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    BOMB #14

Jack Ritchie


The big square package was alone in an island of space near the baggage windows. It was number fourteen in the last six years and we were supposed to see that it didn’t kill anybody.
Pete and I studied the faces of the crowd behind the ropes. That was part of our job—to see if maybe somebody was licking his lips a little wetter than anybody else.
Pete chewed on his cigar. “I see the same eager types every time we’re waiting for an idiot to jump out of a twentieth story window. Bet half the city knows about this by now.”
The ropes kept the curious ones forty yards away from the box. I thought it should have been more than forty, but I wasn’t running that part of the show.
A detail of men finished laying the twelve-by-two planks on the concrete steps and the bomb disposal truck drove up the improvised ramp and into the terminal’s big lobby. It was an unwieldy vehicle, a thing of steel mesh and wickerwork with high sides that would divert the force of an explosion upwards where it would do the least harm.
The truck stopped within fifteen feet of the box before O’Brien and Hastings climbed out of the cab.
Pete stepped on his cigar. “The main event,” he said and walked over to them. I hesitated a few moments and then followed, keeping the truck between me and the box.
O’Brien grinned. “They’re setting up cameras. I’ll have to remember my right profile’s my fortune.”
Pete helped him strap on the front harness. “I admire these hero boys. They’re devil-may-care all right. And cute too.”
O’Brien stepped closer to the box.
“Hold it,” I said quickly. “If nobody’s got any objections, I think Pete and I’ll take our bodies a little farther away from here first.”
We went back to our station behind one of the big marble pillars.
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