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“Yessir.”

Vic said nothing.

“There’s a card here about a tem-
porary forwarding address Mrs.
Sloan had for two weeks about
four months ago. You want it?”

“I sure do,” Vic said.

“Laguna Beach, California,” the
phone said. “1002 Table Rock Road.
That help?”

“I hope s0,” Vic said. “I certainly
thank you.”

“Line of duty,”
and clicked.

“Well,” Vic said. “Well.” He put
the address in his wallet beside the
leave papers, positioned the chair
neatly before the empty desk, took
his cap, and went through the
building across the lawn to the
parking lot.

He drove to the Catalina Estates
and parked ncar the entrance can-
opy.

He stopped at the bank of mail
compartments in the lobby. Envel-
opes shone whitely in the window
of 307. ’

The corridor of the third floor
was deserted. Wadded under the
door were two newspapers.

Vic tipped up the lid of the box
against the wall. Inside were two
bottles of milk.

He went out to his car, hesitated,
climbed in, drove home, and
packed his overnight grip.

the phone said

CHAPTER XVIII

Vic took an American Airlines

BAIL OUT)

plane from Tucson to Los Angeles,
a bus to Laguna, and a cab to 1002
Table Rock Road.

The driver put the valise on the
ground near Vic. “See there, about
a hundred yards back? On that
rise overlooking the ocean?” He
pointed through the dusk. “That’s
the house.”

Vic paid him and watched the
cab drive away. He touched the
jacket pocket in which the .38 auto-
matic lay heavily. He shrugged to
re-set the jacket on his shoulders,
lifted the bag, and started up the
path. In the twilight air, the smell of
the sea was strong. The steady
rhythm of the rolling surf was se-
rene and hypnotic. Vic sighed, and
stepped onto the patio of the ram-
bling frame and stucco house.

A dim light shone through the
picture window. He saw an old
woman sitting awkwardly on a
low, wrought-metal couch. On her
head was a tiny white gauze cap.
She rubbed her eyes with a large
handkerchief, crumpled the cloth,
and sobbed. The single harsh sound

‘was audible through the glass.

Vic backed away on the patio.
He hesitated, stepped forward, and
knocked.

The door opened slightly,
through the crack, Vic could see
the old woman’s pinched face, her
eyes red and suffused.

“Pardon me,” Vic said. “Is this
1002 Table Rock Road?”

“Ja;” the old woman said. “You
want?”
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