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CHAPTER I

r^st tøte. l laid eyes OD T'e'Ty Lennox he was drunk m a RoUs-Royce SUver
Wraith outside the terrace ofThe Dancers. The parking lot attendanthad"
?rough!<?! Tr put and he was stffl hoiding thedoor open because Terry
Lennox's left foot was stiU dangling outside, as ifhe had forgotten he had one.
?-. ha^a yolm8-looking face but his hair was bone white. You could teUby his
!^!-thTthe was Plastered to the hairlme- but ofherwise he looked likeany '
other nice young guy in a dinnerjacket who had been spendingtoomuch
money in a joint that exists for that purpose and for no other.

There was a girl beside him. Her hair was a lovety shade of dark red and she
had a distant smile on her Ups and over her shoulders she had ablueminkthat
almost made the RoUs-Royce look likejust another automobae. -Itdidn:tamt^
Nothing ean.

The attendant was the usual half-tough character in a white coat with the
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name ofthe restaurant stitched across the front ofit in red. He was getting
fed up.

'Look, mister, ' he said with an edge to his voice, 'would you mind a whole
lot puUing your leg into the car so I ean kind of shut the door? Or should I
open it aU the way so you ean fall out?'

The giri gave him a look which ought to have stuck at least four inches out
of his back. It didn't bother him enough to give him the shakes. AtThe Dancers
tfaey get the sort of people that disillusion you about what a lot of golfing
money caii do for the personality.

A low-swung foreign speedster with no top drifted into the parking lot and
a man got out ofit and used the dash Ughter on a long cigarette. He was
wearing a puUover check shiit, yellow slacks, and riding boots. He stroUed off
tramng clouds of incense, not even bothering to look towards the Rolls-Royce.
He probably thought it was corny. At the foot ofthe steps up to the terrace he
paused to stick a monocle in his eye.

The girl said with a nice burst of charm: 'I have awonderful idea darUng.
Wxy don't we just take the cab to your place and get your converdble out? '

le coast to Montecito. I know some
people there who åre throwing a dance around the pool.'

The white-haired lad said politely: 'Awfully sorry, but I don't have it any
more. I was compelled to seU it. ' From his voice and articulation you wouldn't
have known he had had anything sti-onger than orange juice to drink.

.

Sold it, darling? How do you mean?' She slid away from him along the seat
but her voice slid away a lot farther than that.

'I mean I had to, ' he said. 'For eating money.'
'Oh, I see.' A slice of spumoni wouldrit have melted on her now.
The attendant had the white-haired boy right where he coiild reach him -

in a low income bracket. 'Look, buster,' he said, 'I've got to put a car away. See
you same more some other time - maybe.'

He let the door swing open. The drunk prompdy sUd off the seat and landed
on the blacktop on the seat of his pants. So I went over and dropped my nickel.
I guess it's always a mistake to interfere with a drunk. Even ifhe knows and
likes you he is always liable to hau] off and poke you in the teeth. I got him
under the arms and got hun up on his feet.

'Thank you so very much, ' he said politely.
The girl slid under the wheel. 'He gets so goddam English when he's loaded,'

she said in a stainless-steel voice. 'Thanks for catching him.'
'I'Il get him in the back ofthe car, ' I said.
.

I'm terribly sorry. I'm late for an engagement. ' She let the clutch in and the
RoUs started to glide. 'He's just a lost dog, ' she added with a cool smUe. 'Perhaps
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I got the drunk up them somehow. He was eager to help but his legs were
mbber and he kept faUing asleep in the middle of an apologetic sentence. I got
die door unlocked and dragged him mside and spread him on the lang couch,
threw a mg over him and let him go back to sleep. He snored like a grampus
for an hour. Then he came awake aU of a sudden and wanted to go to the bath-
room. When he came back he looked at me peeringly, squinting his eyes, and
wanted to know where the heU he was. I told him. He said his name was Terry
Lennox and that he lived m an apartment inWestwood and no one was waiting
up for him. His voice was clear and unslurred.

He said he COUId han<ue a CUP ofblack coffee. When I brought it he sipped
it carefully, holdmg the saucer close under the cup.

"How come I'm here?' he asked, looking around.
You squiffed out at The Dancers in a RoUs. Your girl friend ditched you.'
Quite, ' he said. 'No doubt she was entirelyjustified.'
'YouEnglish?'
.

I've Uved there. I wasn't bom there. If I might call a taxi, I'U take myself off.'
'You've got ane waiting.'
He made the steps on his own going down. He didn't say much on the way

to Westwood, except that it was very kind of me and he was sorry to be such a
nuisance. He had probably said it so often and to so many people that it was
automatlc.

ffis apartment was smaU and stuffy and impersonal. He might have moved
in that aftemoon. On a coffee table in front of a hard green davenport there
was a half-empty Scotch botfle and melted ice in a bowl and three empty fizz-
water bottles and two glasses and a glass ashtray loaded with stubs with and
without Upstick. There wasn't a photograph or a personal artide of any kind in
the place. It might have been a hotel room rented for a meeting or a fareweU,
for a few drinks and a taUc, for a roU in the hay. It didn't look like a place whére
anyone lived.

He ofifered me a drink, I said no thanks. I didn't sit down. When I left he
thanked me some more, but not as if I had cBmbed a mountain for him. nor as
if it was nothing at aU. He was a Utfle shaky and a Uttle shy but polite as heU.
He stood in the open door until the automatic elevator came up and I got into
it. Whatever he didn't have he had manners.

He hadn't mentioned the girl again. Also, he hadn't mentioned that he had
no job and no prospects and that ahnost his last doUar had gone into paying
the check at The Dancers for a bit ofhigh-dass fluffthat couldn't stick around
long enough to make sure he didn't get tossed in the sneezer by some prowl
car boys or roUed by a tough hackie and dumped out in a vacant lot.

On the way down in the elevator I had an impulse to go back up and take
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his miiror. I reached in and got the door open. I got Terry Lennax in and the
shadow of the prowl car blocked the far window. A grey-haired cop got out and
came over. I went around the taxi and met him.

.Just a minute, Mac. What have we got here? Is the gentleman in the soUed
laundry a real close friend ofyours ?

'Glose enough for me to know he needs a friend. He's not drunk.
.For financial reasons, no doubt, ' the cop said. He put his hånd out and I

put my licence in it. He looked at it and handed it back. 'Oh ho,' he said. A PI.
picking up a cUent. ' ffis voice changed and got tough. "That teUs a little some-
thing about you, Mr Marlowe. What about him?'

'His name's Terry Lennox. He works in pictures.'
'That's nice, ' the cop said sarcasticaUy. He leaned into the taxi and stared at

Terry back in the romer. 'I'd say he didn't work too lately. I'd say he didn'tsleep
indoors too lately. I'd even say he was a wag and so maybe we ought to take
himin.'

'Your arrest record can't be that low, ' I said. 'Not in HoUywood.'
He was stffl looking in at Terry. 'What's your friend's name, buddy?
'Phffip Marlowe,' Terry said slowly. 'He Uves onYucca Avenue, Laurel Canyon.'
The cop pulled his head out of the window Space. He turned, and made a

gesture with his hånd. 'You could of just told him.
'I could have, but I didn't.'
He stared at me for a second or two. 'I'U buy it this time,' he said. 'But get

him offthe street. ' He got mto the poUce car and the poUce car went away.
I gat into the tari and we went fhe three odd blocks to my parking lot and

shifted to my car. I held out the five spot to the hackie. He gave me a stifflook
and shookhis head.

'Just what's on the meter. Jack, or an even buck ifyou feel like it. I been
down and out myself. In Frisco. Nobody picked me up in no taxi either. There's
one stony-hearted town.'

'San Francisco,' I said mechanicaUy.
.I caU it Frisco/ he said. 'The heU with them minority groups. Thanks.' He

took the dollar and went away.
We went to a drive-in where they made hamburgers that didn't taste like

something the dog wouldn't eat. I fed Terry Lennox a couple and a botde of
beer and drove him home. The steps were stiiU tough on him but he grinned
and panted and made the climb. An hour later he was shaved and bathed and
he looked human again. We sat down over a couple ofvery mUd drinks.

'Lucky you remembered my name, ' I said.
'I made a point of it/ he said. 'I looked you up too. Could I do less?'
'So why not give me a ring? I live here all the time. I have an office as well.

'Why should I bother you?'

fiiends.'

,
'-?l_I.hTe,friends>'he said> 'ofa sort-'He t:urlled his glass on the table top.

Asking for help doesn't come easy - especiaUy when it's aU your own fallit'
He looked up with a tired smUe. -Maybe I ean quit drinkingone ofthesedavs.
They aU say that, don't they?'

'It takes about three years.'
.

Thrce years?'He looked shocked.
.

UsuaUy it does. Ifs a different world. You have to get used to a paler set of
colours, a quieter lot ofsounds. You have to aUowforrelapses. All the peopfe
you used to know weU wiU get to be just a little strange. You won't even like
most of them, and they won't like you too well.'

.

That wouldn't be much of a change,' he said. He turaed and looked at the
clock'1! have a two-hundred-doUar suitcase checked at the HoUywoodbus"
station. If I could baU it out I could buy a cheap one and pawn the one thafs
checked for enough to get to Vegas on the bus. I ean get a job there.'

Midn't say anything. I just nodded and sat there nursing my drink.
.

You're thinking that idea might have come to me a littlesooner, ' he said
quiedy.

Tm thinking there's something behind aU this thafs none of my business.
Is thejob for sure or just a hope ?'

.

It's for sure. PeUow I knew veryweU m the anny mns a big club there, the
Terrapin Club. He's part racketeer, of course, they aU åre - but the other part'is
a nice guy.'

'I ean manage the bus fare and something over. But I'd just as soon it bought
something that would stay bought for a whUe. Better talk to him on the phone.7

'Thank you, but it's not necessary. Randy Stan- won't let me down. He never
bas. And the suitcase wiU pawn for fifty dollars. I know from experience.'

.

Look, ' I said, Td put up whatyou need. I'm no big softhearted slob. So you
take whafs offered and be good. Iwantyou out ofmyhair because I've got"a
feelingaboutyou.'

.

ReaUy?' He looked down into his glass. He was only sipping the stufif.
.

We've only met twice and you've been more than white tome"both times.
Whatsortoffeeling?'

.

A feeling that next time I'U find you in worse trouble than I ean get you out
of. I don't knowjust why I have the feeling, but I have it.'

He touched the right side of his face gendywith two finger-dps. 'Maybe it's
this. It does make me look a little sinister, I suppose. But ifsan honourable'
wound - or anyhow the result of ane.'
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'It's not that. That doesn't bother me at all. I'm a private dick. You're a
problem that I don't have to salve. But the problem is there. Call it a hunch.
Ifyou want to be extra poUte, call it a sense of character. Maybe that girl didn't
watt. out on you at The Dancers just because you were dmnk. Maybe she had
a feeling too.'

He smiled faintly. 'I was married to her once. Her name is Sylvia Lennox.
I married her for her money.'

I stood up scowling at him. 'I'U fix you some scrambled eggs. You need food.'
'Wait a minute, Marlowe. You're wondering why ifl was down and out and

Sylvia had plenty I couldn't ask her for a few bucks. Did you ever hear of pride?'
'You're kiUing me, Lennox.'
'Am I? My kind of pride is different. It's the pride of a man who has nothing

else. I'm sorry ifl annoyyou.'
I went out to my kitchen and cooked up same Canadian bacon and

scrambled eggs and coffee and toast. We ate in the breakfast nook. The house

belonged to the period that always had one.
I said I had to go to the office and would pick up his suitcase on the way

back. He gave me the check ticket. His face now had a Utde colour and the

eyes were not so far back in his head that you had to grope for them.
Befare I went out I put the whisky botde on the table in fi-ont of the couch.

'Use your pride on that, ' I said. 'And call Vegas, if only as a favour to me.'
He just smUed and shrugged his shoiilders. I was still sore going down the

steps. I didn't know why, any more than I knew why a man would starve and
walk the streets rather than pawn his wardrobe. Whatever his rules were he
playedbythem.

The suitcase was the damnedest thing you ever saw. It was bleached pig-
skin and when new had been a pale cream colour. The fittings were gold. It
was English made and ifyou could buy it here at all, it would cost more like
eight hundred than two.

I planked it down in fi-ont ofhim. I looked at the botde on the cocktail table.

He hadn't touched it. He was as sober as I was. He was smoking, but not liking
thatverywell.

'I called Randy,' he said. 'He was sore because I hadn't called him befare.'
'It takes a stranger to help you, ' I said. 'A present from Sylvia?' I pointed at

the suitcase.

He looked out of the window. 'No. That was given to me in England, long
befare I met her. Very long ago indéed. I'd like to leave it with you, ifyou could
lend me an old ane.'

I got five double sawbucks out of my wallet and dropped them m front of
him. 'I don't need security.'
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.
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thin^romyou then and he probably doesn't want mytliingfromyo'u^ow*'''

n,
That_'.SeJld coouy' ;is somethine you couldn't possibtyknowanytiiing

about. Good night. ' And she hung up.
She was dead right, of course, and I was dead wrong. But I didn't feel

^lng"I2urtfeltsore:Ifshe hadc^ed UP hdfMhour"e^rI~mighThave
been Lorclnough to beat the heu out "fSteinitz- except"that he"hsadbeaenc
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1" £wh^irpsth!iSeya rlowe' Terry [ennox and sylvia Lennox a" meet

2" ti>en^aMat, thlbe9inningoof the stor>' one finds the fo"^i"g lines: "'Sold it,
S9^d^y^^is^?wayfr;om^I=9'^^, ^'^r'
voice slid away a lot tarther than that."
What do we leam about Sylvia Lennox in these lines?

3" ;rhke-p"arkmgJot_att. endant ̂ "'.^ks^that Terry looks like he had had a "plastic
job" at some point in fhe past~What'doeshe'mea'nTyThi'sr naa a p'asrlc

4- S£SsSe lps Terry Lennox-what does the parkin9 lof attendant ha- to say

5. Describe Marlowe's living arrangements?
6. What åre Marlowe's impressions of Lennox?

~2'-Describe Terry Lennox's apartment and describe what hoppens there.
8. Describe the^scene in which Marlowe meefs Terry Lennoxthe second time.
9. Why didn't the taxi driver take Marlowe's five dollars?

,

10'AfterMarlowe helps Lennox clean himself UP' what d0^ Lennox plan to do?

role does Lennox's suitcase play in his plans?
12. What does Lennox reveal about Sylvia and himself?
13- S: S°h;rn d sylvia talk about when she calls- a"d how does

102

Baymond Chandler: The Long Good-Bye

ph*lip rlowe

see a

]2. ^alYolw/n wera" impression of ph. "P Mor^e.

2-^ÆaÆ£"lh-WA°-"'"';^p^o,M»,^,
3's^^°^^^

:js^|^=--
[tK^i3s^^

. ^^,^r':^°^1^^;^,
. w"ldyo°k-". '-. *. ".,« ^^,.,,^

103


