direction
my right arm was the one nearest. I did what I
could with it, but any pressure hurt. Somehow I
had to move the soil about though, so I used the
holdall.
The weight of the bag itself was enough to
smooth things over, and make the indentations
where my toes had dug in a lot less obvious. It
wasn't perfect, but given a little sun no one
would give it a second glance. Once I'd done it I
picked up speed. The furrow was pretty rough so
any damage I did wasn't very noticeable. I was
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able to move along without having to worry too
much.
Once I'd made it up to the hedge I crossed the
track so as to be tucked in right behind it.
Unfortunately it wasn't as high as it looked from
a distance. It was only about chest high. If I
stood up anyone looking would have clear sight
of me. I sat down for a while. The pain from my
arm was making me sweat. It wasn't in any
condition to have that much weight put on it,
and the hundred and fifty yards along the furrow
had certainly taken it's toll.
I had thought it was broken the previous day,
and I was just beginning to wonder about it
again when I heard something I didn't want to
hear. There was a car coming down the road. I
was hidden by the hedge until it went past, and
then it would only be able to see me in the rear
view mirror. For a moment I thought luck was
on my side. If it had been coming in the other
direction they would have had a clear view of
me through the front windscreen.
I turned to watch it go past, and saw
something that made my heart sink. It was a
police car, and it turned up the road to the farm.
For about fifteen seconds he could have seen me
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easily if he'd bothered to look in the mirror. My
mind raced. Had the farmer seen me and called
the police, and if so what was the best thing to
do. Out in the open certainly wasn't the best
place to be.
There was only one thing to do, and that was
to get into the trees as quickly as possible.
Despite the pain in my arm I grabbed the holdall
and ran along the line of the hedge. I didn't want
them to know for sure where I'd gone, so I had
to crouch behind the hedge to stay hidden, and
that wasn't the ideal way to run and make good
time. It wasn't a sprint either. Running half a
mile doubled up, with a heavy bag, and in pain,
is no joke.
It took about five minutes I should say, but it
felt like five hours. I thought about nothing.
Cleared my mind of everything except the idea
of keeping my legs moving at a regular rate. I
counted every step, starting again every time I
got to ten, and kept a steady beat. The pain was
still there, and my calf muscles began to burn
after a minute or two but I just kept going, didn't
let myself even think about slowing down.
Forced myself to keep the rhythm going.
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As I got to the trees an old branch caught my
foot and I crashed to the floor, the holdall flying
several feet in front. I lay there for about two
seconds and then looked up for the first time.
The trees weren't as close together as I'd
expected, but there was an old barn over to my
left. I grabbed the holdall, burst in, and sank to
the floor. I felt safe, but for how long.
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Once I was inside all the pain and exhaustion
began to come back. I lay there for a while and
let it hurt. I had no idea whether I'd been seen
running the length of the hedge, or even whether
I'd been followed. For all I knew they might
have been about to burst in at any moment and
arrest me. But the minutes slipped by, and
nothing happened. The immediate danger
seemed to have passed. Not that I was happy
with the way things had turned out, but at least
they weren't hot on my trail.
Once I was sure I hadn't been followed I
looked around to see what the possibilities of my
temporary hide out were. It was more of a
garage than a barn. At the back was an old
plough which I guessed hadn't been used since
the depression. It certainly wasn't something
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currently in use, and I couldn't see anything that
looked like it was used on a regular basis. There
didn't seem much danger of me being disturbed.
If someone did come up there it wasn't likely to
be after any of the equipment.
I got up and closed the doors. That was the
way I'd found them, and that I figured was the
way people were used to seeing them. The
trouble was I couldn't see what was going on at
the farm with the doors closed, and I wouldn't
get any warning of people approaching. I needed
to be able to see, and fairly quickly. Making a
window had to be a bit of a rush job.
All the boards near the door felt secure. I
couldn't find a loose one anywhere. Getting one
out was the best way of having some view of the
outside world. There was an old lever off a piece
of farm machinery lying under the plough. I only
caught sight of it by accident, but it looked good
enough to do the job. I didn't give much thought
to doing a neat job, the tidying up I could do
later.
Two good cracks at one of the joins in the
woodwork and I was through. After that it was
just a case of levering it out. The board split in
the middle and came away in two pieces leaving
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a big hole. If someone came close it would seem
suspicious, and you certainly couldn't look
through it unobserved if someone was close by,
but for the moment it was just what I needed to
get a good look at the farm.
There wasn't much going on. No movement,
no sound. Being at the top of a small hill I had a
pretty good view. The police car was still parked
outside the farmhouse, but there was no one
about. I could see down the slope and all along
the path behind the hedge. There was no one
there either. The only thing to do was to sit and
watch and wait. If the farmer had seen me they
would come looking for me, even if it was just
to set his mind at rest, so I kept watching.
Nothing happened for a long time. I don't
know how long, I never looked at my watch.
There was a kind of thrill to it. I've always liked
watching and waiting. There's a bit of the stalker
in me. Not that I had a plan if they suddenly
came walking up the path. Somehow I think I
knew I was safe, instinct maybe, or the fact that
they didn't come straight away.
In the end the farmer came out of the house
with the two cops. He got in his pickup and
headed down to the road in front of them. They
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followed slowly down the drive behind him.
When they got to the road the cops went east
towards town and the farmer headed out west.
Their visit probably had nothing to do with me,
but I had no way of knowing for sure. They
could have been there for a hundred and one
reasons. I decided I wasn't going to lose any
sleep over it.
The only thing that concerned me was how
early they came to visit. Farmers get up before
dawn, everyone knows that, but I've never
known city police call first thing in the morning
on routine business. Maybe out there in the
country it was different, or maybe they wanted
to catch him before he went out. Whatever the
reason it nagged away at me for a while, and it
made me keep my eyes open, just in case.
All that day I kept watch. I hadn't had much
sleep but it was important to have some idea of
what was going on. If anyone was going to come
up the track or into the nearby fields for
anything I needed to know. Some grasp of the
daily routine was essential if I was going to keep
my presence there a secret. It was a worthwhile
way to use my time and I figured it could make
the next few weeks a lot easier.
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Not a great deal happened. I began to feel
easier about the situation and I started to take a
good look around. There was a limited amount I
could learn from just looking, and I knew it.
When there's nothing much else to do it does
make you think about what you see. You
actually use the information and come to a
conclusion. I made a couple of good guesses
about things, and that was something.
I never have known anything about farming,
and I couldn't tell much about the fields around
me. The longer I stood there looking out of my
little hole in the wall the more I thought about it.
They'd been ploughed already, and that must
have been a pretty big job, but now no one was
doing anything. I guessed from nature lessons in
school they wouldn't be planted till spring, so if
they'd finished the little bit where I was then I
might be left in peace.
Apart from peering through my hole in the
wall I needed to have a look at my immediate
surroundings. There hadn't been much of a
chance on the way in, but I knew it would help if
I was to be there for any period of time. I had no
idea what was round the back or what you could
see from the other side of the trees, and all these
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things might well affect whether I was likely to
be left alone or not.
That first day I decided I'd just observe what
went on. In any case since I was within sight of
the farm there wouldn't be much possibility of
an excursion so see the local sights. Sun up, and
sun down would the be the only opportunity to
get out. Any other time and I would run a serious
risk of being seen. In the dusk they wouldn't
stand much chance of seeing me, but it would
still be light enough for me to check out the
locality.
So I stayed at my post and waited for
something to happen. Nothing did. A car would
pass by every few minutes but it wasn't what
you would call busy, a couple of delivery trucks
pulled up at the farm, and then went away again.
I wasn't close enough to see what they were
doing but I figured it didn't matter that much
anyway. No one came up the path, or even
walked along the road.
There was a little activity at lunch time. A
couple of pickups went slowly up the path and
stayed there a while. People having lunch I
guess. They left again in the afternoon and didn't
come back. The rest of the day was so quiet I
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could have fallen asleep. I had to keep moving
around to stay awake. Eating helped as well. I
was hungry but just allowed myself small
quantities at regular intervals. Too much and it
would have sent me to sleep for sure, but a little
and often kept me interested. I never let the edge
of my hunger go. It was useful to me.
I kept watching as long as I possibly could,
straining to see as the light began to fail. There
was one red pickup, I couldn't see the make,
which belonged to the farmer. It pulled in as the
light finally went. I would have liked to see
whether he stayed in at nights, but I had to sleep.
There was no way to keep awake looking at a
light glimmering in the distance, waiting to see
if a pair of headlights came down the path.
There was no chance of him coming to
disturb me after dark, so made a pillow out of
the holdall and settled down for the night. The
hardness of the ground didn't bother me. I could
have slept anywhere. With nothing urgent to do,
I didn't plan to get up early.
You can't plan what you dream, it isn't
possible to have any control over it. Sometimes
you dream about things after the event, and
sometimes you dream about what might happen.
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Mostly I used to dream about things afterwards,
but that night I dreamt about getting caught,
about the cops coming to the barn and finding
me, about the farmer chasing me out. Stupid
things that couldn't possibly happen, but I kept
waking up in a cold sweat thinking they had.
In the end I slept reasonably well, but not
until it was light outside. The dreams passed and
I woke up feeling a bit more hopeful than I had
the night before. I had a can of Seven-Up, a cold
can of beans, and a look through my hole in the
wall. As usual there wasn't anything to be seen,
so I kept watch, but I didn't keep my nose
pressed up against the wood work for the whole
day. There were other things to do.
I couldn't risk going out, not in the daylight.
That would have to wait until the evening, but I
realised hadn't had a good look round the barn to
see what my new place had to offer. I could tell
there wouldn't be much to discover, but it always
helps to know exactly what's around you. There
could come a point when you need to know, and
it might give you the advantage over someone
else.
Apart from the plough there were a few old
farm implements which didn't look as if they'd
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been used for years and years. They were rusty
and dirty and lying in a heap in the corner. I
picked up a few of them. Mostly they were
heavy, cast iron I should think, and might have
made a useful weapon if the need arose. There
can be occasions when you don't actually want
to kill someone because it would draw too much
attention to you, but you do need to disable
them.
I had no idea what any of them might have
been used for. What I knew about farming could
be written on the back of a postage stamp, and
you'd still have space left to fill. The main thing
was to sort out the most useful one and leave it
somewhere handy. The rest I hid in some other
garbage under the plough. Along one wall was
an old work bench and a couple of spanners. I
guessed the place might have been used to mend
tractors and things at one time or another.
I looked around the bench for a while before
noticing you should have been able to open up
the lower half of it. I tried but couldn't, so I
checked there was no one about, and then broke
it open with an old tyre iron. There wasn't
anything useful inside except a broken saw with
a few teeth missing. I was going to close it up
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again when I remembered a little woodwork I
had to do.
There was just enough of the blade usable to
cut a piece from one of the broken panels I'd
ripped out a couple of days before. I made sure it
was big enough to see out of but not so big as to
be noticeable. Just to make sure I roughed up the
edges and splintered them so as to make it look
like natural damage. Once I had it ready I got
some of the bits I'd cut off and made a few
wedges to hold the panels back in place.
After I got it in position and it seemed fairly
firm I sawed off the ends of the wedges on the
inside. I almost guarantee you wouldn't notice
unless someone pointed it out to you. It took a
couple of hours, but it made the time pass and I
felt good about doing the job. Considering I only
ever did a little carpentry in school, and I didn't
have any of the proper tools, it was pretty well
put together.
The farmer came home a little earlier than the
previous day, parked the pickup and went
indoors, so when the light began to fade I was
able to go straight out. There was only the one
way out, and that was through the big doors at
the front. I took a good look, then opened them
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very slowly, just wide enough to slide through.
Once I was out I closed them again and went
round to the back out of sight. I took a good look
down each side and at the rear but there was no
sign of any recent activity.
I waited in silence and listened, just to make
sure I couldn't hear anything. Suddenly I realised
I'd become very cautious in less than a couple of
days. I was being hunted and my natural
instincts were taking over. I had my lair, and I
was protecting it without even having to think
about it. We aren't very far away from being
animals. I think I knew before, but for some
reason at that moment I really felt it.
The ground outside was soft, and that suited
my purpose, but I knew it wouldn't be easy.
Inside, protected from the rain, the ground had
got too hard for me to do anything with it, but
there was just a chance it was workable enough
out there in the woods. I would have to cover my
traces to some extent, but there were plenty of
fallen leaves around to help out when the time
came. I knew I didn't have the expertise to
protect my efforts from a real search, but I
thought I could guard against discovery by
anyone just up there for a walk.
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Once I'd had a look round I set about walking
through the woods to see what was on the other
side. I had to make sure there were no dangers I
didn't know about. If there was a problem I
wanted to be aware of it, and for all I knew there
might have been some little settlement just over
the rise, and they might all like to picnic in the
woods at the weekend.
It only took a couple of minutes to walk
through to the back, and there was nothing to be
seen except ploughed fields. The ground sloped
away to the right with more trees at the bottom,
but no sign of life. I wandered round to the left
and discovered it was a pretty small wood. The
road ran away in the distance but there was
nothing else. Even the traffic was infrequent,
and at that time of night there was no movement
at all.
I crossed to the right side in a few minutes
walking through the trees. Again I could see the
road, this time falling away in the other
direction, and a couple of houses in the distance,
other farms perhaps, but I couldn't be sure.
America is a big place. You don't realise until
you stand on high ground somewhere and take a
look. Finding someone is hard, and I knew if I
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didn't draw any attention to myself I would be
fairly safe. The problem was, I had to replenish
my supplies.
On the way back I rescued a couple of pieces
of corrugated metal which someone had left
about fifty feet from the barn. If need be they
would do to collect some drinking water. I
dumped them out back, and wandered round the
front to let myself in. It was virtually dark, and
there was no danger of being seen.
The next morning I felt my face to see how
much my beard had grown. It wasn't too bad.
Good enough to persuade anyone I'd been
sleeping rough for a while, and good enough to
hold a little dirt if it was rubbed in. I poured a
little Seven-Up on the dirt floor of the barn,
mixed it around with my fingers and then
applied the mixture to my face. Even though I
didn't have a mirror to look in I guessed it was
OK. It felt sticky, and I could feel it pulling
gently at my skin when I opened my mouth or
blinked my eyes.
I got all the old clothes out of the holdall and
rubbed them in the dirt as well. You had to do it
quite hard. I didn't just want them to be dirty, I
wanted to rough up the fabric as well. They'd
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been mended and pressed too well. I wanted
them to look as if I'd worn them and slept in
them for a long time. People notice things like
that, and you can't take chances.
After I was satisfied I changed into them and
put my other clothes in the holdall. They were a
reasonable fit but I felt odd in them. The trousers
weren't quite long enough and the sleeves of the
jacket came down past my wrists. I folded them
back, and was quite pleased with the result. If it
all went according to plan I had about twenty
four hours to get used to them.
I sorted through the bills in the holdall and
picked a few particularly large ones to fold up
and put in my shoes. If I was casually searched
by the cops I didn't want them to find any large
amounts of currency on me. Sleeping rough in
town does get you a little harassment, and
besides which you get some guys who try and go
through your pockets while you're asleep. I
wasn't worried about being robbed but I didn't
want to make anyone suspicious if I didn't have
to.
The thing I wished I'd bought when I had the
chance was a needle and thread. If I could have
sewn some of the money into the lining of my

111

clothes then it would have been a lot safer. The
other thing I wished I'd done was to change
some of the large bills into smaller bills or even
small change. If you're going to go into some
store and ask the guy to change anything bigger
than a twenty then you have to be wearing a suit
and tie at least or he's going to be very
suspicious.
I had a little small change after the shopping
I'd done, but there was the strong possibility it
wasn't enough. If I had to stay away longer than
I intended for any reason I would have to find
some way of changing the larger bills without
causing suspicion. I couldn't think of how it
could be done though.
There wasn't much to do until the evening. I
walked around, practising the walk I'd seen a
hundred old guys use while they were wandering
around the streets in the city. You have to feel it
to get it right. It's a question of not being in any
hurry to get anywhere. If it takes two hours or
two days it doesn't matter. The only thing that
matters is where the next drink or meal is
coming from, and where you can find shelter
from the rain and the cold.
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Right or wrong I thought there was a danger
in making myself feel that way. You get too far
into that kind of depression and you're stuck
with it. In my kind of situation there wasn't
going to be anyone around to get me out. Go to
far down that road and you could end up
spending the rest of your life as a hobo. I hadn't
worked out exactly what I was going to do to
save my skin but I did know that, whatever
happened, I didn't want to spend the rest of my
life on the streets.
I didn't mind living like that for a while, so I
could find out what was going on, and decide
what to do in comparative safety, but I had no
inclination to do it for any longer than necessary.
I had the money to live well and the only reason
for bumming around was to protect myself.
Once it was over I had plans for how I wanted to
enjoy myself.
I packed the holdall with the rest of the
money, the spare tins of food, the Seven-Up, and
my good clothes. It was a tight fit but they all
went in. Somehow every time you repack things
there seems to be less room than the last time. I
didn't know how waterproof the holdall was
meant to be but it was a chance I had to take.
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I kept up a watch for most of the day but
nothing unusual happened. The farmer stuck to
his normal routine and came back just as the sun
was setting. He worked hard, I'll say that for
him, and kept at it till there wasn't enough light
to carry on. I'd been hoping he would come
home a little early so I could make a start while
it was still reasonably light, but I had to make do
with just a glow in the west where the sun used
to be.
I opened the doors slowly after checking
there was no one about. There wasn't really
likely to be. It was one of the quietest places I'd
ever been. There was nothing to disturb you at
all. No one ever seemed to come near the place.
I didn't allow myself to be careless though. If I
was careful I could come back after my
excursions, and I knew I might well need to. If it
was never discovered anyone had been there,
life would be a little easier.
Once out I closed the doors behind me and
went to the back as quickly as possible. I walked
toward the middle of the wood and found an
area well covered with leaves. Carefully moving
them to one side I checked how soft the ground
was. With only one implement from the barn to
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use I was pleased to find the earth was easy to
work.
The holdall wasn't very big so there was no
point in digging too far down. A shallow grave
was sufficient. No one would ever think to
search the area so it would almost certainly
remain undisturbed until I returned. Without the
proper tools digging is quite hard work, even in
ground which is fairly easy to make an
impression on. It doesn't take long before your
back begins to ache.
It took over an hour before I had a hole the
right length and depth. To begin with I put the
holdall in the right way up. Then it occurred to
me that any rain might penetrate the zip and
there was a much better chance of the bills
staying dry if it was buried upside down. I
turned it over and filled the hole up with soil.
Once it was level I spread the rest around the
sides and covered the site over with the leaves.
There was nothing left except to get moving.
By the time I'd finished it was dark enough to
leave without being seen. The moon was hidden
behind some clouds and there was just about
enough light for me to see where I was going. I
had no idea what I looked like, but if the way I
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felt was anything to go by, I was in quite a state.
My whole skin was sticky, and having spent a
few days without a bath I probably smelled like
a dead skunk.
I'd been careful to make sure the barn had no
signs of life in it, so that anyone going in while I
was away wouldn't see anything out of place.
Once I was clear of the area there would be
nothing to suggest I'd ever been there, or come
from there, or anything. So my first job was to
get away from the immediate area without being
seen. Just to be on the safe side I went down to
the road in a crouched position behind the
hedge.
It took a bit longer than necessary, but there
was really no hurry. I had ten hours at least
before it was light again and by that time I
expected to be in town. Once I was on the road I
crossed over to be near the ditch and headed
east. At least with the ditch right there I had
somewhere to hide if any cars or trucks came my
way for the first few miles.
I never liked walking anywhere even as a
child, and the idea of walking about fifteen miles
into town didn't appeal to me. The fact that it
was dark, and I might have to jump into a ditch
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at any moment didn't help either. The inclination
to stay was strong, but without information it
was hard to decide what to do, and anyway there
were other things I needed if I was going to hole
up for any length of time.
I got about a mile down the road I suppose
when I heard the first car. It was behind me, and
when I turned round I could just see a pair of
headlights in the distance. There was plenty of
time for me to get into the ditch and watch it
pass by before climbing out again. Despite the
lack of rain there was mud in the bottom of the
ditch. It may have improved the authenticity of
my outfit, but it didn't put me in a good humour.
After a few miles my feet began to hurt. I had
blisters where the shoes were nipping my ankles.
For some reason I'd assumed it wouldn't happen.
They were well used, so I thought they'd been
broken in. No doubt they had been, but the wear
wasn't in the right places. Those shoes got me in
the same place as every new pair of shoes I'd
ever bought, and by the time I'd walked a couple
more miles the blisters had burst and I was
bleeding.
Normally in my line of work there isn't any
pain involved. A little discomfort maybe if you
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have to wait in awkward circumstances, but you
don't usually get hurt. I didn't want to do any
damage to my feet, because I knew I couldn't
risk going to see a doctor, but I wasn't going to
give up just because it hurt. I didn't have any
plasters, or anything I could use as padding, so
there was nothing I could do except keep
walking.
I made my steps lighter and tried to put the
weight on the outside of my foot. I knew when I
was doing it right because it didn't hurt so much.
The funny thing was my arm began to play up
again, in sympathy no doubt. The digging
certainly hadn't helped but the effort of walking
so far after not doing a thing except sit and wait
for the past couple of days must have had
something to do with it.
From what I remembered of the map in the
bus depot the town was close enough for me to
make it there before dawn. That way no one
would see me arrive. They might see me wake
up on a park bench but that would be about all.
There would be nothing to suggest I hadn't been
there all night. The trouble was, with the pain in
both feet, I was making slower progress than I
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expected, and I was still some way out when it
began to get light.
By the time I was on the outskirts the sun
was well up, although there wasn't anyone
about. The first streets I got to were the
fashionable ones. Big houses with large front
gardens, and lots of space between them. Mostly
you couldn't see the cars because they were in
garages. The idea of hot wiring a car had
occurred to me, except that I didn't know how to
do it and I would have been caught before I got a
couple of blocks in my hobo clothes.
By that time though I couldn't feel the pain. I
couldn't feel my feet at all anymore, so it didn't
seem so important to find some other kind of
transport. I figured my feet would do for the
time being, although I wasn't looking forward to
checking them out when the time came. It had
only taken a few hours but I was already
walking like I'd been on the road for years and I
wasn't even having to think about it or make any
effort.
Luck was really on my side. The route I'd
taken into town looked about as safe as you
could want. I hadn't been looking forward to
going through a rough neighbourhood in the
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dark. That way I might have run into some
trouble, and I'd left my hand gun buried in the
holdall. A hobo without a gun who gets picked
up for fighting might get twenty-four hours in
the can. A hobo with a gun might get a lot
longer.
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It was like a ghost town. Deserted. I couldn't
understand it. At a time when you would have
expected most people to be going to work there
wasn't a soul on the streets. Everything was
quiet, except for the odd cop siren off in the
distance. I saw one woman taking her garbage
out, and a kid fetching the paper in, but that was
it. There was an atmosphere you could have cut
with a knife. I didn't put it down to anything at
the time, but later I shivered when I thought
about it.
Once I started to get into the more built up
areas then there were a few more people around
but it still wasn't like a real working day. I
couldn't work out what day of the week it was
anymore, and I did wonder if it was a Sunday,
but it seemed like there were a few shops open

121

which you wouldn't have expected, and I didn't
see people going to church, so I figured it
wasn't. Something was very wrong but I couldn't
put my finger on it.
I just followed my nose into town. The centre
wasn't that big. Not what I'd expected at all from
the number of houses on the route in. You can
never tell though, sometimes towns are just
places for people to sleep, and they go to work
somewhere else. The more I thought about it the
more it seemed like that might be the case,
particularly with all the houses being so nice.
This was a place where the wrong side of the
tracks didn't exist.
There wasn't really a park, which was what
I'd been hoping for, but there was a little square
with a few trees and a couple of benches. I went
in and took a seat, glad of a rest. It didn't look
like the kind of town to have any down and outs
in it, and I expected to get picked up by the
police any minute. The people I saw wandered
round looking at the ground and not talking to
one another.
There was an old bell tower made out of
wood. Almost as soon as I sat down it struck a
few times. I never counted how many. It's
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surprising how you can get so time doesn't mean
anything to you in just a couple of days. You
can't help wondering how you'd be after a couple
of months. I guess people deteriorate pretty
quickly, a lot faster than you'd expect. It was
something to guard against. I made a mental
note.
I slept until the bell struck again. When I
woke I could see this cop on foot patrol who had
me in his sights. He was some distance away
looking at me across the grass. Some kind of
instinct made me take on the look of everyone
I'd seen so far that day. I kept one eye on him
but bent over and put my head in my hands like I
was really sad. He looked down at the floor and
up again, then finally he touched his hat and
moved on.
Something was definitely wrong. Any other
time in a town like that you could absolutely
guarantee you'd be picked up and taken down to
the station, where I guess they'd politely suggest
you moved on to some other place. It's only in
small towns like that where you get hassled a
lot. Bigger places there are too many guys who
live out on the street for them to worry about it.
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They make sure you don't go in the good areas,
but otherwise they leave you alone.
I sat there for a long time. Having walked so
far and slept so little I just kept drifting off,
waking up every time bell tower clock chimed.
It wasn't too cold but I was glad of the coat.
Walking I'd been quite warm, but as soon as you
stop you get cold, and if you go to sleep you get
colder still. Everyone thinks about being warm
when they're asleep, but if you're not in bed your
body temperature drops and you freeze.
In the end I got very cold. It made me realise
I should try and sort things out before the winter
really set in. I wasn't sure how much of it I could
stand if the weather got a lot worse, and given
another couple of months it was going to get
much colder. That's the trouble with being well
looked after, you can't take it when the situation
gets rough.
I had to move around and get my circulation
going again. It was the only way to make myself
feel a little warmer. Getting up though was
harder than I thought. My whole body was stiff,
my arm hurt again, my legs would hardly move,
and the feeling had unfortunately come back into
my feet. Even my back was reluctant to
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straighten up. I tried to slide forward on the
bench and do it all slowly. Until then I never
realised why the old guys you see in the street
don't look fit. They might not be in bad
condition, it's just the situation that messes them
up.
Once I was up, walking was an agony. I
hobbled along looking exactly the way I'd hoped
to look. I'd wanted to act the part though, not
have it happen to me for real. No one could have
guessed what I was before. No one would even
suspect. It wasn't conceivable. The terrible thing
I'd done only a few days before seemed light
years away.
The walk across the square wasn't very long,
but it took me a while. Each step was an agony,
a real effort. Every time I put my feet down the
pain burned away. I tried to walk on the outside
of my feet to take the weight off the blisters. For
some reason I didn't feel self-conscious, and for
a minute or two I couldn't figure out why.
After a while it suddenly came to me. There
was no one about. Even less people than before.
I wasn't self-conscious because no one was
watching me. It was still the same day, still light,
just a few hours further on, but things had got
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quieter rather than busier. I couldn't figure out
what was going on.
I crossed the road towards a row of shops.
The fact I was slow in doing it didn't matter
because there were no cars about. No one to
sound their horn or try to run me down. I went
over to the nearest shop I could see. It was
closed. The sign still said it was open, and the
lights were on, but the door was locked, and
there was no one inside. It was like it had been
left temporarily, but there was no sign to say
they would be back in ten minutes or after lunch
or whatever.
The next shop was the same, and the one
after, and the one after that. A block further on
there was a jewellery store with someone in it,
and it looked like it was open. The trouble was I
couldn't go in to try and find out what was going
on. I'd have been thrown out as soon as they
took a look at me. They would never have
guessed I actually did have enough money to
buy jewellery. So I wandered on a little way,
looking for a shop that sold something to eat or
drink. That was when I came across the
electrical store and looked in the window.

126

Suddenly I understood everything. The
quietness, the closed shops, the deserted streets,
they all made sense. I was already cold, but
when I looked in that window I froze. I was
fixed to the spot, couldn't move or do anything.
Perhaps I should have guessed. When you look
at it afterwards it seems obvious enough, but I
just didn't catch on. When you do my kind of job
for that long it isn't the kind of thing you think
about. You deliberately don't think about it, you
block it out, make sure you never have to face it.
In the window was a flickering black and
white TV set. The picture rolled over
occasionally but there, unmistakably, were the
children of the man I hit, standing either side of
their mother at his funeral. She bent down for a
moment, whispered in the boys ear, and as the
casket rolled by he saluted his father. I never
saw anything so sad. I'd never seen the families
of the men I killed before, or even thought about
them.
I can't say I thought anything, except that I
didn't want to think about it. Something
happened though which wasn't controllable. My
legs were weak in an instant, I had a terrible
feeling in the pit of my stomach, and the tears

127

ran down my face. I wasn't crying or making any
noise but I couldn't stand up any more. I turned
round, leaned against the wall, and slid down to
the floor.
I just sat there the way I've seen a hundred
old guys sitting on the sidewalk in the past. Legs
stretched out, head down, nothing to live for. I
pulled my knees up and rested my head on my
hand. The tears were warm and ran down my
arm. Everything went round and round in my
head. All my thoughts were confused. Suddenly
I wasn't detached anymore. All I could think of
was what those children were feeling, and what
they would have to deal with in the years to
come and how it was a direct result of what I'd
done.
A few moments later I heard someone come
round the corner. I thought about getting up, but
couldn't face it. All I could manage was to look
round to my left. There was an old woman
shuffling down the street, still wearing her
slippers. She wasn't managing to go very quickly
and I watched her for a full minute getting
nearer and nearer. As she got closer I could see
she was crying.
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She wasn't well dressed, although her clothes
were neatly pressed. A widow perhaps who
didn't have a lot, but tried to keep up
appearances. She was fumbling in her bag, but
in the end she got out a few small bills. When
she reached me she said how terrible it was, how
sad it was for the children, how awful it was for
his wife, and what she thought of the person
who did it.
Every word she said hit me like a slug from a
forty-five. I felt my emotions being torn apart.
I'd never felt like that before. All the previous
times I'd never known anything about the guys I
hit, never heard anything about them or their
families afterwards, never even knew if they had
a family. Now I did know I couldn't face being
responsible, didn't want to know how much it
hurt them, but I couldn't escape it. It was there, I
could see it on the TV, I could hear it in every
word she said.
How anyone could do such a thing she didn't
know. Even as a God fearing woman she said, I
wouldn't want to know what she would like to
do to the man responsible. Then she tried to give
me the small bills she took out of her purse. She
wanted me to buy myself a good meal. I tried to
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refuse but she just pushed the money into my top
pocket and walked away. I couldn't bear to take
the money off her, but I couldn't find the energy
to go after her and make her take it back.
Suddenly she turned round and walked back
towards me. She bent down, took hold of my
arm, and waited for me to look up. I still had
tears running down my face and so did she.
There was a little moment when nothing
happened except that she looked straight into my
eyes. Suddenly, for no reason, I felt a little
scared. Then she told me to trust in God, and
walked away.
In the end the tears stopped. Not that I felt
any better. The confusion hadn't gone away, and
I couldn't come to terms with what I'd done, but
after a while you just can't show your emotions
anymore. It wasn't something I had any control
over, it was like a natural thing. You can't cry for
ever, and it stopped of it's own accord. The
coldness had come back, and my mind was
going over and over everything. I knew I had to
do something. It didn't matter what but it was
important to get up and move on.
Just getting to my feet was physically hard. I
was beginning to tighten up. Sometimes it's
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harder than others, particularly when you just
want to sit there and never move again. I
managed to get up without turning round to look
in the store window again. The thought of seeing
anymore wasn't something I could face. All the
country was watching, but I didn't want to see
anything like it ever again.
I walked slowly down the street. There was
no other way to do it. Occasionally I looked at
the places I passed, but most of the time I didn't.
There wasn't any place to go, but I wanted to go
somewhere I'd be safe. Somewhere I didn't have
to meet people. Somewhere I wouldn't have to
see anything or hear anything for a long time.
Before I realised it I was nearly out of town.
I'd walked a long way, but my mind had gone
blank, and it didn't seem like such a long time
had passed. It was still light, and although I'd
lost track I figured there was still a fair while
before it got dark. I couldn't face just sitting
around somewhere and waiting for the night to
come, so I decided to do something I hadn't done
in a long time.
As I shuffled along I kept my eyes on the
store fronts. There were just the odd one or two,
on corners mainly. Signs for liquor stores are
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always clear enough, so you can still make them
out when you've had a few too many to drink I
suppose, but there didn't seem to be any in that
part of town. I must have gone on about another
half hour before I came to one that was open.
There was no way I could spend the old
woman's money on getting myself drunk, so I
had to risk changing one of the large bills. The
store owner must have thought I'd come up on
the lottery. You don't get that kind of money
even from robbing someone. He gave me a
suspicious look, but changed it anyway, and
didn't call the cops or rip me off. Either could
have happened, but I bought expensive liquor
off him, and several bottles at that, so I guess he
was satisfied.
Once I was out in the fresh air again I went
on my way. Slow but sure was all I could
manage. I wasn't cut out to be a wino, but that
night I intended to have a good try. There were
other things I should have done, after all that
was the reason I left the barn in the first place,
but I couldn't begin to think about trying to do
any of them. All I wanted was a place to drink
without anyone disturbing me. Being alone was
the most important thing I could think of.
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In the end the houses gave way to open
spaces, and within an hour or so I was in open
country without a house or farm to be seen. I
wandered down a side road, one that went along
the side of a field and had a ditch for me to sleep
in. Ditches are good for not being seen, and you
can sleep in them without worrying whether
you'll be disturbed. My last experience of one
hadn't been good, but at least this time I knew
what to expect.
The side road ran quite a long way down to
some trees, and what was beyond I don't know. I
went all the way down but stopped at the
bottom. The further you are off the main road
the better, there's less chance of youngsters
stopping to roll you over or cops giving you a
hard time. I had a bottle in every pocket, and the
weight was beginning to tell, so I was pleased to
reach the end of that particular road.
I sat on the bank with my feet hanging over
the edge into the ditch. If it had been summer it
would have been something else. It's the kind of
thing you dream about. Nothing to do except sit
way out in the country and have a drink without
anyone else around. The first few slugs are the
best. You feel that kind of relaxation taking over
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as you get warm inside. After that your cares
drift away, and you don't feel so bad anymore.
I didn't stop there though. I don't remember
how much of the stuff I drank and how much I
spilt but there wasn't a lot left in the morning,
and the morning was a long time in coming.
First I got sentimental and cried again, this time
wailing like someone had done me some mortal
injury I didn't deserve. It wasn't the same as the
other crying, I felt like it was actually doing
some good. The more I cried the better I felt.
Next I was angry. I couldn't work out why,
but I was angry. Maybe with the people who got
me to do it, although I didn't know who they
were, or maybe with myself for being so greedy
and so arrogant as to think that no matter how
big the job I could do it and get away with it.
Angry because I hadn't been able to see further
that the end of my nose, when it was so obvious
they wouldn't let me survive. I pounded my fist
into the side of the ditch time after time till I
could feel the pain.
When the night came I slept uneasily. I
always sleep badly when I have a drink. Mostly
I drift in and out of awful dreams, every nasty
twist and turn coming fully into consciousness.
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You can't keep them at bay somehow. I twisted
and turned in that ditch, partly to try and get
comfortable, and partly to try and avoid the
thoughts that haunted me every time I came out
of my dream world into consciousness again.
I dreamt about the stalker coming to kill me.
Something I knew he might very well do. Every
time he raised his gun to shoot I crashed back
into reality and woke with a start. I convinced
myself it wasn't happening and went back to
sleep, but he was after me again in an instant.
There was no escape. Nothing I could do would
stop him. No hiding place was safe. No attempt
to trick him successful.
I remember one period in the middle of the
night when I convinced myself the only way to
stay alive was to stay awake. I couldn't bear to
fall asleep and be plunged into the horror of
being hunted again. I concentrated on a tree I
could see on the horizon. Kept repeating to
myself that as long as I could see the tree then
my eyes were open and I must be awake. But
somehow it didn't take long before the stalker
was on his way once again.
The trouble is I don't normally drink much,
so it has a greater effect on me than on most
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people. I'm just not used to it. You can't get used
to it without putting the practice in, and I never
did see the point. I've only been drunk a handful
of times at most, and on each occasion it seems
worse than the last time. There's nothing in it for
me except an hour or so of being able to forget
my problems, a disturbed night, and a bad day.
I was pleased to see the dawn. The light
helped to keep me awake, although I never sleep
in when I've had too much. Something wakes
me early and keeps me that way. Not that I'm
ever anxious to sleep long in that state. I just lay
there and looked at the sky changing from dark
blue to light blue. The detail gradually came
back into the trees. Instead of being just shadows
I could see the patterns on the leaves and the
texture of the bark.
The inclination to get up and move on just
wasn't there. Nothing less than the actual
appearance of the stalker himself could have
made me want to leave that ditch. My head was
somewhere else, my stomach felt like it would
never be the same again, and every muscle
ached. Some of it was due to the previous day's
exertions no doubt, but the night too had taken
it's toll.
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You can't stay in one place for ever though. I
was hungry, the beans were miles away, buried
in the holdall, and the nearest place to get
something to eat was in town. The prospect of
another journey didn't fill me with joy, but it had
to be done. Even more than food I needed
something to drink. Not alcohol, I couldn't have
faced another shot of whiskey, but my mouth felt
like someone had held a dance in it, and I was
very dried out.
Starting out was the hardest part as usual.
The pain and stiffness were still there. I never
ceased to be amazed at the way I deteriorated so
quickly. Only a few days before I'd been in
pretty good condition, but I'd become a human
wreck, and I couldn't begin to work out how I
was going to get back into some kind of
reasonable condition. The kind of condition
which would convince someone else I was just
an ordinary member of the human race and it
wouldn't hurt to rent me hotel room.
Dirt sticks. I was covered in it. For the first
half mile heading into town I tried to brush it
off, and generally dust myself down. After that I
gave up. It wasn't any use. Two days in the open
and it looked as if I hadn't washed or changed
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my clothes for about twenty years. I was never
one to bathe a lot, but by that time I wished I
could have a nice long soak.
Despite the stiffness it felt like a faster
journey than the one I'd had the previous day.
The countryside ended quickly and it wasn't
long before I got to the outskirts of town. I think
you get a little bored with journeys you've done
before and your mind wanders. Before you
know what's happened you're there. It wasn't
nearly so quiet. There were people about, and
they were talking to one another.
I didn't see the point of going all the way in
to the centre. All I needed was a store which sold
cans of drink and maybe a sandwich or
something. I had some change after buying the
liquor, so I knew I wouldn't have to risk
presenting any large bills again. That would
make life a little easier. The storekeeper would
just think I'd bummed a few dollars from
someone and was splashing out. I found a little
place near a few seats and stopped by there.
The guy serving was OK. He asked if I was
down on my luck. I gave him a long hard look.
That made him feel a bit guilty I guess because
he tried to give me the stuff I bought. I made
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him take the money though. Sort of acting a bit
proud like I could pay my own way, and didn't
want any charity or anything.
I bought some milk and went out to the seats
to drink it straight away. Milk always goes down
well after a heavy night. Settles the stomach. For
some reason if you drink a whole pint you feel
full up right away, and it takes a little while
before you get back to normal. I just sat there
and didn't do anything. In the end I went back
and got another couple of pints, my mouth was
so dry and my insides so tight liquid was really
the only thing I fancied.
What I read in the paper brought up three
pints of undigested milk onto the grass. When
you speculate about things it never has the
impact of actually having your fears confirmed
in print. To see it there in black and white was
more than I think my stomach could have taken
at any time, never mind that particular morning.
I felt terrible.
Everything I suspected was true. They were
coming to get me, and it was serious. Not some
game, not just something in my head. It had
happened to someone else, and now I knew it
might very well happen to me. It was a short
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road to travel with death at the end. The only
way out was to stop them wanting to do it, but at
that point I couldn't figure out how. I couldn't
figure out anything. They'd moved more quickly
than I expected and now I was worried I didn't
have as much time as I thought.
Several days earlier someone had been
arrested for my hit. Two days later while he was
still in police custody he'd been killed, shot in
the stomach while he was passing a group of
reporters. I didn't have to put two and two
together like I had when the attempt was made
on my life. I understood instantly. Suddenly the
inevitability of my own death leapt out at me.
Only the organisation could have someone in
police custody killed so quickly and efficiently.
It was done as part of the cover up, to stop him
spilling it all for the police or the press or
whatever. He must have been the person
responsible for the other shots I heard. They'd
moved quickly on him, and they'd tried to move
quickly on me. With all the rest of it tied up I
realised they would want me dealt with as soon
as possible
The only thing was, they didn't know where
to find me. I couldn't live out on the streets

140

forever, but the first time I surfaced, the first
time I lived openly in one place, I knew they
would get to me. It was a little circular route,
and my mind went round and round it. There
was no solution. It read badly. Either live out on
the streets or die. But avoiding them wasn't the
solution. Attack is the best form of defence. I
had to risk it. I had to do something.
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Back at the barn it took me a couple of weeks
to decide what to do. I'd picked up enough
supplies to see me through, so I had nothing to
do but think. It wasn't easy. In fact it was the
most difficult two weeks of my life. I knew my
life would depend on the decisions I made. The
plan had risks attached to it, and since it relied,
in part, on the actions of others, it wasn't
something I could easily control.
There were things I had to work out. I wasn't
sure I could kill anyone again. It sounds silly,
but I really wasn't sure if I could. Before, I'd
always walked away from it. Never known
another thing. This time, seeing those children at
their father's funeral, made me think about
things I'd always avoided.
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You can't help thinking about your own
father. How you would have felt if someone had
killed him when you were a child. Your mind
goes over it again and again. The more I thought
about it, the more I realised I could never do a
contract job again. I don't think I ever felt it was
right, I just avoided thinking about it. They paid
me good money, more than I could get anywhere
else, so I did it. I knew secretly it wasn't right
but I closed my mind to it, I didn't want to know.
It was difficult, but I had to decide how far I
was prepared to go. I'm not perfect, and I'm not
sure the decision I came to was the right one, but
it was the only one I could live with in the
circumstances. I figured if someone was out to
kill me then it was all right to defend myself
even if it meant killing them, providing that was
the only option. After all there was no good
reason I could think of for letting them kill me.
I don't believe in God, never have and never
will, but I think it's OK for people to change,
and you shouldn't be punished for things you did
in the past if you aren't going to do them again.
It's like repenting of your sins but without all
that pious stuff. Just straightforward. It was
wrong, you aren't going to do it again, and
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there's no point in messing up what you've got
left of your own life by giving yourself up or
anything. I mean what's the point of wasting
your own life.
In the end I reached a sort of compromise. I
could do what was necessary to get out of the
mess I was in, but that was all. After that it had
to be a normal life, if I could fix it up for myself.
That was the plan then. I had to make it so they
wanted me alive, so it was in their interests to
see no harm came to me. That was the only way
to do it.
The hide out was safe. No one ever came
near it, and although, during my time there, the
cops came to call on the farmer once in a while,
not a single person ever came up the path. I
think one of the cops must have been a friend of
someone up at the house. There was no other
reason I could think of why they would go there
several times each week.
I kept a good watch though. I didn't want to
be suddenly surprised. Just to be on the safe side
I left the holdall buried. Then if I was found they
would just think I was down on my luck, and
taking shelter for a couple of days. I was lucky it
wasn't summer I guess. If it had been then I
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could almost certainly have expected visitors.
Young couples with no place to go would find
an old barn a useful place to stop for a couple of
hours.
What I wondered about most, in relation to
the plan, was how far the stalker would go in
putting feelers out to try and locate me when I
surfaced. By this time I was pretty certain in my
own mind that he was the man they would send
to do the job. He would canvass all my friends in
the organisation, that went without saying, and I
had to presume there were no former colleagues
I could trust.
I badly needed someone I could be sure of.
Maybe someone I hadn't seen for a while.
Someone who had nothing to do with the
organisation and didn't know what I'd been
doing for the last few years. I racked my brains
trying to think of a friend from the past. I needed
someone the organisation knew nothing about.
Most of my old friends hadn't kept in touch and
were lost to me. I had no idea how to find them.
America's a big place, you lose someone, that's
it.
The only person I could think of lived right
up in the north. That was really the reason we
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never saw one another, and neither of us thought
of writing. He was about my best friend out of
the army, and when we got out I saw him a
couple of times but that was about all. His old
man died and he took over the family restaurant.
It was in a friendly neighbourhood just out of the
centre of town.
With it being so close to Christmas, and with
the weather getting colder all the time, I didn't
feel like a trip up north. It was beginning to get
cold in the barn, but up there you simply
couldn't survive out in the open. If something
went wrong I didn't fancy freezing to death in
some northern forest. In the south all you need is
food and shelter. In the cold it's a different story.
Despite my reservations I knew I had to go. I
couldn't think of anyone else, and he fitted the
bill in every respect. I thought I could trust him
to do what I asked. He didn't know what my
connections were, so there was no chance of him
giving me away, even unwittingly. Anyway, it
was Christmas, and I was a bit lonely. In some
ways it seemed worth the effort.
Preparations. First I had to keep watch one
evening and find out what time the bus passed. I
wasn't far from where I disembarked on my
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arrival, so I figured I ought to be able to see it
easily enough through my hole in the wall. If the
bus got me back to the city I could get a north
bound train from there. My appearance was the
important thing. I had to look respectable
enough to get a hotel room. My good clothes
from the holdall would help and I could get a
little money to see me through at the same time.
I needed to clean myself up a bit. You can't
get on a bus unobtrusively smelling like you
haven't had a bath for a month, and it was nearly
that long since I'd had one. People tend to notice
if you smell. The beard I could get away with,
and the weathered complexion, but I had to do
something about the smell.
I dug the holdall up from behind the barn.
The clothes were a bit crumpled, and could have
done with cleaning too, but they were a big
improvement on the clothes I'd been living in.
They looked just about passable. I also took out
the hand gun, some money a set of false IDs,
and a few small personal items. The only thing I
couldn't use was the holdall itself which was too
dirty to be passable. It looked as if I would have
to leave without luggage, but it didn't worry me
a great deal.
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On the afternoon before I was due to leave I
stripped off in the barn, and soaked my old shirt
in the last of my drinking water. I poured some
water over myself and used the wet shirt to rub
the dirt off. Finally I doused myself with more
water to rinse off. I thought I would die of the
cold. There was nothing clean to dry myself off
with. I just had to stand there and let the water
evaporate.
It took about fifteen minutes of rubbing the
water off with my hands before I was reasonably
dry. I've never been so pleased to get my clothes
on. I was still slightly damp, and it took forever
to warm up, even with an overcoat covering my
jacket. After that it was just a case of putting the
holdall back in it's hiding place and waiting for
the bus to come.
I didn't go down the path until just before the
bus was due to arrive. There was no point in
drawing attention to myself. I wanted my
presence there to remain a secret, so leaving as
unobtrusively as possible seemed like a good
idea. The people on the bus weren't a problem,
they were just passing through, but I didn't want
to seen by anyone in the area.
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Even though it was dark I crouched behind
the hedge so I couldn't be seen from the farm. I
got down to the road with the usual ache in my
back. It wasn't long before the bus arrived, and I
got on. The driver asked why I was getting on in
the middle of nowhere, but I gave him one of my
stares, and handed him the right money. He
didn't say any more.
The ride was OK. There weren't many people
on board and I had a double seat to myself. I
don't like bus journeys, but it's not so bad if you
don't have some old woman sitting alongside
telling you her life story. In any case I was
getting more and more used to doing things I
didn't like, and not making such a big deal out of
it. Believe me a bus journey is a piece of cake
compared to sleeping in a ditch.
It was late evening by the time the bus got in.
I felt uncomfortable straight away, being in
those same streets where only a few weeks
earlier I'd been running away from the biggest
mistake of my life. I was still running. The only
difference was that so long as I didn't check into
a hotel I wasn't about to get a bullet in the back,
at least not immediately.
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That was comforting at least. You could bet
every connected hotel, restaurant, and store had
my description, and maybe a picture under the
counter. If they'd managed to locate a photo
anywhere then they'd have sent it out. They were
as efficient as the police, and even more
ruthless. Anyone connected who saw me would
phone it in straight away. With the police people
tend not to bother, with the organisation they
make it worth your while.
I went straight across town to get the first
train I could. Taxis weren't a good idea, too
many of them have dues to pay, so I had to walk.
Still, by that time I was used to it. I had a gun in
my pocket, but that was no guarantee of
anything. If the other guy is good you don't have
a chance to get it out. America doesn't even have
the ethics of the wild west anymore, give them a
chance and they'll shoot you in the back.
I took the night train heading north. Sleeping
came easy, there was nothing else to do. There's
no scenery to look at on a night train, just a few
lights here and there whenever you go through
some town or other. The rest of the time it's just
black. Pitch black America. Sometimes I think
there aren't so many people live there after all.
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It's at night when you can really tell. There aren't
even enough of us to light the place up.
Sometime the following day I broke the
journey. It was too long a trip to do it all in one
go, and I was far enough north to be able to
check into a hotel without having to worry about
it. They might have put feelers out in the
immediate area, but there was no way they could
check every hotel in the country. Even so I tried
to pick one without connections. Sometimes
there are ways you can tell.
I needed a bath and a chance to clean myself
up a bit. I had to get some new clothes, a decent
case, some personal things to travel with, and a
haircut. Whether I kept the beard or not I
definitely needed a haircut. It's one of the ways
people judge you. If you want to go unnoticed
you need clean shoes and short hair.
First of all I got a hotel room, which I paid
for with the small bills. Then I had a bath and
attended to a few personal things. Once I was
presentable I went shopping for new clothes.
You can always use large bills to get clothes. If
you're buying good stuff they don't even think
about it, they deal that way every day, and the
big advantage is you get small bills as change if
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you work it out right. No one gets suspicious,
and you end up with small stuff for the drug
store or the liquor store or whatever.
The haircut and the other bits and pieces took
about a couple of hours, and then I had another
bath just to make sure all the grime was washed
away. By the time I finished I looked really
sharp. Good enough to go into any restaurant or
hotel you could think of. It may be easy to go
downhill, but it's also easy to get back up again
if you've got the money. You think about
yourself a lot different when you're clean and
dressed up.
I couldn't stay where I was forever, but I
guessed I was safe enough for a few days.
Despite what they say news travels slowly. I
wasn't inclined to stay too long though. In any
case Christmas was coming, and I wanted to do
something about getting myself out of the hole I
was in. I wanted to start 1964 with a clean slate,
and I only had a few weeks to sort it out.
You always work better if you set yourself a
target. You must have something to aim at.
Without it you just kind of amble along, and
there never seems any urgency about what you
do. All you feel is apathy. Why do it today if you
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can do it tomorrow? That way you never get
anywhere. A realistic deadline means you know
where you're going. All your decisions are made
in the light of reaching a particular goal on time.
Once I'd decided on the time scale, I went for
it. I'd had my period of recovery, and was up and
running in a couple of days. I looked like a new
man and felt more able to deal with the situation.
It was hard to believe the change when I looked
in the mirror. In a way I was a bit suspicious of
it. Something which changes fast one way can
also change quickly the other.
When I climbed on that train with my new
suitcase and new clothes, and took my seat in
first class I knew there was a purpose to sorting
all this out. It wasn't just to stop them from
killing me, it was so I could live well for the rest
of my life. I had the money to do it, all I needed
was the time. There were things I wished I
hadn't done, but all that was over. I had to start
the rest of my life from where I was, not where I
would have liked to have been.
It took a day and a half before I finally got
there. The journey wasn't bad. Good food, some
beautiful scenery, and a little courtesy from the
conductor all helped. Trains were always my
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favourite way of travelling. I'd forgotten what it
was like to enjoy myself. In the past it used to
make me calm, and I would forget all my
worries. This time I went through the plan to
make sure I knew it back to front. When you're
sure of what you've got to do it makes you feel a
lot easier.
You can never go over a plan too often.
There's always going to be some little detail you
haven't thought of. I had it worked out pretty
well in fact, but I was still going over it during
the cab ride to the hotel. This time I was in a
good hotel. A very good hotel. A hotel where
they call you sir, and where there's room service
anytime of the day or night. I dumped the case,
wrote my letter, and went back out to deliver it.
Why waste time?
The restaurant was just where I remembered
it from all those years ago. Restaurants don't
move I suppose, but your memory can play
tricks on you. I waited across the street for a few
minutes. Just looked at the place. So much time
had passed I was nervous about going in. What
do you say to someone you haven't seen for so
long?
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When I walked through the door he looked
surprised to see me. Very surprised. There was
something more as well, he looked a bit
uncomfortable. I put it down to us not having
seen one another for so long. He probably felt
just as guilty as me for not writing. I mean there
was nothing to stop him getting in touch with
me. If you look at it logically it was only fifty
per cent my fault, even though I felt one hundred
per cent guilty.
He was OK about it though, gave me a meal,
talked about old times. The trouble was, he
wasn't quite the way I remembered him.
Something wasn't the same. Nothing I could put
my finger on, and he probably hadn't changed a
lot, but my memory of him was different. I
remembered him as absolutely solid, the kind of
guy you could rely on completely, not have any
hesitation. Maybe I'd built him up that way in
the years we weren't in touch, but he didn't seem
that way anymore.
When he talked about being in business it
was like he was looking to find out where his
percentage was all the time, and it spilled over
into everything else. He was always looking for
an angle, on everything. I never remembered
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him that way. He used to be pretty generous and
would always help out if he could. Now it
looked like you'd have to pay him interest on his
generosity. Two points a week, minimum.
I don't mind a man making a little money, but
you have to keep a sense of proportion. Maybe I
didn't remember him exactly the way he was,
but I had the feeling I ought to get to know him
again before committing myself to anything. I
couldn't involve him in my plan until I was sure
of him. The letter would have to wait. I had to
think again.
There was no rush I figured. They weren't
going to find me in a hurry, so there was no
harm in staying around for a few days and taking
my friend out for a couple of beers before I
decided what to do. We spent the evening
together, and in the end I went back to my hotel.
He could have offered me a bed at his place, and
in the old days I think he would have, but for
some reason he didn't suggest it.
I gave him the phone number of the hotel and
suggested he call me the next day so we could
arrange a night on the town. All the way back in
the cab though I knew there was something
wrong. The trouble was I didn't know exactly
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what. Something told me I might not be able to
go through with the plan. The next day brought a
few answers.
I couldn't give the letter to someone I didn't
trust. If it was opened by the wrong person it
could have put me in a very difficult position. It
was my insurance policy in case something went
wrong. If they got to me, and I had a chance to
say anything, I had to convince them there were
two letters. One with a friend, and one with my
lawyer. Both contained all the information I had.
Both were to be sent to the New York Times if I
didn't make personal contact every month.
If they did catch me I knew they would easily
be able to find my friends letter, and the
existence of one would make them believe in the
other. I didn't have the important information of
course. What I really needed to know was who
employed me, the actual name of the man who
put out the contract. I had to hope that what I
knew was enough for a reporter to dig out the
rest. It wasn't foolproof, but it was better than
having nothing to bargain with at all.
So I had to give it to someone I could trust. If
they opened it then it could be dangerous to their
health as well as mine. I needed someone who
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wasn't too curious. I had some doubts about a
man who was constantly looking for an angle,
who was looking for his percentage, who wanted
to know what was in it for him.
The next day I found out what was in it for
him. I went out, just to buy a paper, have a
coffee, and generally relax. It was my first
chance of a comparatively normal day for well
over a month, and I was looking forward to it.
There didn't seem to be any risks, and I was
making the most of my opportunity to take it
easy before getting myself in deeper. It gave me
a chance to go over things again. I never like to
be unprepared.
From the moment I stepped out of the door I
had that feeling again. Someone was with me
every step of the way. I knew I wasn't alone.
There's something about the way people move in
a crowd which gives it away. Either that or I
have a sixth sense, and I don't really believe in
those things. Whatever it is, I always know. I
feel uncomfortable, the way you feel if you think
someone is spying on you.
I did the usual things to check it out and sure
enough there he was. I was being followed by a
guy in a trench coat and a fedora. This guy was
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an amateur. He was a joke. If my instincts were
right he was probably an ageing bell boy who
decided on a change in career and joined an
agency. He might be OK for divorce work if
they let him tail the woman but they shouldn't
have let him go out on the real thing. He wasn't
from the organisation that was for sure.
I couldn't work out what had happened, so I
had to rely on my instincts. This guy wasn't
dangerous, just a nuisance. If I could lose him,
without him realising I knew he was there, it left
me in a better position. It didn't look like a
difficult job. I casually had a coffee and strolled
around for a while letting him think it was easy,
then I headed for a crowded department store,
just to browse around.
When I came out, he didn't. I wasn't even
trying. Losing him for good was even easier. I
got a cab to the hotel and checked out a little
before midday. Nothing could have been
simpler, it was like taking candy off a baby. He
never showed up. I guess he probably went back
to the office for instructions, and by the time
they pointed out he should have headed back to
the hotel I'd already gone.
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I could guess at what might have happened,
but I didn't really know what was going on.
What I needed was information, and instinct told
me the best way to get it might be to keep an eye
on my friend's restaurant. I got a cab to cruise by
the place a couple of times while I checked the
area out. There were a few hotels in the
neighbourhood, one right opposite which would
have been too obvious, and a couple with
diagonal views of the restaurant across the
street.
I got the driver to drop me outside the one
farthest away. My chances of not being seen
were a little better. Before checking in I asked to
see the room. It wasn't the kind of place where
most people would have bothered. The desk
clerk didn't refuse, but he didn't look happy. I
gave him a good tip and his manner improved
considerably.
First off he showed me a room with a view
out back. I had a look around and said it was
fine except for the view. He said the only
alternative was one facing the front. We had a
look at one and I said I would take it. I left him
to bring up the bags, and then tipped him again.
There was no point in showing off with the
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money, but I did want him on my side, and I
wanted him to know I would pay if he did things
for me.
The room was small, but the bed was
comfortable. There was no room service, and
nowhere to cook. I could tell I was going to start
living on cold beans, candy bars, and Seven-Up
all over again. I was back to watching, for which
purpose the room was ideal. It was on the
second floor, net curtains on the windows, and
with a clear view down the street. Any comings
or goings at the restaurant could be easily seen,
although I was too far away to make out faces,
but for that there was an easy solution.
I took a trip out and went to buy some
binoculars. There were plenty to choose from
but I wasn't after anything fancy. I just looked
for the most powerful ones I could find. The
store manager let me try a couple of pairs. He
stood so close I thought we might have to get
married. He was worried about me running off
with binoculars I could afford to buy with loose
change. I probably had enough cash on me to
buy out the whole store.
As it turned out the powerful ones weren't the
best for what I had in mind. The bigger the
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magnification the harder they were to hold
steady, and then you couldn't see properly
because the image moved around. The best ones
had a wide field of view, were less powerful, and
easier to handle. It always pays to try things out
before you commit yourself.
When I got back I had a trial run. Even
without pulling the net curtains to one side you
got quite a good image. It was a bit hazy but you
could see what was going on. I drew them back
and had another look. With just the glass in the
window between me and the restaurant I had a
pretty good view.
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I wasn't sure what I hoped to learn by
keeping watch, but something told me I would
get the information I needed by discovering who
went in and out of the restaurant. Common sense
told me it was no coincidence I was followed the
night after going in there, but I couldn't see a
link with the organisation at all. I had no idea if
it was in any way connected to my real
difficulties or just another irritation.
There didn't seem to be any reason why my
friend should have me tailed by an amateur from
some useless private detective agency, and yet
there was no one else in town who even knew
me, let alone knew where I was staying. Logic
indicated it had to be him, even though his
motive was a mystery. The fact that he was
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looking for an angle didn't lead anywhere. What
could he gain from having me followed?
The answers weren't long in coming. It took a
couple of days, then everything fell into place in
quite a frightening way. First of all I rang him to
say I'd suddenly had to leave town on urgent
business. I said I was really sorry, but I'd be back
in a few days, and then we'd have that drink
after all. He sounded strange. Tried to ask
casually where I would be staying. I said I didn't
know but I'd phone him when I got back to
town.
He wasn't happy about it, but there was
nothing he could do except take me at my word.
He was over anxious, like something depended
on me. People don't have to say a lot. You pick
up pretty quickly what the truth is from the way
they say things. Even if its just small talk there's
no hiding it. They're like an open book to me.
Always have been. That's how I've survived.
A couple of days isn't long to wait really, but
the hours dragged by. I had no idea what I was
waiting for, just a feeling that if I waited long
enough something would happen. Somehow it
was worse than when I was in the barn. The
physical side wasn't so bad, but the boredom
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was worse. In the barn I'd been hoping for a
quiet life but being on a stakeout made me
impatient.
The routine was the same both days. I got up
early and went to the nearest store before anyone
was about. I bought enough food to last me
through the day. A couple of pints of milk, a few
sandwiches, some candy bars, and a little fruit. It
was just about enough to see me through. Then I
watched. Trying to look through binoculars and
eat at the same time was no joke, but it had to be
done. I couldn't afford to miss anything.
First thing in the morning the guy who did
the dishes used to go in and take the trash out.
Then he would open the front doors. The chairs
were still on the tables so I don't think they were
expecting any customers. They were just getting
some air in the place. I couldn't see in properly
because the angle was too acute, but every now
and again he would appear in front of the
window. I guessed he was cleaning the floors.
Once it got to about midday the chairs came
down and a few customers went in for lunch. I
was surprised at how few. I doubt if he took
enough to pay the staff wages, but then I've
never been in business, so what do I know? In
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the afternoon there were a few comings and
goings but not a lot happened. It was cold out
and you would think people would go in just for
coffee or something but not many did.
Evenings were when he did most of his trade,
and when it was most difficult to see. I couldn't
make out the detail on people's faces by street
light, even with the curtains pulled back to give
me a clear view. There were a lot of people on
the street and it was hard to tell who was going
to go in. Once it was dark there was no danger
of me being seen. I turned the room lights off
and stayed back from the window.
Late afternoon on the second day was when it
happened. Everything just fell into place. I'd
underestimated them. They'd been more
thorough than I'd given them credit for. The
more I thought about it the more obvious it was
that they would go to any lengths to find me, and
it surprised me that I hadn't thought it through.
I'd been careful in every other respect, but for
some reason I hadn't expected them to do this
basic bit of detective work.
It was the stalker. When I saw him walking
down the street I recognised him straight away.
Didn't need the binoculars. He had an
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unconcerned look, didn't hurry, like a man who
knows he'll get what he wants, and doesn't worry
if it takes a little time. He was the best of course,
and I suppose he knew how good he was. I'd met
him just once before, and I remembered him
clearly. I wondered if he remembered me.
The chances were he didn't. I don't stand out
in a crowd. Everyone had wanted to know how
he operated, but he wouldn't give anything away,
which made him special somehow. I'd studied
him carefully and he'd stuck in my mind. I hadn't
found out anything except that he wasn't like the
rest of us. I guessed he didn't operate the same
way at all, and he certainly wasn't given the
same kind of jobs.
Working out what had happened wasn't hard.
They must have put the feelers out and contacted
everyone I knew. Family, friends, everyone,
probably right down to the guy in Palookaville I
once shared a cab with. Someone would call
them I guess and say an old friend was trying to
get in touch, could they call if I showed up.
There must be a hundred ways to get people to
do it. I wondered what method they used on my
old army pal.
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If what I'd seen a few nights before in the
restaurant was anything to go by it was probably
money. It must have been enough for him to
waste a little of his own on some amateur
detective agency in the hope of making sure he
didn't lose me. You don't do that unless the
rewards are substantial. And if someone was
willing to pay that kind of money to find me he
must have known it wasn't exactly in my best
interests. I'd been betrayed.
He'd changed. What else can you say. So
much time had gone by I guess he didn't feel
anything for me anymore. A few months ago, in
the right circumstances, I might have taken a
contract on him if I'd been asked, so I was in no
position to get upset about it. The number of
people I'd killed I was in no position at all.
Money talks, isn't that what they say.
The question was, what should I do? My
original plan had taken a nose dive. They must
have been in touch with everyone I knew well,
and a few more besides. I could give my letter to
a lawyer as planned, but another idea began to
take shape. For some reason it cleared my mind
a little. What I really needed was a name. I
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needed to know who actually gave me the
contract, the name of the top man.
He was in the restaurant about a quarter of an
hour, then he came out and took a cab towards
town. While he was in there I thought about
following him, although I couldn't work out how
it would help, except that information is always
useful. I held back. There was no rush after all,
the one thing I knew for certain was that he
would be back. This was undoubtedly the only
lead they had, so he had to stay around.
For the time being I knew I had the
advantage. He didn't know where I was, but I
did know where he was, or at least where he
would eventually turn up. The other advantage
was that he didn't know I was watching. If he'd
even suspected he would have used the back
door, or the phone or something, he was too
good to come walking down the street if there
was any danger. What I had to work out was
how I could use the situation, how I could get
out alive, permanently alive.
There was one immediate way to deal with
the danger posed by the stalker and to put off
any further attempts to find me, and that was to
simply kill him. From my window I had an easy
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shot, with a rifle and sights it would have been
just the kind of hit I was good at. The problem
was that eventually someone would take on the
job, and I'd still spend the rest of my life looking
over my shoulder wondering when I'd feel the
bullet hit me, and that wasn't what I had in mind.
I didn't really want to take him out anyway, I
didn't want to do that anymore. If I had to do it I
would, but I wanted to avoid it if I could. There
had to be a way of settling it so that I was safe
and they were too frightened to kill me. Instinct
told me the information I needed was who gave
me the contract. That was the key, I knew it was.
About an hour later it came to me. Whoever
gave me the original contract would be the same
person who put the contract out on me. Ten
chances to one the stalker knew who it was. My
hit was so big they'd been careful to cover
themselves, but the stalker didn't know why I
was being taken out, so they wouldn't have
bothered to conceal the identity of the man who
wanted it done. The stalker had the information I
needed so badly.
That was when the beginnings of the second
plan began to form in my mind. Sometimes the
fear of dying is more effective than actually
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killing someone, and I couldn't see any reason
not to use it. I had no moral problems with
threatening people, particularly to save my own
skin. There was no reason I had to be nice to
people, a little pain might even be useful. I had
no problems with that at all.
That night I ran it down. Went over it again
and again in my own mind. The stalker had no
idea I would be waiting for him. I had a real
advantage. He would expect me to be
unprepared, but in fact I could control
everything. This time nothing would go wrong,
it couldn't, it was too predictable. He just
wouldn't know I was ready for him, and he
would walk right into it. It was the simplest of
traps, but I couldn't see how it could fail.
There was no time to waste. I had to keep
them thinking I didn't know what was going on.
The easiest thing was to set up a meeting with
my friend, in the certain knowledge that the
stalker would turn up instead. I took a cab into
the centre of town and checked out a few hotels.
What I needed was some place with a fire escape
coming down onto an unused back alley so I
could get out quickly if something went wrong
and I had to kill the guy.
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There were a couple that looked OK so I
went into one and asked to see a room. They
took me up and showed me. The room looked
OK but it wasn't located where I wanted. I said I
had some work to do and wanted somewhere
quiet, preferably right down the hall so there
weren't too many people going past. They gave
me one right down the end. I signed the register
and showed a false ID.
That night I worked out all the possibilities
and fixed the room up the way I wanted, to make
it as easy for myself as possible. He would have
a long walk down the corridor which would give
me some warning, and then I had to be ready for
whatever happened next. That was the one thing
I couldn't quite predict, but I had surprise on my
side. I slept a little around breakfast time, and
then went to make my phone call.
My friend sounded pleased to hear from me.
Relieved would describe it better. I explained I
was in a difficult position. There were some
people after me I said and I wanted him to do me
a favour. I had some money I could give him,
but I wanted to meet and talk about it in private.
He eagerly took down the details of the hotel
and room number. I arranged a late meeting

172

when I knew it would be dark, and said he
shouldn't come too soon as I would be out the
early part of the evening.
It was a hard day to have to sit around and do
nothing. You couldn't help wonder how it would
turn out. Doubts are only natural, but I kept
telling myself I had to believe it would all go
well. You have to go through with things as if
they will happen, hesitating at the wrong
moment can lose you a vital opportunity. In my
line of work you can't let that happen, they don't
pay you for a good try, they only pay for results.
Miss out and you don't get another job.
I made sure everything was ready a dozen
times. It wasn't the kind of job I was used to.
There were people who did that kind of job, and
we used to look down on them. They were only
foot soldiers, and close range stuff was
considered dirty, not clean and clinical like most
of the stuff we did. Now I was about to give it a
shot I didn't think it was so easy anymore, and I
realised I owed them a little more respect.
I guessed my friend would pass on all the
information. Saying I would be out for the early
part of the evening was the important thing. The
stalker would come early and break into the
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room, intending to surprise me when I came
back. He certainly wouldn't be expecting anyone
to be there when he came through the door. The
only thing I had to do was take advantage of the
situation.
I reckoned he could come anytime from late
afternoon on. He would probably have someone
check with the desk clerk to make sure I was
out, and then get upstairs when there was an
opportunity. It's easy enough to do. Most kids
can do it, and so can most hookers, so I didn't
think there would be any problem, and I wasn't
disappointed.
First I had to make the desk clerk think I was
out. I tied a piece of clothes line on the fire
escape ladder so I could reach it fairly easily
from the ground, then I went down to reception
and checked out. Just in case there was a tail on
me I walked up and down a couple of blocks
before heading up the alley. There was no one
about so I pulled on the cord till the ladder came
down. I climbed up, pulled the ladder up behind
me, took the cord off, and let myself in through
the window. All I had to do was wait.
It wasn't easy. I had to stay in position all the
time and not move. When he came down the
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corridor I had to be certain he didn't hear any
noise in the room. He had to be sure it was
empty. With him in particular there might not be
any second chances. It got dark as I'd hoped it
would. I knew my chances in daylight would
have been far worse. But I was still risking my
life, and the thought weighed heavily on me as I
waited behind the door.
In the end I heard footsteps in the hall, and
they came right up to my door. There was a
pause. He was listening, and I was surprised he
couldn't hear my heart beating. Then there was a
knock at the door, and he waited again. Every
second seemed to last forever, I remember
counting out what I thought might be the last
seconds of my life. Something had happened
over the past few weeks, and I wasn't as
confident as I used to be.
There was some talking in the corridor, and I
thought I heard some people leaving their room.
The door closed behind them, and their footsteps
receded, leaving me to my fate. A few seconds
after they left I heard that familiar small clicking
sound from the door, which means the lock is
being picked. I held my breath. I knew he
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mustn't even hear me breathing. Any small noise
might alert him now, even if he was unprepared.
There was a small firm click, and then silence
again. I could hear the handle slowly turning,
and then the door began to move towards me. As
it opened I silently raised my arm. A barely
recognisable shadow appeared on the carpet.
There was no going back, I knew it was make or
break. The shadow moved, and I waited for him
to come past the end of the door. As soon as I
caught sight of him I brought the butt of my gun
down as hard as I could on the back of his neck.
He fell on the floor with hardly a sound.
Didn't have his gun out or anything. He was just
being quiet, and not careful at all. I put my index
finger to his neck and felt his pulse, just to make
sure I hadn't killed him, and then dragged him
across the room to the chair. Once he was clear
of the door I closed it behind him and put the
lights on. He was bleeding a little from a wound
on the back of his head where the butt of the gun
had broken the skin.
I hauled him up into the chair, and loosened
his shirt collar so he could breathe more easily.
The last thing I wanted was for him to die on
me. What I wanted was information. He
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weighed more than I expected. Lifting people is
never easy, lifting them when they are
unconscious is a lot harder. Once I got him up
there I took out some cord and tied one wrist to
each arm of the chair, and then tied his feet
together.
I imagine it came as something of a surprise
to him when he woke up with a handgun in his
mouth. That way I figured it would have more
effect, and the results might be a little quicker.
His eyes looked down at the barrel. I pulled the
hammer back with my thumb and cocked it. He
was a little scared, so I thought I ought to put his
mind at rest. Without taking the gun away I leant
over and had a little word in his right ear.
I explained that he could walk away with
nothing more than a bruise on the back of his
head, or the hotel staff could have a little
redecorating to do in the morning, and the
choice was all his. I said I knew who he was,
and if he cared to cast his mind back he might
remember meeting me before. I knew who he
was involved with and it was no good giving me
some little story that didn't add up.
You have to be firm in that kind of situation I
think, and you can't leave any room for
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discussion. I told him all I wanted was one
name, and it had better confirm a little research
I'd already done. If he lied it would be the last
one he ever told. He wasn't to know my research
was only guess work. To get the right result he
had to think I was only using him to make
absolutely certain of something I already knew.
A few seconds went by, then I told him to
listen carefully to the question, and answer as
soon as the gun was withdrawn. If there was any
hesitation at all, or if I even suspected he was
lying he could kiss good-bye to the back of his
head within a fraction of a second. Not knowing
the answer meant sudden death. He had to
believe I was really going to do it if he didn't
give me a plausible answer to the question.
I stood up and braced myself. Very quickly I
asked who sent him to kill me and took the gun
out of his mouth. I had the answer at the instant I
finished speaking, and it was exactly what I
wanted to hear. That name rang so true I couldn't
help wondering why I hadn't been able to narrow
it down by myself. My stalker of course didn't
realise the significance of what he'd just said, he
had no idea he'd just put the finger on the man
who put out the biggest contract ever.

178

I relaxed and put my gun on the table. The
stalker began to breathe heavily and stared at the
floor trying to comprehend what had happened.
It was certainly the first time in his life he hadn't
completed a job, and he was probably trying to
figure out what the implications were. Whatever
I did to him things didn't look too hot, and he
was gradually working it out. The organisation
don't take too kindly to people who let them
down.
He was going to become my messenger, and
would have to remember a few things, so I let
him catch his breath. I was going to keep him
there a little longer and explain exactly what I
wanted him to do. He might not be too keen, but
he was in no position to argue. I caught my
breath as well. I never wanted to come that close
to killing anyone again.
Strangely I was in a position to protect the
stalker from the organisation, and he did need
protecting. If they thought he knew anything
they would certainly try to kill him, and they
might be inclined to do it because he failed to
kill me. Success with them is the only way you
stay alive. Fail and they have no use for you. It
might have been different in his case. He was
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the top man for his kind of work, but you never
can tell.
I put a letter in his inside pocket, and took
away his gun. It was a nice little thing with a
silencer. No one would have heard me die. I told
him to deliver the letter unopened to his boss. I
also told him I couldn't explain what was going
on for his own safety. If he opened the letter they
would find him and kill him, if he delivered it
unopened then he was safe. He didn't look
convinced, but I assured him the contents
guaranteed his safety.
I also urged him to make sure an important
part of my message got through. If anyone came
after me again I would kill them, and I would
kill the person who sent them. Next time there
would be no second chances. They had one
chance to call it off. If they didn't I would wreak
havoc until they got me.
I urged him to take note of the organisation's
first principle, that anyone can be hit. They had
employed me for jobs in the past, they knew I
could do it for them, and if I ever found my life
was in danger I would do it for myself. I stressed
it, anyone could be hit. Bigger people than his
boss had been hit, and I was just the man for the
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job. If he didn't manage to convince them, I told
him, he had better find himself a good bolt hole
to escape the purge that would follow.
The letter itself didn't actually give much
away. If you didn't know the circumstances you
would be hard put to make sense of it. All I said
was that there were a few letters, in the hands of
different lawyers, which had to be mailed to a
variety of organisations if I didn't make contact
every month. The letters named him as the man
responsible for a particular crime, and gave
enough supporting evidence to send him to the
electric chair.
I made it clear that it was therefore in his
interests to make sure I lived a long and healthy
life. Failing to kill me straight away had been a
costly mistake. I'd had the opportunity to weave
a complex little web, and now I knew his name,
nothing could save him except my goodwill. If I
became aware anyone was sent to kill me, or the
stalker, I would do my best to take care of
matters myself, and save our country the cost of
the electricity.
Double indemnity. Kill me, and the state will
take care of you. Try and kill me, and I'll take
care of you. That way I figured they would stay
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as far away from me as possible. I wanted them
to be frightened of me accidentally seeing
someone who was connected. In every
paragraph I drummed home the message, the
thing they all believed, like it was out of the
gospel itself. Anyone can be hit. Anyone can be
hit. Anyone can be hit. After all, four weeks ago
I'd proved it.
I untied one of the stalker's hands and let him
undo the rest of the knots himself. He stood up
and rubbed the back of his head where the blood
was. He looked at his hand and then at me. By
the look of it he wasn't very pleased, but he
should have been grateful, a month ago I might
not have bothered to protect him, and he could
have been walking out of there to certain death.
Come to that I might have done it myself.
I asked how I could check he was OK and
still alive. He didn't look very forthcoming, so I
explained I wasn't having anyone else killed on
account of me, and the only way to do that was
to make them think I was prepared to carry out
my threats if they didn't go along with my
wishes. His safety depended on them knowing I
could find out what happened to him. He still
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didn't look happy with the prospect. I opened the
door for him.
On the way out he told me a post office box
number. He said if I wrote to him and there was
no reply I'd know something had happened. That
was all he could do he said. I told him I thought
it was good enough to keep him alive. I saw him
flick one eyebrow like he wasn't too sure, and
then he left. I waited for his footsteps to
disappear down the hall and then closed the
door.
There wasn't much else to do. I got my things
together and checked out. You can't be too
careful. It seemed like a good idea to be out of
there as soon as possible. If it hadn't been so late
I might have left town as well. As it was I took a
room at some anonymous down town hotel until
the following morning. It gave me a chance to
write a couple of letters and get some sleep.
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The next day I took care of business. I mailed
a letter to the man who gave me the original
contract, saying much the same as I did in the
one that went by messenger. I hoped the stalker
would deliver of course, but there was no
guarantee. It was in his own interests to do so,
and it was the only way to stop them putting a
contract out on him, but I wanted a little
insurance. It would be much more effective if he
backed it up with his personal conviction that I
meant what I said, but it was important to make
sure the message got through.
I took a train to the nearest large city, which I
won't name for the reasons I gave at the
beginning. There were plenty of large hotels to
book into, so I let the cab driver choose a good
one, and took a room. I went through the local
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papers and chose a lawyer with a Jewish name,
one that definitely couldn't be connected in any
way. They were a big firm, polite and helpful,
and I made an appointment with one of the
partners for that afternoon.
What I wanted was easy. He kept a couple of
letters in his safe, I sent him a cheque every
month for their safe keeping. If the money ever
got to be more than a month overdue he had to
fix the appropriate stamps in the corner and mail
them. It only took an hour to fix up, and I felt a
lot more secure.
The first letter was addressed to a large
newspaper with a reputation for following stuff
through. It was the best way I could think of
covering myself if they didn't have the good
sense to leave me alone. Revenge from beyond
the grave. Even if the paper couldn't sort it out
there was enough evidence for them to pass it on
to the police or the FBI or whatever.
The second letter was another piece of
insurance. It was addressed to the stalker's postoffice box and inside was a request for him to
carry out a contract on my behalf, and several
very large bills, enough to cover his fee I should
think. Whether he would do it or not I had no
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way of knowing, but if they were out to get us,
and they hit me first, I thought it might act as
some encouragement for him to go ahead.
Christmas was coming, so I headed south to
spend it in some hotel in one of the warmer parts
of this country. I had the rest of my plan to put
into operation, but it would take a little time, and
you can't actually achieve much over the
Christmas period. There was no hurry and it
could all be safely left till the New Year. I think
Christmas 1963 was the best Christmas of my
life. It was the sense of relief as much as
anything, and the fact I had a new attitude and a
new life just around the corner.
In the end I hired a car and went to get the
rest of the money. It was early one morning
when there was a frost on the ground. Middle of
January sometime. Even though I took a spade it
was hard work. Digging frozen ground is a much
tougher proposition than you'd think. I still felt
like I ought to be furtive around the old barn.
Hiding out has a kind of permanent effect on
you, or at least one that takes some time to go
away.
I started putting it in different banks. Over
thirty of them in the end. Mostly I said it was
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money I'd won gambling, and I wasn't anxious
for the tax people to find out. Everyone was very
discreet. I thought it might be tough to deal with
that number of large bills, but banks are like
anywhere else really. You walk in with a stack of
money in a case and they fall over themselves
trying to make you feel comfortable so you
invest it with them. Sometimes the manager
even used to come out. There was never any
problem. I guess I must have an honest face.
For a few months I travelled around quite lot.
There wasn't any rush to do anything. I thought I
may as well see a little of America. I had the
time and the money and nothing in particular to
do, and I enjoyed it. It was kind of relaxing just
going from hotel to hotel and not having to
worry about the money or anything.
Nowadays I live on a large farm. There are a
couple of people who look after security, and
enough electronic stuff to fill a couple of rooms.
If they wanted they could still get to me no
doubt, but it wouldn't be easy. You can't get
anywhere near without someone knowing and
there's a lot of open land with no cover to cross
before you get to the house. I can floodlight it at
night, and I'm not a bad shot.
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I live a clean life, go to church on Sunday,
make things grow. Give life where I once took it
away. Not that it's anyone else's business mind
you. No wife or children. Somehow it isn't
possible. I guess even after all this time I'm still
frightened of someone finding out, and if you've
got big secrets like that it isn't fair to have kids.
If it did come out they wouldn't exactly find it an
easy thing to handle, and I don't think I could
bear that. I have enough to live with as it is.
I wouldn't kill anyone again, unless they were
going to kill me. If they're after me then I
reserve the right to do it, but that's about it. I
don't completely accept this Christian thing
about turning the other cheek. I'm not sacrificing
my life for someone who's out to make a few
bucks, and the fact I won't lie down and take it
might make them think twice, then we might
both stay alive. Some things you have to work
out for yourself.
If anyone wants to check it out, it's all here.
People ought to know. The fact there's no names
or anything doesn't matter. What difference do
the names make. You don't know the people.
Twenty years have gone by. Some of them are
dead, some of them are in retirement. No one
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does the same as they did then. Everyone
changed. I don't think anyone came out of this
the same. They didn't have any idea of the way
people would react till it actually happened.
If it went to trial we couldn't do anything
except plead guilty. You could take our lives
away, but when I sit down and think about it, I
don't think it makes any difference. I can stay on
my farm or you can kill me, but in the whole
scheme of things, it hardly matters. When you
think of everything that's ever happened since
the beginning of time, what I did, and what
happens to me, is so insignificant.
I don't see my own life as more important
than that, so why would you?
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