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THE

FUNNIEST

BOOK

OF THE

YEAR

They

gave

the

boss

a

going-away

present

that

measured

35-24-35

and

came

wrapped

in

mink.

ART

BUCHWALD
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Kol

tv&i^om

Cm

Be

Vepo}M.

First

you

have to have

been

born

in

a

foreign country,

and

then

you

have

to

do something

the

government

doesn't

like.

Frank

Bartlett

was

bom

in

Sicily.

He came

to

the

U.S.

very

young

(three years old)

and parlayed

a

floating

crap

game

into

a

multimillion-dollar

empire.

He

became

king

of the

New

York

underworld.

And

then he

forgot

to

pay his

respects

to the

Internal

Revenue

agents.

In

a fit

of

exasperation

they

threw

him out

of

thp

country.

This is the riotous

story

of

what happens

when

Frank

Bartlett,

his

ever-present

bodyguard, the

alluring

gift

from

the

boys

and

a

New

York reporter descend

on

the

tiny

Sicilian

fishing

village

where

Frank was

born.

It

was

written

by

the

famous

Paris

columnist

of

the

New

York

Herald

Tribune,

who

knows the

world

of

United

States

deportees

firsthand.

A

GIFT

FROM

THE

BOYS

was

originally

published

by

Harper

& Brothers

at

$3.50.
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Other

books

by

Art

Buchwald

THE

BRAVE

COWARD

ART

BUCHWALD'S

PARIS

C D

ITION
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Bo»s

ART

BUCHWALD

POCKET

BOOKS, INC.

•

NEW

YORK
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This

CARDINAL

edition

includes

every

word

contained

in the

original,

higher-priced

edition.

It

is

printed

from

brand-new

plates

made

from

completely

reset,

clear,

easy-to-read

type.

A

GIFT

FROM

THE

BOYS

Harper

edition

published

September,

1958

Cardinal

edition

published

Augxist,

1959

1st

printing

June,

1959

L

Copyright,

©,

1958,

by

Art

Buchwald.

All

rights

reserved.

This Cardinal

edition

is

published

by

arrangement

with

Harper &

Brothers.

Printed

in

the

U.S.A.

Notice:

Cardinal

editions

arc

published

by

Pocket

Books,

Inc.

Trade

mark

registered

in

the

United

States and other

countries.
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And

then

they

tell

the

story

about

the

lion

walking

through

the

jungle.

He

met a

giraffe

and

said

to

him,

 Girafle,

who is

the

king of

the

jungle?

The

giraffe

quivered

and

said,

 You

are, oh

mighty

lion.

No

one

but you.*'

Satisfied,

the

lion

walked

a

little

further

and

ran

into

a

buffalo.

 Who

is the

king of

the

jungle?

he

roared.

 You

are,

lion,

the

buffalo

replied.

 You're

the

king

of the

jungle.

Ten

minutes later

the

lion saw

a

group of

monkeys

in

a

tree.

Before

he

could

even ask the

question

they

yelled,

 The lion

is the

king

of

the jungle.

Later

on

he met an

elephant.

 Elephant,

the

lion

said,  who

is

the king of

the

jungle?

The elephant

picked

the lion

up

with

his

trunk

and

threw

him

against

a

tree.

Then

the

elephant

went

over

and

gave

the

Hon

a

series of

harsh

kicks.

Then,

after

sitting

on him for

moments

and

giving

him

one

final

mauling,

the

elephant

ambled

away.

After

he

had

gone, the

bedraggled

lion

picked

himself

off

the

ground

and

said,

 He just

doesn't

know—

he just

doesn't

know.
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A

Gift

from

the

Boys
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Chapter

1

The

Bay

of

Naples

looked

beautiful

in

the

early-morning

light. I

hadn't

slept

much,

diinking

of

Karen,

and

I

had

packed

die

previous

night

so

there

wasn't

much

for

me

to

do

except

stand

on

the

deck

of

the

S.S.

Continentale

and

watch

die

ship

pull

into

port.

Frank

Bartlett

and

William

joined

me

as

I

leaned

over

the

rail.

 It

doesn't

look

bad

from

here,

I

said.

 Anything

looks

good

after

diis

tub,

Bardett

growled.

Karen,

wearing

her

mink

coat

and

a

brand-new

hat,

ran

over

to

where

we

were

standing

and

said

excitedly,

 Isn't

it

gorgeous?

Where's

Rome?

You

can't see

it

from

here,

I

told

her.

 It's

a

hundred

and

forty

miles

behind

those

mountains.

I'm

so

excited,

she

said.

 I

want

to

diank

you

gende-

men

for

everything. I

hope

when

you

get

to

Rome

you

look

me

up.

Who

said you

were

going

to

Rome?

William

asked.

 Well, I

assumed

once I

got

to

Italy

I

could

go

where

I

wanted.

^^

 Don't

go

making

any

decisions

on

your

own,

William

said.

 We're

going

to

stay

at

die

Excelsior

in

Naples

tonight,

and

we'll

decide

who

does

what

to-

morrow

morning.
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Gift

from

the Boys

Karen looked at Bartlett

but

he

didn't

say

anything.

I

winked

at Karen, but she

seemed too

distraught

to

notice

me.

We

were

all

leaning over

the

rail

watching

as

the

ship approached

the harbor when

a

motor

launch

came

alongside

the

Continentale's ladder. One

civilian

and

two

uniformed

policemen jumped

from

the

launch to

the

ship. We

didn't

pay

any

attention

to

them,

but a

few

minutes

later

the

three men

plus

a

ship's

officer

came

marching

toward

us.

 That's him,

said

the

officer,

pointing

to

Bartlett.

The

civilian saluted

halfheartedly.

 Signor

Bartelini,**

he began.

 The

name's

Bartlett.

Frank

Bartlett.

Our records

say

your name is

Bartelini. That's a

good

Italian

name.

Look,

mister, Bartlett said,  I'm not

Italian.

I'm

American.

Who

the hell

are

you, anyway?

I'm Inspector

Ruffino

of

the

Italian Security

Police.

My

branch

is under orders

from

the

Ministry

of

the

In-

terior to take

your

American

passport

and confiscate

it.

I'm

not giving

up

my

passport

to

anybody.

You're

going

to

have to take

it

from

me.

The

Inspector

motioned to

the

two

uniformed

police-

men,

who

stepped

forward.

William

jumped between

them

and Bartlett.

Bartlett said,  Hold

it,

William.

Okay,

Inspector. How

much.''

How

much

what.?

One

hundred bucks,

two hundred

bucks?

You're

holding

all

the

cards.

Signor

Bartelini,

I

don't

want

a bribe.

I

just

want

your

passport.

Please

give

it

to

me.

2
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A

Gift

from

the

Boys

The

policemen

moved

forward

again.

Bartlett

wet

his

lips,

took

out

the

passport

and

handed

it

over.

Karen

handed

hers

over

too.

The

Inspector

looked

at

it

a

moment

and

then

returned

it.

 I

don't

want

yours.

You

are

an

American

citizen.

I

am

too,

Bartlett

said.

 Signor

BarteUni,

in

the

eyes

of

the

Italian

Govern-

ment

you

are

a

deportee

.

.

.

that

is

to

say,

a

deportee of

ItaHan

birth.

Because

you

were

born

in

Sicily,

die

United

States,

after

making

you

what

you

are,

has

forced us

to

take

you

back.

We

are

not

any

happier

about

it

than

you

are.

But

since

you

have

been

forced

upon

us,

you

will be

treated

as an

Italian,

subject

to

ItaUan

laws

and

responsible

to

ItaUan

officials.

We

are

aware

you

had

some

social

standing

in

the

United

States

as

a

leading

racketeer,

but

to

us

you

are

just

another

national.

If

you

don't

obey our

laws,

we

will

put

you

in

confinement,

and,

I

assure

you,

our

prisons

are

not

up

to

American

standards.

Okay, okay,

said

Bartlett.

 Forget

the

sermon.

I've

got to

catch

a

boat

for

Capri.

Capri

is

off

limits to

you,

Signor

BarteUni.

Off

Umits?

So

are

Rome

and

Florence,

Genoa

and

Venice.

As

a

matter

of

fact,

the

entire

mainland

is

oQ.

limits.

Where am

I

supposed

to

go?

The Inspector

took

a

piece

of

paper

out

of

his

pocket.

 I

believe

you

understand

ItaUan.?

Yeah,

Bardett said.

The

Inspector

started

reading

in

Italian.

 Frank

BarteUni,

by

direction

of

the

Minister

of

the

Interior,

you

are

to

proceed to

La

Coma,

Sicily,

the

place

of your

birth,

and

you are

confined

to

the

Umits

of

this

town

until

otherwise

authorized.

If

you

leave

La

Coma

with-
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Gift

from

the Boys

out

written

permission, you

will

be

violating

Italian

law

and

will be subject

to

fine

and

imprisonment.

You

will

be

required to

report

twice

a

week

to

the

carabinieri

of

the

La

Coma

district,

and

you

are

forbidden

under

any

conditions to

have

contact

with

other

deportees.

This

order goes

into

effect

immediately.

You

will be

delivered

to

La

Coma

by police

authorities.

The

Inspector

folded the

paper.

 What

did he

say.?

WilHam

asked.

Bartlett

looked

as

if

he

was

in a

trance.

 He

said

I'd

have to

return

to

La

Coma,

where I

was

born.

He's

nuts,

WilUam

said.

Bartlett

snapped

to

William,

 Call

the

American

Am-

bassador

right away.'*

Inspector Ruffino

said,

 I'm

afraid

you

won't

find

the

American Ambassador

very

helpful.

He

is

quite

embar-

rassed

about

the

problem

of

deportees.

Inspector, said

Bartlett,

 I

know

you've got

a

job

to

do

and

I

appreciate it. But you

can't

send

me

back

to my

home

town.

I left

there as

a

baby. I

don't

know

anybody

there.

I'll

make a

deal

with

you. Let

me

stay

here

in

Naples

like

Luciano.

I

promise

I

won't

cause

any

trouble. I'm

not

going to

be

in

Italy

more

than

a

month.

It

isn't

up

to

me,

Ruffino

replied.

 It's

up

to

the

Minister

of

the Interior and he's decided to

have

you

sent

to

La

Coma.

I'll give

you

five

thousand bucks

in

cash.

Be

a

sport.

I'm

sorry,

but

you have

to

go

to

La

Coma.

Karen

said,

 Well, I

know

one thing.

I'm

not going

to

Sicily.

Shut

up,

said

William.

 The

boss

is trying

to

think.

The

ship

docked

a

half

hour

later

and

the

tiresome

4
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A

Gift

from

the

Boys

business of

customs

began.

Inspector

Ruffino

and

his

two

uniformed

policemen

stayed

close

to

our

party.

The Italian customs

chief

went

down

the

Une

marking

everyone's

luggage

with

a

piece of

chalk.

He

didn't

ask

anyone to open

his

bag.

But

when

he

got

to

Bartlett he

stopped.

I

saw Ruffino

wink

at

the

customs

man.

 Have

you

anything

to

declare?

the

chief

asked

Bart-

lett.

 No,

said Bartlett.

 Please

open

all

your

bags.

You

didn't

open anybody

else's

bags.

Please. All the

bags.

While

William

opened

the

suitcases

and

the

steamer

trunk, the customs

man

continued

down

the

line

marking

bags

without

questioning anyone.

He

finally

came

back

to

us.

Bartlett

must have had

at

least

twenty

suits

in

his

steamer trunk,

forty

shirts,

and

God

knows

how

many

pairs

of

shoes.

He had

silk

underwear

and

silk

pajamas

all

initialed

 F.B.

He also

must

have

had

fifty

ties.

Besides

the

clothes,

he

had

a

full

set

of

golf

clubs.

The

customs

official

had no

respect

for

the

expensive

clothes

and

tore

through

the bags,

throwing

them in

all

directions.

 Hey,

said

William.

 Be careful

what

you're

doing.

Who are

you?

the

chief

asked.

 I'm

his

valet,

William

replied.

 Valet,

sneered

the

customs

man,

shoving

and

pulling

the

clothes.

 Where's

the

head

of

customs?

Bartlett

demanded.

 I'm

the

head

of customs,

the

official

replied.

 Well,

it's

a

hell

of

a

way

to

encourage

tourists.

5
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 You're

not a

tourist, the official replied.,

 What

is

this?

It's

a

portable

radio,

Bartlett replied.

 It's

personal

property.

It

looks

new

to

me. The tag

is still

on

it.

And

what

is

this?

The

chief held up a Polaroid camera.

 It's

my personal camera.

It's

new and

you

didn't

declare

it

.'*

 I

didn't

know

you

had

to

declare

your

own

camera.

The chief

said,

waving

his

hands,  He

didn't know He

didn't

know

You're an Italian

citizen.

You

have

to

de-

clare

everything.

I'm

not

an

Italian

citizen.

I'm

an

American, Bartlett

yelled.

 Where

is

your

American

passport?

the

chief yelled

back.

 He's got it,

Bartlett

said,

pointing

to

Ruffino.

 It's

void,

Ruffino

replied.

The

chief

took

out

a

pad

of

paper

and

started

writing

on

it.  You're

being

fined

for

not declaring

the

radio

and

the camera.

The

fine

is

double

the

value

of

both

items,

which

comes

to

.

.

.

He referred

to

a

book.  To

.

. .

208,900

Hre.

I

don't

have

any lire,

Bartlett

said.

 We'll

take

dollars,

the

chief

said.

 Please

come over

to

the

cashier.

While Bartlett

was

taken

over

to

pay

the fine, WiUiam

tried to put the

clothes

back

in

some

semblance

of

order.

I

said

to

Inspector

Ruffino,

 You

guys

play pretty

rough.

Who

are

you?'*

he

asked.

I

gave

him

my card.

 I'm

just

a

newspaperman

along

for

the

ride.

Ruffino

looked

at

it

and

said

to

me,

 We don't

like

6


	
8/18/2019 A gift from the boys.pdf

17/196

A

Gift from
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deportees.

If

you

make

gangsters out

of

people,

you

have

no

right

to

send

them

back

to

us.

Write

that

in

your

newspaper.

I

might

do

that,

I

said.

WilUam

ordered a

porter to

take

the

bags

to

a

taxi.

Karen

said

to

the

customs

official,

 What

do you

want

me

to

open,

General?

The

customs

official

smiled

and

looked

approvingly

at

Karen.

 Nothing,

Signorina. The

only

thing

I

ask

a

beautiful

woman

to

open

is her

heart.

He

took a

piece

of

chalk

and

marked Karen's

bags

as if

he

were

putting

the

last

touches

on

the

Mona

Lisa.

 Now,

wasn't

he a

nice man?

Karen

commented

as

we

all

walked

toward

the

taxis.

 Yeah,

said

William.

 He

was

a

real

doll.

They're

all a

bunch

of

bastards,

Bartlett

said,

to

him-

self

more

than

anyone

else.

Chapter

2

We

went

straight

to

the

Hotel

Excelsior.

In

the

taxi

Bardett

told

William

he

was

calling

Stanton

immediately.

WilUam

agreed

that

this

was

a

good

idea.

 It's

against

the

American

Constitution

to

send

you

to

Sicily,

William

said.

Karen

said

as

soon

as

she got to

the

hotel

she

was

going

to

check

the

trains

leaving

for

Rome in

the

morning.

I

went

upstairs

to

my

room

and

unpacked.

Then

I

opened

the

window

and

looked

out

at

the

harbor.

I

heard

the

noise

of

the

streets, the

screaming

of

the

chil-
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dren,

the

bedlam that

was and

would

probably

always

be

Naples. I

had

made

it.

For a

while

it

had

looked

as

if I

wouldn't.

But

good

luck

and

the

Internal

Revenue

Department

were

on

my

side.

It was a

month

ago,

but

it

seemed

as

I

looked

down

from

my

hotel

room

that it

was

at

least

a

year.

It all

started

one

day

when I

was

sitting

at

the

type-

writer

in

the

office

and had

just

finished

what

I

thought

was

a

tremendous

lead for

an

article

I

was

writing

on

juvenile

delinquency.

 But

aren't

we

all

criminals?

I

wrote.

 Pete, I

said

to myself as

I

stared

at the

line,

 you

may

not

have much

talent,

but you

certainly

can't

write.

The

telephone

buzzed

on my

desk.

I

picked

it

up

and

heard

the

nervous voice

of

Mr.

Matthew

Lucas*

secretary

say,

 Mr.

Lucas

would

like

to

see

you

when you

aren't

busy.

When

I

wasn't busy?

If

I

didn't

get

up

to

his office

in

three

minutes I

would be

thrown

out

the

twenty-fourth-

floor

window.

I

grabbed

my

coat,

straightened my

tie,

and

tried

to

remember

what I

had

put on my

last

expense

account

that

I

would

be

asked to

justify.

Mr.

Matthew

Lucas was

the

publisher

of

the

News-

Press,

but

the

only

time

you

were

called

to

his office

was

when

he

wanted

to

discuss

a

fiscal

matter.

He

had

more

reasons

why

you

couldn't

get

a

raise

than any

other

pub-

lisher

in

the

United

States.

He

could

never

understand

why

a

reporter

had

to

take

a

taxi

when

the

 subway

was

so

much

quicker.

I

was

the

chief

crime

reporter on

the

paper,

but

Mr.

Lucas

was

hard

put

to

accept

the

reasons

why

I

had

to

take a

policeman

and/or a

criminal

to

lunch.

 The

police

are

public

servants,

he

would

always say,

 and
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the

crooks

can

certainly

pay

for their

own

meals. It

was

a

sore point in

our

relationship;

at

least

it

always

got

me

sore.

I

made

it

to

his

office

in

two

minutes

and

twenty-nine

seconds,

which was pretty

good time

considering

I

had

to

wait

for

the elevator.

Mr.

Lucas* secretary

greeted

me

with

a

sick

smile

and

told

me to

go

in.

My heart

sank

when

I entered

the

room.

Besides

Lucas,

who

was

sitting

behind

his

large

oak

desk,

I

saw Harry

Simpson,

the

managing

editor,

sitting

on

the

couch,

Walt

King,

the

news

editor,

and

Wilson

Boyle,

the

syndicate

manager,

sitting

in

chairs.

It looked

like

the

Caine

Mutiny

Court-Martial.

Lucas

nodded

to me

and

told

me

to

sit down.

 Pete,

said

Lucas,

 we've

been

talking

about

you.

I

was

afraid

of

that,

was all

I

could

say.

Simpson

laughed.

 Don't

get

upset,

Pete,

you haven't

done

anything

wrong.

Lucas

continued,

 I

understand

you can

speak

Italian.

I

speak

pretty

good

Italian,

I

acknowledged.

I

wasn't

lying.

We

never

spoke

anything

but

Itahan

at home.

 Ever

been

to

Italy?

Yeah,

I

replied,

 during

the

war.

I

was

with

Stars

and

Stripes

and

I

covered

the

Italian

front.

Do

you

have

any

desire

to

go

back?

Are

you

thinking

of opening

an

Italian

bureau?

No,

it's

nothing

like

that,

Simpson

said.

 We

have

a

special

assignment

for

you. It

would

require

that

you

go

to

Italy

for

a

month

or

so.

How

does

that

sound

to

you?

On

full

expenses?

I

inquired.

Mr.

Lucas

looked

peeved.

 Don't

you

even

want

to

know

what

the

assignment

is?

Before

I

could

answer

Simpson

said,

 Pete,

you've

been
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covering

Frank Bartlett, so you

know

he's getting

de-

ported to

Italy in a

couple

of

weeks.

We

think it might

be

a

good

idea if you

took

the

trip

with

him and wrote

a

series

on

what

happens

to

a

man

like

Bardett

when

he

gets

deported.

Boyle

thinks

he can

sell the

series

through

the

syndicate.

That,

frankly,

said Mr.

Lucas,

 is

the

only reason

we

can

afford

to

let

you go.

If

Boyle

sells it we'll be

off

the

hook for

your

expenses,

which,

incidentally,

you'll

have

to

watch.

I

knew

there

was a

catch

in

it, I

said.

 You

want

me

to

go

steerage.'^

Always

the wise

guy,

said

Walt

King, the

news-

paper's

leading apple

wiper.

I

was getting

mad.

 Look,

Mr.

Lucas,

I

said,

 I'll go

to

Italy but

I'm

not going

tourist

class

to

save the

paper

money.

If Bartlett

goes

first

class,

I'm

going

first

class.

Simpson

stepped

in.

 Of

course,

Pete. If

Bartlett

goes

first

class,

you

go

first

class.

I

saw

Mr.

Lucas

wince.

I guess

the

thought

of my

hav-

ing

a cabin all

to

myself was too

much

for

him.

Simpson

stood up.  Okay,

then,

it's

agreed.

Pete

goes

on

the

S.S. Continentale

with

Bartlett.

Don't forget,

said

Lucas

to Simpson,

 this

was

your

idea,

so it

better

be a good series.

Bardett has an appeal

coming

up,

doesn't

he.?

Boyle

said.

 Yes,

I

replied,

 but it won't

come

up

in

the

Supreme

Court

for

a

month.

He's been

trying to get a stay

order,

but

he hasn't

succeeded

so

he'll probably

be

out

of

the

country

when the

appeal

is made.

It's

just

as

well,

said Boyle.

 As

long

as

he

stays

in

the

newspapers

it

will help our

cause.

What

are

you

working

on now? Lucas

asked.
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**Martha,

I

said,

 if

you

play

your cards

right,

I'll put

you

in

my

suitcase.**

Martha

giggled.

 You'll need a

steamer

trunk.'*

 Give

me

Frank

Bardett's

folder.

I

have

to

do

home-

work

or

they

won't

let me go.

Martha

went

to

one of

the

big filing

cabinets

and

pulled

open a

drawer.

She

hauled

out

three

envelopes.

 Which

one do you

want? she

asked.

 Let

me

have

all

of

them, I

replied.

If

a

man's

fame

in

this

world is

based

on

how

much

has been written

about

him

in

the

newspapers,

then

Frank

Bartlett was

indeed

a

famous

man.

The

three

envelopes

were full

of

clippings

dating back

to

1933,

when

Frank

Bartlett

was

 discovered

as one of

the

youngest

gambling

operators

on the

East

Coast.

I

riffled

through the

clippings

and

suddenly came upon

an

article

I

had done

on

Frank Bardett

myself;

a

Sunday

feature written

five

years ago. It

was

the

first

time

I

had

met

Frank Bartlett,

although

I

had

heard

about

him

ever

since

I'd

worked

on

the

News-Press.

Bardett

was to

a

crime

reporter

what

Mickey Mantle

was to

a

sports

reporter.

When the

News-Press

started to let you

inter-

view

guys

like

Bardett

you

knew you

were on

the way

up.

The fact

that I

was

of

Italian descent

didn't

hurt

me.

Harry Simpson

wasn't

having

any luck

getting

a man in

to

see

Bartlett and he

reasoned

that I,

being

an

Italian,

might have

a

better

chance

of

seeing

him.

He

also figured

I'd

have

more

luck

talking

to Bartlett's

old

acquaintances

in

Italian.

Simpson was

right

on

both

counts.

I

called

Bartlett and

told

him

I

was

an

East Side

boy

trying

to

make good on the

News-Press

and

he

reluctant-

ly

agreed

to

see

me for

a

half

hour

in his

apartment on

Central

Park

West

the

following evening.

I

was

so

excited
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I

couldn

t

sleep

all

night.

I

kept

trying

to

memorize

the

questions

I

was

going

to

ask him.

The

next

evening when

I

arrived

at

the

apartment

house

I

saw

two

hoods

sitting

in

the

lobby.

I

asked

the

elevator

operator

what

floor

Bartlett

lived

on

and one of

the

hoods

grunted

that

Bardett was

expecting me.

The

elevator operator

took

me

up to

the

penthouse,

which

Bartlett apparendy

had all

to

himself.

The

door

was

opened

by

a squat

little

man

about

five

feet

tall

and

almost

as

wide.

He

was

wearing

a

white

buder's

jacket, but

when

he bowed

I

could

see a

.38

revolver

sticking

out

of

a

holster

under his

arm.

It

was

probably

for

dusting the

furniture.

I

waited

in

the

living

room

a

few

minutes looking at

all

the

brotherhood

awards

and golf and

horse

trophies

that

were on display.

Then

Bartlett

came

in.

You

think

because

a

man is

a

big

man in his

work,

he

is

probably

a

big

man

in

size. But Bardett

was

thin

and only

medium

height.

He

was

a

good-looking

fellow;

a

mixture

of

George

Raft

and

Gary

Grant.

The fact

that

he

was

wear-

ing

a blue

velvet smoking

jacket

with

a

white scarf,

gray

flannel slacks and

narrow pointed velvet

slippers

didn't hurt

the Hollywood

effect

at

all.

We

shook hands

and

sat

down

on

the

couch.

The

buder

brought

us

drinks.

It

was

the best

Scotch

I

had

ever tasted.

I

started

off

by warning

Bartlett that

even

though he

had

agreed

to

see me,

the feature

would

not

necessarily

be

complimentary.

 You're

not

telling

me

anything,

he said.  Even if

you

want

to

write

the

truth your

editors

won't

let you.

I

said we'd

print the truth

if

he'd

level

with

me.

 Level with

you? What

do you want

me to

level

with

you.''

I'm a

businessman.

I own apartment

houses,

a
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laundry,

a

diaper

service.

You can

go down to my

ac-

countant

and

look

at

my

books.

I've

got nothing

to

hide.

Why

are

people

always

taking

pot shots

at you.?

I

asked

him.

 I

don't

know

why,

he

said.

 Probably

because

of

the

crap

you

guys

write.

He

pointed

a

cigar

at

me.

 You

guys cause all

the

trouble

in

the

world.

America

would

be

a

better

place

without

newspapers.

But

how

would

people

get the

racing

results?

I

asked.

Bartlett

calmed

down.

 Don't

write

what

I

just

said.

People

will

think

I'm

knocking

America,

which

I'm

not.

I'm

an

American.

Write

that

in

the papers.

I'm

against

all

Commies

and

left-wing

bastards.

Say that.

I

asked

Bartlett

about

his

family.

 That's

my

own

personal

business.

Don't

ask

me

any

questions

about

my

family

or about

dames.

Could

you

tell

me

in

your

own

words

why

you

never

got

married?

Why

are

you

guys

always

digging

into

someone's

per-

sonal

life?

That's

an

impertinent

question.

Mr.

Bartlett,

I

said,

taking

a chance

on

ruining

the

interview,

 you're

a

celebrity,

just like

Jack

Benny,

or

Joe

DiMaggio

or

General

MacArthur.

People

want

to

know

about

you.

What

do

you

eat?

Whom

do

you

go

out

widi,

what

do

you

think

about?

You

owe

it

to

the

public.

I

don't

owe

the

pubhc

anything,

Bartlett

said.

 Any-

way,

I

don't

think

publicity

does

you any

good.

Every

time

someone

writes

me

up,

I only

have

trouble

with

my

businesses.

As

far

as

broads

go,

I

Hke

broads.

Marriage

is

good

for

some

guys,

but

I

have

to devote

myself

to

my

business.

Wives

are

time-consuming.

You

see

what

I

mean?

Besides,

as

far

as

I'm

concerned,

WiUiam

here

can

do

anything

a

wife

can

do

and

better.
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The

butler

smiled.

 Not

everything,

boss.

Yeah,

except

for

that

one

thing, Bartlett

agreed,

 he

can

do

everything.

We

chatted

about

politics,

the state

of

the

nation,

which

Bartlett

claimed

he

was concerned

about,

and horses. I

felt

as

if

I

were

sitting on

a

park bench

with

Bernard

Baruch.

He

gave

me

about forty-five

minutes

of his time,

and

while he

evaded my

leading questions

I

still

managed

to

get

a

pretty

good

picture of him

for

my article.

As

he showed

me

to

the door he

said,

 You're

probably

going to

dig

up

those

old

photographs

of the movie

actresses again.

I

wish you'd

use

some

new

ones.

If

you're

going

out

with

a movie

actress

before

next

Sunday,

I

said,

 would you

call

me?

I'll send

around

my

photographer.

He

laughed

and

I

thanked

him

for his

time.

Just

as

he

opened

the

door a tall beautiful

brunette

arrived

on

the

elevator

and got

off. I recognized

her

as

a

girl

I

had

seen in

the

society

pages

of

the

News-Press;

some deb-

utante

whose name

I

couldn't

remember.

Bartlett didn't

introduce

us,

but

he

put his arm

around

her

and

said,

 This

is

the

only

thing

William

can't

do

for me.

He

chuckled

and closed

the

door.
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The

next

day I

went

down to

the

lower

East

Side

to

talk

to

some of

the

people who

had

known

Bartlett

in

his

youth.

Someone

directed me to a

candy

store,

where

I

found

an

old man

behind

the soda

fountain.

 Sure,

he

said,  I

knew

Frank

Bardett,

only

his

name

was

Bartelini

then. His

father

was

a

tailor,

had

a

shop

right

down the street.

Nice

man. His

mother

was nice

too.

Everyone

down

here

thinks

Frank's

a

fine

fellow.

He

gives

milk

to

kids,

turkeys

on

Thanksgiving

and

Christ-

mas,

and

contributes

to summer

camps. Of

course

people

thank

Frank

with

votes

for

his

candidates,

but

after

all,

one

politician is

just

like another.

You

don't sound

as

if you

like

him.

I

don't

like

him

or

not

like

him. I just

knew his

father as a very

fine

man.

He

was

poor but

honest.

Frank

is

rich and

maybe he's not so

honest. You won't

get

many

people

in

this

neighborhood

to

knock

him,

though;

that

is, until

his body comes

floating

down the

East

River one of

these

days.'*

As

we

were

talking

a

man

walked

into

the store.

 Here's

my

son

Tony.

He

was

Frank's

best

friend

once.

Tony,

this

fellow's

a

reporter. He's writing

a

story about
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Frank.

My

son Tony,

he

don't

give

no

milk

to

kids,

but I like

it

that way

a lot better.

Tony

looked

about

the

same

age

as Bartlett,

only

he

was

much

heavier.

He

was

wearing

a

taxi driver's

cap,

a

leather

jacket

and

khaki

pants.

He went behind

the

counter

and

made

himself

a

Coke.

When

his

father

was

out

of

earshot

Tony

said,

 Don't

mind

Pop.

He's

from

the

old

country.

Frank's

an okay

guy.

He

just found

an

easier

way to

make

a

livine:

than

I

did.

Do

you

ever

see

him?

Nah.

Once

I

was

hacking

up at the

El

Morocco

and

he got

into

my

cab.

But

he

was trying

to

make a

dame

and didn't

recognize

me.

I

got

to

be

fair

to

Frank.

When

we

were

kids

he

offered

to

take

me along

with

him

all

the

way.

I

wanted

to

go

into

the

Merchant

Marine

and

see the

world.

Frank

maintained

the world

was

right

here

in

Manhattan.

You

could

go

all

around

the

earth,

he

said,

but

if

you

ever

really

wanted

to

make

the

big

time,

this

was

the

place.

 This

is

probably

a

funny

thing

to

say,

but

Frank

was

the

most

patriotic

American

I've

ever known.

He

was

always

getting

into

arguments

with

guys

who

knocked

the

United

States.

He

used

to give his

own

parents

hell

because

they

didn't

speak

English

at

home.

He

even

changed

his

name

from

Bartelini

to

Bartlett

because

it

sounded

more

American.

Frank

said

this

was

the

only

country

that

gave

people

a

chance.

He

was

a

bug on

the

subject.

He

never

finished

public

school,

but

I'll

bet

he

knows

more

about

American

history

than

some

col-

lege

professors.

I

once

kidded

him

about

the

fact

that

he could

never

become

president

of the

United

States

because

he

wasn't

born

in

the

States,

and

he

got

sore

and

we

had

a

fight.
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Tony

finished

his

Coke

and

washed

his

glass.

 Frank

might

have

made

a

good

President,

too,

come

to

think

of

it.

I

talked

to

a

few

other

people,

including

two

of

Bart-

lett's

sisters, a

brother

and

a

nephew.

Only

the

brother,

who

worked

as

a

watch

repairman

in

a

jewelry

store,

didn't

think

Bartlett

was

God's

gift

to

New

York.

The

brother

said,

 Frank's

values

are

all

mixed

up. He

has

to

keep

buying

things

with

money

. . .

friends,

girls,

even

his

own

family.

But

in

his

heart

I think

he

is

ashamed of us.

I

don't

sit up

and

bark

when

he

holds

out a

fifty-dollar

bill,

so

he

doesn't

think

much of

me.

But

I

feel

sorry

for

him.

From

others

I

discovered

that

Bartlett

had

been

born

in

La

Coma,

Sicily,

on

January

14,

1914.

He

arrived

in

the

United

States

when

he

was

three

years old.

His

father

had

opened

a

tailor

shop

on the

lower

East Side.

Bartlett

quit school when

he was

twelve years old

and

became

a

delivery

boy

for an East

Side

gang

of

bootleggers.

When he

was

around

sixteen,

he

discovered

a

little

thing called

the

floating

crap

game, but

rather

than

com-

pete

in

the games,

he

staged

them,

getting his share right

off

the top.

From then

on it

was

a regular Horatio Alger

story.

He

branched out,

first

with

pin-ball

machines,

then

slot ma-

chines, and

eventually

bookie

joints

and

numbers

games.

Not

all

his enterprises

were crooked.

Bartlett

also

bought

real

estate,

laundry

concessions,

and politicians.

By

the

time he

was

twenty-eight

he

had

built

up

a multimillion-

dollar

empire.

He

had

moved

uptown

to his

Central

Park

West

apart-

ment and

tried

to

become

respectable.

He

took

up golf

and

sailing, and bought

several

horses.

But

he couldn't

quite crack the country-club

set,

the

yachting

crowd

or
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the Jockey

Club.

He

kept

getting

blackballed

every

time

his

name

came up

for

membership

and

apparently

it

played

havoc

vi^ith

his ego.

At

the

same

time

he

v^as

rarely

blackballed

by

a

beautiful

woman.

One

night-club

owner

I

talked

to

once

told

me,

 Bardett

may

not be

getting

into

dieir

clubs,

but

he's

sure

getting

into

their

daughters.

Naturally

Bartlett's

business

associates

wouldn't

give

me any

dope

on

him,

but

the

D.A.

was

a

Httle

more

help-

ful.

He

said,

 Bartlett

is

one of

the

big

wheels

in

the

syndi-

cate,

a

nation-wide

gambling

and

racketeering

organiza-

tion.

It's

split

up

into

territories

and

each

group

is

sup-

posed

to

stay

within its

boundaries.

If

someone

covets

another

man's

territory a

protest

is

lodged

with

the

syndicate

by

the

injured

party,

and

the

syndicate

decides

what

enforcement

policies

should

be

put

in

effect.

It's

just

like the

United

Nations,

I

said.

 It

works

better

than

the

United

Nations.

In

fairness

to

Bartlett,

though,

we've

never

been

able

to

trace

any

rough

stuff

to

him.

He's

kind

of

a

peacemaker.

He

knows

there's

a

lot

more

money

to be

made

if

he

stays

out

of

the

HmeUght.

But

I'm

sure

if I

could

pin

something

on

him

the

rest

of

his

mob

would

fall

apart

at

the

seams.

It

turned

out

that

Bardett

had

been

arrested

only

three

times,

once

for

trying

to

bribe a

basketball

player,

once

for

trying

to

bribe

a

judge

and

once

for

violating

a

city

fire

ordinance.

He

was

never

convicted

of

any

of

the

charges.

Occasionally

an

ambitious

non-member

of

the

syndicate

took

a

shot

at

him,

but

either

aims

were

bad

or

Bartlett's

bodyguards

were

too

fast.

In

any

case,

he

lived

a

charmed

and

what

could

be

described

as

a

rich

life.

I

put

everything

I

had

into

the

article,

which I

tided,
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 Flag-Waving

Racketeer. Simpson

was very pleased

with the

results, but

when

my

mother

read

it

she

was

sure

she

was

going to lose her

only son.

Instead,

when

I

came

home

from

work

the

next

day,

I

found

a

case

of

Bartlett's

special

Scotch

waiting

for

me

with an

unsigned

card,

 I

liked the

article

and you

quoted me correcdy.

I made

the

mistake

of

telling Simpson

about

the whisky

and

he said,

 Send it

back

to

the

son-of-a-bitch.

It cost

me

two

bucks

to deliver it

to

his

apartment.

The

next

day

there

were

two

cases,

Bartlett

probably

thinking

I

wasn't

satisfied with

one. I

took them

back,

which

cost

me another

two

bucks. It was

becoming

an

expensive

article

for

me.

In the morning,

I

received

a

call

from

William.

 The

boss

says

if you

don't like

to

drink,

you

should

go

over

and

have

a

suit

made

by

his

tailor.

It

isn't

that

I

don't

Hke

whisky, I

told William,

 but

the paper won't

let me accept

the

gift.

Well,

when

the boss

likes

something,

he

wants

to

show

it.

So

anything

you

want,

let

me

know.

Tell him all I

want

is that

in

the

future

I

can see

him

when

I

call.

I'll tell

him that,

said

William.  Also,

if

your

editor

or anybody

gives

you

trouble, let us

know.

I

saw

Bartlett

on

and

off

for

the

next

five years,

usual-

ly

in

night

clubs, where he was

with

either

a

movie

actress or,

more likely,

a

society

girl.

Then

I

covered

the

famous

Senate

Crime

hearings,

which

broke

everybody up

because

Bartlett

had

a

com-

plete

lapse

of

memory,

and couldn't

recall

where

he

lived on

the grounds

that

it

would

 incriminate

him.

Somebody

from the tax

department

must

have

been

watching

television that week, because

before

it

was over
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 But

I'm an American citizen, Bartlett

said.

 They

can't

deport an American

citizen.

I

left

Italy

when

I

was

three

years

old.

Well,

for

my

records,

just

in case the

stay

order

isn't

granted in

time,

wiU

that mean you're

leaving

on

the

Continentale?

They've got

me

reservations

on the

Continentale,

but

they're

going

to

have

a

hard

time

putting

me

on

the

ship.

They

may

throw

you

in

the pen,

I

warned.

 They

don't

have

the guts.

Kid,

I'll

tell

you

what.

If

I

don't

go,

I'll

treat you

to

a

boat

ride

without

me. I

don't

want you

cheated

out

of

a

trip.

I

wanted to

say

it

would

be more

fun if I

could

go

with

him,

instead

I

said,

 Thanks

a

lot. I

might

hold

you

to

It.

The Continentale

was

scheduled

to

leave

on

Tuesday.

Wetherby Stanton,

Bardett's

top

legal

eye,

was

hopping

between Albany,

New

York

and Washington

trying

to

find

a

friendly

judge

who would

stop

the

proceedings.

But

Bartlett

was

a

hot

property.

The

newspapers

had

front-paged

his

deportation

and

as

each

day

passed

the

bookies'

odds

that

Bartlett

would

go

were

getting

higher

and

higher.

Not even

Bartlett's highest connections,

and

they

were pretty

high,

could

do

anything

for

him. I

was

sure I

would

see

the

Isle

of

Capri

within

a week.

On

Monday,

when

it

was

obvious

Bartlett

would have

to

leave,

I

went

in to

see

Simpson,

who

was

grinning

from

ear to

ear.

 I was afraid

the

son-of-a-bitch

might

beat the

rap,**

he

said.  We're

going

to

give

him

a nice

bon-voyage

editorial.

Harry,

I said,

 I don't

care

if

Bardett

gets deported

or

not, but

if

you

run

one

of your

typical

'farewell

to
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editorials,

you're

not

going

to

make

my

job

any

easier.

You

have

a

point,

Simpson

said.

 We'll save

the

edi-

torial

for

after

the

series.

Now,

Pete,

here's

what

we

want

from

you. I

don't

know

what happens

to

a

man after

he

gets

deported

from

the

United States.

Neither

do our

readers.

What

we

want

is

the

whole

story

of

what hap-

pens

to

a

big

shot

when

he

goes

back

to his

native land.

 Cable

the

arrival

story as

straight

news

and

any

other

stories

you

think

will

make

news.

As

for

the

series,

take

your

time.

We'll

give

you

about a

month.

Stick

with

him

no

matter

where he

goes

or what he

does. When you

think

you've

got

the whole

picture, let

us know.

You

don't

have

to

write

the series

there,

but you'd better

fly

back so

you

won't

waste

any

time.

 The

cashier

has

your

boat

ticket,

your

plane

ticket

and

a

thousand

dollars

for

expenses.

You

probably

won't

need as

much

as

that.

Not

if

I

do

without

lunch

and

dinner, I said.

 Anyway,

here's

a

credit card

for

the

Italian post

office

so

you

can

send your

news

stories

collect.

I

nodded

and

got

up

to

leave.

 One

more

thing,

Pete,

Simpson

said.

 I

argued

against

Lucas

and

King

for

you

to

go

on this assign-

ment. Make

this

a

good

series

or

they'll

be out for your

neck.

Don't worry

about

my

neck, Harry. It's

been

wrung

before.

We

shook

hands.

Simpson

looked down

and

said,  That's

a nice watch

you've

got

there.

I

got red

in

the

face.  My

mother gave

it

to

me

as

a

going-away

present.
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Simpson

looked

at me.

 You

certainly

have

a

nice

mother.

See

you

in

a

month,

I

said,

heading

for

the

door

fast.

 Oh,

Pete,

Simpson

said

as

I

was

shutting

the door.

I

opened it and

stood

there.

 Bon

voyage.

Thanks,

Harry,

I said.

 I'll

remember that.**

Chapter

4

The

S.S.

Continentale, leaving for

Gibral-

tar,

Cannes,

Genoa

and

Naples,

was docked at

West

Forty-sixth

Street.

I

was

now

on

expenses,

so

I

took

a

taxi. Besides, when

you're going to

Europe first

class,

it

doesn't

look very

good if you

arrive

on

a

bus.

Trucks

and cabs were everywhere.

People

were

being

paged,

policemen

were

blowing

their lungs out

and

everyone

seemed

to

be

yelling

at everyone

else.

I

was

glad

I

talked

my

mother

out

of

seeing

me

off

on

the

boat.

She

was

a

little

upset about

my going,

and packed

enough

food

to

last me the

trip.

She didn't believe modern

ocean

liners

fed their passengers.

They hadn't

on the

ship

she

came

over on.

I

went through

the passport

and ticket

formalities

and

was

just

going

to

proceed

up

the

gangplank

when

I

saw

Bardett pull

up

in

a

long

Cadillac.

To

him

it

must

have

felt like

riding

in

a

hearse.

He

was with his lawyer,

Wetherby

Stanton.

A

group

of photographers

and

reporters

who were

wait-

ing

by

the

gangplank

rushed

over

to him.

 Hey,

Mr.

Bartlett,

a

photographer

shouted.

 How
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about a

shot

of

you

reading the

deportation

order?

Bartlett,

who was

impeccably dressed

in

a

charcoal-

gray

pin-striped

suit,

white shirt

and black

tie, scowled

and

tried

to

push

his

way

through

the

crowd.

Stanton

was

shouting,  Mr. Bartlett

has nothing

to

say.

Bartlett

whispered

something

to

Stanton

and then

held

up

his

hand.

 Okay,

quiet down.

I'll

give

you

a

state-

ment.

The

reporters

had

their

pencils

poised

as

the

photog-

raphers kept

snapping photos.

 As

I said at

my

trial,

I was framed

by

the

Attorney

General on income

tax

evasion.

The

Attorney

General

and

I

are

political

enemies

and this

is his

way of getting

back

at

me.

Since

the

Justice

Department

won't

let

me

wait

for my appeal,

I'm going

to

Europe

for

a

month

and

will

be

back for the opening

of

Hialeah.

I'm

sure

all

Americans

will

agree with

me

that

this

deportation

is

not only unconstitutional

but

un-American.

Will

you

look

up

Joe

Adonis

and

Lucky

Luciano when

you

get to

Italy,

Mr.

Bartlett?

I'm

sorry,

but

I

don't

know either

one

of

those gentle-

men. I

have no plans to

see

anyone.

I'm

on

vacation.

Will

you

visit the

town

in

Sicily

where

you were

born?

I don't expect

to

go

to

Sicily.

I

plan

to

visit Lon-

don,

Paris, the Riviera, Rome

and

Capri.

Suppose your appeal

is

denied.

Where

will

you settle

in

Italy?

My

appeal

won't be

denied. I'm an

American.

I have

my

rights.

But

you

had

the

choice

of

going to Italy

or an

Ameri-

can

penitentiary. If you're an

American, why

didn't

you

go

to

the pen?
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While

the question was

being

asked, I saw Stanton

signal

to

some

stevedores,

who

came over and

started

to

shove

the

reporters

back.

They

made

a

hole

for

Bartlett

and

Stanton

to

get

through.

The

reporters

tried

to

follow,

but

the

stevedores

made

menacing

gestures

with

their

fists.

 Hey,

what do

you

think

you

guys

are

doing?

a

re-

porter

shouted. One of

the

stevedores smashed

a

photog-

rapher's

camera.

 Mr.

Bartlett

don't

want

his picture took, the

steve-

dore

said.

The

reporters

retreated

slowly.

I

ducked

around,

flashed

my

boarding pass

and

was on

deck

wait-

ing

for

Bartlett

when he

came up.

When

Bartlett

stepped on

deck,

I

said,

 Hi, Mr.

Bart-

lett.

I

made it.

Bartlett,

who was

probably

still sore

at

the

newspaper-

men,

scowled at

me.

 Well, it's going to

be

a

dull

trip

and

your

newspaper is

wasting its

money.

But

I

need

the rest,

I

protested.

Bartlett

laughed

and

punched

me

on

the

shoulder.

 Frank,

said

Stanton,

 your

stateroom

is

this

way.

Since

no

one had

told

me

not

to,

I

tagged along

with

them.

 That

was some

reception

committee

you had

down

below,

I

said.

 You

mean those

reporters

. ^

  Bartlett

said.

 No,

the

stevedores.

Ah,

he

replied.

 They're

just friends

of Tony

Agnello.

They

didn't

want

anyone

to

get

hurt.

Just

before

we

reached

Bartlett's

stateroom

suite

Stan-

ton

said,

 I'm

sorry as

hell about this,

Frank

. .

.

I

.

.

.

I

*'

 Stop

blubbering,

Bartlett

snapped.

 Just

don't

goof

on

the

appeal.
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 You

can

count

on

me,

Frank,

Stanton said.

 The

Justice

Department

is

going

to

be

sorry they ever

heard

of

Frank

Bartlett . .

.

here's

your suite.

Stanton

opened

the

door.

When

I

looked in

I

saw the

stateroom

jammed

with

men.

Bartlett

seemed as

surprised as

I was.

He

turned

to

Stanton.

 What's going

on?

Stanton

said,

 A

little

surprise the boys cooked

up.

Someone

spotted

Bartlett

and

yelled.

All

of

a sudden

they

broke

into

 For

He's a

Jolly

Good

Fellow.

They

grabbed

Bartlett

and

pulled him

into

the

stateroom. I

squeezed

into

the

suite

before

they shut

the

door.

Some-

one

shoved

a

drink

into

my

hand. Bartlett

was

also

handed

a

drink. Then

Tommy

Thompson,

whom

I

knew

as one of

Bartlett's

Heutenants,

stood

on

a

chair

and

shouted

for

silence.

The room

quieted

down.

 Frank,

he

said,

 the

boys

all

want

you

to

know although you

got

a

raw deal,

we

know

you'll be

back

with

us

again

in

a

month

and

we

hope you

consider

this

as

we

do,

a

vacation you so

richly

deserve.

That's

right,

someone

said.

 As

a

token

of

our

esteem and

to

remind

you

of us

in

your travels

no matter

where

you

go,

we

have

chipped

in

together

and

bought you

. .

.

we assure

you,

Frank,

they

are

not hot goods

...

a

few

things.

First,

he said,

holding

up

a package,  is

a

Polaroid camera which takes

pictures and

develops

them

in

thirty seconds.

No

tourist

should be

without

one.

There was

lots

of

laughing

as

he handed

Bartlett

the

package.

He

held

up

another.  This

is

a

transistor radio.

It

doesn't need

batteries and it's no

bigger than

a gun.

William

can wear it

in

his shoulder

holster.

More

laughter.
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 There's

one more

thing,

but

you'll be

hearing about

it

later.

Frank,

there

is

no

more

that

I

can

say.

There

isn't a

man

in

this

room

who

doesn't

owe

you

a

debt

of

gratitude.

You

put

our

organization

on

the

map

and

we'll

never

forget that. We

wish you

bon

voyage.

Bartlett

stood on

the

chair

and

as

the

applause

sub-

sided he

said,

 Thanks

for

the

going-away

party.

I

ap-

preciate

the

sendH3ff and

these

gifts.

I

only

wish

you

were

going

away

instead of

me.

There

was

sUght

embarrassed

laughter.

 But I

know,

continued

Bartlett,

 while

I'm

gone the

organization

will run

just as

smoothly

as if

I

were

here. .

.

.

It's

taken a

long time

to

build

up

the

business

and

we

must

look

forward

to

continued

prosperity.

Any-

one

who

makes

any

mistakes

or

gets

out

of

line is

going

to

have

to

answer

personally

to

me.

The

loud-speaker

announced

that

visitors had

to

leave.

 That's

all.

Let's

make

this a

banner

year.

And bankrupt

RizzolU,

someone

shouted.

Everyone

cheered.

Steve

Rizzolli,

I

knew,

was

the

head

of

a

rival syn-

dicate

from

New

Jersey

that had

recently

been

giving

Bartlett

a

bad

time.

They

started

shaking

hands with

Bartlett

and

leaving.

Red

Munzelli, another

of

Bartlett's

lieutenants,

was

one

of

the last

to

leave. He gave

Bartlett

a

package.

 It's all

there, Frank. Seventy-five G's

in

cash. My

brother,

he

used

to

be

a tourist,

said

you

can get

a

better

rate

for

the

dollar if

you

have

cash.

Thanks, said Bartlett.  I'll

give it

to

William for

safekeeping.

Keep in

touch, Red.

Stanton

was

the last

to

go.

 I'll

cable

you as

soon as

the

appeal is

made,

Frank. You've

got

nothing

to worry

about.

It's

in the bag.
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Bartlett,

William

and I

were the only

people

left

in

the

stateroom. He

was

surprised

to see

I was still

there.

 What

are

you

doing

here?

No

one

gave

me

a

going-away

party,

so

I

thought

I'd

stay for

yours.

Yeah,

well

anything

you

heard

here

just

now

is ofl

the

record,

you understand?

As

a matter

of fact, if

you're

going

to

be in my hair

on

this trip,

I'm

going

to

lay

down

the rules.

When I say

something

is

off

the

record,

it's

off

the

record.

You

got

that?

Sure,

I

said,

 I'll

play

by

the

rules.

Okay, Bartlett said.

He took

off his

neatly

pressed

suit

coat and gave

it

to

William.

 I'm

going

to

take

a

bath.

Wait

a

minute,

boss,

you

don't

want

to take

a bath

yet.

What

do

you

mean,

I

don't

want

to

take

a

bath

yet?

William looked

upset.

 For

one thing,

the

guys from

Immigration

are

still outside.

William

opened

the

door.  You see?

Bartlett

looked

at

the

Immigration

men.

 I thought

you

guys

had left.

We're

going

out

as far

as

the pilot

boat,

Mr. Bartlett,

one

of them

said.

 Well, come

in

and

have

a

glass

of champagne.

I'll

have

a

beer

if

you've got

one,

one

of

the

men

offered.

 Me too,

his

partner said.

 William,

two beers

for the

gentlemen,

a Scotch for

my reporter

friend

and

the same

for

me.

And

open

up

a can of caviar.

William

served

the drinks

and

Bartlett

and the

Immi-

gration

men

raised their

glasses.

 Good

trip, Mr.

Bart-

lett, one

of

the

men said.
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 Thanks,

gentlemen.

You've been

pretty

discreet

and

I'm

going to

put

in

a good word

for

you when I

get

back

to

Washington.

That's very

generous

of

you,

Mr.

Bartlett.

Very

gen-

erous

indeed.

Hey,

look, Mr.

Bartlett,

I

said

as I

stared

out the

porthole.

 There's the

Statue

of

Liberty.

Bartlett

walked over

to

where

I

was

standing and

looked

out

the

porthole.

He

raised his

glass.

 So

long,

sister,

I'll

be

seeing

you

sooner

than

you

think.

William

laughed

and

opened

the can

of

caviar.

In

an

hour

Bartlett and

I were

pretty

tanked

up.

The

Immigration

men

had gone and we were

already

plan-

ning

what we

were going

to

do

when

we

hit

Paris. I

told

Bartlett

I

heard

that

the streets were

paved

with

mattresses.

He

said

he

knew

of

a

rich

society

dame

who

had

her

yacht

in

Venice

and

it

was

more than

likely

we

would

be

invited on

board.

William

didn't

seem

to

be

enjoying

himself.

Bartlett

said

to

him,

 William, relax,

relax.

William

turned

and looked

at

both of us.

 Boss,

he

said,

 can he

be

trusted?

Bartlett

laughed.

 Sure, WiUiam.

Pete's

like

a

brother

to

me.

You

can

say

that

again,

I

agreed.

 Okay,

William

said,  because

I

got

something to

show

you.

Let's

have

a

drink

before you go

showing

me

things,

Bartlett

said.

 No

surprises

without

drinks,

I

concurred.

William

reluctantly

made

some

drinks.

Then

he

said,

 The

boys . . .

that is,

all the fellows

in
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