CHAPTER

Mister

Mister pointed at the dynamite around his waist.
I pull this,” he said, ‘and we die.”

he old black man got into the elevator behind me. He smelled of smoke and

cheap wine and life on the streets without soap. His beard and hair were
half-gray and very dirty. He was wearing sunglasses, and a long dirty coat hung
down to his knees.

He looked fat, probably because he had all his clothes on. In the winter in
Washington the street people wear all their clothes all the time. They can’t leave
any of their clothes at home, because they don’t have a home.

The old man didn’t belong here. Everything here was swe. The 400
lawyers in the building, who all worked for Drake & were paid an
unbelievable amount of money. I knew that becau a Drake & Sweeney
lawyer myself. %

The elevator stopped at six. The man had an elevator button. When
I stepped out and turned right, he follow ushed the heavy, wooden door
of a big meeting room. There were eight law¥grs at the table inside and they all
looked surprised. They were lookig d me, so I turned. My friend from the
elevator was standing there. He yras i






