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E was waiting when Marty
Valentine hit the bricks, sit-
ting in a government car across the
street from the Ad building, smil-
ing and waiting. Marty looked over
at him, grinning leanly. Eleven
years and it was still Stevens. And
the Mounties liked to brag.
Stevens waved out the window
of the car at him. “Ride?”

Stevens started the Chevvy, eas-
ing out into the traffic. “Any place
special ?”

“Downtown,” Marty said. “I've
got to find a room—a cheap one.”

“Twenty-five dollars and a card-
board suit, hmm?”

Marty nodded. “And TI'll have to
find a job. Know anyone who
wants a good ex-accountant? I was

A Patient Man

It was Stevens who'd sent him up. And it was still Stevens
who met him when he got out . . . eleven years later,

BY DAVE HILL

Marty  shrugged, “Taxpayers
money.” He walked over to the
opened door and eased into the
car.

“You're looking good,” Stevens
said dryly. “Cigarette?”

“Must be the quiet life.” Stevens
was still Stevens. Dry, tenacious,
unswerving. “Sticky” they called
him. Marty grinned a little at that—
it fit. Eleven years and Stevens was
still on the job, grayer, heavier, but
still patient, waiting.

A PATIENT MAN

good you know.”

“Why work? You've got a lot of
money.”

“Have I?”

“One million dollars, according
to the books.” He whistled. “That’s
what the record says—exactly one
million and fifty-one dollars. Too
bad you got caught—that was a
sweet job of embezzling.”

“Eleven years worth.”

Stevens turned professional in a
minute. “Look, Valentine,” he said,
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“You'rc forty-two, you've done
eleven years in the joint. You can’t
make over eighty bucks a weck
again. Why don’t you use your
head?”

“Such as?”

“Such as getting off that money.
We know vyou've got it stashed
someplace. In a hole, or a bank, or
buried, or something. You can't
spend it—you know that as well as
I do. We've got every number on
the bills. The first one you break,
you'll be nailed. And that’ll be the
end of your parole.”

“Meaning back to the joint,
hmm?”

“You did eleven on a thirty,”
Stevens said. “You hardnose us
and we could see you did the other
ninetcen.” He shrugged. “On the
other hand, our department could
be helpful—if you wsant to be help-
ful. We could makea...well,a...”

“A fair exchange?”

Stevens nodded. “We could set
you up in a good job, get you off
paper. Maybe even kick in with a
little reward.”

Marty threw his cigarette out the
window. “What’s a fair exchange
for eleven years?” He grinned. “1
dont know what you're talking
about, Mr, Stevens.”

Stevens drove on in tight silence
until they came to town. “Front
Street good enough?”

Marty nodded. “Just right. T al-
ways liked the hotels here you
know—so economical.”

“It doesn’t have to be that way.”

62

Stevens pulled up to the curb by
a park full of old men with dirty
beards and foul smells to them. He
reached in his pocket, pulled out
some bills, and slipped them to
Marty.

“A hundred bucks,” Marty said
softly. “You don’t want that money
too bad, do you?”

“It’s the top my expense sheet
will take,” Stevens said bluntly.
“But we'll get that money back—
I'm a patient man.”

“Me too,” Marty said. “I've had
practice.”

At least the money let him get a
room that was clean. A nice room
in a boarding house run by a sweet
old lady type. And a job came eas-
ily too—at a magnificent sixty-five
dollars 2 week. But, anyone could
run a drill press.

The room lasted three days.
When he got home from work the
third day, the little old lady was on
the stoop. “I'm sorry Mr. Valentine,
but a Mister Stevens was here
and .. .” She let her hands flutter.
“I'try torun .. ."

“I know. A respectable house.”
Marty went up to pack. So he want-
ed to play rough, did he?

And, when Marty walked into
work the next morning, he could
see it coming in the boss’s cool
eyes. “A mister Stevens called on
me and . ..”

“Save it,” Marty said. “There’s
more jobs.”

When he walked out the door
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with a three-day check a few min-
utes later, Marty wasn't even sur-
prised to find Stevens waiting. He
got in the car without even saying
hello.

“Hows tricks?” Stevens asked.

“You play dirty, don’t you?”

“We're willing to deal,” Stevens
said.

“How much?”

“Twenty thousand.”

Marty opened the car door. “See
you around.”

Stevens grinned. “You bet you
will. I'm a—"

“I know, you’re a patient man,”

Seven rooms and nine jobs later,
Marty realized just how patient
Stevens was. Very patient—too pa-
tient for his own good. He called
the regional office with change from
the latest of his one-day checks.
Five minutes later, Stevens met him
in a quiet bar.

“Still want to deal?” Marty asked.

“Always.”

“Fifty grand,” Marty said. “Or
I'll get it and burn every goddamn
bill.”

“You wouldn’t do that,” Stevens
said.

“Wouldn'tI?”

“You might.”

“Deal?”

“I'll have to talk to the chief,”
Stevens said. “I can’t guarantee any-
thing but . ..”

“But you think so, is that it?”

“That's it.”

“And my parole?”

A PATIENT MAN

Stevens backed away. “Wait a
minute now. I don't—"

“Fifty grand for me, no parole,
and a waiver against any further
action.”

“You drive a hard bargain,” Ste-
vens said.

“For a million that’s cheap.”

“All  right,” Stevens
“When?”

“Your office—at two o'clock. T'll
have it all but my fifty grand. You
better have the release papers and
the waiver ready.”

“They will be.”

said.

Marty grinned, walking out of
the bar. Fair exchange? It just
might be at that. He ran over the
next couple hours mentally. Cable
to Switzerland, travel bureau, air-

port, all checked.

Stevens was waiting at two, pa-
pers on his desk. Marty sat down,
laid the bank draft on the desk. “I
couldn’t get cash.”

“I didn’t think you could.” Ste-
vens slid a government check over
to him. “We keep our word. Sit
tight now while I have that check
verified. I hope it's for real.”

It was. “I figured you'd have it
over there,” Stevens said. “I didn’t
think you’d be fool enough to keep
registered bills. But you still could-
n't have spent it. We could have
kept you on parole for nineteen
years yet, you know. By then, you'd

be too old to enjoy it.”
Marty nodded. “Yeah, I guess
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you're right, It'd be pretty hard to
suddenly start dropping hundred
dollar bills around on parole,
wouldn’t it?”

Stevens slid over the other papers
on the desk. “Here’s your discharge
and the waiver—you earned it.”

“I guess I did,” Marty said.
“Eleven years, huh?”

“You guys never learn,” Stevens
said, leaning back in his chair.
“You think fifty grand is worth
eleven years? I'm a patient man, but
I couldn’t—"

Marty stood up suddenly and
looked at his watch. “Sorry—I've
got to go.” He turned for the door,

then stopped with a grin. “Did you
say that fifty grand wasn’t a fair ex-
change for eleven years?”

“Isie?”

“Hell no,” Marty said.

“You guys never learn though,”
Stevens repeated.

“I guess you're right,” Marty
said. He started out the door, then
turned again. “By the way, did you
know that the interest on a million
comes to over five-hundred and
fifty bucks a week? You figure that
out for eleven years of hfty-two
weeks each, huh? You’re a patient
man.” He winked. “I've got to
catch a plane to Acapulco.”
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