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CHAPTER 1

The first time I laid eyes on Terry Lennox he was drunk in a Rolls-Royce Silver
Wraith outside the terrace of The Dancers. The parking lot attendant had
brought the car out and he was still holding the door open because Terry
Lennox’s left foot was still dangling outside, as if he had forgotten he had one.
He had a young-looking face but his hair was bone white. You could tell by his
eyes that he was plastered to the hairline, but otherwise he looked like any
other nice young guy in a dinner jacket who had been spending too much
money in a joint that exists for that purpose and for no other.
There was a girl beside him. Her hair was a lovely shade of dark red and she

had a distant smile on her lips and over her shoulders she had a blue mink that

almost made the Rolls-Royce look like just another automobile. Tt didn’t quite.
Nothing can.

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

‘Look, mister,’ he said with an edge to his voice, ‘would you mind a whaole
lot pulling your leg into the car so I can kind of shut the door? Or should I
open it all the way so you can fall out?’

The girl 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. At The Dancers
they get the sort of people that disillusion you about what a lot of golfing
money can do for the personality.

Alow-swung foreign speedster with no top drifted into the parking lot and
aman got out of it and used the dash lighter on a long cigarette. He was
wearing a pullover check shirt, yellow slacks, and riding boots. He strolled off
trailing clouds of incense; not even bothering to look towards the Rolls-Royce.
He probably thought it was corny. At the foot of the 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 a wonderful idea darling.
Why don't we just take the cab to your place and get your convertible out?

Fes such a wonderful night for a run up the coast to Montecito. T know some
people there who are 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 sell it.’ From his voice and articulation you wouldn't
have known he had had anything stronger 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.

‘TmeanIhad to,’ he said. ‘For eating money.’

‘Oh, I see.’ A slice of spumoni wouldn't have melted on her now.

The attendant had the white-haired boy right where he could reach him —
in alow income bracket. ‘Look, buster,” he said, ‘T've got to put a car away. See
you some more some other time — maybe.’

He let the door swing open. The drunk promptly slid off the seat and landed
on the blacktop on the seat of his pants. So I went over and dropped my nickel.
T'guess it’s always a mistake to interfere with a drunk. Even if he knows and
likes you he is always liable to haul off and poke you in the teeth. I got him
under the arms and got him 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.’

Tl get him in the back of the car,’ I said.

‘T'm terribly sorry. I'm late for an engagement.’ She let the clutch in and the
Rolls staried to glide. ‘He's just a lost dog,’ she added with a cool smile. ‘Perhaps
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‘Well, that’s one way of doing it,’ I told the white coat.

Sure,’ he said cynically. ‘Why waste it on alush? Them curves and all.’
“You know him?’ '
‘Theard the dame call him Terry. Otherwise 1 don’t know him from a cow’s

caboose. But I only been here two weeks,’
‘Get my car, will you?' I gave him the ticket.

By the time he brought my Olds over | felt as if I w i
as holdin,
lead. The white coat helped me oo

get him into the front seat. The customer
opened an eye and thanked us and went to sleep again.

‘He's the politest drunk I ever met,’ I said to the white coat.

'"1,‘hey come all sizes and shapes and all kinds of manners,” he said. ‘And
they’re all bums. Looks like this one had a plastic job one time.’

with thin, fine scars. The skin h
and a pretty drastic one.
‘Whatcha aim to do with him?'
‘Take him home and sober him up enough to tell me where he lives.’
. The white coat grinned at me. ‘Okay, sucker. If it was me, I'd just drop him
in the gutter and keep going. Them booze hounds just make a man a lot of
trouble for no fun. 1 got a philosaphy about them things. The way the

competition is nowadays a guy has to save his strength to protect hisself in
the clinches.’

‘I can see you've made a big success out of it,’ I said.
He looked puzzled and then he started to get mad, but by that time I was in
the car and maoving.

He was partly right of course Terry Lennox made
. me plenty of trouble, B
after all that’s my line of work, e o

T'was living that Year in a house on Yucca Avenue in the Laurel Canyon district
It was a small hillside house on a dead- .

widowed daughter for a while. The rent was low, partly because the owner
wanted to be able to come back on short notice, and partly because of the steps.
She was getting too old to face them every time she came home.,
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I'got the drunk up them somehow. He was eager to help but his legs were
rubber and he kept falling asleep in the middle of an apologetic sentence, I got
the door unlocked and dragged him inside and spread him on the long couch,
threw a rug over him and let him go back to sleep. He snored like a grampus
for an hour. Then he came awake all 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 hell he was. I told him. He said his name was Terry
Lennox and that he lived in an apartment in Westwood and no one was waiting
up for him. His voice was clear and unslurred.

He said he could handle a cup of black coffee. When I brought it he sipped
it carefully, holding the saucer close under the cup.

‘How come I'm here?’ he asked, looking around.

‘You squiffed out at The Dancers in a Rolls. Your girl friend ditched you.'

‘Quite,’ he said. ‘No doubt she was entirely justified.’

‘You English?’

‘T've lived there. T wasn't born there. If I might call a taxi, I'll take myself off.

‘You've got one 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
automatic.

His apartment was small and stuffy and impersonal. He might have moved
in that afternoon. On a coffee table in front of a hard green davenport there
was a half-empty Scotch bottle 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 lipstick. There wasn’t a photograph or a personal article of any kind in
the place. It might have been a hotel room rented for a meeting or a farewell,
for a few drinks and a talk, for a roll in the hay. It didn't look like a place where
anyone lived.

He offered 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 climbed a mountain for him, nor as
if it was nothing at all. He was a little shaky and a little shy but polite as hell.
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 almost his last dollar had gone into paying
the check at The Dancers for a bit of high-class fluff that couldn’t stick around
long enough to make sure he didn't get tossed in the sneezer by some prowl
car boys or rolled 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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on the sidewalk. The something was
and that little was not too attractive,

He was leaning against a store front, He had to lean against something. His

shirt was dirty and open at the neck and partly outside his jacket and partly

not. He hadn't shaved for four or five days. His nose was pinched. His skin was

so pale that the long ﬂﬁn scars hardly showed. And his €yes were like holes
poked in a snow bank_ Tt was pretty obvious that the buttons in
were about ready to drop the hook on him,
hold of his arm.,

‘Straighten up and walk’ Isaid i i

traig , » putting on the tough. I winked at hi

the side. ‘Can you make itz Are you stinko? e

He’ looked me over vaguely and then smiled his little onesided smile,
bee‘n, he breathed. ‘Right now1 guess I'm just a little — empty,

Okay, but make with the feet. You're half-way into the drunk tank already.’

He made the effort and Jet me walk him through the sidewalk loafers to the

edg‘e of the kerb. There was a taxi stand there and | yanked open the door
‘ He goes first,’ the hackie said, jerking a thumb at the cab ,

his head around and saw Terry. ‘If at all,’ he added.

‘This is an emergency. My friend is sick.’

‘Yfaah,' the hackie said. ‘He could get sick somewheres else.’

Five bucks,’ I said, ‘and let’s see that beautiful smile’

Oh well,’ he said, and stuck amagazine with a Martian on the cover behind

the prowl car
50 I'went over there fast and took

‘I have

e ——————
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his mirror. I reached in and got the door open. I got Terry Lennox 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 gentlemah in the soiled
laundry a real close friend of yours ¥’

‘Close enough for me to know he needs a friend. He's not drunk.’

“For financial reasons, no doubt, the cop said. He put his hand out and I
put my licence in it. He looked at it and handed it back. ‘Oh ho, he said. API.
picking up a client.’ His voice changed and got tough. “That tells 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 sarcastically. He leaned into the taxi and stared at
Terry back in the corner. ‘T'd say he didn't work too lately. I'd say he didn't sleep
indoors too lately. I'd even say he was a wag and so maybe we ought to take
him in.’

“Your arrest record can't be that low,’ I said. ‘Not in Hollywood.’

He was still looking in at Terry. ‘What's your friend’s name, buddy?

‘Philip Marlowe,” Terry said slowly. ‘He lives onYucca Avenue, Laure] Canyon.’

The cop pulled his head out of the window space. He turned, and made a
gesture with his hand. ‘You could of just told him.’

‘I could have, but I didn't.

He stared at me for a second or two. ‘U1l buy it this time,” he said. ‘But get
him off the street.” He got into the police car and the police car went away.

1 got into the taxi and we went the three odd blocks to my parking lot and
shifted to my car. T held out the five spot to the hackie. He gave me a stiff look
and shook his head.

Tust what's on the meter. Jack, or an even buck if you feel like it. T 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 mechanically.

1 call it Frisco,’ he said. “The hell 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 bottle of
beer and drove him home. The steps were still 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 of very mild 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.

» - — e e
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‘Why should I bother you?’
‘Looks like you h i
oo you had to bother somebody. Looks like you don’t have many

N k?h T'have friends,” he said, ‘of a sort.” He turned his glass on the table top
sking for help doesn't come easy - especially when it’s all your own fault’ .

He looked up with a tired smile. ‘Ma it drinki
. ‘Maybe I can quit drinki
They all say that, don't they?’ naoneofthese days.

‘It takes about three years.’
‘Three years?’He looked shocked.

‘Usually it does. It’s a different world. You have to get used to a paler set of
colours, a quieter lot of sounds. You have to allow for relapses. All the peo 10
you used to know well will get to be just a little strange. You w;m’t ever? likp °
mo‘st of them, and they won't like you too well. ’

That wouldn't be much of a change,’ he said. He turned and looked at th
cloc‘k. ‘Thave a two-hundred-dollar suitcase checked at the Hollywood b ’
station. If I could bail it out I could buy a cheap one and pawn tg:’ o1 thus'
check.ed for enough to get to Vegas on the bus. I can get a job there. e

¥ ;11d'n’t sa‘y a{lything. T just nodded and sat there nursing my dri.nk.

e t(l); re thinking that idea might have come to me a little sooner,” he said

‘I'm thinking there’s something behi i
: gbehind all this that’s n i
Is the job for sure or just a hope ? e otmy business
. It s‘f01(‘: ?ulr)e. Fellow I knew very well in the army runs a big club there, the
errapin Club. He’s part racketeer, of course, th - part
At » they all are — but the other part is
I (;in manage the bus fare and something over. But I'd just as soon it bought
son‘1e ing that wou.ld stay bought for a while. Better talk to him on the phone’
. Thank you, .but it's not necessary. Randy Starr won't let me down. He never
as‘. And ,the S}utcase will pawn for fifty dollars. I know from experience.’
. Lo;)lk, ,I said, Td put up what you need. I'm no big softhearted slob. So you
e:- what’s offered and be good. I want you out of my hair because I've got a
feeling about you.’ ®
i "Reaﬂzfl?’ He looked down into his glass. He was only sipping the stuff
€ve only met twice and you’ve been more than whit ime
What sort of feeling?’ Hetomebo times
. A fee'ling tha.t next time I'll find you in worse trouble than I can get you out
of. I don't know just why I have the feeling, but I have it
He touched the right side of his face gently with two finger-tips. ‘Maybe it’s

this. It does make me look a little sini
e sinister, I suppose: But it’s an h
wound - or anyhow the result of one.’ prourable

L TR,
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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 solve. But the problem is there. Call it a hunch.
If you want to be extra polite, call it a sense of character. Maybe that girl didn’t
walk out on you at The Dancers just because you were drunk. Maybe she had
a feeling too.’

He smiled faintly. ‘T was married to her once. Her name is Sylvia Lennox.
I married her for her money.’

T'stood up scowling at him. ‘T'll fix you some scrambled eggs. You need food.

‘Wait a minute, Marlowe. You're wondering why if I was down and out and
Sylviahad plenty I couldn't ask her for a few bucks. Did you ever hear of pride?’

“You're killing me, Lennox.’

‘Am I? My kind of pride is different. It’s the pride of a man who has nothing
else. I'm sorry if I annoy you.’

I'went out to my kitchen and cooked up some 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 T 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 little colour and the
eyes were not so far back in his head that you had to grope for them.

Before I went out I put the whisky bottle on the table in front of the couch.
‘Use your pride on that,’ I said. ‘And call Vegas, if only as a favour to me.’

He just smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 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
played by them.

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 if you could buy it here at all, it would cost more like

eight hundred than two.

I planked it down in front of him. I'looked at the bottle on the cocktail table.
He hadn't touched it. He was as sober as I was. He was smoking, but not liking
that very well.

‘I called Randy,’ he said. ‘He was sore because I hadn’t called him before.’

Tt 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
before I met her. Very long ago indeed. I'd like to leave it with you, if you could
lend me an old one.’

I got five double sawbucks out of my wallet and dropped them in front of

him. ‘I don’t need security.’

100
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‘That wasn't the idea at all You’
' - toure no pawnbroker. I just don'’ it wi
me in Vegas. And I don't need this much money;’ : ettt
‘Okay. You keep the m ’ ui
o bur P oney and I'll keep the suitcase, But this house is easy
I_IIt w;uldn’t m.atter.' he said indifferently. ‘It wouldn’t Inatter at all.’
€ changed his clothes and we ate dinner at Musso’s about five-thirty. No

. It was a quiet night and the house seemed emptier than usual. T set out the
fc essmen and played a French defence against Steinitz, Hebeat me in fo
our moves, but [ had him sweating a couple of timeg, rtY‘

The phone rang at nine-thj i
heard o g at nine-thirty and the voice that spoke was one I had

‘Is this Mr Philip Marlowe?’
‘Yeah, I'm Marlowe.’
5 This is Sylv'ia Lennox, Mr Marlowe. We met very briefly in front of The
ancers one night last month, I heard afterwards that you had been kind
enough to see that Terry got home.’
‘Tdid that.’
I'suppose you know that we are not married any more, but I've been a little

worried about him. He gave u :
’ p the apartment .
seems to know where he is.’ pertment he had in Westwood and hobody

:I noticed how worried youwere the night we met.’

. df;)zll:, h;r l\l/lIarlowe, I've been married to the man. I'm not very sympathetic
S. Perhaps I was a little unfeeling and

' perhaps I had something rath,
Important to do. You're a private detecti i csions
bass ihyon e ve and this can be put on a professional

‘Tt doesn't have 1o be put on an; i

y basis at all, Mrs Lenngx, He's on i

to Las Vegas. He has a friend there who will give him a job.’ s

She brightened up ve; ‘
. Ty suddenly. ‘Oh - to Las Vegag? i ;
him. That’s where we were married.’ e Howsenmenalof

Tguess he forgot, 1 said, ‘or he would have gone somewhere else.’

Instead of hanging u
P on me she laughed. It was a cute y
always as rude as this to your clients?’ e e laeh. hre .

‘You're not a client, Mrs Lennox.’
I'might be some day. Who knows? Let’s say to your lady friends, then_’

e s S
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‘Same answer. The guy was down and out, starving, dirty, without a bean.
You could have found him if it had been worth your time. He didn’t want any-
thing from you then and he prabably doesn’t want anything from you now.’

‘That,’ she said coolly, ‘is something you couldn’t possibly know anything
about. Good night.’ And she hung up.

She was dead right, of course, and 1 was dead wrong, But I didn't feel

, HOLLYWOOD
J Elliott Gould was released in 1973, b
|

ased on the 1953 novel. He i i
wrong. I just felt sore. If she had called up half an hour earlier I might have | charatcf_er anj narrator o_F the novels in which he appears, Mc:rloweeli:/seiJ zt:c:),:ZirT a;g
been sore enough to beat the hell out of Steinitz, - except that he had been :Jeﬁ;;iroc::hic; t’-:sgrfnbehuvu?urf'azd,‘:{- iels fo live up fo certain idedls in his Pl'Ofessio?ml
; dead for ears and the chess game was out of a book. ; i ° people find Marlowe cold, brtal and cynical, byt o
| fifty y 4 ' kind, warm heart behind this facads. In other words, he js aycomple: c?l:ret;zf:?e i !
1953

’. 1. What is your own overall impression of Philip Marlowe.

2. I "ld exclllples “Om ihe 'e)d ”la' Oou
g i - — E—_—re— —— Co I l Y iee, ShOW aspecis Ol MUI'OWe S [

3. lDo {l-?u think that Marlowe’s character js g credible one? i
no ; |

er words, does Marlowe seem like he could be o real person?

Consider the fo"owing: g

/\ E. AA:‘\orllowe’s comments on quitting drinking. i

3 - Marlowe’s comments on Christ ; il
* About the text c. The fact that he se o oo Shopping. |
| |

. How do Philip Marlowe, Terry Lennox and Sylvia Lennox all meet does not believe it to be entirely emp, s suitcase even though he
for the first time?2 e. The fact that he plays chess with ani b.y himself.
2. In the car at the beginning of the story one finds the following lines: “Sold it, f. That he leaves an aleoholic with a botle of whiskey.
darling? How do you mean?’ She slid away from him along the seat but her 4. Do you think the character of Phil; oo
voice slid away a lot farther than that.” with a modern “elting? ilip Marlowe would be realistic in o story
What do we learn about Sylvia Lennox in these lines? 5.

3. The parking lot attendant remarks that Terry looks like he had had o “plastic
job” at some point in the past. What does he mean by this2

4. Marlowe helps Terry Lennox. What does the parking lot attendant have to say
about thisg

S. Describe Marlowe’s living arrangements

6. What are Marlowe's impressions of Lennox@

7.. Describe Terry Lennox’s apartment and describe what happens there.

I 8. Describe the scene in which Marlowe meets Terry Lennox the second time.
9. Why didn't the taxi driver take Marlowe's five dollars2

10. After Marlowe helps Lennox clean himself up, what does Lennox plan to do?

11. What role does Lennox’s suitcase play in his plans2

|
l| 12. What does Lennox reveal about Sylvia and himself2

13. What do Marlowe and Sylvia talk about when she calls, and how does
Marlowe treat her?




