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bullet in my guts. Old Maurice had plugged me. Now
I was on the way to the bathroom to get a good shot
of bourbon or. something to steady my nerves and
help me really go into action. I pictured myself coming
out of the goddam bathroom, dressed and all, with my
automatic in my pocket, and staggering around a little
bit. Then I'd walk downstairs, instead of using the
elevator. I'd hold onto the banister and all, with this
blood trickling out of the side of my mouth a little at
a time, What I'd do, I'd walk down a few floors—hold-
ing onto my guts, blood leaking all over the place—
and then I'd ring the elevator bell. As soon as old
Maurice opened the doors, he'd see me with the auto-
matic in my hand and he'd start screaming at me, in
this very high-pitched, yellow-belly voice, to leave him
alone. But I'd plug him anyway. Six shots right through
his fat hairy belly, Then I'd throw my automatic down
the elevator shaft—after I'd wiped off all the finger
prints and all. Then I'd crawl back to my room and call
up Jane and have her come over and bandage up my
guts. I pictured her holding a cigarette for me to
smoke while I was bleeding and all.

The goddam movies, They can ruin you, I'm not kid-
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I stayed in the bathroom for about an hour, taking a
bath and all. Then I got back in bed. It took me quite
a while to get to sleep—I wasn’t even tired—but
finally I did. What I really felt like, though, was com-
mitting suicide, I felt like jumping out the window. I
probably would've done it, too, if I'd been sure some-
d cover me up as soon as I landed, I didn’t

want a bunch of stupid rubb
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