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As we drove through the night, I thought of the larger issues facing us. Three-
quarters of the American people were affected by the downturn in the economy of 
the country. Cities with financial structures smaller than New York's went bank-
rupt. Municipal bondholders lost their money across the nation. But in New York, 
the large banking institutions held most of the City's debt certificates. Their control 
of the economy reached beyond the U.S.A. into Europe and many third world na-
tions. They argued in the economic committees hastily set up to contain the crisis 
that if they lost money on their investments they would be bankrupt and cease to 
keep the third world afloat with further loans. Then would Spengler's prophecy of 
the decline of the West become a reality Civilization nurtured by thoughts from Ar-
istotle and the Judaeo-Christian ethic down to the present day would be displaced 
by the anarchy of the. modern barbarian hordes. Only by reducing the workers' 
share of the economic pie would entrepreneurs be able to garner the profits
required to fuel the great engine of capitalism, and, by extension, "Freedom."

As we drove into Maine early in the morning, Arbie explained that the neo-
colonial American empire had received a severe blow by the loss of Vietnam and 
by the nationalist movements in Latin America, which had gradually undermined 
the power of American capital and its alliance with the comprador bourgeoisie of 
those countries. "When you begin losing your power to exploit other peoples, you 
have to exploit your own," she said.

I yawned. "There is always a ruling class that exploits the others whether it's 
American capitalists or Latin American nationalist heroes. I prefer American capi-
talists."

"You can prefer whomever you want, Rudy But the facts are that American 
capital has to consolidate to survive. That's why we've had thousands of bankrupt-
cies, amalgamations, and take-overs every year There's a diner! Let's get break-
fast." She pulled over to a roadside restaurant.

After we ordered breakfast, I suggested that she was tired from a night of driv-
ing.

"No," she shook her head with determination, provoking me into remembering 
how much I loved her "I needed the solitude and the concentration. It gave me 



more rest than a deep sleep. Rudy, I think we're getting death squads from the po-
litical right in the States just as they've got them in Latin America."

I put my coffee cup down and stared at her "Do you call that thinking or 
dreaming?"

"Why did the ruling class torture and murder thousands and thousands in Ar-
gentina? Because the fascist rulers fear the people. Besides, right wing death 
squads are not new to us. The Ku Klux Klan is just one of the many "

I had to concede that it was possible. "But you can't tell me that New York cops 
are kidnapping and torturing our citizens."

"You don't need cops! Here we've had networks of organized criminals who are 
connected with every level of government including the White House. Nixon's Wa-
tergate, Reagan's Contra Program, they both had plans for military control of the 
United States. Hell, Rudy! if the CIA can work with the mob to assassinate leaders 
of other countries, why do you think it won't work with the mob to silence the 
Left?"

I shook my head slowly in bafflement as the waitress set our breakfast before 
us. "So guys like you and Alf Landy are targets."

"Remember what a State governor said in Argentina: First we get the activists, 
then their collaborators, then their sympathizers, then the timid'...."

"Stop it!" I said. "You're up to me already "
"I think they are just starting with the activists, so they're a long way from 

you," she smiled.
"We're too big a country for that sort of thing to be controlled by the govern-

ment.
"With electronics and computers we're just as small as Argentina," Arbie said. 

"I, for one, am not going to let it happen. Look at the misery McCarthy caused be-
cause the people were afraid to challenge him. The hundreds who went to jail, the 
many who lost their livelihood, fled into exile, committed suicide. Why? Because a 
bloody pervert was allowed to take over the country! through fear! We've got to 
stop what's going on, now!"

"You can't be sure you're right," I said calmly. "Let's enjoy a few days in the 
sun and then take another look at it."

Arbie paused, feeling the calming effect of my voice, and reaching to take my 
hand, she agreed. I turned the subject to baseball, to which Arbie responded with 
growing enthusiasm.



Her enthusiasm for nature and walks in the woods, for the sea and swimming, 
for the solitude in an old house whose owner was in Europe, and for the contacts 
with artists on the Island transformed her from the pale and worried young kid-
napped victim to her usual robust and satirical self. I enjoyed the four days of her 
company, our love-making, our common interests, more than at any time I could 
remember. Our only contact with the mainland was a ferry which ran once a day. 
All of our worries about right-wing politicians and murder plots vanished as if they 
were a part only of the mainland.

It was on the fifth day that we received a visitor who arrived unannounced. I 
could not believe my eyes. Father Ian was standing on our porch at ten in the 
morning. We were just finishing a late breakfast.

"Hello, Rudyard," Father Ian cried through the screen door. His eager young 
face beamed in good will.

I jumped to my feet in surprise. "Father!" A flood of trustees' faces engulfed 
me. I felt the frustration and worry of searching for Arbie once again.

Arbie looked at him in surprise and puzzlement.
"Come in," I cried and opened the screen door for Ian who entered wearing 

slacks and a blue sport shirt. "Where did you come from?"
"The ferry boat," Ian smiled. "I'm here just for an hour, just to see you, actu-

ally." He stepped up to Arbie who was looking at him curiously from where she sat 
at the table. "I'm the Cardinal's representative. Congratulations on your escape 
from the gangsters."

Arbie took his proffered hand and squeezed it. "Thank Rudy," she smiled 
brightly. "Coffee?"

"Please," said Father Ian sitting down as I fetched him a cup of coffee from the 
kitchen. "Detective Buckle gave me the details."

"Did he tell you that we were here?" she frowned.
"Yes." Ian lowered his eyes guiltily. "He's been keeping tabs on you. I am sorry 

to disturb your bliss." He took a cup of coffee from me with a word of thanks.
"What now?" I sighed.
Ian took a drink of coffee.
"It must be urgent for you to come all the way from New York," Arbie said.
Ian laughed. "I have church business in New Brunswick. This is a side issue, 

though an important one, nevertheless."
"More trouble?"



"Well," Ian frowned. "The police have the men who kidnapped Arbie in cus-
tody, and they've been questioning Slidsky about what he knows. Apparently he's 
far down the ladder."

"He knows about massage parlors and mysterious knifings," Arbie said sarcas-
tically.

"Lanzetta has disappeared. His office says he went on vacation. Nobody knows 
where."

"I hope it's not here," Arbie said.
"None of that news seems urgent to me," I said sourly. "Did you have to break 

our peace of mind for that?"
Father Ian blushed. "The urgent thing is that the men who were pursuing you in 

New Haven were found to be connected with a clandestine paramilitary force 
based in Arkansas. They are suspects in a number of disappearances."

"Do you mean this has been going on here and the press hasn't said a word 
about it?" I cried in alarm.

"No one is certain," Ian warned, "but the Cardinal wanted me to inform you, 
for your own safety."

"I have my bodyguard right here with me," Arbie said, reaching over to pat me 
on the knee. "And since these guys are operating interstate, I guess the F.B.I, is 
watching over us."

"That's the trouble, I'm afraid." Father Ian looked at the floor. "We think that 
someone in the Bureau is giving the orders to help them do the kidnapping. You 
see, it's hard to tell. There are hundreds of disappearances in our country every 
month, and no publicity. Many are absconded by the white slave traders whose 
trade has increased enormously with the rise in Near Eastern oil money and de-
mand for pleasure. We have evidence that certain persons in government are in-
volved." He smiled reassuringly at Arbie. "In your case, people want to stop your 
re-election as Local President and silence you that way "

"When you say 'people,' you mean the ruling class, don't you, Father?" Arbie 
said expressionlessly

"Well," Ian hesitated, "their surrogates."
"Oh, there are plenty of them," Arbie said. "Rudy would be one, if I let him."
I pretended to laugh but I felt uncomfortable.
That's all right, Rudyard," Father Ian said. "We priests are accused of the same 

thing. The fact is, some of us are diametrically opposed to our ruler." He stood up. 
"Thanks for the coffee; I've got to be sure I don't miss the return boat."

"No instructions?" I asked in surprise. "Just a warning?"



"Will you walk with me to the wharf?" Ian asked me. He waved his hand 
slightly at Arbie and preceded me through the door   "I
didn't want to alarm Arbie,'' he said as we walked along the narrow path snaking 
among fishermen's cottages with their blue and yellow shutters, "but her speech at 
the rally has infuriated certain people so much that she may be a target for assassi-
nation. One of the socialist papers printed it in full. She's becoming a sort of folk 
hero on the left."

"Oh no!" I groaned.
"My church is active on the political right these days. I get the news." Father 

Ian smiled. "Actually, my instruction is for you to return to the Library right away, 
on Mr Raikes's orders. Bugofsky, the business manager, is in the hospital with a 
liver complaint. Mr Raikes is worried about library security. Sorry " Ian held out 
his hand as we reached the wharf. The only sound was the ferry boat's motor in the 
silent scene. "Looks like they're waiting for me."

I shook his hand, watched him board, and waved as the ferry steamed into the 
ocean. I made up my mind that the Library was secure enough for us to spend one 
more night on the island. I looked up at the cottages on the hillside and caught 
sight of Arbie watching from the window of our house at the top of the hill. She 
looked lovely, I thought, like a beacon of beauty in a sea of treachery I wondered 
when I should break the bad news that we had to return. Not till tomorrow morn-
ing, I decided, that is, if we were not assassinated in the meantime. I grimaced, and 
a fisherman passing by, mistook it for a greeting, and nodded politely.


