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Raeder lifted his head cautiously above the window sill.
He saw the fire escape, and below it a narrow alley. There was a
weather-beaten baby-carriage in the alley, and three garbage cans.
As he watched, a black-sleeved arm moved from behind the fur-
thest can, with something shiny in its fist. Raeder ducked down.
A bullet smashed down through the window above his head and
punctured the ceiling, showering him with plaster.

Now he knew about the alley. It was guarded, just like the
door.

He lay at full length on the cracked linoleum, staring at the
bullet hole in the ceiling, listening to the sounds outside the door.
He was a tall man with bloodshot eyes and a two-day stubble.
Grime and fatigue had etched lines into his face. Fear had touched
his features, tightening a muscle here and twitching a nerve there.
The results were startling. His face had character now, for it was
reshaped by the expectation of death.

There was a gunman in the alley and two on the stairs. He was
trapped. He was dead.

Sure, Raeder thought, he still moved and breathed; but that
was only because of death’s inefficiency. Death would take care
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P317m3p C OIacKOH MPUIIOIHSI TOJIOBY HaJl MOJOKOHHHUKOM.
OH yBHJIeJT KpaellleK MOyKapHO! JIECTHUIIBI U TIIYXYIO YIOUKY MO
Heil. BHH3Y FOTHITHCH TPU MYCOPHBIX Oauka i CIOMaHHas JICTCKas
KoJsicka. Ho B3misa TyT ke Haroposics Ha BOPOHEHYIO IITYKOBU-
HY B MEJIbKHYBILICH M3-32 JajbHEero Oaka pyke. Paiadp moxHym-
cs1 Ha nodt. [Tysist, mpoIuB CTEKII0, MPOXKYXoKala HaJl MaKyIIKOH 1
POXKJIECTBEHCKUM CHEXKOM OCBINaja MTYKaTypKy.

Uro x, ¢ ynuueit Bcé sicho. CryckaTbest 1o ToKapke — BCE
PaBHO, YTO Cpa3y OTKPHITH UM ABEPb.

OH NPHUHUK K ITOTPECKABIIEMYCS JINHOJIECYMY, VA Ha ITyJIe-
BYIO OCIIMHY B MOTOJIKE M IPHUCITYIINBAsCH K 3ByKaM Ha JIECTHHY-
HOH KieTke. Kponmuby mia3a U AByXIHEBHas IIETHHA, BbCBIIAs-
Csl IpsA3b M LjapanuHbl 3a0CTpUK 4epThl auua. Ha nomy Paiinop
Kazajcs [UIMHHBIM U HeCKJIaaHbIM. OH He Ha IIYTKY cIall 3a 9TH
JIHU, — JIeJI0 HE TOJIbKO B HEPBHOM THKe. TUIIMYHBIH CMEPTHUK B
MPEABKYIIEHUH 3JIEKTPOCTYIA, BOT ThI KTO, Paiap.

Wrak, ouH U3 «BOJIKOB» KOHTposnupyeT ynuiy. [Tapa npyrux
ceifyac ykaraet aBepb. Be€. TeOst yxe HeT.

KoHeuHo, MENbKHYJIO y HETro, AbINIAaTh U TPEHbIXaThCs eIé
MoxHO. KoctisiBas meuint. Ho ckopo ona noxionover. M3perue-
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of him in a few minutes. Death would poke holes in his face and
body, artistically dab his clothes with blood, arrange his limbs in
some grotesque position of the graveyard ballet....

Raeder bit his lip sharply. He wanted to live. There had to be
a way.

He rolled on to his stomach and surveyed the dingy coldwater
apartment into which the killers had driven him. It was a perfect
little one-room coffin. It had a door, which was watched, and a
fire escape, which was watched. And it had a tiny windowless
bathroom.

He crawled to the bathroom and stood up. There was a ragged
hole in the ceiling, almost four inches wide. If he could enlarge it,
crawl through into the apartment above...

He heard a muffled thud. The killers were impatient. They
were beginning to break down the door.

He studied the hole in the ceiling. No use even considering it.
He could never enlarge it in time.

They were smashing against the door, grunting each time they
struck. Soon the lock would tear out, or the hinges would pull out
of the rotting wood. The door would go down, and the two blank-
faced men would enter, dusting off their jackets....

But surely someone would help him! He took the tiny televi-
sion set from his pocket. The picture was blurred, and he didn’t
bother to adjust it. The audio was clear and precise.

He listened to the well-modulated voice of Mike Terry ad-
dressing his vast audience.

“..terrible spot,” Terry was saying. “Yes, folks, Jim Raeder
is in a truly terrible predicament. He has been hiding, you’ll re-
member, in a third-rate Broadway hotel under an assumed name.
It seemed safe enough. But the bellhop recognized him, and gave
that information to the Thompson gang.”
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THT MO0 OpeHHyI0 IIOTh. CIOBHO aOCTPaKIIMOHUCT, BHIMaXKET
KpOBbIO pybamKy. 1 3aduKcHpyeT TeIo B TpOTeCKHOM 1Mo3e Kilaj-
OHUILIEHCKOTO Oasera...

Poiimop mo Gomu 3akycun ry0y. B mokoifHHKM Tak HeoXoTa.
Heyxro orcrona He BeIOpaThes?!

OH nepeKaTuics Ha 60K M IPUKUIBIBAIOIIEE OKHHYI TPSI3HYIO
JICIIEBYIO KBAPTHUPKY, B KOTOPYIO Jai ceOs 3arHarh. [IpenectHbit
OIHOKOMHATHBIHM rpoOuK. C BXOJHON JBEPBIO, 32 KOTOPOIl CIEAT,
U HOXKapHBIM BBIXOZOM B HUKYAaA. [la ecTb emé MaJoIuTpaxHas
BaHHasl KOMHaTa. be3 okHa.

OH BIOI3 B BAHHYI0, BcTall ¢ ona. Hax ronoBoii 3usina gsipa
CaHTHMETPOB B JAecsTh. Ecau cymeTs e€ pacIIupuTh, TO MOKHO
OyaeT npoJIe3Th B KBAPTUPY STAXKOM BBIIIE. . .

Polimop ycnpiman miyxue, Oyaro mumomieBble ynapbl. Tem
JIBOUM Y>K€ HE TEPIIUTCS, U OHU HOPOBST B3JIOMATh JBEPb.

OH CHOBa NOJHSJ TOJIOBY K JibIpe. PaccunThIBaTh Ha 9TOT J1a3
Heyero. HyskeH oM 1 Bpems.

Mertoau4HbIe yaapbl MepeMeKalnch rycroi Opanbpto. Ceii-
4ac 3arop He BBIIIOKHUT WIN OTICTAT HETIH, U Ba JKEHTJIbME-
Ha-MOP/I0BOPOTA MPONAYT MO PYXHYBILEH ABEPH, OTPSAXHYB IIpax
C MUJKAKOB. ..

Ho xto0-TO K€ momkeH moMoub! Paiindp BbIHYN U3 KapMaHa
HOPTaTUBHBIN TenenpuéMHUK. M300paikeHUe CMa3aHO, TOJIBKO
Tenepb He 0 KUHO... [T1aBHOE, YTO 3BYK UETOK U BHSTEH.

OH Beaymaics B XOpoIIo HHTOHUPOBaHHBIN Tojoc Maiikia
Tappwu, Bemmaromero B adup.

«... 2ubnoe mecmo, — ¢ ONMUMUIMOM KOMMeHmuposan Top-
pu. — Ma, opysvs, Jocum P3iiosp nonan soucmuny 6 6e36v1x00-
nott mynux! Kax nomnume, oH CKpbl8aics NOO pacnpocmpanéi-
Hou hamunueti 8 mpemvecopmuoil cocmunuye na bpoosee. Ho
KOpUOOPHbILL ONO3HAT €20 U MaakHyn bande Tounconos...»
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The door creaked under repeated blows. Raeder clutched the
little television set and listened.

“Jim Raeder just managed to escape from the hotel! Closely
pursued, he entered a brownstone at one fifty-six West End Av-
enue. His intention was to go over the roofs. And it might have
worked, folks, it just might have worked. But the roof door was
locked. It looked like the end.... But Raeder found that apartment
seven was unoccupied and unlocked. He entered....”

Terry paused for emphasis, then cried: “— and now he's
trapped there, trapped like a rat in a cage! The Thompson
gang is breaking down the door! The fire escape is guarded!
Our camera crew, situated in a nearby building, is giving you
a closeup now. Look, folks, just look! Is there no hope for Jim
Raeder?”

Is there no hope, Raeder silently echoed, perspiration pouring
from him as he stood in the dark, stifling little bathroom, listening
to the steady thud against the door.

“Wait a minute!” Mike Terry cried. “Hang on, Jim Raeder,
hang on a little longer. Perhaps there is hope! I have an urgent
call from one of our viewers, a call on the Good Samaritan Line!
Here's someone who thinks he can help you, Jim. Are you listen-
ing, Jim Raeder?”

Raeder waited, and heard the hinges tearing out the rotten
wood.

“Go right ahead, sir,” said Mike Terry. “What is your name,
sir?”

“E — Felix Bartholomew.”

“Don 't be nervous, Mr. Bartholomew. Go right ahead.”

“Well, OK, Mr. Raeder,” said an old man’s shaking voice, “/
used to live at one five six West End Avenue. Same apart-
ment you re trapped in, Mr. Raeder — fact! Look, that bathroom
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HemnpepbiBHBIC yaapbl JOKaHBIBAIM JBEPb. Paidp cTHCHYN
npuéMHHK. OCTaETCs TONBKO CITYIIATh.

«/orcum P31ioap edsa yréc noeu uz cocmunuysl! ...0vuanu 6
3amulLiok... O 6bexcan 8 0om 00uH nAMb wecmv no Yacm-IHo
aegenio. Buono, 6 nadescoe yiimu no kpwiute. M smo emy yoanocw
ov1. Emy noumu yoanocs! U! Okazanocs, umo uepoaunas 0epo
saxonouena! O, mo 6wvin koney... Ho! Pauidap nawén, umo 6 cedo-
Mot keapmupe 06epb He 3anepma! On nponux...»

Tappu crenan npodeccuoHaIbHYO May3y U BOCKIUKHYIL:

«M 6om on 6 kankame, xax mviubv! [sepv eznamviearom!
Hoocapuuiii 6vixo0 npocmpenusaemces! Hawa epynna, umo y
Mmycopocbopruka, oaém Kpynuulil niau. IIpucmompumecs, yea-
Jrcaemvle, GHUMAMenbHO npucmompumecs! Heyoicenu 6ce warncol
Jorcuma Paiiospa ucuepnanvi? »

Heyorcenu ucuepnamwl, MBICIIEHHO OTO3BaJIcsi Paidnap, ykeyc-
HO motes. OH XBaTajl BO3MyX B BAaHHOM allleHANKCE, EXach OT
pa3MEepEeHHBIX 3aJIBEPHBIX yIapOB.

«Munymy! — 3aBonun Tappu. — [eporcucs, ocum Paiiosp!
Xoms 661 camyro manocmo. Mooicem, ewé ne 6cé nomepsino! 'V
Hac 360HOK om menespumens no eopayeti aunuu o Joopuvix Ca-
mapuman! Bom mom, kmo cuumaem, umo modxcem mebs cnacmu!
Oui! Tor crviuuws, [Jorcum Patioap? »

JI>KUM K711, O4EHb YK/IaJl, HO CIIBIIIAI TOKA TOJNBKO, KaK yCH-
JIMBACTCS CKPEKET OTIUPAEMBIX METEIb.

«lloaxcanyiicma, éam cnoeo, cap, — pacuiapkupaics Maiik
Toappu. — Ilpedcmasovmeco menespumensm, copy.

«32-9,.. ©enuxc bapmonomwioy.

«He sonmnytimecsw, cap. Bvineiime 600bi...»

«I'm, 0 Kot, mucmap Paii0sp! — 3aapokan TEHOPOK TTOKHUIIO-
TO cracutens. — S ocun 6 cmo namvoecam wecmom no Yscm-
Do asenio. B motil camou keapmupe, 20e vl cetiuac 3acenu. Jla
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