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SAWYER ZELL 

Night was getting on. Zell looked at the car again. 

He ran a hand back through his crewcut, and told the woman 

that someone would be there soon. There was a cold breeze 

off the water, a few people poking out of their back doors. 

Someone was swinging a bright flashlight nearby. The car, 

an old Falcon Futura, lay on its back in four feet of murky 

water of the canal. Its headlamps still burned beneath the 

surface, attracting fingerling fish to the green light. 

Her wet clothes and dark hair made her look tall. 

She was unhurt, and with her back to the accident, seemed 
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more concerned about how she acted. "That railing-L. It 

broke like it was plastic or something." 

Zell ran his shaking hand back through his hair 

again, then touched the broken white railing of the small 

bridge, and glanced at the submerged car again. They heard 

the siren coming. "I'm going now," he said, and raised the 

collar and lapels of his jacket. He touched her hand, 

walked off in the other direction. He stayed off the 

streets, and followed the crumbling concrete sidewalks that 

edged the canals. 

Some buildings on the canal were rehabbed, with 

matched clapboard replacements, new redwood decking, and 

french doors. Other old frame or stucco houses stood 

nestled in thick honeysuckle the ducks slept under, their 

roofs aching under heavy Chinese elm. Zell turned when he 

reached Electric Street. 

He came to side-by-side frame structures, in bad 

repair and defaced with gang bounds. One had been a house, 

the other a market, on the corner of a larger street at the 

intersection, some twenty yards from the canal. The windows 

of the steet face had rusted screens, tacked in front of 

warped plywood. A long white sign, with horizontal 

corrugations, oxidized green letters, and dented metal 

Coca-Cola globes at each end read ELECTRIC GROCERY. A bent 

Arden dairy sign was tacked to the the screen door. He 
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checked in both directions, and went to the door. 

Zell stuck his fingers into a slot between two 

pieces of siding. He hit the button inside twice, and took 

out a cigarette. 

"Okay, Breeks," he said to the man who opened the 

steel door behind the rotten wood door. "I think I'm going 

to stay in for some time. Why don't you open my fucking 

door?" 

The interior was stark and new, nearly clinical. 

Bree s shut the doors and followed him into the living 

room. Its floor was new set butted grey clay tile from wall 

to wall. There were no windows, but three big sections of 

bottle green screenglass skylight, through which stars 

could be seen. The walls were unpainted gyp board, had not 

been spackled, but were true at the gaps and close at the 

bottom. One blue neon tube ran three feet above the floor 

around the large central room, so that nothing would be 

against the wall. Three Atlas sofas faced a low table 

covered with magazines, newspapers, several video 

cassettes, and a big Miami ashtray. 

"Tell me all about what you found today, tiger," 

said Breeks. 

"Public records was where I was--Le Vine has at 

least the amount of property he'd need to be interested. 
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He's a rich man who won't take chances on not staying that 

way." 

Breeks folded some papers that were on a sofa and 

said, "That is what he is? I think one of us is crazy. But 

if it's me, forget what I said. I am a German." Breeks was 

a very fat man, ten years older than Zell, and wore a 

corduroy suit. He had receding blond hair and sideburns. 

"How did she look?" 

Zell laughed. "She drove her car into the damn 

canal. Now how did you do--" 

Breeks started out of the room. "It's two-fifteen at 

night," he muttered. "And her husband called again. Her 

husband wants to talk to you." 

"That guy's always got something to say." 

After he had left, Zell walked toward the other end 

of the house. In his room, he changed into clean pants and 

shirt, and put on a vest of Dupont Kelvor, covered in blue 

nylon. 

He left the house in back pulling a black wool cap 

onto his head, and climbed through—the_thick vines to the 

walkway along another branch of the canal. He headed back 

to the bridge and the car. 

A man stood on the chassis bringing a hook through 

and putting it back to the cable. He yelled "Yeah!" and his 
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partner took the power to the winch. The Falcon started up 

out of the water. 

Sawyer Zell reached them and watched. 

"Nope. Back down," ordered the man on the car. "This 

bridge'll break." The driver took the winch out of gear and 

the car dropped; the man aboard holding on only by the 

cable, but keeping his feet and landing unshaken. "Pay out 

some cable, and drive the truck onto that lot." He 

indicated a vacant yard they could use, then waited for his 

partner to get ready for the next attempt. 

Zell went to the bank near the man. "Cops were 

here?" 

"They took the driver," the man standing on the car 

said. 

Zell snapped his fingers at his side."You guys 

Police Garage?" 

"No. On the boulevard. J & R Mobil. On the 

boulevard." 

"She get arrested?" 

The man watched his partner struggle to maneuver the 

big tow truck into the weedy vacant lot, the headlights 

bouncing in his eyes. "Don't worry about the fence! C'mon! 

--You want it clear?" he said looking over to Zell, "I wish 

to hell personally; yes. Hey--you look like Sawyer Zell, 

the actor." 
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"Yeah I'm Sawyer Zell." 

"You looK like him, anyway." 

Zell laughed with the man and started back to the 

house. A cat reluctantly moved ahead of him, then gave up 

the path for a hole in the fence. A pair of men that were 

leaning on a fence stepped up after a few yards. They 

stopped in his path and watched Zell approach. Each of them 

had a flushed face and wore a sport coat over a t shirt. 

Their shadows took the glint off the water. 

"What was she doing with you?" The smaller of the two 

men asked, chewing gum. He had a flat white face, with red 

eyebrows, a flat top, and a jumping throat. "Jeez you're in 

trouble, man," he added, dropping the words like a load of 

books. The other man, wide with big arms, moved to Zell's 

side. 

Zell looked at the man's forehead. 

"She's my lady. Stay away, hah?" the man with the 

red eyebrows said. 

Zell sneered, his chest trembling. "You guys are 

like Dodge muscle cars or something. I don't remember." 

"Shut up," the smaller man said. He pushed Zell's 

shoulder. 

Zell checked to see he wasn't going into the other 

man, and planted his feet. "Cut it out. You're stupid." He 

righted himself, one man on his side and one to his 
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front. His spine screamed and he nearly blacked out. 

He shuffled a foot, then whipped up a fist from his 

side, coming through hard with his hips and legs. He caught 

the red-eyebrowed man in the chest, sending him splashing 

into the broken concrete at the edge of the canal. He 

leaped past the spot and ran down the narrow bank. 

The other man yelled and went after him. Taking the 

first corner, Zell hopped a splintered fence into someone's 

yard, disappeared. 
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- "Breeks, we need to find her," Zell wrote on a pad, 

and slipped the note under the terminal keyboard. 

He went back to his room and shut the door. He threw 

the vest on the floor and lay down on the bed, sweating. He 

stared the ceiling fixture, a slow thin aluminum turbine 

that spun the air around in a breezeless whisper. 

Zell reached for the phone and tapped in a number 

using three fingers. 

"Sherry? Sawyer Zell. How far did the police go?" 

"They didn't test me. I don't know why." 

Zell winked at his ceiling. "That's finally some 

good luck. I'm glad to see it." 

"I'm shaky." 

"This is a bad time for you to be shaky. You can't 

afford to be shaky. I can't afford you to be shaky." 
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"Should you be calling me?" 

"I thought I wanted to talk to you. It's not as 

scary when you know someone else is in the same boat. I'm 

scared now." 

"I'm glad. Because I am too. But can someone listen 

in? Don't you guys do--" 

"It's okay here," said Zell. 

"I'm used to being with you. This is the first night 

in three days." 

"I wish I was there too." Zell hissed out some air, 

and said, "We got to be careful". 

* 

The next morning Breeks saw Zell's note and said he 

agreed. Flatly, Zell told him that the clocks of the 

computer and the coffeemaker had communicated, and that 

there was coffee. Breeks printed two hard copies of the 

days instructions, and joined Zell in the kitchen. 

He was drinking coffee and staring at a column in 

the sports section of the Times. "What does he say today, 

Breeks?" 

Breeks read the two sheets. "The same thing: 'Tell 
7 

me more. I'm still in Victorville.'" 

"That's what he's said every day for one week." 

"Yes," said Breeks. "Today makes one week. And it' 

new each day. The date changes." He showed dates from 
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letters of the previous days. 

Zell laughed at him. "Breeks, I think this guy can 

at least afford hardware that can update. You're stupid for 

a German." 

Breeks glared in a studied way and tried to act 

friendly. "I think software would be cheaper." 

"Who the hell cares, Breeks?" 

"Who was the girl last night?" said Breeks, looking 

at the rest of newspaper. 

"We met each other at a bar. She had a '61 Falcon 

with her and was my type. I could have been hers." 

Breeks snorted out one side of his fat broken nose. 

"Shit. 

"Shut up, Breeks." Zell said. "This is my house." 

"Office is paying you rent. They hold your mortgage. 

But if you put in more than four hours tomorrow--perhaps 

we'll finish. And I'll be out. I'm talking to someone about 

him in Century City. That bank." 

* 

The same instructions were received the next day. 

They talked in the kitchen. 

"I'm reading a story about a San Francisco band 

named the San Francisco Giants." Breeks said, looking at a 
/), 

section of the paper. Your idea is looking better and 

better. How much have you told Le Vine?" 
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"I told him she's having an affair with a singer." 

"He believe that?" 

"No way to know." Zell pointed at their six word 

message--'Tell me more. Still in Victorville.' "He's in the 

band. I've heard of them. One of them played two weeks for 

the Giants and a half season in Phoenix. He could throw 108 

miles an hour. But he couldn't see. He used to hit a lot of 

batters. Let's get these stories cut out and Purolator them 

up to Victorville. He still wants to know more. And see if 

our checks came from the main office." 

Zell went to the terminal. "I'll check the WestSide 

Yellow." He hit two keys, then put in a phone number when 

the screen prompted him. 

The other computer rolled down his screen, welcomed 

him, asked for his name. Another keystroke with his finger 

put in his name. Then the machine prompted him to answer 

Search request? He typed in "Lasetti." 

The screen flicked to a listing for a night club on 

Pacific Coast Hiway, graphically spelling in flashing 

characters "BIG TOWN". Information on hours of operation, 

covers, cards taken, entertainment. The word "Lassetti" was 

flashing near the bottom, in the midst of other copy 

dealing with the scheduled entertainers. The San Franciso 

Giants were doing a one hour set at 11 on Friday. Tickets 
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were twelve dollars. 

"Found it, Breeks." 

"How much are tickets?" asked Breeks, writing 

something in a little notebook. "And I go first." 

"Let's take out three hundred. Le Vine stands to 

make a lot of money soon." 

More than a dozen people prowled around the front of 

Big Town, their faces looking healthy under the buzzing red 

neon tubes radiating from the entrance. Two other red tubes 

described the clean moderne roof, but were original to the 

building, and so were not as bright but more at home. Zell 

stepped out of an older black 911 with chrome mirrors and 

trim, but various spots sprayed a talc grey. 

Breeks was waiting to leave. "I took several 

pictures of the two of them. Earlier in the night." 

Zell nodded. "Get that kid to develop them. I won't 

feel like it. We'll send them up in the morning." He left 

for the front bar, ordered a tequila with a glass of plain 

soda, looked at each of the people around the bar for a 

moment, and carried his glasses into the main room. 

A skyline from an old film set was behind the stage. 

Several of the windows were lit, the tallest building was 

nearly thirteen feet. It gave any performer in front of it 
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the look of just stepping out of a radiator. 

Characteristically, the San Francisco Giants were a 

synthesizer band. Their stage presence helped them, got a 

lot in front, but as many sitting at the crowded aluminum 

and grey formica tables in the rest of the big room. The 

room was loud but only half full. Zell leaned back in his 

seat, talking to two women on his left. 

"I don't know. I don't know why I'm here," he said. 

He grinned until they laughed back. 

"You should be a musician," the nearer woman said. 

"You look like a musician." 

"I am a musician. I'm with the Giants," Zell said. 

The other woman leaned closer to listen. "What?" She 

had shiny black hair and white earrings, was wearing a 

sleeveless grey sweater, thin white jeans with red 

pinstripes. She had driven a car off a bridge the night 

before. 

"When did I hire you?" the first woman asked, 

crossing her legs. She had large shadowed eyes and was 

wearing a scarf around her head like a french actress. 

"I don't even know you. And I didn't know the one who was 

sitting there before. He pretended he knew me." She was 

bored, almost irritated. 

Zell laughed out  - - - "What?". 

"She runs them," berry spelled out, genuinely 
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bothered. "She would have had to hire you." 

"You manage them?" Zell whispered to the woman in 

the scarf. 

The woman, "No. I own them." 

"Can someone own a band?" he asked. 

"Most are. Successful bands. Or themselves." 

"Taxes." 

"E.g.," Sherry directed sourly at Zell. 

"Who is that next to you?" Zell asked the owner. 

"That's Sherry. She helps me." 

"Tell her I'm not really in the band... And that I 

probably won't be joining. And thank her for firing me. 

Because this stinks." 

* 

"Your owner said I could talk to you," Zell told 

Lasetti. "I told her I was with The Outlook." Lasetti was 

tall, and wearing plaid slacks and Desert Boots. He had an 

intertwined SF tatooed on his left bicep. 

"What do you want to talk about?" Lasetti asked, 

opening a pack of Salems. "I used to hate menthol 

cigarettes. Now I love them." He grinned and offered one to 

Zell. 

Zell touched his own pack in the hankerchief pocket 

of his coat, said, "I'm not really with a paper and don't 

need any quotes." 

"People enjoy talking that way," Lasetti said 
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mildly. "What do you want?" 

"You're not wearing glasses. I thought you had 

20/500 vision. Right?" 

"It's actually gotten a little better in the last 

two years." He stretched his hand out to focus on it. 

"I saw you pitch once. Giants and Toros in Phoenix. 

You went four and maybe a third." 

"My glasses gave me a headache." 

"What else gives you a headache?" 

"What?" he snapped. "I don't want to talk to you 

back here." He smirked. "Two fuckers yesterday." 

"What did they want?" 

"How the hell should I know? 

"How's the arm?" 

"You some jackass sports writer?" Lasetti squinted 

at Zell. "You're some jackass sports writer. I got to go 

anyway." 

"Wait," said Zell. "Do you have any idea why I'm 

here?" he asked with genuine interest. 

Lasetti turned back, could not stop himself from 

laughing. "No. I swear that much. 

Zell grinned to himself. "Okay," he said looking up. 

"I'll take you out of the game." 

Lasetti seemed bothered again. He left Zell, who got 

out a cigarette and went out through the alley exit doors. 
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Sherry tagged him in the parking lot. She looked 

scared. "You know you don't really think I'm firing you." 

"No, just wondering if you're not the real musician. 

Because I'm sure putting out some tunes for you." 

In a strong fast burst of air she whispered, "Well 

okay. It's boring this week. I agree." She scowled to 

herself. "That's not true." 

Her face was particularly beautiful when she whined. 

Back in Venice, Zell made a call on the terminal. 

Another computer answered, "paging..." 

A moment later words came onto his screen: "I don't 

care. Still in Victorville," along with the date. 

Zell put in his mail: "We found out more about the 

baseball player I told you about. I think my hunch was 

right. Don't worry about the car she wrecked. Falcons 

aren't that hard to find including convertibles. We will 

need more money to go on further. Breeks tried to cash a 

check for three hundred this morning. Teller checked. Then 

only gave us two. I wouldn't say we are spending too much. 

We're getting results, you agreed on the price. It's my 

feeling she wants to come back to you. We'll need a another 

deposit to continue. Best." 

He downloaded the message and the report and entered 

another number. He watched the simple welcome of the 

office's computer, then put in his name. He leaned back in 
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his chair. The phone rang a few seconds later. He picked it 

up, said "It's really me," and set it back down. He typed 

in "Patch. Third party. Timesl." 

On the newspaper's library, Zell selected several 

stories concerning Le Vine and started hard copies out (if 

his printer. He made a fresh cup of coffee, and sat up with 

these stories and his notes from Public Records and the 

bank. A sheriff's press card and a Real Estate Week ID were 

with his notes. He put these away in a photo album. He made 

new notes putting the information together, and made checks 

on a short list he had. Before going to bed, he entered the 

information on the office system in a two password cave. He 

sorted his notes, and left some of the pages on the table. 

* 

He checked for the money the next morning, was 

satisfied, and went to the garage. He drove toward the 

Marina, and parked under a glassy condominium building with 

four levels of units sided with cedar shingles. 

"You didn't tell me you worked for the band. I 

thought you got his name out of the damn hat." Zell said to 

Sherry. "Or using that maniac, but we've got a bigger 

problem now. Lasetti knows we're using him." 

"I know." She leaned against the wall under a clock. 

She crossed her arms. "We didn't need to talk in front of 

my boss. She actually asked me if I'd talked to you about 

joining the band. --How about a beer?" She went to the 
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kitchen. 

"I found today's dose in talking to him. I wasn't 

the first person to come around like that." He sat in the 

living room on a green nylon sofa, watching the empty beach 

through the big jalousie windows, and stuffing several 

letters from the end table into the pocket of his coat. 

"My husband does it that way. The guys who bothered 

you at the canal--he probably hired them this morning. He's 

a selfish man." 

"Lasetti knows something is wrong," Zell said again 

to the kitchen. "Your husband's nuts. If he drags any kind 

of police into this, I say no investor will touch him. I 

know how it works. Trying to get you back could ruin his 

whole development. It shouldn't but it will. Somebody hired 

them for him." 

"I should tell you Lasetti got mugged. Parking at 

home." 

Zell stared sourly at the channel below. "My two 

friends, what do you say? Your husband's a real bird." 

"It doesn't make sense." She came out with two cans 

of three x beer. "You don't hire somebody and then stifle 

him. That's like an Atari. I'm getting tired of all this. I 

really am." She stepped back and kicked the refrigerator 

shut with her heel. 

"Last night I was mad about Lasetti," Zell 

explained, watching her. "Not at you. You came out at a bad 
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time." 

She nodded at the floor. 

"You look great," he said. 

She frowned. "Why does he do it? Can't he leave me 

alone? Especially--and I know he doesn't--if he doesn't 

even regard me with the--I know he doesn't." 

"He wants you back. Says he loves you. Maybe to 

share the fortune around the corner," Zell said, sticking 

his chin up. "Knowing you, it wouldn't work. And he has 

more fun playing games. With his communiques. But keep it 

up." He grinned and lit a cigarette, tossed the match into 

a potted areca palm. "It's making me money." 

"I couldn't tell you about the band. That's my 

career." 

"You got money of your own. Get something new." 

"These guys might be big. There were people from MCA 

at Big Town last night," she said. "And I don't have shit 

left." 

"Okay. I'm not going to cheat myself. Stay with it. 

The rest will catch up to you. I'm leaving." 

"I'll call you soon." 

"I guess so," said Zell. 

He was walking down the stairs when he turned back 

up. "Come by the house. If you want," he said through a 

slit in the door. 

* 
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"Breeks," Zell yelled through the house. Breeks 

stepped out of his room, carrying a dark revolver. 

"I haven't changed the bullets or fired this in a 

long time. But it's ruined. Look at the rust." 

Zell examined the gun and gave it back, grinning. 

"It's the salt air, Herr. But you hardly ever need guns 

around here anyway... Breeks, this is a real American 

mess." 

"Where's the rest of your notes?" said Breeks. 

"What I kept out you won't use. That's the way it 

is." 

"You help me and I help you back. That's the way it 

really is." 

Zell grinned with the muscles in his chin. "Breeks, 

your a sloganmaster." They sat down at the table and lit 

cigarettes. 

Zell said, "Breeks, we need to hedge this thing. 

I've worked that way with others. You know the story. When 

the thing winds down, that's when the trouble starts. They 

won't cough it up and nine times out of ten they crank 

about the job. So five-0 five-O?" 

Breeks thought for a moment, staring at Zell. "OK. 

I'll take fifty percent. But I'm still working my account 

and I'm not helping you out." 

* 

Zell watched and listened to in the dark in the 



JENSVOLD/20 

utility room off the garage, his ear to a punched socketbox 

that hadn't been wired yet. That wall was part of the 

original garage, and hadn't been faced, so only sheet 

galvanized, fiberglass, and aluminum studs separated it 

from Breek's room. 

Breeks spoke on the telephone in his bedroom: "The 

ballplayer saxaphonist is a ruse... No--I know it sounds 

good, but she's got some kind of a job with the band... No, 

I could only guess why... Your other man thinks the 

ballplayer knows about it, but I'm not as sure as him. I 

don't trust him either. Fire him and let me bring her 

back... I know I've said it before, but let me know when 

you make a decision. I think you would be better off if you 

only had one person working on this." He gave a time for 

another call, and said goodbye. After that, he swore to 

himself and lit a panatela, which brought a smile to his 

face. 

* 

Zell drove to Victorville the next morning, getting 

above the bad air and finding Le Vine sitting on the diving 

board of of the hotel's swimming pool. Levine wore a plaid 

swimsuit and big green lensed sun glasses. 

"I think she's just having some laughs," Zell told 

him. "Give a couple months. People always come back." Zell 

reached into the pool to check the water. 

Le Vine stood up on the board. His stomach was big, 
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but he was otherwise in good shape. "I don't feel 

comfortable waiting a few months." 

"You have to," Zell stated, rising. "You need $11 to 

$12 million and have to get it through a bank in this 

state. You can't afford trouble with this kind of thing." 

Le Vine nodded lightly. "Let me think about that, 

okay? You could be right." 

"And tell somebody to check the baud rate on your 

system. I seem to be missing half the message when you 

send." 

"Let me think about that other, " said Levine. 

* 

Zell drove back that evening and talked about what 

Le Vine had said. After Breeks had left, Sherry arrived. 

Zell met her at the door. "Come in here," said. "I've got 

it all on paper. And I feel like the cripple who sobered 

the party." 

She followed him to a big table. "Don't make jokes 

about cripples. You might be one someday." 

"Am I laughing?" he asked her, then directed her 

into a chair. He sat across the table from her. "Your 

husband's going to want to know what I'll do next." 

"What does the older guy say?" 

"It doesn't matter what Breeks thinks. It's 

dangerous to us. And you know how your husband works. He's 

finally coming to town this week." 



JENSVOLD/22 

Sherry pushed back in her chair and stood up. She 

folded her arms, grabbed her elbows. "Why don't you just 

kill him or something?" 

Irritated, Zell said, "Come back and look at this 

stuff." He glared until she stopped rubbing her elbows, and 

showed her his notes. He stood beside her. She sat back 

down in her chair, and moved an ashtray away. 

Holding the notes, she quietly said, "I'm so glad 

you're here now." She put an arm around his lower back and 

went over the notes like someone going over baby pictures. 

"I don't need the money that bad," he told her, "It 

was nice, but I can make money other ways." He looked down 

into her eyes, squinted and lowered his head. He touched 

one of her thin fingers. "I can't give you back now." 

Sherry dried herself with a white towel while Zell 

buttoned the cuffs of his shirt and put on a silver 

railroad wristwatch. The tub drained behind her. He looked 

at the time, then unashamedly watched her dress. When she 

was through, he held her and they urgently kissed with 

straining mouths. 

"It will work out," he said, his eyes welling. Then, 

"I need to go." 

"I should leave. It's almost time to meet him," he 

said. He looked up at the door. "I hear Breeks is back. 
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Stay in here until we've left, then use the garage. It'll 

close after you, by a strange machine." He opened his door 

just enough to slip out. 

"Breeks," he said, walking through the kitchen, 

"I'll be happy when I don't live next to you." 

"We need to get going. He's got a big investment in 

the two of us." 

"Hell, Breeks. He's wheel a three horse field." 

* 

Inching in Breeks' Thunderbird along the upper level 

at the airport: Zell whistled out when he spotted Le Vine. 

He was tanned and wearing a light blue suit, a white shirt, 

boots, and a bola tie, taller than the crowd. He was 

holding a leather overnight bag and standing next to a 

fifty pound bag of grapefruit. 

"I always get fruit when I'm through Indio," he said 

getting into the back seat with a stuffed red net sack. 

"You guys get five each." He laughed, then said, "Let's go 

to that place on the water. At the Marina." His hair was 

prematurely grey, was shiny with gel over his wet looking 

eyes. His skin had deep cancerous wrinkles around each eye, 

with spastic twits of his lids and upper cheeks. 

"Sounds good," said Breeks, waiting to pull from the 

curb. 

* 

"All-right you thieves," said the man to Zell and 
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Breeks. "Now let's talk about Sherry. I've heard about this 

singing cowboy named Loosetti and I say he's not rich 

enough." 

Sawyer Zell looked up from a cigarette. "What do you 

mean he's not rich enough?". 

Le Vine tapped a fingernail at some ash on the table 

and looked at Breeks. "Well," he said coyly. "I'm not going 

to share my money." 

"That's it. He will be rich. She's not taking any of 

your money, Mr. LeVine. Breeks and I both checked that 

isn't that right, Breeks?" Zell said looking at LeVine's 

forehead. 

"I know she's not now. It's later that--" 

"Ask Breeks." 

Breeks stuck out his lower lip and nodded. 

"Breeeeks," said LeVine in a scolding tone. He 

turned, and looked at Zell with an animated face. "You guys 

were supposed to solve this problem. You've been paid a lot 

of money. I don't like to say things like that." 

Zell tightened his jaw and looked at Breeks. "What 

are you working on?" 

"I work for the clients, Zell," Breeks exhaled. 

Zell still stared at Breeks. Breeks looked back with 

nothing in his face. 

* 

Zell walked to a larger nightclub close by and found 
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a taxi in front. He leaned in the window and said to the 

driver. "Mile and a half. Have to go quick. You waiting?" 

"I got a ten minimum." the driver said, leaning 

toward Zell. 

"Let's go," said Zell, jumping in. "That's illegal 

as hell." 

Sherry opened her door and Zell walked in, thumbing 

the wheel of his lighter. "We got to get the money," he 

said, pulling the unlit cigarette out of his mouth. 

"What??" she said. "Oh." 

They were both silent. Zell walked to the living 

room and walked back. 

"Just get the divorce Everyone will better off. 

We've both said we loved each other. It includes us. But 

now for us to work we'll need the money." 

"I guess." 

Zell slapped the table top. "I think so. But he's 

got Breeks checking me. Do you love him? Did you ever love 

him? Tell me." 

"For a month or two. Before we were married." 

"But not now?" 

"How can you ask me that?" She shook her head and 

turned away from Zell swinging her hair. "I know," she 

said, holding her elbows again. "You never know what he'll 

do." She sat down in a chair and picked up her running 



JENSVOLD/26 

shoes and a tiny crumpled leotard, then set them back down. 

"He's weird," she added hopelessly. "It's never anything 

news. But little thing after little thing after little 

thing after whatever. Why do we need the money? You have 

money." 

"Not anymore I don't. And with a start like this we 

can't slow down. Not now. The love's not going to hold up. 

That bothers me. But I'm too interested now and the money 

is worth a shot." 

She giggled, then broke into a full laugh, then 

shook her head softly. "I just fell in love with you again. 

Is this the third time? How about the hell with the money?" 

Her eyes danced above her glowing smile. 

Zell put his arms around her and clung very tightly. 

"Okay." he whispered. 

Sawyer Zell asked the computer to dial the office. 

He passed the welcome screen and answered the following 

prompt, typing in "Documented Conversation." 

The message came back on his screen, "You should be 

Zell. Or Breeks." 

"Zell. Try and find Billingham. He's a supervisor." 

Billingham entered "Hello" from his end. 

"Billingham, LeVine has two of us overlapped. Breeks 

is the other. If this goes to court, does our stuff stand?" 

"Consult one of the lawyers." 
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"Did. Shire, about 4 this afternoon, told me in 

palimony anything true could be used. Even if it was 

staged." 

"He's right. 

"Billingham, I need a hand... Le Vine thinks he's 

open to be pinched." 

"From who? 

"Doesn't know. But he's after 12 million. Just him 

and his business." Zell typed. 

"He can't afford it to happen." Billingham's cursor 

paused. "You know we can't get tied up in court. Our bond 

will go to hell again and we don't need that. Zell, we're a 

contract agency. And you won't have to check with legal to 

hear that contracts are the national fucking anthem. What 

do you care what I say? You assholes never give me any 

truth anyway and fuck you royal. Bye." 

"Your husband's got others' working on it," Sawyer 

Zell told Sherry. "He might have six or seven different 

guys working on this." They sat on a high burm of sand 

bulldozed to protect her building from the tides. The sun 

lit up a small part of the overcast sky like a small naked 

bulb. 

She squeezed his hand. "That has to be against some 

law." 

"It's not," he said loudly. "It's crazy. He believes 



JENSVOLD/28 

craziness succeeds." 

"Then he should be... Keep thinking. Both of us." 

"Don't say those half sentences like that." 

"Why? I don't say them." 

"Just don't." 

* 

Walking back to Venice later, Zell spotted Breeks' 

car pausing at a stop sign a block away. He stopped until 

Breeks was out of sight, then turned around and jogged back 

toward Sherry's building. 

He stepped out of the streetlamps and backed inside 

a subterranean parking area of a building near Sherry's to 

study the street. The Thunderbird was parked across from 

the building. From the street angle, there was no view of 

Sherry's windows. He waited a moment, then crossed the 

narrow street and went up the steps. 

Zell moved quietly to her door and listened. He 

smiled tightly, then took a breath and opened the door. 

Sherry and Breeks were sitting at the table. Breeks' 

head swung around, and he slid back his chair. 

"What are you doing here Breeks?" Zell asked, still 

standing in front of the door. "Hah?" 

Breeks finished standing up. "Forget it," he said to 

Zell, then brushed out past him at the door. 

Zell warned bitterly, "Stay out of here, Breeks." 

Sherry came over to shut the door. Zell kissed her. 
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"This is crazy," she said. "How can you two be working 

together? 

"It's the same agency. But we're both independent. 

We give the agency cuts. They bond us. We advised to help 

each other out. There's no money in that." 

"You're a noble bunch." she said irreverently. 

Zell looked at her without saying anything. He went 

to the sofa and sat down. She sat across from him on a 

leather ottoman. 

"Tell me what Breeks asked you," Zell said. 

"We talked about my husband." 

"What did he want to know?" 

"How long I was going to work for the band, if I had 

a lawyer. How much money I had. And he wanted to know about 

you and me." 

"--What did you tell him?" Zell interrupted. 

"Nothing." 

Zell snapped his fingers and looked at the ceiling. 

"Breeks would figure it out. It doesn't matter what you 

said," Zell explained. He looked at her. 

"What's he doing?" 

"Something's changed. This thing's turned into a 

palimony defense. And I'm trying to bring you back on my 

contract. Breeks is on the other." 

Sherry leaned back on the ottoman, raising her legs 

in front of her, and said "It's crazy, you know." She 
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grimaced, and had to slap her feet together to stop 

shaking. 

Zell studied this, and lit a cigarette while she 

continued staring at the ceiling. "What we can do is 

blackmail you out." 

"Blackmail?" She repeated it as if he had mentioned 

a suggested sex act. "How?" 

"The right way." He leaned forward and lightly put 

his hand around the toes of one of her feet. He rubbed the 

foot gently with his hand. "You make it more trouble than 

it's worth." 

She started turning her feet in ankle loosening 

exercises, staring at a beam in the ceiling. "I should 

think about that," she said. 

When he arrived home, Zell saw Breeks was gone and 

got back in the 911 and drove to an all-night market. He 

put some gas in his car and bought cigarettes. 

He lit a cigarette and drove leisurely to Sherry's 

street. He drove slow past her building, noting the lack of 

activity on the lane. 

Then a rumble. His foot went to his brakes. From a 

blind driveway from behind the building a red Shelby 

Mustang skidded heavily to a stop, only a foot from Zell's 

fender. Zell rocked back in his seat, looked over at the 

Shelby. Sherry was behind the wheel. He turned off his 
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engine and walked over to her. 

"Where did you get this?" Zell asked her. The big V8 

of the Shelby was throaty and smooth. He saw a big carpet 

bag in the back seat. 

She touched his arm, then lowered her head, then 

cranked her wheels hard and let out her clutch. She flew 

away, scorching narrowly by parked cars, the soft 

Bluestreak tires throwing back grit in a stinging 

roostertail. 

Zell ran to his car and followed her. The Porsche 

took the narrow corners and wove through the parked cars. 

He caught up to her, following the wide red tailights of 

her car. Zell flashed the fog lamps. She didn't slow, but 

she couldn't lose him. The Shelby screeched by a pickup and 

popped a headlamp but bounced off and continued. 

They veered onto a wide boulevard under a red light, 

accellerating for a long staight stretch. The Shelby's 

torque shot it out faster. Zell reached for his choke and 

pulled it. The extra shot of gas worked and he stayed 

close, then a cylinder fired dry, then two. His engine 

choked and backfired. He slammed down on his accelerator to 

clear the carburetors, but she was already a quarter mile 

off and taking another turn onto a dark street. 

* * * 

Zell, Breeks, and Le Vine stood near the bar of a 

crowded Italian restaurant of Old Hollywood. The bartender 
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set down their drinks and Le Vine picked up his highball. 

"Don't feel bad, Zell. I hadn't made up my mind." 

Zell reached for his drink. "Hell, it's a fine idea. 

It's tight and you can afford it. You hired us both out of 

the same office. --Use same name?" 

"There are a lot of extra names around. I've hired 

detectives twice before. Never have any company security." 

He nodded at Sawyer Zell. "Gawd, it's sweet." 

"What does it give you." 

"We're putting in 900 units, with over sixty yards 

of beach frontage." Le Vine laughed and waved at the 

waitress with his cigarette. "And got a section 8 waive. 

With her I got enough on the ballplayer," said Le Vine, 

"that she can't touch me." 

Sawyer Zell grinned dryly and watched Breeks swallow 

some of his drink. Then he stood up. "Okay, Le Vine. I 

guess we're finished. The office will send you the final 

bill through the mail. Mine anyway. I've got to go; good 

luck to you." He took his coat from the chair and turned 

away. 

"Don't look low, pal," said Le Vine. "I could of 

used you for my ballplayer. She nayed that. Said it had to 

be Lasetti." 

"Don't worry about it", said Zell, turning back, 

grinning. "And please tell her she's no worse than the rest 

of us; we didn't have the magic." 
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