TEXT 4

During the winter of 1945 | lived for several months in a rooming house in Brooklyn. It wa
not a shabby place, but a pleasantly furnished, elderly brownstone kept hospital-neat by its
owners, two maiden sisters.

Mr Jones lived in the room next to mine. My room was the smallest in the house, his the
largest, a nice big sunshiny room, which was just as well, for Mr Jones never left it: all his
needs, meals, shopping, laundry, were attended to by middle-aged landlandies. Also, he
was not without visitors; on the average, a half-dozen various persons, men and women,
young, old, in-between, visited his room eacg day, from early morning until late in the
evening. He was not a drug dealer or a fortune-teller; no, they came just to talk to him and
apparently they made him small gifts of money for his conversation and advice. If not, he
had no obvious means of support.

| never had a conversation with Mr Jones myself, a circumstance I've often since
regretted. He was a handsome man, about forty. Slender, black-haired, and with a
distinctive face; pale, lean face, high cheekbones, and with a birthmark on his left cheek, a
small scarlet defect shaped like a star. He wore gold-rimmed glasses with pitch-black
lenses: he was blind, and crippled, too — according to the sisters, the use of his legs had
been denied him by a childhood accident, and he could not move without crutches. He
was always dressed in a crisply pressed dark grey or blue three-piece suit and a subdued

tie — as though about to set off for a Wall street office.
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