

CHAPTER 16
IN ANOTHER PART OF TOWN

She did not go unnoticed by the registrar at the front desk. The frumpy old woman, with the somewhat large, non-descript satchel, wearing a frayed knitted oversized sweater that appeared to smother her, shuffled across the hotel lobby and took the elevator to the 24th floor. She entered a room and immediately began to disrobe. She wore an old pair of pajamas under her baggy pants and top and from her satchel she removed a tattered robe and pair of well used slippers along with a small container of soft paraffin. A few moments later, when she peered into the dresser’s large mirror, she wasn’t quite satisfied. She went to the closet and grabbed her sweater. This time when she looked in the mirror, she smiled. 
She let the phone ring a few times before answering. 
“Hello?” she yawned. “You woke me up.” She listened attentively, “Yes. yes, fine,” she said, before disconnecting the call. 
In the bathroom she turned on the shower, then came out and closed the door behind her. She mussed up the bed, punched the pillows, snatched at the cords that opened the drapes, then she opened the window wide. She liked the view from the back. She moved a chair close to the window and sat her satchel on it. When she closed the drapes, she checked the time on her phone and looked at the door expectantly. Walking towards it, she paused and listened to the shower that was still running. She checked the time again, took a deep breath and proceeded slowly toward the door. 
When the knock came she was standing at the door, with her hand on the knob. She exhaled and opened it.
“Hello…on time to the minute.”
As she closed the door, she looked at the back of the young woman who had just entered and who had not returned her greeting. She observed her as she walked to the center of the room and then turned to look questioningly at the bathroom door and back at her.
“Company, taking a shower. Don’t worry, he won’t come out until you leave.”
“Gee, you replace them quickly dontcha?” The young woman said, scornfully. There was a sneer on her face, when she took-in the older woman from head to foot. “He could have done so much better,” she spit out.
The older woman swallowed the not unexpected insult. “It was the money-thing, dear.”
Moving to the chair beside the window she picked up her satchel, opened the drapes just a little and sat. From it she withdrew a brown paper bag and slowly began to count the bills it contained.
“What are you doing?!” Came the harsh inquiry.
She looked up, with a subjected look, “I just want to make sure that it’s all here. That I haven’t miscounted or-”
The young woman was standing over her when she roughly grabbed at the bag. “You stupid, old fool, give me that!” 
“You can’t have it until I count it!” 
“It doesn’t matter,” the young woman said vehemently, “did you think this was the last time? I’ll be back! What I don’t get this time I’ll get the next…and the next…and the… - “
The old woman had played out the scene numerous times in her mind and her actions were forceful, deadly and sure! She thrusted her body into the young woman with all her might and lifted her all in one horrible moment. It happened so fast that not even a scream of terror could escape the completely stunned young woman’s throat as she found herself plunging through the air! Downward she flew…at light speed! Her body narrowly missed a pedestrian as it hit the concrete pavement with…a splattered c-r-u-n-c-h! A momentary, indescribable inner explosion of pain encompassed her, then there was nothing. And she floated into a place she had never been, and from which she would never leave. 
The window was closed, and the curtains drawn even before the body touched the ground. She hurriedly moved the chair back to where it had been and turned off the shower. She swiftly undressed and re-dressed, then picked up her bag and exited the room…slowly. 
From the elevator the frumpy old woman entered the hotel’s reception area noting that there seemed to be some flurry of excitement among the personnel at the desk. As she proceeded through the doors she glanced back over her shoulder at the three police officers, that had slightly bumped her as they hastily entered. She crossed Fifth Avenue and went down the stairs of the nearest subway.
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