


FAVOR FOR A FRIEND (Continued from page 12)

"Possibly, but I doubt it. Are you
sure we understand one another?"

There was a long pause at the New
York end of the line, and Paul Boss
knew Jake Fina was thinking fast.

"We do," Jake said at last. "And
thanks." His voice was dry and desper-
ate.

Jake Fina's call had come at five in
the afternoon. That would be eight in
New York. Paul Boss left the house
immediately and drove to the Fairmont,
because if she wanted the old days back
she'd better see him a little untidy, and
in need of a second shave. He went
straight to the Merry-Go-Round Room,
because that was where the unhappy
wives liked to go in the afternoon. He
stood at the bar instead of sitting at a
table, because that's probably how she
remembered him best in San Francisco,
except that in those days the bars had
been the real ones, the ones that were
gone forever, along with most of the
drinkers — Izzy's on Pacific Street, for
instance.

Alice Mayfield had been a tall, cool,
serene girl who had always given Paul
Boss the impression that nobody in his
right mind would make a pass at her,
and then after not much more than a
minute she had always given him the
impression that only an idiot wouldn't:
and so, always eager not to be an idiot,
he had always made a pass, and he had
always gotten nowhere. He had never
been able to understand it, either.

One night when Alice and Paul were
having steaks at Izzy's, Jake Fina came
up the stairs and asked Izzy if Paul
Boss was in the place. For a year Jake
flew up from Hollywood at least twice
a month to see if he could talk Alice
into becoming his wife. There were
others in town who were engaged in
that work, too, but in the end Jake was
the one who made it. He worked hard
to win his wife. He worked hard to
make a family. In thirteen years Jake
and Alice had become the parents of
five kids. They lived in a mansion in
Beverly Hills, with a swimming pool
and a tennis court. They were rich.
Their kids were healthy and happy and
handsome. Paul had got the information
from a syndicated newspaper series
about Successful American Marriages.
But now Alice Mayfield was in her late
thirties, she was unhappy, she was back
in San Francisco and Paul Boss was
standing at the bar drinking a double
martini on the rocks. Why not? It wasn't
his idea.

He'd always liked the way she stood
and looked and talked, though. It would
be good to see her again, at any rate.

After three at the bar and no luck,
he went out into the lobby, and from

there downstairs to the tables beside
the pool, and ate a steak. Still, no luck.
From the phone booth he called the
desk to make sure that Alice was at the
hotel, and of course she was. Before he
knew it, the operator was ringing her
room, and he made up his mind to hang
up if she answered, but she didn't. He
then asked the operator to ring Belle
Haley, and then he asked Belle if she'd
like to go for a ride to the Cliff House.

"Paul," Belle laughed, "don't you
realize this is 1957, not 1937? I'm an old
woman now. It's almost midnight. I've
gone to bed. How in the world did you
know I'm living at the Fairmont in the
first place?"

"I read it in the papers when you got
your divorce. Want to go for a ride?
I'm old too, if you know what I mean."

"Give me five minutes."
Belle had grown old, but it was good

to see her again just the same. She was
round and plump, as always. Only her
face had lost its attractive roundness.
Now it was long and narrow, and a little
drawn, as if nobody would ever know
what she knew.

They talked and rode out Geary on
their way to the Beach.

"Whatever in the world made you
call me?"

"I don't know. I guess I thought you
might just like the idea of a ride and a
drink at the Beach."

"We did that for years, but it was
so long ago."

"Yes, it was."
"You haven't changed at all, Paul.

Not one bit."
"Neither have you, Belle."
She laughed so heartily Paul almost

believed she hadn't changed, because
she had always laughed that way, and
it had always made him feel good.

They had four each at the Cliff
House, closed the place at two, drove
back to the hotel, and agreed to call
one another a little more frequently
than once every ten years.

"Because if we don't, Paul, one of us
might not answer."

A sorrowful thought, but as it was the
truth, too a lot of his friends were
dead he took her in his arms, held
her tight a moment, and then put a
truly tender and loving one on her
mouth.

At that moment he heard somebody
get out of a taxi, walk up the marble
steps, and then stop, instead of going in.

Paul Boss took Belle Haley to the
elevator, went back out onto the steps,
and there was Alice Mayfield Fina.

"You need a shave," she said. "You
need a haircut, too. That's how I recog-
nized you. Was that your wife?"

"No, Penny's visiting her mother in

Santa Barbara."
"Jake's in New York on a silly story

assignment."
She was still a handsome girl — still

cool and serene. The minute he saw
her he was sure again nobody in his
right mind would make a pass at her,
and then almost instantly he was sure
only an idiot wouldn't.

"I was about to drive down the hill
to Pacific Avenue," he said, "past where
Izzy's used to be, and then down to the
Embarcadero, and then around to Fish-
erman's Wharf, through the Marina, and
then across the Golden Gate Bridge."

"That drive takes only an hour," Alice
said.

"There are other places to go."
"Are you asking me to come along?"
"Yes."
"Well, you'd better wipe that lipstick

off your mouth, then, while I go up-
stairs and get a coat."

And there it was again, as if all the
years hadn't gone by.

They drove and talked all night.
At daybreak they were in a booth at

The Waterside in Half Moon Bay, eat-
ing ham and eggs and not saying any-
thing any more.

Jake had nothing to worry about at
all. Paul planned to call him that eve-
ning and tell him so.

They began to drive back to San
Francisco, but when they came to a
new motel, named Sea and Sand, a
dozen little cottages on the beach, Alice
said, "Here."

Paul stopped the car at the office
and went in.

The man in the office smiled, and
Alice said, "My husband and I are
stopping at the Fairmont, but we find
your place so attractive we'd like to
spend a little time here, too."

Paul signed the book and took the
key to number eleven and drove there.
They got out and Paul opened the' door.

"Pick me up, please," Alice said.
Paul picked her up and walked into

the place. It was a parlor, bedroom,
bath, and kitchenette. Alice stretched
out on one of the beds, lighted a ciga-
rette, inhaled, and then began to cry.
She didn't turn away, and she didn't
stop smoking. She inhaled and exhaled
and wept softly. Her whole face became
wet, and her nose began to run.

"Good night, Paul," she wept. "Shut
the light and go to sleep. All right?"

"Sure, Alice, but there's no light to
shut. It's morning."

"Well, then, draw the blinds. Turn
on the light for a minute, then shut it,
and then go to bed and go to sleep."

"O.K."
Paul did what she said, but he took a

lot of time, because sometimes you take
a lot of time to do little things that don't

(Continued on Page 16) 'Well, if he asks you to marry him, I certainly wouldn't refuse.
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