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ONE DAY Karen DiCilia put a few observations together and realized her husband Frank was
sleeping with a real estate woman in Boca.

Karen knew where they were doing it, too. In one of the condominiums Frank owned, part of Oceana
Estates.

Every Friday afternoon and sometimes on Monday, Frank would put his spare clubs in the trunk of his
Seville—supposedly to play at La Gorce, Miami Beach—and drive north out of Fort Lauderdale
instead of south.

There were probably others, random affairs. Frank did go to Miami at least twice a week to “study
the market” and play a little gin at the Palm Bay Club. He could have a cocktail waitress at Hialeah
or Calder. He visited the dogtracks regularly, the jai-alai fronton once in awhile. Cruised for
gamefish out in the stream with some of his buddies; went bonefishing in the Keys, near Islamorada,
several times a year. Frank could have something going anywhere from Key West to West Palm, over
to Bimini and back and probably did. The only one Karen was sure of, though, was the frosted-blonde
thirty-six-year-old real estate woman in Boca.

Frank’s actions, his routine, were predictable; but not his reactions. If she confronted him, or hinted
around first, with questions like, “Do I know her?” or, “Are you going to tell me who she is?”

Frank would say, “Who’re we talking about?”

And Karen would say, “I know you’ve got a girl friend. Why don’t you admit it?”

And Frank would say—

He might say, “Nobody told you I have a girl friend and you haven’t seen me with anybody that could
be a girl friend, so what’re we talking about?”

And Karen would say, “The real estate woman in Boca,” and offer circumstantial evidence that
wouldn’t convict him but would certainly put him in a corner.

He might deny it out right. Or he might say, “Yeah, sometimes I go to Boca. Not that it’s any of your
fucking business.”

Then what? She’d have to get mad or pout or act hurt.

So Karen didn’t say a word about the real estate woman. Instead, she drove her matching white
Caddy Seville up to Boca one Friday afternoon, to the big pink condominium that looked like a
Venetian palace.



She located Frank’s white Seville in the dim parking area beneath the building, on the ocean side,
backed it out of the numbered space with the spare set of keys she’d brought, left Frank’s car sitting in
the aisle, got into her own car again and drove her white Seville into the side of his white Seville
three times, smashing in both doors and the front fender of Frank’s car, destroying her own car’s grille
and headlamps and drove back to Lauderdale. When Frank came home he looked from one matching
Seville to the other. Karen waited, but he didn’t say a word about the cars. The next day he had them
towed away and new matching gray ones delivered.

Weeks later, in the living room, she said, “I’m getting tired of tennis.” And said to the dog, sniffing
around her feet, “Gretchen, leave, will you? Get out of here.”

“Play golf,” Frank said. He patted his leg and the gray and white schnauzer jumped up on his lap.

“I don’t care for golf.”

“Join some ladies’ group.” Gently stroking the schnauzer.

“I’ve done ladies’ groups.”

“Take up fishing, I’ll get you a boat.”

“Do you know what I do?” Karen said. “I exist. I sit in the sun. I try to think up work for Marta and
for when the gardener comes—” She paused a moment. “When we got married—I mean at our
wedding reception, you know what my mother said to me?”

“What?”

“She said, ‘I hope you realize he’s Italian.’ She didn’t know anything else, just your name.”

“Half Italian,” Frank said, “half Sicilian. There’s a difference. Like Gretchen here”—stroking the dog
on his lap, the dog dozing—“she’s part schnauzer, part a little something else, so that makes her
different.”

“You don’t get it, do you?” Karen said.

“Get what? She’s from Grosse Pointe. I lived in Grosse Pointe one time. What’s that? You buy a
house.”

“She wasn’t being a snob. At least not when she said it.”

“All right, what did she mean I’m Italian? What was she? Hill, maybe it was shortened from
Hilkowski. Are you a Polack maybe? What’re we talking about?”

“What she meant,” Karen said, “the way you lived, what you were used to. You’d probably be set in
your ways. You’d have your man things to do, and I’d have to find woman things to do. And she was
right, not even knowing anything about what you really did, or might still be doing, I don’t know,
since you don’t tell me anything.”



“I’m retired.” Frank said, “and you’re tired of playing tennis and sitting around. All right, what do
you want to do?”

“Maybe I’ll just do it and not tell you,” Karen said.

“Do what?” Frank asked.

“Not tell you where I go or who I see. Or make up something. Tell you I’m going to play tennis but I
don’t, I go someplace else.”

“Stick to tennis,” Frank said. He stopped stroking Gretchen. “You have a very hard time coming right
out and saying something. You want to threaten me, is that it? Because you’re bored? Are you telling
me you’re gonna start fooling around? If that’s what you’re saying, say it. A man comes to me and
gives me some shit out the side of his mouth. I tell him that’s it, get the fuck out or talk straight. Now
I’m much more patient with you, Karen, you’re my wife and I respect you. You’re an intelligent, good-
looking woman. I tell you something, I know you understand what I’m saying. I’m not dumb either,
even though I didn’t go to the University of Michigan when I was younger or one of those. Especially
I’m not gonna look dumb, like have people point to me and say, ‘Yeah, that’s the guy, his wife’s ballin’
the tennis pro, the dumb fuck’s paying the bill,’ anything like that. No—you get bored and a little
irritable, okay, use your head, work it out some way. But don’t ever lie to me, all right? Or threaten
me, like you’re gonna pay me back for something. I know all about paying back. I could write a book
about paying back then look at it and realize I left a few things out.”

“My mother was right,” Karen said. “You can do anything you want, but I can’t.”

“Your mother— You’re a big girl,” Frank said, “you were a big girl, what?, forty years old when we
got married. You should know a few things by forty years old, uh, what it’s gonna be like married to a
half-Italian with varied and different business interests. You know what it’s like? In the Bible. You
got this house, eight hundred grand—sightseers come by the Intercoastal in the boats, look at it, ‘Jesus
Christ, imagine living in a place like that.’ You got the apartment in Boca on the ocean. You got
clothes, anything you want to buy. Servants, cars, clubs—”

“Go on,” Karen said. “I have a dog—”

“Place in the Keys. Friends—”

“Your friends.”

“I’m saying it’s like in the Bible, you got anything you want to make you happy. Except there’s one
thing you’re not allowed to do, and it’s not even unreasonable, it’s the natural law.”

“What is?”

“A wife’s faithful to her husband, subject to him. It’s in the Bible.”

“If I don’t tell you what I’m doing, I’m being unfaithful?”



“What do you want to argue for? Haven’t I been good to you? Jesus Christ, look around here, this
place. The paintings, the furniture—”

“Your first wife’s antiques.”

“I don’t get it. Five years, you don’t say a word—”

“Five and a half,” Karen said.

“Okay, there’s some very rare, valuable pieces here. I happen to like this kind of stuff,” Frank said.
“But anything you don’t like, sell it. Redecorate the whole place if you want.”

“Keep me busy.”

“What’s the matter with you?”

Saying she was bored and irritable—while he went off to visit his girl friend in Boca, a real estate
woman. Five and a half years of playing the good wife and now having the Bible thrown at her.

Karen made a mistake then, but was too angry to realize it at the time.

She gave Frank an ultimatum. She said, “No more double standard. If it’s all right for you to fool
around, it’s all right for me to fool around. I may not want to, but I’ll do it, buddy, as a matter of
principle and you can see how you like it.”

Frank seemed tired. He shook his head and said, “Karen, Karen, Karen—” and began stroking the dog
again.

She did have misgivings later, twinges in her stomach whenever she thought about it and realized she
had actually threatened him to his face. If that wasn’t being a big girl, what was? She was relieved he
never brought it up and would reassure herself with thoughts like, Of course not. Frank knew she’d
never have an affair. Frank knew she had simply overstated, that was all, to make a point.

She would replay the scene in her mind and revise it as she went along, keeping her voice in control,
maintaining poise. Relying more on innuendo than outright threat. Hinting that she might fool around
rather than throwing it in his face. She would recall later that the scene, the argument, had taken place
May 10. A date to remember.

On December 2, the same year, Frank was admitted to Holy Cross Hospital with an oxygen mask
pressed to his face, a rescue-unit fireman pounding on his chest. He died that afternoon in the
Intensive Care Unit at age sixty-one.

Karen couldn’t believe it. Forty-four years old and widowed for the second time, having outlived two
Franks, one an automotive engineer, the other with “varied and different business interests.” Aware of
herself and feeling—how? analyzing it— feeling relief after the funeral and the mile-long procession
with police escort to Memorial Gardens. Feeling—afraid to admit it at first—great. Free. More than
that, excited. No more wondering after five years if she’d made a terrible mistake. Off the hook and



looking forward to a new life.

Then discovering within the next few months that Frank DiCilia had as tight a hold on her dead as he
did when he was alive.

She would look back. How did I get here? Trying to

see a pattern, a motive.

Restless?

Karen Hill. A nice girl. Polite, obedient, a practicing Catholic. B-student through Dominican High
and the University of Michigan, arts major. Accepted popular ideas about happiness along with a list
of shoulds and shouldn’ts.

But, looking back, did she?

Yes, pretty much. Meet a nice guy with a future and get married, raise a family. The nice guy was
Frank Stohler, Michigan ’52. Neck a lot but don’t go to bed with him until married: June, 1954, at St.
Paul’s On-the-Lake. Reception, Grosse Pointe Yacht Club. Finally to bed with big, considerate Frank
Stohler who never made a sound or said a word making love. Rhythm method, no Pill yet. A daughter,
Julie, born September, 1956.

The period with the first Frank was a lump of time. What did they do? Lived in two houses. Joined
Lochmoor, the Detroit Athletic Club. Spent an annual business weekend at the Greenbriar. Went to
Chrysler Corporation new-model show, SAE conventions. Restless. Was this her role? Played tennis,
racquetball, paddleball, a little bridge, argued with Julie. Worried about her. Went to the theater or a
dinner party every weekend. Refused to let Julie go to Los Angeles to study drama. She went anyway
and was now appearing almost daily in As the World Turns and was good in a young bitchy part.
What else?

Death. Her father and the first Frank within ten months of each other; both cardiac patients a short
time and then gone. A little over two hundred thousand dollars in life insurance and Chrysler
Corporation stock. Restless. A chance to do something else, be someone else. Sold the house in
Grosse Pointe and moved to Lauderdale. Why? Why not? Got a job in real estate. Boring. Quit. And
was introduced to Frank DiCilia at the Palm Bay Club.

The real and authentic Frank DiCilia out of Detroit newspaper stories about grand jury indictments
and Organized Crime Strike-force Investigations, linked to perjury trials, the Teamsters, Hoffa’s
disappearance.

The widow and the widower, both eligible, both eyeing each other, but for different reasons.

She said to herself, This isn’t you at all. Is it? Fascinated by the man and all the things he must know
but never talked about. She liked his hands, even the diamond on the little finger. She liked his hair,
still dark and thick, parted on the right side. She liked the dreamy expression in his eyes and the way



he looked at her—Frank DiCilia looking at her—and she liked to look back at him calmly to show
she wasn’t afraid. Not feeling restless anymore. She could not imagine the first wispy-haired Frank
with the second dark Frank. Engineers said they were engineers and drew cross-section pictures on
paper napkins of how things worked. Frank and his associates never said what they were or wrote
anything down. She asked Frank DiCilia directly, “What do you do?”

He said, “I’m retired.”

She said, “From what?”

He said, “Industrial laundry business.”

She said, “Are you in the Mafia?”

He said, “That’s in the movies.”

She visited his home in the Harbor Beach section of Lauderdale—her present address, 1 Isla Bahía—
and said, “The laundry business must’ve been pretty good.”

He said, “I’m in a little real estate, too.”

She said, looking at the decor, the Sotheby estate-sale furnishings and Italian marble, “You could
charge admission.”

He said, “If you’re not comfortable I’ll sell it.” But did not mention it again until May, five and a half
years later.

She remembered another girl by the name of Hill, Virginia Hill, on television during the Kefauver
investigations, the girl in the wide-brimmed hat and sunglasses who was the girl friend of a gangster.
Karen had watched her, fascinated, wondering what it would be like.

That was part of it. Finding out. To walk with Frank DiCilia, aware of it; to enter La Gorce, Palm
Bay, Joe Sonken’s place in Hollywood and feel eyes on her. Playing a role and enjoying it. It was
real.

Julie was married to a film stuntman. She was working and couldn’t come to the wedding, but wrote a
long letter of love and congratulations that ended with, “I knew you had it in you somewhere, you
devil. Wow! My Mom!”

Karen’s mother, only nine years older than Frank, came to the wedding, drank champagne and said,
very seriously, “But he’s Italian, isn’t he?” Her mother went home, and Karen went home three years
later for her mother’s funeral.

What was going on? Everybody dying. The first Frank and her father, then her mother and the second
Frank. Feeling close to so many people for years and then feeling alone, the survivor. Losing touch
with old friends in Detroit. Living a different life. Having no one to talk to with any degree of
intimacy. Anxious to meet people, have at least one close friend. Preferably a man.



***

She became more aware of the retired older people in Florida. More women than men in the high-
rises that lined the beaches north and south of Lauderdale. Women driving alone in four-door sedans.
Women having dinner with other women. Karen was forty-four. She said, I don’t look like those
women.

Do I?

No, even after all the hours in the sun, tennis in the sun, lying in the sun, she was five-four, weighed
exactly one hundred and five and looked ten years younger than her age. Or maybe thirty-eight or -
nine; right in there somewhere. With sort of classic good looks: dark hair, blue eyes, nice nose; facial
lines that gave her a somewhat drawn look but, Karen told herself, showed character or wisdom or
experience. She wore simple but expensive clothes, dressed more often, in the past year, without a
bra and looked outstanding, tan and lean, in any of several faded bikinis. God, no, she didn’t look like
those widows with their gaudy prints and queen-size asses.

Okay, but then what was she doing sitting home alone? Why did the few interesting, eligible men she
had met since Frank’s death show up once or twice and then seem to vanish?

IN MAY, five months a widow—exactly a year from the time of the double-standard disagreement,
the argument with Frank, the ultimatum—Karen was seated in Ed Grossi’s private office on the thirty-
ninth floor of the Biscayne Tower.

The sign on the double-door entrance to the suite said DORADO MANAGEMENT CORPORATION.

Karen could ask Ed Grossi what Dorado Management managed and he would tell her, oh, apartment
buildings, condominiums; that much would probably be true. She could ask him who all the men
were, waiting in the lobby, and Grossi would say, oh, suppliers, job applicants, you know. His tone
patient. Ask anything. What do you want to know?

But if she were to probe, keep asking questions, she knew from experience the explanation that began
simply would become complicated, involved, the words never describing a clear picture.

They sat with glossy-black ceramic coffee mugs on his clean desk, and Karen listened as Grossi said,
“Well, it looks like you’re worth approximately four million.”

Karen said, “Really?” Noncommittal. She had thought it might be much more.

“There was a tax lien that had to be straightened out, some business interests of Frank’s sold—I won’t
go into all that unless you want me to.”

Four million.

She still had nearly two hundred thousand of her own in stocks and savings, plus the thirty-five
thousand cash—in one hundred dollar bills—she had found in Frank’s file cabinet.



“Do I get it in a lump sum?”

Ed Grossi seemed alone and far away on the other side of the clean desk, the Miami Beach skyline
behind him, through a wall of glass. Mild Ed Grossi sitting on top of it all. He wore black, heavy-
framed glasses and was holding them in a way to see through the bifocal area clearly, looking down at
a single sheet of paper on his desk.

“According to the way Frank set it up, the money’s held in trust.”

“Oh,” Karen said, and waited for the complicated explanation.

“In Miami General Revenue bonds, four million at six percent, two hundred and forty thousand a year.
How’s that sound?”

“Do I pay tax on it?”

“No, they’re municipal bonds, the earnings are tax-free. Two-forty or, the way it’s set up, twenty
thousand a month as long as you live.”

Karen waited. There was a catch, she felt sure, certain stipulations. “What if I want to take the entire
two hundred and forty thousand, all at once?”

“And do what?”

“I don’t know. I’m saying what if. Are the bonds in my name?”

“No, Dorado Management. You remember the lawyer explaining it? Frank appointed Dorado
administrator of his estate.”

“I thought he appointed you,” Karen said.

“No, the corporation. Answer your question, yes, you can take the entire two hundred forty thousand
for a given year in one payment but, for your own protection, it would have to be approved by
Dorado Management.”

“By you,” she said again, insisting.

“Karen, I could cross Flagler Avenue and get hit by a car. The corporation is still the administrator of
Frank’s estate. You follow me? Like as a service to you.”

“Then I can’t just cash in the bonds if I want and take the four million.”

“Why would you want to?” Quietly, with an almost weary sound. “Put it in what? Some hotshot comes
along with a scheme—that’s why Frank set it up like this. Dorado administrates the capital, does your
paperwork, you don’t have to worry about

it.”



“What about when I die?”

“It stops. Your heirs are yours, not Frank’s. But, in the meantime you get this money working for you,
you’ll have quite a sizable estate.”

“What if I marry again?”

Ed Grossi hesitated. She saw him, for part of a moment, unprepared.

“I think it stops.”

“You’re not sure?”

“I don’t recall. Maybe Dorado Management has to approve. I don’t mean it like that, like you have to
get permission. I mean in that case we’d have to assign the bonds to you, if there’s no stipulation
against it.”

“Why would there be?”

“I’m not saying there is. I just don’t recall all the details, how it’s set up. Why?”

“Why what?”

“I mean are you interested in somebody?”

“No. Not at the moment. I’ve barely seen anyone,” Karen said, with a little edge now in her tone. “I
just want to know what my rights are, what I’m allowed to do and what I’m not.”

“It was Frank’s money, Karen.”

“And I earned a share”—still with the edge— “wife subject to the husband, faithfully living up to my
end—if you want to make it sound like a legal

contract.”

“Hey, Karen—come on.”

She didn’t say anything, but continued to look at him.

“He’s dead, Karen. You want him to come back and apologize? The man left you a house, couple of
other places, quarter a million a year tax-free— What do you want?”

“I don’t know. I feel . . . tied down. Maybe I should get away for a few months.”

Ed Grossi hesitated again, forming the right words or a relaxed tone. He said, “You don’t have to run
off, do you? Get involved in something here, some kind of club activity. Spend your money, enjoy it.”

“You sound like Frank.”



“That’s very possible,” Grossi said. “Frank and I were together a long time. He says something, this
is his wish, then it’s my wish, too. You understand what I mean?”

Karen was watching him, not sure, hoping he would say more and reveal something of himself.

“I don’t have to agree with Frank entirely about something,” Grossi said. “But he let me know this is
the way he wants it, okay, it’s the way it’s gonna be. What I feel—well, it’s got nothing to do with it,
it was his business.”

Karen waited.

“What’re you trying to say?”

“Nothing. I’m repeating myself.” Serious, then making an effort to smile as he pressed a button on his
intercom. “What else can I do for you, Karen?”

Almost telling her something, how he felt. Then aware of it and backing off.

There had been no interruptions, no phone calls, until Grossi’s secretary came in and asked if they’d
like more coffee. Karen said thanks, no, and picked up her handbag from the floor. The secretary said,
“Roland is here.”

“Tell him to wait,” Grossi said. He took Karen by surprise then. He said, “Vivian, you know Mrs.
DiCilia? Karen, this is Vivian Arzola.”

The secretary extended her hand to Karen and smiled. “I’m very pleased to meet you, Mrs. Di-Cilia.
I’ve heard so much about you.”

Like what? Karen wondered, still surprised; and yet she knew the girl meant it.

A very attractive Cuban girl about thirty, neatly tailored, hair pulled back in a bun, large round
glasses, a beige pants suit Karen decided was a Calvin Klein or a Dalby. Vivian seemed to linger.
She said, “You are much more beautiful than your picture.”

Beautiful? Karen raised her brows to show a little surprise. She said, “Well, thank you. I think I’ll
come back more often.”

Vivian left them, and Grossi said, “What do you need? Anything at all.”

Karen settled back. “Why don’t you want me to go away? Do I have to have permission?”

“No, of course not. I didn’t mean it that way. I’m suggesting why don’t you take it easy. Anywhere you
go now it’s hot. Stay here by the ocean. But keep in touch. Let me know what you’re doing and if I can
help in any way.”

“I’ll tell you right now what I’m doing,” Karen said. “Nothing. I see someone two or three times—



like Howard Shaw, do you know him? He’s an investment consultant, belongs to Palm Bay, recently
divorced—”

Grossi was shaking his head. “Karen, you’ve only been a widow, what, a few months. What’s the
rush?”

“Almost six months,” Karen said, “half a year. I’ve gone out to dinner a few times—Ed, I’m not
jumping in bed with anybody. I’ve been out with three different men that I like, I mean as friends. We
have a good time, we seem to get along. They say they’ll call tomorrow or in a couple of days, then
nothing, not a word.”

“I don’t know,” Grossi said. “Give it time.”

“Give what time?”

“Relax, don’t worry about it.”

Karen waited, staring at him. “Ed, what’s going on?”

“You mean, what’s going on? They’re businessmen, they’re busy. Maybe they’re out of town.”

“They’re not out of town. I’ve seen them.”

“Well, their wives found out. I don’t know.”

“They’re not married.” Karen waited again. “Is it because I was married to Frank DiCilia?”

“Some people,” Grossi said and shrugged. “Who knows.”

“I’ve thought about that,” Karen said. “But they knew it, every one of them. I mean I didn’t tell them
and then they stopped calling. They knew I was Mrs. Frank DiCilia. It’s my name. It didn’t seem to
bother them.”

“Well, you don’t know,” Grossi said. “A guy’s a lightweight, sooner or later it shows. He gets
nervous, starts to look around; he thinks, Jesus Christ, maybe I’m over my head. You understand? Just
the idea, going out with Mrs. Frank DiCilia.”

Karen didn’t say anything.

“If I were you I wouldn’t worry about it,” Grossi said. “You got everything. What do you need some
lightweight for? Right?”

Roland Crowe stepped over from the reception desk to hold the door open for Karen. She said,
“Thank you,” and Roland said, “Hey, don’t mention it.” He stood hip-cocked in his tight pants and
two-hundred dollar cowboy boots watching her ass and slim brown legs move down the hall. When
he turned, letting the door close, all the guys in the Dorado lobby were looking at him. Roland winked
at nobody in particular. Bunch of dinks, waiting around for the grass to grow.



He went back to the desk to pick up fooling around with the little receptionist, but she told him he
could go in now. Roland gave her a wink, too. She wasn’t bad looking for a Cuban. That DiCilia
woman wasn’t bad looking either. He remembered her face.

In Grossi’s office, Roland Crowe said, “Wasn’t that Frank’s woman just went out?”

Grossi was putting a sheet of paper in his middle desk drawer. He took out another single sheet that
bore a name and a street address written in ink and locked the drawer.

“Was that who?”

“Frank’s old lady.”

“Her name’s Mrs. DiCilia,” Grossi said.

Shit. Little guinea trying to sound like a hard-timer, bit off words barely moving his mouth, more like
he had a turd or something in there. Roland felt sociable—back in Miami after six months at Lake
Butler State Prison, busting his ass chopping weeds, eating that slop chow—he felt too good to act
mean, though he visualized picking the little guinea up by his blue suit and throwing him through the
window—grinning then—hearing his guinea scream going down thirty-nine floors to Biscayne
Boulevard.

“I met her one time about, I don’t know, a year ago,” Roland Crowe said, “I took something out to
their house. Frank introduced us, but she don’t remember me.”

“Here,” Grossi said, handing the sheet to Roland who frowned looking at the name.

“Arnold . . . Rapp? What kinda name’s that?”

Grossi’s expression remained patient, solemn. “Address’s up in Hallandale.”

“Hiding out, Jesus Christ, in Hallandale,” Roland said. “This dink know what he’s doing or’s he one
of them college boys?”

“Arnold tells us the Coast Guard impounded the boat, turned nine tons of grass over to Customs. We
see in the paper, yes, there was a boat, Cuban crew, pulled into Boca Chica two days ago.”

“But was it Arnold’s?” Roland said. “What’d you bank him for?”

“Five hundred forty grand, two and a half to one.”

“Well,” Roland said, “if he’s telling a story he must’ve smoked a ton of it to get the nerve, huh?”

“Ask him,” Grossi said. “The other matter, Mrs. DiCilia, Vivian’ll tell you.” He reached over to
punch a key on the intercom box. “Vivian, Roland’s coming out.”

Like that, their business over with. There was no, “How was Lake Butler?” or “Thank you, Roland,”



for keeping his mouth shut, standing up to that asshole judge and drawing a year and day reduced to
six months for contempt of court, having to live up there with all them niggers and Cubans.

Roland said to Ed Grossi, “Oh, how’d I make it up at Butler? Well, just fine, Ed. I kept my hands on
my private parts, broke a boy’s arm tried to cop my joint and came out a two hundred and five pound
virgin. I lost some weight on that special diet of grits and hog shit they got.”

Ed Grossi said, “Vivian’s waiting for you.”

“He’s going to take so much and then fire you, you know it?” Vivian said.

Roland Crowe gave her a nice grin going over to the glass-top table where she was sitting, a place to
talk away from her desk. Roland liked the setup, the glass, looking down through it at Vivian’s
crossed legs, the thin beige material tight over her thigh. He said, “You know what I kept dreaming
about and seeing in my mind all the time I was at Butler? Cuban pussy. Man, all that black hair—”

Vivian said, “I know one Cuban cocha you never going to see. Sit down, Roland. Be nice.”

He put his hand on his fly as if to unzip his pants. “Come on, you show me yours and I’ll show you
something you never seen down on Sou’west Eighta Street.”

“Sou-wa-SAY-da,” Vivian said. “Dumb shit, you never get it right. Come out of the swamp, what,
twenty years ago, you still don’t know nothing.”

“I know I can make you happy,” Roland said, having fun, sitting down now and laying his solid
forearms on the glass. The cuffs of his flowered shirt were turned back once to show his two-
thousand dollar wristwatch and gold ID bracelet. “See, I got to find a new place. I thought I’d move
in with you while I was looking.”

“That’s what I need in my life, a convict,” Vivian said. She was straight with Roland but very careful
and alert, as though he might slam a fist down on the glass table, and she would have to get out of
there fast. She said, “You ready to listen, quit the bullshit?”

What he’d like to do was reach over and take off Vivian’s big round glasses and pull her hair loose,
but he said, “Sure. Tell me about it.” Roland felt really good and could be obliging for awhile.

“Mrs. Frank DiCilia, One Isla Bahía, Harbor Beach, Lauderdale.”

“I been to the house.”

“There’s a tap on the phone line that goes into Marta’s room from outside—”

“Wait a minute. Who’s Marta?”

“Marta Diaz, the maid. Sister of Jesus.” Vivian pronounced the name Hay-soos.

Roland said, “Sweet Jesus working on this?” and pronounced it Jesus. “I never knew he had a sister. I



never knew what he had. He don’t talk hardly at all.”

Vivian said, “Listen, all right? The recorder is in Marta’s room. Every night she takes the cassette out
and gives it to Jesus.”

“Then what?”

“Then—he was bringing it here, but now he gives it to you and you listen to it. You write down the
names of men she talks to. If it looks like she’s got something going with one of them, you find out
about him, go see him, tell him Mrs. DiCilia would like to be left alone. You understand? You don’t
hit anyone unless you ask us first.”

“For how long?”

Vivian shrugged. “Long as she lives, I don’t know. She’s not to see anyone in a serious way that she
might go to bed with.”

Roland squinted, like he was looking into sunglare. “Grossi want her for himself?”

“It’s not his idea, it’s the husband’s.”

“The man’s dead.” Still squinting.

“Is that right? But people still do what he wants,” Vivian said. “He wants his wife to remain pure,
true to him even after death, and we see to it.”

“That’s a good looking woman,” Roland said.

“Yes, very stylish.”

“And she’s not getting anything? Jesus, she must be dying.”

“Everyone isn’t a sex maniac,” Vivian said.

“You don’t have to be wild with the notion to want some poon.” Roland saw the poor woman alone in
her house at night, looking out the window. “Maybe she has some boy sneak in, give her a jump.”

Vivian shook her head. “Marta says no one stays, they don’t go in the bedroom.”

Roland was thinking, You don’t have to do it in the bedroom. Shit, he’d done it in a car trunk, in sand,
weeds, an air boat in the middle of Big Cyprus Swamp, one time right on the Seventy-ninth Street
Causeway like she was sitting on the railing . . . on floors—all kinds of floors, carpet, linoleum—on
a table— He’d never done it on a glass table though.

Roland wanted to get it straight in his mind. “This is Frank’s idea not Ed’s.”

“Like he left it in his will to Ed,” Vivian said. “Watch her so she doesn’t fool around with anyone,



ever.”

“Jesus—” It was a hard proposition to understand, cutting the poor woman off like that. But then these
guineas did all kinds of things that didn’t make sense. Serious little buggers with their oldtimey ideas
about honor, the omerta—no talking, man, keep your mouth shut—all that brotherhood bullshit.

Roland said, “It seems to me, an easier way— why don’t Ed tell her, no fooling around. Here’s what
Frank wants, dead or not, and that’s the way it’s gonna be.”

“Why do you ask questions?” Vivian said. “Ed doesn’t like the idea but he’s doing it, uh? For his
friend.”

“But he doesn’t want her to know.”

“He doesn’t want to be involved,” Vivian said. “The woman’s also a friend. He wants her to be
happy, but he has to do this to her. So he gives it to you because he gave his word to Frank. But he
doesn’t want to be involved in it personally. You understand now? God.”

“Who knows about the setup?”

“The three of us. See, he doesn’t even want to hear himself tell you about it. I have to tell you.”

“What about Jesus? He knows.”

“No, he thinks the woman is being protected.”

Roland liked that idea. He thought about it some more and said, “What’d Frank leave her?”

“None of your business.”

“I bet a big shit-pile of money,” Roland said.

“And I bet that’s part of the deal. She starts putting out, she gets cut off, huh?”

“Pick up the tapes and listen to them,” Vivian said. “That’s all you got to do.” She rose from the table
to walk over to her desk. It was not clean like Ed Grossi’s, it was a working desk with papers and
file folders on it. Vivian picked up an envelope that was thick and sealed closed, no writing on it.

“Protect her,” Roland was saying, nodding, accepting the idea. “Keep all these dinks away from her
who want to get in her little panties. All right, I guess I can do that.”

Vivian came back with the envelope and handed it to him, saying, “Roland”—reading his mind, which
wasn’t difficult—“while you’re protecting her little panties, don’t try to get in them yourself. I told
you, she’s a very good friend of Ed’s.”

“We’re all friends,” Roland said, ripping open the envelope, “that’s why we get along so good.” He
looked at the money, counting through it quickly, then at Vivian. “I don’t get any extra? Shit, I just did



six months at Butler, hard time, lady, and I pick up my paycheck as usual, huh?”

“Join a union,” Vivian said. “What’re you complaining to me for? You got eighteen thousand dollars
there, back pay for your six months.”

“The way I see it, chopping weeds at Butler is worth more than that,” Roland said. “Way more.”

DURING THE TIME Maguire was being held in the Wayne County Jail, downtown Detroit, he’d
say to himself, If I get out of this—sometimes even beginning, Please, God, if I get out of this I’ll
change, I’ll get a regular job, I’ll stay away from people like the Patterson brothers and never fuck up
again as long as I live. At least not this bad.

Sitting there in his cell facing something like 15 to 25, Jesus, the scaredest he’d ever been in his life.

While over at the prosecutor’s office they could push computer buttons and Maguire would appear in
lights on the desk-set screen.

CALVIN A. MAGUIRE, Male Caucasian, a date of birth that made him thirty-six, tattoo on his upper
left bicep, Cal, in blue and red, a list of arrests going back eleven years, one in Florida, but no
convictions.

An assistant Wayne County prosecutor looked at the screen, frowning. No convictions? The guy had
stolen automobiles, broken into homes, business establishments, once attempted to shoot a man,
apprehended with a concealed weapon, one willful destruction . . . and no convictions? Well, they
had the guy this time. Two eyeball witnesses who’d picked him out of a line-up, two positive IDs,
man. Calvin Maguire was going away.

The prosecutor’s office also had an impressive computerized light show on the Patterson brothers:
Andre Patterson and Grover “Cochise” Patterson, both male Negroes, both with previous convictions
going back to ages thirteen and fourteen, and both picked out of line-ups by the same two tight-jawed
no-bullshit witnesses. Bye-bye Maguire and the Patterson brothers. The assistant prosecutor was
going to trial happy. He didn’t see how he could lose.

Andre Patterson had come to Maguire with the deal. This man was going to pay them fifteen hundred
each to go and take a hit at the Deep Run Country Club out north of Detroit. Mess the place up, but
mostly mess up their minds, the people out there. Maguire didn’t get it. A man was paying them to hit
a place?

Paying them and furnishing clean weapons. The man had some reason he didn’t like the place, or he
wanted to pay them back for something, not anybody in particular, the whole place. Maguire said, At
a club they sign for everything; there’s no money at a club. Andre Patterson said, But the rich people
who go there have money; put it in their locker, go out and play golf. See, they could keep whatever
they took. The man didn’t want a cut; it wasn’t that kind of deal.

Maguire was uncertain. What’s the matter with your buddies Ordell and Louis? Why me? And Andre
answering that those two were away for a while. No, you my man, only man I know can do it cool,



without a nosefull. Maguire told Andre he was doing fine without the thrills; he had a job he thought
he’d stick with at least until the end of the year, then take off.

Andre Patterson saying, Yeah, making the tails for the salesmen flashing around the hotel, listening to
all the big deals, the cockcocktail music coming out the wall, standing at attention in your little red
jacket, man, hair combed nice, yes sir, what would you like? And for the young lady?

Maguire thinking of a snowbanked Durant Mall in Aspen, deep powder on the high slopes, the rich
ladies in their snow-bunny outfits. Then thinking of the Pier House in Key West, sitting out on the deck
with a white rum and lemon, six in the evening. Places out of the past. Thinking of fifteen hundred
bucks and what they could scrounge out of the lockers, maybe two three hundred more each.

Thinking of islands and palm trees . . . get out of the cold, the slush, try the Mediterranean for a
change, Spain, the south of France. Fifteen hundred guaranteed. Maguire liked to be outdoors. He
liked to work outdoors, if he had to work. What was he doing in Detroit? Like a guilt trip, always
coming back to Detroit, visit his mom and tell her yeah, everything was great. Listen to her describe
her poor circulation and Detroit Edison rates and finally saying, Hey, thanks very much for
everything, accepting the hundred dollar bill she always offered and getting out of there.

Andre Patterson saying, No security people. Walk in, pick up the wallets, watches. All right,
everybody take off your clothes, get in the shower. Carry their clothes outside and throw ’em in the
bushes—they all running around the club nekked.

Maybe wear ski masks, something like that?

Andre saying, Wear a tuxedo you want to. We going to the club, man.

That would be funny, tuxedos. It was good to keep it light, have a couple of drinks, smoke a joint
before going in . . . lock the outside door after you . . . little details to think about. Watch the door that
went from the locker room to the grill—

Maguire said, “I haven’t done this in a couple years. I mean I haven’t ever actually done it, Christ,
gone into a country club.”

Andre said, “Who has?”

***

They went in on a Wednesday, August 16, four o’clock in the afternoon, when all the doctors and
sales reps would be out there playing golf, rolling Indian dice for drinks, talking their locker room
talk with all the obscene words they couldn’t say at the office.

They parked the van Cochise had picked up and went in a side door that led directly into the men’s
locker room—without the ski masks, too hot— Andre Patterson wearing a knit cap and faking some
kind of Jamaican-Caribbean British-nigger accent, Cochise wearing a red and white polka-dot
headband that bunched up his Afro like black broccoli. Maguire had quit his job at the hotel cocktail



lounge, had a photograph taken for his passport application, then let his dark, black-Irish beard grow
for three days. Once in the locker room he picked up a green Deep Run golf cap and set it on low
over his sunglasses. He and Andre carried 9mm Berettas, brand new; wild-ass Cochise went in with
a sawed-off double-barreled Marlin to scare the shit out of the members, get their attention quick and
make them behave.

Maguire was nervous going in, Christ yes, but he wasn’t too worried about the Patterson brothers
overreacting, becoming vicious. There was a moment right in the beginning when they either grabbed
control of the situation and it went smoothly, or they didn’t grab control and it could turn into a fuck-
up with a lot of yelling and jabbing. That moment of surprise—

The golf club members talking loud, their voices coming from the shower and the rows of lockers,
middle-aged men in their underwear and towels, shuffling around in paper slippers . . . looking up
and seeing, Christ, a wildman, a Mau-Mau, twin blunt holes of a Marlin pointing at them, Oh, my
God! Sharp little startled sounds, seeing two mean-looking black guys with guns—

Then silence.

God Almighty, was it a revolution or a holdup? Hoping all they wanted was money. Andre Patterson
telling the members in Jamaican to be cool, mon, and go in the shower room. Herding those wide-
eyed, slow-moving white bodies in there, guns touching naked flesh—go on, mon, move your
chickenfat ass—like a scene in a high-class concentration camp, moving them into the gas chamber.
Getting the shit-scared locker room attendant to start opening up the lockers. Cochise going through
the shoeshine room and the service bar into the ladies locker room—yeah, let’s get everybody in here
—the three of them actually grinning. Sure, because they knew they had it in their hands now.
Unbelievable, Maguire thought, relaxing a little, already seeing himself and the Patterson brothers
talking about it after, laughing, giggling at the scene, retelling parts of it one or the other might have
missed.

Maguire dumping the clubs out of the golf bag, hanging it over his shoulder and throwing in all the
wallets and watches, silver money clips with the club crest, a few pinkie rings, electric razors, hair-
blower for Cochise—all the stuff he got out of the lockers. Unbelievable, the doctors and sales reps
contributing something over twenty-five hundred in cash, like eight-fifty apiece.

Still talking about it the next day at Andre’s, eating Chinese food, reading about it in the paper,
ARMED TRIO ROBS COUNTRY CLUB. Bet to it, cleaned it out. All those chickenfat doctors out on
the links, a man lining up a putt not knowing at that moment he was getting robbed.

They had fun talking about it. Maguire borrowed Andre’s car, picked up his photos and a passport
application at the post office, brought back some more scotch, shaved, cleaned up, and they went over
the scenes again, waiting now for the man to send them the fifteen hundred each.

Talking about Cochise bringing the five women in through the service bar from the ladies locker room
on the other side. Four ladies going to fat, holding their towels up around their titties. One not too
bad, nice blonde, quiet, fairly calm, Maguire might’ve set up for a drink at some other time. Cochise
pulling the towel off the last one, hearing her squeal as he poked her in the ass with the cut-down



Marlin.

That was the highlight, making them all drop their towels or take off their extra-size undies once they
were in the shower with the men. The men standing there trying to hold in their stomachs, looking at
the bare-naked ladies, at their big titties and bushes. So that’s what so-and-so looks like without any
clothes on, Jesus. Looking, making little mental notes. Couple of the women sneaking glances at the
guy’s shriveled-up joints. The shower room full of bellies and dimpled asses that looked like they’d
been kept in a dark cave for years.

Andre Patterson saying, “I advise you all to go join Vic Tanney quick as you can, else you gonna die
soon.” Then saying to a little guy with muscles in his arms and shoulders, who kept staring at Andre,
not interested in the naked ladies, “Don’t do what you’re thinking, man, or you gonna die right now.”

See, relaxed but very alert.

Cochise bringing in the two waitresses and the bartender, making them take their uniforms off and get
in with the naked club members. Andre saying, Hey, I can’t tell the rich folks from the help. Funny
guys, half-stoned but they knew what they were doing.

Maguire saying, “Something like that, you could sell tickets to, you know it? I mean there some
people would pay to see a show like that, fucking X-rated stick-up.”

Maguire picking out a set of woods for himself, Andre taking a whole big bag of clubs that must’ve
been worth eight hundred dollars, he said for playing at Palmer Park. Hey, shit, can you see it?

Sometime during the evening of the day after, Cochise went out to pick up some grass, trade in some
of the country club items maybe.

He came back with about eighteen members of the Detroit Police Department, Christ, through the door
with guns and kneeling on them before they knew what was happening.

So there was the robbery armed, something like 15 to 25 or possibly life, and a felony-firearm charge
that carried a mandatory two years. More than enough to start Maguire praying and making promises
in the Wayne County jail. In there from the middle of August to the end of November, with no way in
the world of making the bond set at fifty thousand dollars or two sureties. Maguire saw Andre and
Cochise once at 1300 Beaubien, police headquarters across the street, while they were waiting to
appear in a line-up, and asked him, For Christ sake, the man got us into this, he’s gonna put up the
bond, right? No, the man couldn’t get involved just yet. The man was under suspicion, using the
bonding company to front him on some kind of deal in Las Vegas, so the man couldn’t be seen to be
paying the bonding company at this time. But hang on.

Hang onto what, for Christ sake? Hang on in the bus going to Jackson.

Maguire didn’t think much of his court-appointed lawyer because the lawyer didn’t think much of him.
Maguire could feel it, the guy was going through the motions. The court was paying the lawyer, and he
didn’t give a rat’s ass who won.



Maguire said, “What’ve they got on me? Some circumstantial evidence, that’s all.”

“Your photograph in Andre Patterson’s car,” the lawyer said. “The golf clubs in the trunk.”

“I happened to leave my picture in the car”— shit—“that was the next day. Other people were in that
car the next day. Andre’s wife, she went out to get some Chinese food. Was she arrested?”

“You were ID-ed positively in a line-up by one of the victims,” the lawyer said. “Possibly identified
by four more. They saw you there. Now I’m representing you, not the jigs. You want to agree to testify
against the jigs, maybe I can get you a deal.”

“You can get fucked, too,” Maguire told his court-appointed lawyer. What a rotten guy.

Something happened, several things, Maguire didn’t understand.

The morning of the trial a different lawyer appeared in court to defend all three of them, a sharp
young guy by the name of Marshall Fine, with styled hair and a pinched-in three-piece suit.

What’s this?

Nice moves, very stylish; made the prosecutor look like a high-school football coach. Sent from the
man? Andre nodding, pleased. Fine of fine and dandy, man. From the company does the man’s legal
business. Yeah, but the guy seemed so young. Was he practicing on them, or what? Maguire wasn’t
sure he liked it—putting his life in the hands of a young Jewish lawyer who looked about eighteen
years old. He hoped to Christ the guy was an authentic hotshot young Jewish lawyer and not just
somebody’s nephew.

Marshall Fine didn’t say much that morning, accepting the jurors one right after the other, very calm,
courteous, but maybe wanting to get it over with. In the afternoon, first thing, the prosecutor put a
witness on the stand. Oh shit, the little guy from the shower room with the muscles in his arms and
shoulders—the guy describing what happened and saying yes, he saw the three in the courtroom, the
white guy there and the two colored guys.

Marshall Fine got up and asked the club member where he was standing, in front or behind the others,
what exactly took place during the incident and, in all that confusion, he couldn’t be absolutely certain
of his identification, could he?

Yes, the club member said, he could definitely be certain. He not only saw them in the locker room,
he saw the white guy’s picture a few days later when the police officer showed it to him.

Marshall Fine asked the club member what picture. Maguire noticed the prosecutor paying very close
attention, frowning.

The club member said he was told the picture was found in their car.

Pictures of all three defendants?



No, just the white guy, the club member said. The officer showed it to him when he came down to
1300 Beaubien to look at the suspects.

Marshall Fine said, to no one in particular, “While Mr. Maguire was being held in custody.” Then to
the judge, “Your Honor, I’d like to request, if I may, the jury be excused. We seem to have a legal
point to discuss.”

Twenty minutes later Maguire was free. He couldn’t believe it.

Marshall explained it to him in the hall, with all the people standing around outside the courtrooms,
and Maguire had trouble concentrating. Free, just like that.

“What it amounts to, the cops fucked up. Once you’re in jail they can’t show anybody your picture
unless your lawyer’s present.”

“They can’t?”

“See, it used to be the cops would tell the victim, or a witness, they got the guy and then show the
guy’s picture. Then, when the witness sees the guy in the line-up, naturally he’s gonna pick him out,
the same guy, of course.”

Maguire nodding—

“The prosecutor raised the point, this impermissible taint, what it’s called in law, was irrelevant
because there was an independent basis for the identification. I said what independent basis? Like
knowing you from someplace else. I pointed out there was absolutely no independent corroboration
that would provide a sufficiently acceptable alnative identification that comports with due process.
And the judge agreed. It was that simple.” ter

“Oh,” Maguire said.

“So, good luck. Get your ass out of here.” Young Marshall Fine turned to go back into the courtroom,
then stopped. “I almost forgot. You need a job? What’re you gonna do now?”

There it was. “I got some money coming in,” Maguire said.

“I don’t know anything about that,” the lawyer said. “I guess I’m only into rehabilitation, small favors,
maybe something we might be able to do for you. Were you working?”

“I was a bartender, but I quit.”

“I could get you something like that. How about Miami Beach?”

“Well”—seeing the black people standing around, all the victims, witnesses, relatives of defendants
—“I used to live in Florida about ten years ago.” Thinking in that moment, the Mediterranean,
Florida, what’s the difference? Seeing himself going to the cops to get his passport pictures back? No
way. “Yeah, Florida sounds like a good idea.”



“Get you into one of the hotels, bartender— what do you want to do?”

Thinking of the ocean, the sun, being outside, getting a tan—

“When I was there before I worked with dolphins. Maybe something like that’d be good.” He felt
funny talking to a guy younger than he was about a job.

“Dolphins,” Marshall said.

“Porpoise. You know, they call them porpoise but they’re really dolphins. Not the fish, they’re
mammals.”

“Yeah, dolphins,” Marshall said. He was nodding, thinking of something. “I believe we’ve got a
client—yeah, I’m sure we have—they’ve got an interest in one of those places. You mean like Sea
World, they put on the porpoise show, a guy rides a killer whale, Shamu?”

“Yeah, only the place I worked,” Maguire said, “it was more a training school. Down in the Keys,
with these pens right out in the ocean. They put on a show, but not with all the bullshit, the porpoise
playing baseball and, you know, coming out of the water to ring a bell and the American flag goes up
—not any of that kind of shit.”

“But you’ve had experience.”

“I worked there almost a year, down on Marathon. The pay wasn’t anything, but I liked being
outside.” He thought about the fifteen hundred again. “What about this money somebody owes me?”

“I’m sorry, I don’t know anything about it.” The young hotshot lawyer did seem to want to help
though. “You must’ve made some kind of an arrangement.”

“Well, I guess so. But then some snitch sees Cochise walking in a place with a golf bag full of electric
razors and that’s it. We were picked up, you know, before anything was paid.”

“I don’t know anything about it, so don’t ask, okay? But I’ll see where we stand with the porpoise.
You say porpoise or porpoises, plural?”

“Either way,” Maguire said.

“Nice clean animals,” Marshall said. “Give me a call in a couple of days.” He turned to go back into
the courtroom.

“What about the Pattersons? You think you can get ’em off?”

“I don’t lose if I can win,” Marshall said. He paused, hand on the door. “It’s too bad they didn’t pull
the kind of dumb stunt you did, leave some snapshots in the car. I’ll see you.”

Andre and Grover Patterson drew 20 to life.



A few days before they were sentenced, Maguire gave Andre’s wife a list of things to tell Andre and
two questions, in particular, to ask him, when she went in to see him on visitor’s day.

She came out of the Wayne County jail, Maguire waiting, and they walked the three blocks south to
Monroe, Greektown, for a cup of coffee.

Andre’s wife said, “Yeah, he understand. You out and he’s in, that’s all. That dumb, stupid man”—
shaking her head, sounding tired—“he’s always in. Must miss his friends at Jackson so much, got to
get back to them.”

“You tell him I got a job waiting for me, but I want to do something first?”

“Yeah, I told him.”

“I’m gonna write to him all about it. And give you his money? You tell him that?”

“I told him.”

“Good.” Maguire sipped his coffee. “And you asked him the man’s name? He told me once, but I
wasn’t sure. I might’ve got it mixed up with somebody else.”

“Yeah, the man’s name is Frank DiCilia,” Andre’s wife said.

“That’s it.” Maguire nodded. Right, Frank Di-Cilia. He knew it was something like Cecilia or
Cadelia. Years ago the name had been in the papers a lot.

“And how about where he lives? Or where I get in touch with him?”

“His home’s in Florida—”

“Is that right?” Maguire perking up. “That’s where I’m going, Florida.” Maybe it was a sign, things
beginning to come together without a lot of sweat and strain. “Where, Miami Beach?”

“Fort something. Fort Laura—”

“Fort Lauderdale.”

“Yeah, Fort Lauradale.”

Jesus, it was a sign. That’s where he was going for the job. The man was right there. No special trip
required. It would give him time to think about it, how to approach a man like Frank DiCilia. Show
him the clipping from the paper, TRIO ROBS COUNTRY CLUB, identify himself as one of the
defendants—

“But ain’t no way you gonna see him,” Andre’s wife said.

“What do you mean? Why not?”



“The man died about a week ago,” Andre’s wife said. “Andre say he heard about it. You didn’t?”

SOME OF Roland Crowe’s buddies were still sloshing around back there in the swamp, driving air
boats, guiding hunting and fishing parties, poaching alligators, making shine; some others were doing
time at Raford and Lake Butler. Bunch of dinks.

Roland had been that entire route and had poured cement for five years before going broke and
learning the simple secret of success in business. Deal only in personal services. Not things. No
lifting, no heavy work, no overhead, no machinery to speak of. Look good, listen carefully, take a
minimum of shit, live close to the Beach and always make yourself available to people who called
and said, Roland, there’s this man owes us money. Or, Roland, we believe this man is going
independent on us. Or, we believe he’s telling us a story . . .

Like the guy laying-up at Hallandale, Arnold Rapp. Financed him like a half million dollars, and he
says the Coast Guard confiscated the shipment, nine tons of Columbian.

Say, Come on, Arnold, for true? Holding him out the window by his ankles.

Get that done, then stop by Lauderdale on the way back and say hi to the DiCilia lady. Look the
situation over, lay in some footings.

First thing though, Roland spent his back pay. He bought himself four new summer suits the man told
him were designed in Paris, France, and specially cut for them by this tailor in Taiwan, Republic of
China. He bought himself new threehundred-fifty-dollar hand-tooled, high-heeled boots. He bought an
Ox Bow wheat-colored straw hat with a high crown and a big scoop brim that, with the cowboy
boots, put him up around six-six. He bought a cream-colored Cadillac Coupe d’Ville, cash. And put
two months’ rent down on an eight hundred dollar apartment in Miami Shores.

Look good and you feel good. He picked up Jesus Diaz and drove up to Hallandale.

“I bet what it is,” Roland said to Jesus, “I bet anything Arnold is a boy went to about five colleges,
traveled all over, got busted a couple of times, has his rich folks bail him out and he thinks he’s a
fucking outlaw. You think I’m wrong?”

“No, you right,” Jesus Diaz said. He was comfortable in the air-conditioned Cadillac, he didn’t want
to argue with Roland.

“See, they get together, these snotty boys like Arnold? They think shit, they been to college, dumb
guineas financing the deal don’t know nothing. Tell ’em the load went down the toilet and keep the
money.”

“Maybe so,” Jesus Diaz said.

“No maybe. These little shitheads’re pulling something.” Jesus Diaz did not reply and Roland said,
“You don’t believe it?”

“I believe it if you want me to,” Jesus Diaz said. He knew he should keep still, but he didn’t like



Roland’s bright-blue pimp suit or the big Lone Ranger hat touching the roof of the car. He said, “Why
they in business then? They make more selling it, don’t they?”

“They do sell it, you dink,” Roland said. “But they tell Grossi they lost it, and he’s out his dough.”

“They believe they can get away with that?” Jesus Diaz said.

“Jesus,” Roland said, not meaning the little Cuban but the other Jesus. “You should never’ve gone in
the ring, you know it? I think you got your brains scrambled.”

Jesus Diaz agreed with that in part. To look like Kid Gavilan and fake a bolo punch wasn’t enough.
After thirty-seven professional fights, several times getting the shit beat out of him and almost losing
an eye, he could still see clearly and think clearly and knew this man next to him was a prehistoric
creature from the swamp—man, from some black lagoon—who wore cowboy hats and chulo suits
and squinted at life to see only what he wanted. Maybe he could punch with Roland and hurt him a
little, but before it was over Roland would kill him. Roland’s fists were too big and his nose and jaw
were up there too far away.

Jesus Diaz, looking up at the green freeway sign as they passed beneath it, almost there now, said,
“Hallandale.”

“Yeah?” Roland said. “Hallandale. You can read English, huh?”

What Jesus Diaz would like to do, take the man’s cowboy hat from his head, reach over and grab it
and sail it out the window.

This one, they should keep him locked up someplace with his mouth taped.

Then let him out to do the work, yes, because no one walked into a room and faced people the way
Roland did.

Into 410 of the Ocean Monarch high-rise condominium on the beach, Jesus Diaz behind him, into the
big living room of the apartment with the expensive furniture, where the four young guys were sitting
with their beer cans and music and the smell of grass—a heavy smell even with the sliding door open
to the balcony.

Arnold Rapp, the one they came to see, let them in, looked them over, turned and walked back to the
couch. Jesus Diaz closed the door behind them. He liked the loud funk-rock music. He didn’t like the
way the four young guys were at ease and didn’t seem to be scared. Yes, stoned, but it was more than
that. They lounged, sitting very low in the couch and the chairs, no shoes on, each with long hair. They
looked like bums, Jesus Diaz thought, and maybe Roland was right. Rich kids, yes, who didn’t give a
shit about anything. Man, a place like this, view of the ocean, swimming pool downstairs in the court
—these guys laying around drinking beer like they just came off a shift, not offering anything, waiting,
like Roland was here to explain something or ask for a job. That was the feeling.

Roland said, “Your mommy home?”



They grinned at him. Arnold said, “No, no mommy, just us kids.”

Roland said, “Well now—who’re your little friends, Arnie?”

Arnold said, “Well now”—imitating Roland’s cracker accent, getting some of the soft twang— “this
here is Barry. That there’re Scott and Kenny.”

The young guys—they were about in their mid-twenties—snickered and giggled.

The one called Barry, trying the accent, said, “And who be you be?”

It broke them up, “Who be you be.” The guys laughing and repeating it, Jesus, who-be-you-be. They
thought it was pretty funny.

Roland walked over to the hi-fi. He brushed the stylus off the record and the funk-rock stopped with a
painful scratching sound.

Arnold straightened up. “Jesus Christ, what’re you doing?”

“Getting your attention,” Roland said.

Barry was still grinning. He said, “Who-be-yoube, man?” And one of the others said, “He’s the who-
be-you-be man. Comes in, who-be-you-bes your fucking records all up.”

“No, I’m the man’s man,” Roland said. “Sent me to ask you what happened to his five hundred and
forty thousand dollars, I believe is the figure.”

“It’s in the municipal incinerator,” Arnold said.

The one named Barry said, “We already told it, man. Ask him.”

Roland tilted up his Ox Bow straw. He walked out to the open balcony with its view of the Atlantic
Ocean and leaned on the rail a moment.

Jesus Diaz stood where he was in the middle of the room, watching Roland, hearing the young guys
say something and giggle. Something like, “Hey, partner” and something about riding here on a
fucking horse, and another one saying, “A fucking bucking bronco, man,” and all of them giggling
again.

Roland came back in. He said to Arnold, “How about you tell me what you told him.”

“Coast Guard picked up the boat in international waters and brought it into Boca Chica,” Arnold said.
“He knows all that. The pot went to Customs and they burned it up.”

“Pot went to pot,” Barry said.

“The crew, the three guys, were turned over to Drug Enforcement,” Arnold said. “Your man is out the



five hundred forty grand and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

“It’s a high fucking risk business,” Barry said, “any time you get two hundred percent on your
investment, it’s got to be.”

“Two and a half,” Arnold said.

“Right, two and a half,” Barry said. “You know it’s high risk going in, man, if you’re not stupid.”

Roland walked over to where Barry was lounged in his chair. He said, “Is that right, little fella? You
know all about high risk, do you? Stand up here, let me have a look at you.”

“Jesus Christ,” Barry said, sounding bored. “Why don’t you take a fucking walk?”

Roland pulled Barry up by his hair, drew him out of the chair and an agonized sound from Barry’s
throat, telling him to hush up, turned him around and got a tight grip on the waist of Barry’s pants that
brought him to his toes, Levis digging into the crack of his ass.

Jesus Diaz reached behind him, beneath his jacket—to the same place Roland was gripping the young
guy’s pants—and brought out a Browning automatic, big .45, and put it on the other three guys, sitting
up, maybe about to jump Roland.

Roland said, “See it?” without even looking, knowing Jesus had the piece on them. “Now tell me
about high risk,” Roland said to Barry, walking him toward the open balcony, the other three guys
rigid, afraid to move. “You want me to tell you?” Roland said, bringing the young guy to the opening
in the sliding glass doors. “Fact I’ll show you, boy, the highest risk you ever saw.” And ran him out
on the balcony, gripping him, raising him by his hair and pants and grunting hard as he threw the young
guy screaming over the rail of the fourth-floor balcony.

Someone in the room cried out, “Jesus—no!”

There was silence.

Jesus Diaz held the gun on them, not looking at the balcony.

Roland stood at the rail, leaning over it, resting on his arms.

When he came back in adjusting his hat he said, “That boy was lucky, you know it? He hit in the
swimming pool. He’s moving slow, but he’s moving. People gonna say my, what do those boys do up
there? Must get all likkered up, huh?” Roland paused, looking at Arnold and Scott and Kenny sitting
there like stones. He said, “Now, who-be-yoube, who be’s gonna answer my question without getting
smart-aleck and giggling like little kids? You see what I do to smart little kids, huh. Next one, he
might hit the concrete, mightn’ he?”

“The name of the boat in the paper was Salsa,” Arnold said quietly. “The same one I hired, I know,
because I saw it in Key West two weeks ago.”



“And the Coast Guard cutter hauled it in was the Diligence,” Roland said. “Same thing I’m gonna use
till you pay us back the five hundred and forty thousand. You can take your time, Arnie, we’re
reasonable folks. Long as you understand the vig’s fifty-four grand a week, standard ten percent
interest.”

Arnold began to nod, very serious. “We’ll pay you, don’t worry.”

Roland said, “Do I look worried?”

He said to Jesus, in the car, driving away from the beach, “I told you, didn’t I, them dinks’d pull
something.”

“But they weren’t lying to you,” Jesus Diaz said. “It was the same boat was picked up.”

“Oh my oh my, you don’t understand shit, do you?” Roland drove in silence to the federal highway,
US 1, went through the light and pulled over to the curb. “Out you go, partner.”

Jesus looked around. “What am I supposed to do here?”

“Hitch a ride or take a cab, I don’t give a shit. I’m going up to Lauderdale.”

Roland was looking at himself in the rearview mirror, squaring his new Ox Bow wheat-colored
straw.

“HE SAY HE’S A FRIEND of Mr. Grossi,” Marta said. “Mr. Grow. You supposed to have met him
one time before.”

“Grow?” Karen said. She felt Gretchen’s tongue on her shoulder. The dog had come out with Marta.

“Yes, Grow,” Marta said.

Lying on her stomach, Karen looked at the watch close to her face. Quarter to five already. It amazed
her that time did go quickly. Time now to—what? Go in and dress. She didn’t remember a Mr. Grow
from anywhere. Turning, getting up from the lounge, Karen held the bra of her bathing suit to her
breasts, fastened it, then reached for the phone on the umbrella table and dialed a number, Ed Grossi’s
private line.

“Ed? Karen.” She paused, listening a moment. “Everything’s fine ...No, no problems. Listen, do you
know someone, a man by the name of Grow?...Yeah, that’s what I thought. That must be it . . . No, I
don’t know what he wants. Is he a friend of yours?” Then listened to Ed saying well, yes, in a way.
Roland Crowe was an employee. He’d probably stopped by to see if there was anything she needed,
maybe take a look around— “For what?” Like a security check, Ed said, that’s all. But listen, if the
guy was imposing, taking up her time, tell him to get lost. That bluntly. Not someone whose feelings
Ed Grossi cared about. “Thanks,” Karen said. And Ed said sure, anytime.

Quiet Ed Grossi, trying to sound himself, but a little disturbed. By what? Her call, perhaps
interrupting him? Or the fact Roland was here. Whoever Roland Crowe was. A man who worked for



Ed Grossi but wasn’t Italian or Cuban.

“Ask him to come out,” Karen said. She reached for a white cotton robe as Marta went back to the
house.

Roland walked along the seawall to the point of land where a boat canal joined the Intercoastal. He
stood for some time looking across the broad channel to the homes on the far side, then turned and
seemed to study the DiCilia house: the million dollar layout that resembled a California mission, tan
brick and clay tile roof; red pyracantha bushes forming borders, screening the swimming pool and
brick patio.

As Roland came this way across the lawn, Karen watching him, Gretchen ran out from the house,
barking, coming to a sudden stop. Roland went down to one knee to take the dog in his hands,
playfully roughing her up, saying something, repeating it, as the little gray dog licked and sniffed him.

Gretchen ran off toward the house and Roland squinted after her. Coming to the patio he said, “That’s
a nice little doggie you got. What’s her name?”

“Gretchen,” Karen said.

“Yeah, she’s a nice little girl.” Squinting up at the house again, then looking directly at Karen in the
canvas chair. “I thought that was some view out there, but this one beats it.” Giving her a friendly
grin. “I’ve sure heard a lot about you.”

Karen touched her knee to pull the robe over her leg, but let her hand rest there.

Roland caught it, the brown hand with three little gold rings lying there idle on the brown knee. Yes
sir, begin small and work up. No hurry. This woman might not even realize how bad she needed it.
Like a starving person forgetting about food as the stomach began to shrink up.

Marta was hanging around back there in the shade of one of the archways, door open behind her,
leading inside. Roland didn’t know if Marta was keeping an eye on him or what. Maybe told by the
lady to stay close.

The lady, he figured was near his age, somewhere around forty. The maid, twenty years younger, and
with a little more meat on her but not as good looking. Both of them in white. A short-skirt skimpy
uniform; and the robe the lady wore, Roland bet, didn’t cover no more than a little swim suit. She
might even be bare-assed under there. Two women in white all alone in this place like a Florida
castle. It sounded to Roland like something in a storybook. The fair princess with some kind of a spell
on her that she’d have till her prince come along and fucked her.

All that going on in his head inside the summer cowboy hat. Hey, prince—Roland grinned.

“What’s funny?” Karen said.

“Nothing. I was thinking of something.” Then serious. “See, the problem, this place is pretty exposed,
out here on a point.”



“I don’t see a problem,” Karen said.

“What I mean, the place is tempting. Be easy for somebody to get in here, maybe clean out your jewel
box.” Roland kept staring at her with a grin fixed on his mouth.

“We have security service, it’s around here all night,” Karen said.

“Yeah, well those rent-a-cops aren’t worth— they’re mostly older retired fellas.”

“What I don’t understand—you walked all around—what exactly you’re looking for.”

“Any evidence somebody’s been setting the place up,” Roland said. Was she too thin? Naw, her hips
looked a nice size, nice round white curve there. “See, I was originally from over in the Everglades.
Used to track, hunt a lot, so I got a fairly keen eye for reading sign.”

Karen studied him. She said then, “Would you like something cold?”

“Sure, that’d be fine.”

She looked over her shoulder. “Marta? Bring out a couple of vodka and tonic, okay?” And continued
to look that way until Marta was in the house. Turning to Roland again, Karen said, “Mr. Grossi
didn’t ask you to come here.”

Roland sank into a canvas director’s chair and stretched out his boots, crossing his ankles—fairly
close now with kind of a side view of her.

“He didn’t?”

“Is this your idea, or did someone send you?”

“My idea, in a way.”

“What do you mean, in a way?”

“Coming here is my idea, but I wouldn’t be here, would I, if it wasn’t for the situation.”

“What situation?”

“Your being a widow, the way things’ve been going and all.” Roland teased her with his grin, like he
knew more and was holding back. They were getting to the good part quick, and he was enjoying it.
This woman sure wasn’t dumb.

“What situation exactly are we talking about?” Karen said.

“I’m not allowed to tell.”

“But you’re going to, aren’t you?” Karen said. “Or you wouldn’t be here.”



She was aware of a curious feeling, wanting to urge him to explain, but knowing she didn’t have to.
She could sit back, and it would come out. She could show indifference, and he would still tell her.

Roland was squinting with a slight grin. “You figured that out, huh? I’m not just inspecting the
premises.”

“Well, otherwise you wouldn’t have mentioned it,” Karen said. “You’re certainly not a little kid.”

“No, I’m not little,” Roland said.

“Sometimes little kids say, ‘I’ve got a secret, and I’m not gonna tell you what it is.’ What you said
was, you’re not supposed to tell.” Patient, speaking to a child.

Roland shook his head. “Uh-unh, I said I’m not allowed to tell.”

Karen smiled, hanging on. “I guess there is a difference, isn’t there?”

“But I’m gonna tell you anyway,” Roland said.

“I don’t think it’s fair you living like this, not

knowing.”

Marta was coming, Gretchen tagging along.

Karen was aware of another strange feeling, enjoying the suspense, waiting to learn something,
wanting to make the feeling last, afraid the revelation would be something she already knew, or
suspected. But right now an interesting, close-tounbelievable situation, entertaining this backcountry
gangster, who sat with his cowboy hat tilted low and his long legs stretched out comfortably as the
maid served cocktail-hour vodka and tonic.

You can handle it, Karen thought. And you can handle Roland. Mr. Crowe. Out of a minstrel show.

She had handled—up to a point—someone much more potentially dangerous than this guy who
worked for Ed Grossi but seemed to be venturing out on his own. Roland wanted something, that was
obvious. Playing a nice-guy role that was about as subtle as his electric-blue suit.

Marta left them.

Roland was leaning forward playing with Gretchen on the ground, saying, “Yeah, you’re a nice little
Gretchie. You’re a nice little Gretchie, ain’tcha, huh? Ain’tcha?”

“What is it you’re going to tell me?” Karen said.

“Hey, Gretchie, come on, Gretchie, don’t bite me, you little dickens. That ain’t nice to bite

people.”



Karen decided to wait.

Roland looked up at her, his hands still fondling the dog. “You’re not allowed to see anybody, what it
is. I mean any man that might have serious or sexu’l intentions.”

“I beg your pardon,” Karen said.

“I’m supposed to keep ’em away from you. Any man believed to be serious—you know, not the
grocery boy or something—I tell him to keep moving.”

“Protecting the widow,” Karen said. “That’s what I was afraid of. I guess I’ll have to have a talk with
Mr. Grossi.”

“Well, there’s a little more to it.”

“This is Ed Grossi’s idea, isn’t it?”

“No, it’s your husband’s idea.”

“My husband’s?”

“He left word, no man gets near you in a serious way or as a one-nighter just fooling around or
anything like it as long as you live. In other words your husband’s cut off your action.”

Karen was frowning. “Are you serious?”

“It’s what they tell me,” Roland said. “I’m the one supposed to keep ’em away from you.”

“Wait a minute,” Karen said, “Frank?—” Staring at Roland, but going back in her mind—hearing it
again, threatening Frank, angry, yes, but the threat less than half serious—and Frank saying in a weary
voice, “Karen, Karen, Karen—” The man who could write a book on paying people back. Thinking
she knew him, but, good God, not taking the time to understand exactly how literal the man was. He
had allowed her to think she was an equal, wife to husband. He had allowed her to ask blunt
questions and finally threaten him with her independence. And he had quietly locked her up for good.

“Keep the woman in the house where she belongs.”

“What?” Roland said.

“You’re not kidding, are you?” Like coming out of shock, beginning to see things clearly again.

Roland seemed surprised. “No, I’m not kidding.”

“Something you dreamed up.”

“It’s been going on, ain’t it?”



“Yes, but—what do you say to them? How do you let them know?”

“You mean the guys? We tell them you don’t want to see them no more.”

“And what do they say?”

“Nothing.”

“I mean don’t they want to know why?”

“I ’magine they get the point pretty quick.”

“Do you threaten them?”

“Well, there’s different ways. You put the boy against the wall and tell him something, he sees you
mean it.” Roland grinned. “I made a point with a

boy today, didn’t believe at first I was serious.”

“What did you do?”

“Threw him in a swimming pool.”

“You don’t . . . beat them up or anything like that?”

“Whatever it takes,” Roland said. “That’s how Ed says handle it. See, he respects your husband’s
wish here. But he don’t want to do it himself. Fact, all he wants to know it’s in somebody’s hands and
being taken care of.”

“I’ll see Ed tomorrow,” Karen said.

“You sure you want to do that?”

“We’re going to quit playing games, I’m sure of that.”

“Well, as I see it, the one you’d have to talk to’d be Frank,” Roland said. “He’s the only one can call
it off. Ed, he’s respecting the wish of his dead buddy. You know how them people are. He can’t
change nothing, it’s the code, or some bullshit like that.” Roland was feeling more relaxed, into it
now. He liked the way the woman was hanging on his words. “But you go to Ed, tell what you know,
then he’s liable to take me off the job and put somebody else on ain’t as sympathetic. You follow
me?”

“I’m not sure. Why are you . . . sympathetic?”

“I’m not one of them, as you can see. I work for them, but I don’t think the way they do. It’s like
you’re a white woman got mixed up with these people, I come along—I didn’t take none of their oaths
and shit—so I can sympathize with your situation and maybe help you out.”



“How?” Karen said. “Not tell if I go out with someone?”

“No, see, I’d still have to do my job. There’s people watching me, too,” Roland said. “But maybe I
could ease up your situation some. Come around, talk to you. Maybe, put our minds to it, we could
work something out.”

“I’m not sure I follow you,” Karen said, following every word, watching his eyes beneath the cool-
cowboy curve of the brim and knowing exactly what he was talking about.

“I mean ease up your situation.” Roland said. “I ’magine you might be getting a little tense and edgy
sitting around here, your husband dead, no men you’re close to. These dinks you went out with
evidently didn’t turn you on any.”

She was tense, all right, watching him gradually moving in. She said, cautiously, “How do you know
that?”

“It’s my business to know. See, me and you are much closer than you realize. We got a lot in
common.”

“We do?” Karen said.

“See, I been thinking,” Roland said. “Why would a deceased husband want to cut off his wife’s...
activity, let’s say, less he was good and sore on account of she was messing around while he was
alive.” Roland gave Karen a friendly wink. “Just wanting to have a little fun. What’s wrong with that?
It’s the way we’re made, we got to keep active or we dry up, can’t even spit.”

“That’s quite an assumption,” Karen said. “I mean that I was cheating on my husband.”

“Nobody’s asking you to admit nothing you don’t want to,” Roland said. “It’s between me and you and
the bed. I mean the bedpost.”

“Actually Frank had no reason—” Karen began, and stopped. Why was she trying to explain?

“It’s none of my business either way,” Roland said. “You don’t have to confess nothing to me, lady, to
be born again. That’s the way I look at this setup, like a new beginning. Here you are stuck here,
starting to dry up. Here I am full of notions going to waste, shit, working for them guineas. It’s like, I
won’t tell if you won’t. You scratch mine and I’ll scratch yours and we’ll get something cooking here
—see, once you give it some thought, realize how your dead husband and his buddy’ve got your knees
tied together and there’s nothing you can do about it less I help you. You follow me? I’m giving you
your big chance, lady, and it’s the only one you got.”

***

“I said to her, ‘Are you all right?’ She didn’t answer me,” Marta said. “She went to the telephone and
began to speak to Mr. Grossi.”

“You could hear it?” Jesus Diaz, her brother, asked.



It was dark now. They were in the street in front of the house on Isla Bahía, standing by Jesus’ car,
Jesus holding the cassette tape she had given him.

“I could hear it because she was making her words very clear, not in a loud voice but with force,
saying, ‘I don’t want to see him here again. Keep that animal away from here.’ Then saying, ‘Why
didn’t you tell me yourself? I have to learn it from someone like him.’ Then listening to Mr. Grossi for
a long time. Then saying again, ‘Keep him away from here.’ But she didn’t tell him everything,” Marta
said.

“What didn’t she tell him?”

“Your friend Roland said he wanted to help her in the situation, do something for her to relieve her
being tense. But she didn’t mention this to Mr. Grossi—I don’t know why—only that she didn’t want
to see Roland again. Very disturbed, but cold in the way she said it, not screaming or shouting. I
thought of the time she came home with her car smashed in front and Mister came home with his same
car smashed in the side.”

Jesus said, “All of that with Mr. Grossi is on this tape?”

“Yes, of course. Every phone conversation today.”

“I give it to Roland, he’ll hear it,” Jesus said. “He’ll know she told Mr. Grossi.”

“Then don’t give it to him,” Marta said.

“You crazy?” Jesus said.

Roland heard about it the same evening, in Vivian Arzola’s office. Vivian telling him he was lucky Ed
Grossi had already gone home. Roland looking out the thirty-ninth floor window at all that night
glitter over the Beach.

“Why?” Roland said.

“Because maybe this time he would have killed you he was so angry.”

Roland said, “Lady, I’m the boy didn’t testify in court against somebody, and went to Butler. You
remember? I just got back yesterday. He puts me on a job, I do it the way I see fit to. Does he want
another boy? That’s up to him. But don’t start talking about him doing me harm. There’s an old Cuban
saying, you fuck with the bull, you get a horn in the ass.”

“Where’d you get that suit?” Vivian said.

Roland grinned. “You like it?”

“It’s the worst looking suit I ever saw.”

“That’s my sweet girl,” Roland said, coming away from the window to put a leg up on the edge of



Vivian’s desk, “your old self again. What else he say?”

“He’s going to tell you himself. Keep away from Mrs. DiCilia.”

“But not taking me off it.”

“Do what you’re told. Nothing more.”

“You listen in and hear her talking to him?”

“It’s recorded here,” Vivian said. “I can listen if I want. You try to lie to him, he’ll play it for you.”

“I got nothing to hide. I told her her old man set up the deal, that’s all. So everybody understands each
other. I asked her if there was anything I could do for her.”

“I can hear you,” Vivian said, “the way you’d say it. Did she scream for help?”

“She was nice about the whole thing. What I’m surprised at, she went and called Ed.”

“Well, stay away from her, that’s all.”

“Sure, that’s how he wants it. What I better have, though, are all the back tapes. You think I come to
see you, it’s the tapes I need most.”

“Why?” Vivian said.

“You want me to do the job or not?”

Vivian, sitting at her desk, studied him, trying to catch a glimpse of how his mind was working.

“See, now the woman knows she’s being watched, she’s gonna be more careful,” Roland said.

“Thanks to you.”

“No, it’s better this way, let her know where she stands. But I got to listen to the back tapes. See, get
to recognize voices if any of ’em call again and don’t use names. You understand?”

“I understand that,” Vivian said, “but I think I better talk to Ed first. He’ll be back in a few days.”

“He went out of town?”

“He’ll be back.”

“Meanwhile,” Roland said, “we’re sitting here humping the dog, huh? What I could do is return ’em
before he gets back. Otherwise, something happens, Ed sees the work wasn’t done properly, he looks
around for who’s to blame and, like that, you’re back in your overalls picking oranges.”

Roland walked out with a cardboard box full of cassette tapes. Fucking Cubans, he hadn’t met one yet



you couldn’t hold their job over ’em like a club and get whatever you wanted.

IF PORPOISE WERE REALLY SO SMART, Maguire would think, how come they put up with all
this shit?

The porpoise could ask Maguire the same question. Or Lolly the sea lion.

In the cement-block room off the show pool, Maguire and Lolly would look at each other. Maguire
holding the mike to announce Brad Allen and the World-Famous Seascape Porpoise and Sea Lion
Show. Lolly waiting to go on, the opening act. Maguire wondering if Lolly ever played with her
beachball when no one was around. Lolly wondering—what? Looking at him with her sad eyes.

Maguire would announce the show, hearing his voice outside on the P.A. system as he looked through
the crack in the door at the people in the grandstand.

“And now ...here’s Brad!”

After the show Brad Allen would say to Maguire, “Look, how many times? You don’t say, ‘Here’s
Brad,’ for Christ sake. You ever watch Johnny Carson, the way they do it? You say, ‘And now . . .
heeeeeeeeeeere’s Brad!’ ”

“I don’t know why, but I have trouble with that,” Maguire would say.

Brad Allen was show director, star, working manager of:

SEASCAPE PORPOISE SHOW

SHARKS * SEA LIONS

S.E. Seventeenth Street Causeway At Port Everglades

TURN HERE!

He would say to Maguire, “Are you stupid or something? I don’t think it’s that hard, do you?”

“No, it isn’t,” Maguire would say.

“I believe you’re supposed to be experienced—”

“The thing is, down at Marathon we didn’t have the same kind of show,” Maguire would try to
explain. “I mean it wasn’t quite as, you know, showy.”

“Down there, did you know the names of the dolphin?” Brad always got onto that. “Could you identify
each one by name?”

“Yeah, I knew their names.”



“Then how come you don’t know them here?”

“I know them. There’s Pepper, Dixie, Penny, Bonzai—”

“Robyn says yesterday you were trying to get Penny to do a tailwalk. Penny doesn’t do the tail-walk,
Pebbles does the tailwalk.”

“I get those two mixed up.”

“The other day you thought Bonnie was Yvonne. Bonnie’s got the scar from the shark—”

“Right.”

“—and Yvonne’s at least two hundred pounds heavier, ten feet long, you can’t tell them apart. Work
on it, okay? Take Robyn over the tank with you and see if you can name them for her. Then come back
to the show pool and do the same thing. Is that too much to ask?”

Or, Brad Allen would say:

“The Flying Dolphin Show, you keep leaving out the Mopey Dick part.”

“I forget.”

“He lays up on the ledge on his side, doesn’t move a muscle. Wait for the laughs. Then you say, ‘And
that’s’ pause ‘why we call him Mopey Dick.’ ”

“I’ll try to remember,” Maguire would say.

Five months of it, January through May.

Brad Allen waiting for him when he first walked in, pale, a Wayne-County-Jail pallor, carrying his
lined raincoat and suitcase, right off the Delta flight. Brad Allen glancing at a letter the Seascape
Management Company had sent him, holding the

sheet of paper like it was stained or smelled bad.

“It says you’ve had experience.”

“A year at Marathon,” Maguire had said, adding on five months.

“What’ve you been doing since?”

“Well, traveling and working mostly,” Maguire had said. “Colorado, I worked for the Aspen Ski
Corporation, also at the Paragon Ballroom. I worked at an airport, a zoo, a TV station. I was the
weatherman. I tended bar different places. Let’s see, I was an antique dealer. Yeah, and I worked a
job at a country club.”



“Well, this is no country club,” Brad Allen had said. The serious tone, making it sound hard because
he had to hire the guy. “How old are you?”

“Thirty,” Maguire had said, subtracting six years—after walking in and seeing how young the help
was. Like summer-camp counselors in their sneakers and white shorts, red T-shirts with a flying-
porpoise decal and SEASCAPE lettered in white. (Brad Allen wore white shorts and a red-trimmed
white T-shirt with the porpoise and SEASCAPE in red. He also wore a white jacket and red
warmups and sometimes a red, white, and blue outfit.)

“How long you been thirty?”

What was Brad Allen? Maybe thirty-two, thirty-three. The guy staring at Maguire, suspicious,
wanting to catch him in a lie. For what?

“What difference does it make?” Maguire had said. “I’m an out-going person, I like to be with
people, I don’t mind working hard and”—laying on a little extra—“I’m always willing to learn if
there’s something I don’t know.”

It took him a few days to get used to the white shorts and the red T-shirt—thinking about what Andre
Patterson would say if he saw the outfit; like, man, you real cute. Within two months Maguire was as
brown as the rest of them, and his sneakers were beginning to show some character. He did believe
he could pass for thirty. Why not? He felt younger than that. He was out in the sunshine. The work was
clean, not too hard. He was eating a lot of fruit. Smoking a little grass now and then with Lesley. Not
drinking too much. The pay was terrible, two-sixty a week, but he was getting by. Living in a one-
room efficiency at an Old-Florida-looking stucco place called The Casa Loma, fifty bucks a week,
next door to Lesley who lived in the manager’s apartment with her Aunt Leona. What else? Air-
conditioned, two blocks from the ocean—

The people he worked with—R.D. Hooker, Chuck, Robyn and Lesley—reminded him of high school.

Hooker, a strong, curly-haired Florida boy, twenty-three years old. A clean liver, dedicated. Hooker
would go down into the eighteen-foot tank, Neptune’s Realm, with a face mask and air hose and play
with the porpoise even when he didn’t have to, between shows. One time Hooker said to Chuck, the
custodian-trainee, “I don’t know what’s wrong with Bonnie today. First she won’t let me touch her,
then she butts me. Then she comes up and starts yanking on my goddarn air hose like to pull it out of
my mouth. Knowing what she was doing.”

Chuck listened to every word and said, “Yeah? How come she was doing that?”

Maguire said, “It sounds like she’s getting her period.”

Hooker said, “What’s it got to do with her acting nasty?”

Maguire would listen to them talk, amazed, nobody putting anybody on or down. Maguire said, “R.D.,
you ever talk to them? I mean understand them?”



“Sometimes,” Hooker said. “Like I’m getting so I can understand Penny when I ask her a question?”

“No shit,” Maguire said. “What do you ask her?”

“Oh, feeding her I might say, ‘You like that, huh? Isn’t that good?’ ”

“And what does she say?”

“She goes like—” Hooker did something with the inside of his mouth and made a clickity-click, kitty-
cat, Donald Duck sound.

“Oh,” Maguire said.

Hooker came on his day off and worked with the two young dolphins in the training tank, hunkered
down on the boards for hours, talking to them gently and showing them his hands. Dedicated.

Chuck was on his way to becoming dedicated. He personally wrote two hundred post cards to Star-
Kist Tuna, Bumble Bee, VanCamp, Ralston Purina, and H.J. Heinz, telling them to quit murdering
dolphin or he would never eat their products again.

Robyn was dedicated, though didn’t appear to be. She was a serious girl and didn’t smile much or
seem to be listening when you said something to her. Unless it was Brad Allen who said it. Brad
Allen could tell Robyn to dive down to the bottom of the show pool with Dixie, shoot up over the
twelve-foot bar and do a tailwalk across the pool, and Robyn would try it. When Brad Allen told her
she was doing a good job, Robyn became squirmy and maybe wet her white shorts a little. Nice tight
shorts—

Though not as tight or short as Lesley’s. Lesley’s showed a little cheek. She never pulled at them
though, the way Robyn did when she got squirmy. What Lesley got was pouty. She’d put on her hurt
look and say, “It’s not my turn to feed the sharks, it’s hers. If you think I’m going in there every day
you’re out of your fucking mind.” Lesley was dedicated, but not to nurse sharks. She didn’t think it
was funny when she was standing hip deep in the pool trying to feed a hunk of bluerunner to a shark,
and Maguire, on the platform above, would say to the crowd, “Let’s give Lesley a nice hand”— pause
—“she may need one some day.”

Lesley had a pile of wavy brown hair she combed several times an hour. One night, during Maguire’s
fourth month, Lesley said to him, “I think I’m falling in love with you.” She looked so good lying there
in the dim light with her hair and her white breasts exposed, Maguire almost said he loved her, too.
But he didn’t.

Brad Allen was very dedicated. Brad Allen was also serious and tiresome. He made Maguire tired.
Maguire wondered why Brad Allen didn’t get tired of being Brad Allen. Once, Maguire took a couple
of puffs on a joint before announcing the show and said, over the P.A. system,
“Heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeere’s Brad,” holding the “here’s” almost as long as he
could. And after the show Brad Allen said to him, “Now that’s a little better.”



Seascape, the layout, reminded Maguire of a small tropical World’s Fair; round white buildings,
striped awnings, and blue and yellow pennants among shrubs and royal palms.

There was Neptune’s Realm you could walk into and look through windows to watch the porpoise
and sea creatures glide past, underwater. Topside they put on the Flying Dolphin Show.

There was Shark Lagoon, a pool full of brown nurse sharks and a few giant sea turtles.

There was the Porpoise Petting Pool, where you could touch Misty and Gippy’s hard-boiled-egg skin
and feed them minnows, three-for-a-quarter.

At the Grandstand Arena Brad Allen put on the main event, the World-Famous Seascape Porpoise and
Sea Lion Show: “where these super-smart mammals perform their aquatic acrobatics.”

Back in the Alligator Pit a Seminole Indian used to wrestle twelve-foot gators, but the Seminole quit
and went to Disney World, and R.D. Hooker only tried it a couple of times; so the alligators and a
crocodile were there if you wanted to look at them.

Yellow- and white-striped awnings covered the refreshment stand and gift shop. A fifty-cent Sky Ride
in two-seater gondolas gave you a low aerial view of the grounds, the tanks and pools of blue water,
the white cement walks and buildings among the imported palm trees: a clean, manicured world just
off the S.E. 17th Street Causeway.

“If you don’t like it, why don’t you quit?” Lesley said, getting a little pouty.

“I didn’t say I didn’t like it, I said it wasn’t real,” Maguire said, Maguire driving Lesley’s yellow
Honda, heading home to the Casa Loma. “It’s like a refuge. Nothing can happen to you there, you’re
safe. But it’s got nothing to do with reality. It’s like you’re given security, but in exchange for it you
have to give up yourself. You have to become somebody else.

Lesley said, “Jesus, what’s safe about getting down in the water, feeding those fucking sharks? I’ve
done it every day this week, you know it? Robyn’s off probably giving Brad some head.”

Maguire said, “Come on, the sharks feed all night. You jiggle a piece of fish, it’s for the tourists. I’m
not talking about that kind of being safe. I mean here, you live in a little world that’s got nothing to do
with the real world. You’re sheltered—”

“I’m sheltered?”

“We are, working there. What’s a really big problem? Misty eats some popcorn, gets constipated.
Pebbles is grouchy, won’t imitate the Beatles. Everybody’s going, ‘Christ, what’s the matter with
Pebbles?’ Spend months, maybe a year training a dolphin to jump through a hoop, come up seventeen
feet in the air and ring the school bell.”

Lesley said, “Yeah?” She still didn’t get it.

“They’re doing something that dolphins don’t normally do, right?”



Lesley thought a moment. “Yeah—but they jump. Out in the wild they jump all the time.”

“They shoot baskets? They bowl out there?”

“It’s to show how intelligent they are,” Lesley said, “how they can be trained.”

“Here’s the point,” Maguire said, wishing the Honda was air-conditioned, wishing the lady in front of
him would turn, for Christ sake, if she was going to turn, turn. “They don’t normally, the dolphin, they
don’t pretend they’re playing baseball out in the ocean or jump up and take a piece of fish out of
somebody’s mouth, right?”

“If you don’t like it,” Lesley said, “what do you do it for?”

Jesus, Maguire thought. He said, “Just follow the point I want to make, okay? I’m not saying I don’t
like it. I’m only saying it’s like playing make-believe. The dolphin wouldn’t be here, they wouldn’t be
doing the tricks if we didn’t teach them. You see what I mean? They’d be out there doing something
else, we’d be doing something else. But no, we made this up. The dolphins and us, we’re playing
with ourselves. We’re going through the motions of something that doesn’t have anything to do with
reality.”

“So?”

Oh, Christ. “So—if they’re not real dolphins doing all that kind of shit, what’re we? Reciting the
canned humor, throwing them pieces of codfish— what’re we?”

“I was a waitress, a place on Las Olas,” Lesley said. “That was real, real shit. You like to ask me
what I’d rather do?”

“I’d like to borrow your car this evening,” Maguire said. “What’re the chances?”

He poured himself a white rum with a splash of lemon concentrate, left the venetian blinds half closed
and sat for awhile, the room looking old and worn-out in the dimness. Fifty bucks a week including
black and white TV, it was still a bargain. He could hear the hi-fi going next-door, Lesley boogying
around the apartment to the Bee-Gees, ignoring her aunt, who was a little deaf. A nice woman,
Maguire would sit and talk to her sometimes, listen to episodes from her past life in Cincinnati, Ohio,
until he’d tell her he had to go to bed, wake up early. Lesley never sat and listened even for a minute.
Lesley would roll her eyes when she saw an episode coming and get out of there. Lesley had no
feelings for others; but she sure had a nice firm healthy little body.

Maguire showered and had another rum and lemon while he put on his good clothes. Pale beige
slacks, dark-blue sportshirt and a skimpy dacron sportcoat, faded light-blue, he’d got at Burdine’s for
forty-five bucks. He loved the sportcoat because, for some reason, it made him think of Old Florida
and made him feel like a native. (A Maguire dictum: wherever you are, fit in, look like you belong. In
Colorado wear a sheepskin coat and lace-up boots.) He got the Detroit Free Press clipping out of the
top drawer, from under his sweat socks, and slipped it into the inside coat pocket. He then went next
door and asked Lesley’s aunt if he could use the phone; he’d be sure to get the charges and pay for it.



He said to Lesley, “You want to turn that down a little?”

Lesley said, “Who’re you calling, your hot date?”

“I don’t have a hot date.”

“I thought you were going out.”

“Turn the music down, okay?”

Maguire gave the operator the Detroit number and waited. He felt nervous. He wished Lesley would
quit watching him.

“Aren’t you gonna clean up?”

“You want me to leave, say so.”

“I get back, I’ll take you out to dinner.”

In the phone, Andre Patterson’s wife said, “Hello?”

“Okay?” Maguire said to Lesley. “Go on, get cleaned up.” Then into the phone:

“Hi, this is Cal Maguire. How you doing?” He had to listen while Andre’s wife told him she was
piss-poor, if he really wanted to know about it, having trouble getting her ADC checks, had her phone
disconnected for a while. Maguire said yeah, he’d been trying to get hold of her, calling information.
He said, “Listen, you know the deal at the club? . . . The country club, Andre and I and Grover. I
asked you the man’s name? Remember? . . . No, I’ve got it. What I was wondering, you know, Andre
said the man was paying them back for something? At the club, something happened there to the man. I
wondered if Andre ever spoke to you about it ...If he mentioned to you what it was happened out
there. Like maybe the man’s wife was involved, you know, maybe she was insulted or something and
that’s what got the man upset.” Christ, upset— willing to pay them forty-five hundred to go out there
and hit the place. “Uh-huh, yeah, that’s right . . . But he never said anything about the man’s wife, huh?
...No, I was just wondering. Hey, well listen, tell Andre I’m gonna write to him, okay? ...Fine, I’ll be
talking to you.” Shit.

“Very mysterious,” Lesley said, holding a beach towel wrapped around her. “Who’s Andre?”

“Friend of mine.”

“What’d somebody get upset about?”

Maguire said, “I know it’s your aunt’s phone and you’re letting me use you car and all, but how about
if you keep your nose out of my personal business, okay?”

“Yeah,” Lesley said, “well, how about if you keep your ass out of my car, you want to get snotty about
it.”



“You’re a beauty,” Maguire said. “You got the maturity of about a five-year-old.”

“Keep thinking it,” Lesley said, “walking to work every day.” She turned, letting the towel come
open, giving him a flash as she went into the bedroom.

There you are, Maguire thought, walking up the street toward A1A. The kind of question you’d climb
all the way up the mountain to ask the old man sitting there in his loincloth.

In the light of eternity, is it better to sell out and ride or stand up and walk?

And the old man would look at him with his calm, level gaze and say—

He’d say—

Maguire was still trying to think of an answer, standing on the oceanfront corner, when the girl
visiting from Mitchell, Indiana, picked him up, said, “Heck, it’s nothing,” and went out of her way to
drop him off at Harbor Beach Parkway.

AN APPRAISER FRIEND OF MAGUIRE’S, a guy who bought and sold pretty much out of his
backdoor, once said to him, “You walk out with a color TV, you realize the mirror hanging on the wall
there, gilded walnut, might be a George II? Early eighteenth century, man, worth at least three grand.”
Maguire went to the library, looked through art books, made notes and lifted a copy of Kovel’s
Complete Antiques Price List from the reference shelf. In his work—during the short periods he was
into B and E, usually to pick up some traveling money—he’d come across a few antiques and art
objects of value.

But nothing like the display in Mrs. DiCilia’s sitting room. He was looking at a Queen Anne desk—
four drawers, stubby little pedestal legs, worth at least four grand—when the maid came in again, a
dog following her, and told him to please be seated, Missus would come to him very soon. A sharp-
looking Cuban girl, nice accent. Maguire said thank you and then, as the maid was leaving,

“How you doing?”

Marta stopped. She said, “Yes?”

“How’s it going? You like it here?” Always friendly to the help. “I think it’d be a nice place to
work.”

Marta, still surprised: “Yes, it is.”

“But I wouldn’t want to have to dust all this,” Maguire said.

The maid left, but the little gray and white dog remained, watching Maguire apprehensively, ready to
bark or run.

“Relax,” Maguire said to the dog and continued looking around the sitting room.



Bird cage table, not bad. Worth about seven and a half.

Pair of slipseat Chippendale chairs in walnut. Now we’re getting there. Seventy-five hundred, maybe
eight grand.

Hummel figurines, if you liked Hummel. Fifty bucks each. A couple that might go as high as a hundred
and a quarter.

Plates—very impressive. Stevenson, Enoch Wood’s shell-border pattern. Six, seven thousand bucks
worth of plates on one shelf.

And yes, Peachblow vases, the real thing. Creamy red-rose and yellow. Jesus, with the gargoyle
stand. Name your price.

A picture of Pope Pius XII. The Last Supper. And some real paintings, old forests and misty green
mountains, a signed Durand, an Alvan Fisher, nineteenth-century Hudson River school. A few others
he didn’t recognize—sitting down now as he studied the painting—

And jumping up quickly to look at the chair— Jesus, feeling the turnings of the arms. Louis XVI
bergère, in walnut. Pretty sure it was a real one.

He sat in the chair again, carefully, and began thinking about the woman who lived here and owned
this collection. Before, he had pictured a dumpy sixty-year-old Italian woman in the kitchen, rolling
dough, making tomato paste, a woman with an accent. He’d lay it out to her: Your husband owes us
money. She’d pay or she wouldn’t, and he could forget about it.

But if she knew antiques—maybe he could fake it a little, establish some kind of rapport, trust . . .
confidence?

The dog came over and began sniffing.

“That’s fish,” Maguire said. He didn’t stoop to pet the dog or say anything else.

Karen, in the doorway, saw this much. And the color of his pants and shirt beneath the jacket, making
her hesitate a moment.

“Mr. Maguire?”

He looked up to see a slim, good-looking woman in beige slacks, a dark-blue shirt with white
buttons, hand extended.

Maguire rose, giving her a pleasant smile, shaking his head a little. They shook hands politely and he
said, seriously then, “You know something?”

Karen expected him to say, I’ve heard a lot about you, Mrs. DiCilia. Something along that line.

But he didn’t. He said, “We’ve got matching outfits on. Tan and blue.”



Karen said, “You suppose it means something?” Playing it as straight as he was.

“I don’t know about you,” Maguire said, “but I got all dressed up. This particular outfit is from
Burdine’s, up on Federal Highway.”

“I’ve heard of Burdine’s,” Karen said, “but I’m not sure I’ve heard of you. You were a friend of my
husband’s?”

“Well, we weren’t exactly close. I worked for him once.”

Karen said, “And you want to know if I’m all right? If I need anything? What else? Are you with
Roland or on your own?”

“I don’t know anybody named Roland,” Maguire said.

“So you’re an independent. All right,” Karen said, “let’s go out on the patio. That’s where we hold
the squeeze sessions.”

“The what?”

“Come on, I’m anxious to hear your pitch.” She walked past him to the French doors.

It had felt like a good start. But now, she wasn’t being cool, she was ice-cold, assuming way too
much. Maguire hesitated. He said, “You’ve got some very nice pieces here. The bergère, is it
authentic Louis Seize?”

Now Karen paused at the doors to look back and seemed to study him a moment.

“The what?”

Maguire grinned. Was she kidding? She waited, looking at him, and he wasn’t sure.

“The chair. If it’s real, it belongs in a museum.”

“It is in a museum,” Karen said. She turned and walked through the doors.

Putting him on, Maguire decided. Not wanting to sound agreeable or give him anything. He followed
her out to the patio, where a torch was burning and swimming pool lights reflected in the clear water,
Maguire looking around, thinking, So this is what it’s like. Sit out here at night, watch the running
lights, the power-boats going by on the Intercoastal.

Ring for the maid, get her with some mysterious signal, because there she was. Maguire said rum
would be fine, surprised, wondering why Mrs. Di-Cilia was being sociable, hearing her ask for a
martini with ice. Put that down: not “on the rocks” but “with ice.” Yes, very nice; sit out here on the
patio of your Spanish-Moorish million-dollar home that was full of antiques and art objects and—
what?



He was going to say he was sorry for coming so late, or early—one or the other—and hoped he
wasn’t inconveniencing her. But why? Why suck around?

He said, “Besides all this, what’s it like to be rich?”

Karen didn’t say anything.

“Never mind,” Maguire said. “It doesn’t matter.”

“I was thinking,” Karen said. “If you really want to know, it’s boring. I guess it doesn’t have to be, but
it is.”

“I don’t follow you.”

“You asked me, I told you, it’s boring,” Karen said. “Next question. Let’s get to the point, all right?”

The dog was sniffing around his foot again. Maguire crossed his leg.

Mrs. DiCilia was on the muscle, a little edgy, yes; because she was waiting for him to pull some kind
of scam. Out here for the squeeze session: probably one of a long line of guys who’d come to make a
pitch, take advantage of the poor widow. The slim, good-looking great-looking widow. Maguire
resented her assumption, being put in that category, somebody out to con her. The lady sitting there
waiting for the pitch.

The goddamn dog pawing his knee, scratching the material. Maguire reached down with one hand and
moved the dog aside.

Karen watched him.

Sitting back he took the newspaper clipping out of his pocket, unfolded it carefully and handed it to
her.

Karen said, “What is it?” In the soft glow of torchlight she could only read the headline. ARMED
TRIO ROBS COUNTRY CLUB.

“That was myself and two associates,” Maguire said. “Your husband offered to pay us fifteen hundred
each to go in and hit the place. Make them look dumb or give it some bad publicity, I don’t know. We
did the job, but we never got paid.”

Karen said, “Deep Run Country Club, Bloom-field Hills.”

“That’s the one.”

“It happened when, last August?”

“Right. The sixteenth.”



“We visited Detroit in August—no, it was July,” Karen said. “Frank played golf there a few times as
a guest. He liked the club, so he applied for a membership.”

“And they turned him down,” Maguire said. Karen nodded. “I thought maybe you’d been insulted out
there. You know, something personal.”

“What do you think Frank DiCilia being turned down is, if it isn’t an insult?”

“Yeah, I guess so. But how come if you were living here at the time?—”

“Why can’t he have a membership in Detroit?

That’s what it’s like to be rich,” Karen said. “So what is it you want, fifteen hundred dollars?”

“Each, for the three of us. The other two guys were convicted. They’re in Jackson, but I’ll see they get
theirs.”

“You got off?” She seemed interested.

“It’s a long story, and if you’re already bored—” Maguire said.

Karen said, “That’s all you want?”

“That’s all we got coming.”

“You could’ve said . . . ten thousand.”

“And you could’ve known about the deal,” Maguire said, “depending on what you and your hubby
talked about. It was a straight fifteen hundred apiece, no sick pay or retirement benefits.”

Now, yes or no? Waiting for her to make up her mind. She didn’t seem as edgy. She said let’s have
another drink and that surprised him. The maid appeared and left, and when she appeared again Karen
was asking him if he lived in Florida or was he visiting.

He told her he worked at Seascape. “You know, the porpoise show? Practically around the corner
from here.”

“I’ve passed it,” Karen said. “You really work there?” Sounding interested and a little surprised.
“Get the porpoise to jump through hoops, that kind of thing?”

“We get ’em to do everything but mate in midair,” Maguire said.

“They won’t do that for you?”

“I think they go to a motel. Five months, I’ve never seen one of ’em even, well, get aroused.”

Now she was studying him and didn’t say anything for a moment.



“Amazing.”

“Well, I wouldn’t like it either,” Maguire said. “People watching.”

“No, I mean that you work there,” Karen said. “And you seem to know antiques—What else do you
do?”

“Rob country clubs,” Maguire said, “and have a hard time collecting. I’m enjoying the drink and the
chat, but just for my peace of mind, are you gonna honor your husband’s obligation or what?”

Karen said, “Honor his obligation—” and seemed amused now. “Is that what it is, honoring his
obligation?”

“You can call it whatever you want,” Maguire said, “as long as we’re both talking about the same
deal.”

“Do you do this sort of thing often?”

“What sort of thing?”

“Rob country clubs?”

“That was the first time.”

“But you’ve robbed other places.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Do you carry a gun?”

“Why?”

“I’m curious, that’s all.”

“Do you fool around?” Maguire said.

“What?”

“Do you pick up guys, take ’em to bed? Or you just ask a lot of questions about their personal life?”

“I believe you came to me,” Karen said. “You’re the one that wants something.”

“And if I’m not polite and answer your questions I can go fuck myself, huh?”

Karen didn’t say anything. She got up, walked from the patio to the house and in through the French
doors.

Maguire waited. Shit. Thinking again of the old man sitting on top of the mountain in his loincloth.



In the light of eternity, is it better to take a bunch of shit with the hope of getting paid, or—

Karen came back to the patio carrying something in each hand, something wrapped in white tissue
paper and, in the hand she extended to him, a packet of bills. He couldn’t believe it. New one hundred
dollar bills. They were sticking together, only about an inch of them, they were so new.

“Forty-five hundred dollars,” Karen said.

Maguire thinking, the first thing in his mind: There’s more. Right in the house.

“Can I ask you one more question?”

“Go ahead,” Maguire said, putting the money in his inside coat pocket. He could feel it against his
ribs.

She pulled her chair closer to his and sat down before extending the tissue-wrapped package.

“What is it?”

She watched him, but didn’t say anything.

Taking it then, feeling the weight, he knew what it was. Maguire unwrapped enough of the tissue
paper to see the gun, wrapped it together again and handed it back to her.

She said, “Do you know what it is, the make?”

“It’s a Beretta nine-millimeter Parabellum, holds fifteen rounds in the magazine. How much you pay
for it?”

“I didn’t buy it. It was my husband’s.”

“You could get something like four hundred for it on the street.”

“I don’t want to sell it,” Karen said, “I want to know how to use it.”

“For what?”

“Protection.”

“It isn’t a good idea,” Maguire said. “People who don’t own guns don’t get shot as much as people
who do.”

“Will you show me how it works?”

“If I don’t, what? You want the money back?”

“The money’s yours. You’ve already earned that.” She waited.



“It’s got a little crossbolt safety above the trigger. You push it to off, slide the top back and forward
again and you’re ready to go,” Maguire said. “Which is what I’m gonna do if it’s okay. Take my
money and run.”

“You’re very direct,” Karen said, and seemed to be studying him again. “You admit some things and
then you stop.”

“It’s not that I have anything to hide,” Maguire said, “it’s the feeling I’m on the carpet, being
questioned.”

She said, “I’m sorry, I really am.” There was a silence, but she continued to look at him.

Maguire said, “That’s okay. I guess—as you say, I walk in here, give you a story, why should you
believe me?”

“I do though,” Karen said. She seemed to smile then. “Will you tell me something else?”

“Probably,” Maguire said.

“What’s the difference between a porpoise and a dolphin?”

Maguire found a note on his pillow that said, in a forward-slanting Magic Marker scrawl, “Knock if
you are not mad!!!”

He reached across the bed to the wall—to a fading garden at Versailles, green-on-yellow wallpaper
—and rapped on it three times.

Lesley came in wearing a short see-through nighty and several rollers in her hair, head somewhat
lowered to gaze up at Maguire with a practiced, hurt-little-girl expression.

“I thought you were gonna take me out to dinner.”

“I must’ve got mixed up, who was mad at who,” Maguire said. “I had something over on the beach.”

“I was mad,” Lesley said, “but I’m not anymore.”

“How come?”

“You didn’t have to talk to me like that.”

“Did you go out?”

“No”—pouting—“I sat there with Aunt Leona watching TV all night.”

Poor little thing—he was supposed to comfort her, tell her he was sorry. He wasn’t annoyed or upset.
In fact, he didn’t feel much of anything toward Lesley, one way or the other. He was catching glimpses
of Karen DiCilia in the glow of the torch, part of her face in shadow, the light reflecting on her dark



hair. Dark but not Italian-dark, the woman not anything like he’d imagined the wife of Frank DiCilia.

Lesley said, “Are you going to bed or you gonna read?”

It was strange, in that moment he did feel a little sorry for her, standing there in her see-through nighty
and her curlers. He said, “It’s late. Might as

well go to bed.”

“You want me to get in with you?”

“You bet,” Maguire said, getting undressed as she turned off the light and pulled back the green and
yellow spread.

“There,” Lesley said. “God, isn’t it good?”

“It sure is.”

“Shit, I forgot my curlers.”

She sat up, took out the ones in back and got down there again.

“Ouuuu, that hurts. But it’s okay. Now it’s okay. Ouuuuu, is it ever.” After awhile she said, “Cal?”

“What?”

“If my aunt knew we did this? She’d shit. You know it?”

“I guess,” Maguire said.

“We’re watching TV? She goes on and on about in Cincinnati she’s at a picnic with this guy named
Herman or Henry or something and how he grabbed her and kissed her. God, it was like it freaked her
out, and she was my age. In the guy’s car. I want to say to her, ‘Aunt Leona, you ever go down on
him?’ She’d actually shit, you know it?”

“I bet,” Maguire said.

“No, she was twenty-three. It was just before she got married. But not to Herman. My uncle’s name
was Thomas. That’s what they called him all the time, Thomas. I can’t imagine them doing it. Can

you imagine Aunt Leona doing it?”

“No,” Maguire said.

“She’s in there snoring away, all this beauty cream on. You should see her.”

He didn’t say anything.



“Well, I better get my ass beddy-by. I’ll see you in the morning.”

“Night,” Maguire said.

“Don’t play with it too much,” Lesley said.

“I won’t.”

The door closed.

He could see Karen DiCilia in shadow and firelight, the clean-shining dark hair, features composed.
Karen DiCilia, Karen something else, Karen Hill originally. He’d found out a few things. If she could
ask questions he could, too. And then she had asked a few more. Calvin, is it? Yeah. Calvin doesn’t
go with Maguire. It should be Al instead of Cal, Aloysius Maguire, a good mick name. Well, Karen
doesn’t go too well with DiCilia, does it? And the good-looking woman saying, No, it should never
have gone with DiCilia.

Sometimes we’re bored, willing to try something new and different. Change for the sake of change.

Maguire saying, Right.

Sometimes, then, we’re too impulsive, we make up our minds too quickly.

True.

Sometimes we talk too much, say things we don’t mean.

Very true. (Talking, but what was she saying?)

And we get into a bind, a situation that offers few if any options and then we’re stuck and we don’t
know what to do.

Maguire saying, Uh-huh.

Maguire almost saying, If you want to tell me what you’re stuck in, what the problem is, why don’t
you, instead of beating around?

Almost, but not saying it. Because what if she told him? And expected him to help her out in some
way; man, with the kind of people who’d been associated with her husband and were probably still
hanging around—Then what, chickenfat, sit there and grin at her or get involved in something that’s
none of your business?

This was a very good-looking woman. The kind, ordinarily, it would be a pleasure to help out and
have her feel grateful. This one, he was pretty sure, could be warm and giving.

But right now she was in some kind of no-option bind and had a keen interest in firearms . . . while
Maguire had a vivid memory of the six by eight cells in the Wayne County Jail and what it was like to



go to trial facing 20 to life.

So he had said, when it was his turn again, “Well listen, Karen, it’s been very nice talking to you,”
and thanked her again and got out of there.

Lying in bed he began to think, But maybe she just needs somebody to talk to. Somebody she feels
would understand her situation. Or keep the local con artists away. It didn’t necessarily have to be
anything heavy. What was the risk in talking to her, finding out a little more?

She was a good-looking woman.

He wondered how old she was.

He wondered how many more new one hundred dollar bills there were in her house.

ARNOLD CAME FROM THE BEDROOOM carrying a yellow canvas bag that had a zippered
flap on the side for a tennis racket. Roland was on the balcony looking over the rail, holding onto his
cowboy hat due to the wind off the ocean. Arnold stared at Roland’s back, at the bright-blue material
pulled tight across the shoulders.

Roland turned. As he saw Arnold watching him, he said, “How’s Barry?”

Arnold walked over to the coffee table and dropped the bag. “Fifty-four thousand,” Arnold said.

Roland came in from the balcony. “I asked you how’s Barry.”

“He’s in traction. He’ll be in traction six months. Also his kidney and his spleen’s fucked up.”

“Tell him if he’s gonna dive, he should do it in the deep end,” Roland said. He moved past Arnold to
the canvas bag and picked it up. “Wouldn’t think paper’d be this heavy, would you?”

“You gonna look at it?”

“I know what it looks like,” Roland said. “You’re doing good, Arnie. Keep it up.”

“You know I’m gonna pay you, right?”

“Sure, I do.”

“Well, how about—you know, since this isn’t strictly speaking a shylock deal—we make a different
kind of arrangement.”

“Like what, Arnie?”

“See, the way it is, I keep paying the vig, how’m I ever gonna get to the principle?”

“Beats the shit out of me,” Roland said.



“You know what I mean? I didn’t borrow the money. I’m only paying the man back his investment.”

“Yeah? What’s the difference?”

“It’s different. You got guys borrow money from you, they know going in what the vig is. But this was
a business deal.”

“They’re all business deals,” Roland said, “but vig’s vig and the amount owed’s something else.
Didn’t they teach you that at school, Arnie?”

“I tried to explain it to Ed—”

“I know you did. And he told you to talk to me,” Roland said. “It’s the same way, a man, a guy owns
one of the biggest hotels on the strip, he borrows money, he pays the vig. Every week. He’s got a
problem, he comes to me with it. Man with a restaurant right here in Hallandale, shit, half a dozen
appliance stores over on federal highway, picture show, bunch of motels—they all pay the vig, Arnie.
They understand it’s the way you do business.”

“Right, shylock business, I understand that.” Arnold moving around, bit his lip. “But this is different.”

“And I ask you how-so?”

“I didn’t borrow the money, Ed invested it.”

“But you lost it, so you have to pay it back.”

“I didn’t lose it—”

Roland had his palm up, facing Arnold. “We ought to agree on something here.”

“Okay, I lost it.”

“Now then,” Roland said, “when you come to paying back, what’s the difference? Paying back is
paying back, whether it’s money you lost or money you borrowed. See, your losing it—we give you
money, we don’t ask you what you’re gonna do with it, like the bank. You can flush it down the toilet
if you want. Long as you pay it back.”

“Okay,” Arnold said, “I owe you five hundred and forty grand. I can pay you back in time, you know
that. But I can’t if I keep paying the fucking vig. Look, ten weeks from now, fifty-four thousand a
week, man, where the fuck am I? I will’ve paid out five hundred forty grand, right? And I’m still not
into the fucking principle. I’m never into it. You know what I got to do? I mean to get what I’m paying
you.”

“I don’t know,” Roland said, “ask your mommy for it?”

“I got to deal in hard shit, man, and that’s a totally different business. Get into that Mexican brown,
nobody even likes it, I got to keep a line coming through here and beg, implore, dealers to take the



shit. That’s what I’m into now, myself, that’s all.”

“Your little friends,” Roland said, “where’d they go?”

“Who knows. Fuck ’em. I said to Ed, okay, then back me again on the Colombian thing. Three times,
three loads, you take my cut as well as your own, I’m paid off.”

“And he said?”

“Shit, you know what he said.”

Roland buttoned his suitcoat and switched the canvas bag from his right hand to his left, ready to go.

He said, “It’s hard out here in the world of commerce, ain’t it, Arnie?”

But rewarding to those who put their nose to the grindstone and their ear to a box-full of cassette
tapes, the way Roland did for twenty-four hours and fourteen minutes spread over three days,
listening to something like one hundred forty-six different cassettes.

And ninety-nine percent nothing. Somebody called the weather every day. The lady called her
hairdresser once a week, this queer who scolded her and acted impatient. (What’d she take that kind
of shit for?) She talked to some people in Detroit a few times; nothing. She talked to her daughter
Julie in Los Angeles; listened to her daughter bitch about work and her husband fooling around, the
daughter talking away, never asking how her mother was doing. (“Hang up,” Roland would say to
himself. “Whyn’t you hang up?”) There were calls to Marta, short conversations in Spanish. Then a
woman calling from the Miami Herald a couple of times, wanting to interview her, take some
pictures of Mrs. DiCilia at home, Mrs. DiCilia saying not now, some other time.

Then the dinks started calling about the middle of February. Dinks asking her to go out. Dinks calling
again and saying what a fun time they had. “Hey, that was a ball, wasn’t it? Delightful.” Laughing like
girls. One dink giving her his golf scores for the week. This other dink boring the shit out of her (and
Roland) with all these stock market reports. Another one, the only thing he talked about was his Donzi
cigarette boat and off-shore racing, Miami-Bimini, Miami-Key West, how big the waves were,
implying what a fucking hero he was out there at the helm. (Roland said to the voice on the tape, “You
dink, I’d blow your ass off with a Seminole air boat. Put you smack on the trailer.”) From the sound
of them, it couldn’t have been too hard to scare them off. The lady didn’t know how lucky she was,
saved from listening to them dinks.

Then the woman from the Miami Herald again wanting to interview her; DiCilia saying all right.
Then a call from some Palm Beach magazine, the Gold Coaster, something like that, and Mrs. Di-
Cilia agreeing to talk to them.

Then more conversations with Ed Grossi in May. (Roland would sit up and pay attention to these.)
Then Ed inviting her to his office.

There, that was up to where Roland took over the tape concession and started getting them directly



from Marta or Jesus Diaz. Nothing interesting yet, not the kind of information he was listening for.

Then the one, her call to Ed chewing him out. “I never want to see that man here again.” Not loud, but
a good bite in her tone. “Keep that animal away from here.” (Animal? Hey now.) Then saying, “Why
didn’t you tell me yourself? Why did I have to hear it from him? Keep him away from this house. You
understand?” (Roland saying, “Hey, take it easy, Karen.”)

He listened to the end. Then played it back and listened again. No sir, nothing about his proposition.
Not a word. Blowing off steam, but not telling the whole story, was she? Keeping a possibility open.
Roland grinned.

The next few tapes, nothing of interest. One he thought at first was going to be good.

The woman talking to the operator, asking for the number of Goodman and Stern in Detroit, telling the
operator it was a law office. (Uh-oh.) Then talking to a guy named Nate. Nate telling her it had been
too long and how sorry he was he couldn’t make Frank’s funeral and was there anything he could do
for her. Then Karen asking him if the name Maguire and Deep Run meant anything to him. Long pause.
The guy, Nate, saying yes, he believed they handled it. Why? Karen saying it wasn’t important but
she’d like some information about Maguire if they had it on file. She had met him, she said, and
something about Maguire wanting a job recommendation. This guy Nate saying, after another pause,
well, he’d have somebody named Marshall something put a report together and send it to her. But
he’d advise her to use discretion and touch base with someone at Dorado, someone close by. And
how was everything else down in the land of sunshine?

“Hot in the day, cool in the evening,” Roland murmured to himself. Dink lawyers, you never knew
what they were talking about.

Another tape. Another conversation with Ed Grossi. Ed back from his trip. That would have been
yesterday. Roland paid attention, listening carefully as Karen asked Ed about a trust fund, wanting to
know what bank it was in. Ed told her.

Karen: You said in bonds, I know, but I’ve forgotten the name.

Ed: Miami General Revenue, at six percent.

Karen: Don’t I get records, something on paper? How do I prove they’re mine?

Ed: Well, as I told you, the bonds are in the name of the administrator of the estate, Dorado. The
yield, the interest—what’d I say, two and a half?

(“Here we go,” Roland said.)

Karen: Two hundred and forty thousand.

Ed: Yeah, goes into the trust and the bank deposits it, or they credit it to your account, twenty thousand
a month. Yeah, that’s it.



(Roland: “That’s it all right. Man, that is it.”)

Karen: But I don’t have anything that describes me as the beneficiary, or whatever I am.

Ed: You’re getting the money, aren’t you?

Karen: Yes, but I’d like something on paper.

Ed: I’ll have Vivian get you a copy. We’ll get you something, don’t worry about it. How’s everything
else? Clara says she wants to get together with you sometime.

Karen: That’d be fine. (Long pause) Ed ...look,

we’re going to have to talk about this other thing. When can I come to your office?

(Roland, writing figures on a pad of paper, looked up.)

Ed: What other thing?

Karen: Ed, for God’s sake. Maybe this happens in India or Saudi Arabia, but not Fort Lauderdale,
Florida. You can’t simply ignore it.

Ed: Karen—

Karen: You’ve got to stop it, that’s all. If you won’t, I’ll take you to court. I’ll do something— leave
here if I have to.

Ed: Karen—

Karen: If you think I’m going to live like this you’re out of your mind.

Ed: All right, we’ll have a talk. How about tomorrow, my office? Come on up, we’ll go to lunch.

(Roland: “That’s today.”)

Karen: I’ll meet you at Palm Bay.

(Roland: “Shit.”)

He looked at his figures again, scratched them out and started over, multiplying, dividing, trying
different ways, finally, finally then, coming up with the answer, what twenty thousand a month was six
percent of. Jesus Christ, four million dollars the woman had!

LUNCH AT PALM BAY. Ed Grossi used a Rye Krisp and a spoon on his bowl of cottage cheese.
Karen listened, sipping her Bloody Mary, picking at her shrimp salad, every once in awhile shaking
her head. Unbelievable. Having to threaten, almost hit him with something to get him to talk about it.



“You serve me with some kind of cease and desist order. From doing what? Karen, this is a very
personal matter. You want to get something like this in the papers?”

“If I have to. Ed, this is my life we’re talking about.”

Almost to himself: “People wouldn’t understand it.”

“Of course they wouldn’t. It’s something out of the Middle Ages.” Karen leaned closer, staring at the
quiet little man across the table. “He told you this in the hospital? Was he lucid? How do you know he
was even in his right mind?”

“It was before that,” Grossi said, “in my office. Before a witness.”

“Who, Roland?”

“No, not Roland. I said to Frank, you’re kidding. He said no, very serious. I know his voice, his tone.
Nobody goes near her. I asked him why. He said I didn’t have to know that. Then Vivian came in, took
some dictation. She witnessed my saying yes to him, it would be done.”

“Vivian, your secretary?”

“She’s more my assistant.”

“And Roland?”

“Somebody to carry it out, do the work.”

“You trust Roland?”

“He does what he’s told and keeps his mouth shut,” Grossi said.

You don’t know him, Karen thought, but held back from saying it. “Who else knows about it?”

“Well, Jimmy Capotorto. I told him a little, but not everything.”

Karen frowned. “Who?”

“Capotorto. Frank knew him. He’s been with Dorado for years; one of the associates.”

“Who else?” Karen said.

“That’s all.” Grossi paused. “But there are some stipulations I didn’t mention the other day that I
didn’t want to get into all at once.”

“Like what?” Karen said.

“Well, if you move, the payments stop. You have to live in Frank’s house.”



“Frank’s house,” Karen said. “And if I marry again—I asked you that the other day, you said you
weren’t sure.”

“For some reason it’s not a stipulation. I guess Frank assumed we’d see nobody got close to you.”

“But there’s nothing in the agreement that says I can’t take the entire amount.”

“Not in writing, no, but in the spirit of it, you might say.”

“Sign the bonds over to me and let’s forget the whole thing,” Karen said.

Grossi said nothing, looking at Karen, then at his cottage cheese, touching it tentatively with his
spoon.

“Do you know why he did it?” Karen said. “Because he was having an affair and I found out about it.
With a real estate woman.” A hint of amazement in her tone. “I told him—I wasn’t even serious, I was
mad—I told him if he was going to fool around, I would too.”

“Well, he took it at face value and here we are.” Grossi seemed hesitant, working something out in his
mind as they sat at his regular table in the corner of the grill room. He said, “Karen, I’ll tell you,
something like this, I agree, it sounds like we’re back in the old country.”

“But we’re not,” Karen said; firm, knowing how far she was willing to go. “Ed, you’re aware of the
people in here, how they keep looking at us?”

“You get used to it.”

“I go to the john I get looks, I hear my name, Mrs. Frank DiCilia, yes, that’s her, people talking about
me, not going to much trouble to hide it.”

“Sure, you’re like a movie star.”

“All right, what if I stood up right now and made a speech,” Karen said. “Tapped my glass with a
spoon—‘May I have your attention, please? I want to tell you something you’re not going to believe,
but it’s the honest-to-God truth, every word.’ ”

“Karen, come on.”

“Come on where? Goddamn it, I’m not going to play your game. I’m not in the fucking Mafia or
whatever you don’t call it. What do you expect me to do?”

“Keep it down a little, all right? I understand how you feel.”

“Like hell you do.”

“Yes, I do.” Grossi nodding patiently. “Listen to me a minute. I acknowledge his wish, I’m thinking,
Jesus Christ, nobody ever wanted something like this before. I try to remember. Maybe a long time



ago, I don’t know.”

“But it doesn’t matter, because you do whatever he says.” Karen holding on, refusing to let go. “He
tells you to kill somebody—what’s the difference?”

“Karen”—the tired voice—“what is that? You think it’s a big thing? Maybe sometimes it is, but
there’s a reason for everything. The man has a reason, I don’t have to ask him why.”

She leaned close to the table. “I told you why. Because he has this thing in his head about paying
back.”

“Listen to me and let me finish,” Grossi said. “Even when I don’t want anything to do with it, I have
to satisfy my conscience I’ve done something, I’ve acknowledged, I’ve gone through the motions. You
understand? Then I say to myself, okay, that’s all you can do. You can’t watch her the rest of your life.
I say to myself, did he mean that long? Forever? I answer no, of course not. I get a heart attack,
cancer, I’m gone. Who continues the agreement? Jimmy Capotorto? Well, if I tell him to, but what
does he care? He’s got enough to think about. So how can it be forever? I say, Frank wanted to teach
her a lesson. All right, there’s the lesson. Did she learn it? I don’t know. Like a teacher—did the
student learn it? What can the teacher do? So, I say, it’s up to her, she knows what’s going on. She
knows his wish, stay away from men even after his death. Does she want to honor his wish? I say to
myself, not to you, not to anybody else, only to myself. Maybe it should be up to her now. Something
between her and her husband.”

There was a silence.

“You have more to do than keep watch on me,” Karen said.

Grossi nodded.

“Assign the bonds over and let’s stop all this.”

“I have to think about it a little more.”

“But you will keep Roland away from me.”

“Don’t worry about Roland.”

She sat quietly, aware of sounds, voices around her. She waited, wanting to be sure. Ed Grossi
touched the cottage cheese again with his spoon, then put the spoon down and picked up his napkin.

“I won’t have to go to court then,” Karen said.

“No, you won’t have to go to court, if you give me time, let me be sure in my mind it’s all right.”

“Thank you,” Karen said.

Maguire’s body, arms raised, a piece of fish in each hand, formed a Y. He stood on the footrung of an



aluminum pole that dug into his groin, the pole extending from a platform on a slight angle, so that
Maguire’s fish-offerings were held some fifteen feet above the surface of the Flying Dolphin Show
tank.

He said to the mothers and fathers and children lining the cement rail, “Okay . . . now this double
hand-feeding can be a little tricky, considering the height”—looking up—“and the wind conditions
today. The dolphins could collide in midair, with a combined weight of”—serious, almost grim—
“nine hundred pounds. And you know who’s gonna be under them if they do. Yours truly, standing up
here trying to look cool. Okay ...here they come. Bonnie on my right, Pebbles on my left—”

Or was it the other way around?

The pair of dolphin rose glistening wet-gray in the sunlight, took the fish from his hands and peeled
off, arching back into the water.

“And they got it! How about that, fifteen feet in the air. Wasn’t that great? Let’s hear it for Bonnie and
...Peb-bles.”

Applause, as Maguire stepped down off the pole to the platform. He got three hunks of cod from his
fishbucket, quickly threw two of them out to Bonnie and Pebbles, and waited for Mopey Dick.

Come on—

Mopey’s head rose from the water, below the platform. A wet raspberries sound came from Mopey’s
blowhole.

“What? You didn’t like the double jump, Mopey?”

Rattles and clicks and whines from the blowhole. The kids watching, looking over the rail, loved it.

“You say you can jump higher?”

More rattles and clicks.

“Well, let’s just see about that.” Maguire sidearmed Mopey the piece of fish he was holding, stooped
to the bucket and selected a long tailpiece. “You think you’re so good, let’s see you come up sixteen
feet and take the fish out of my mouth. Okay, Mopey? Everybody want to see him try it?”

Of course. The kids yelling, “Yeaaaaaaa—” as Maguire, with a piece of dead fish hanging from his
mouth, adjusted the pole, raising it a foot, thinking, Jesus Christ—

Karen came out of the round white building, Neptune’s Realm, down from the Flying Dolphin Show.
She waited on the walk, looking around, as the moms and dads with their cameras and kids moved on
to the Shark Lagoon.

There he was. Across the lawn, walking with a girl brushing her hair. Both wearing the white shorts
and red T-shirts. He must have come out another exit. Karen watched them go through the fence



enclosing the shark pool. Maguire mounted the structure that was like a diving platform, playing out a
mike cord behind him. The girl remained below: cute little thing with a lot of Farrah Fawcett hair.
Karen wondered how old the girl was. Not much more than twenty. She noticed Maguire was quite
tan, healthy looking; different than the man she remembered sitting in the dark. She approached the
crowd that rimmed part of the cement lagoon. There was an island in the middle, a palm tree and
several sleepy pelicans. Sharks moved through the murky water like brown shadows.

He looked younger in his white shorts. Good legs. His voice was different, coming out of the P.A.
system. It sounded like a recording.

“Nurse sharks do not have a reputation as maneaters, but like all sharks they’re very unpredictable.
They might not eat for three months, then go into a feeding frenzy at any time. What Lesley is doing is
jiggling that ladyfish on the end of the line to simulate a dying fish, which gives out low-frequency
sound waves that can be detected by a shark as far as...nine...hundred...yards away. There’s a shark
coming in from the left . . . Look at that.”

Karen watched Maguire, then let her gaze move over the crowd, pausing on some of the men. Which
one would you pick as an armed robber? Maguire would be about the last one.

“Well, this time for bait we’re going to use . . . Lesley. Yes, Lesley is going down into the lagoon in
an attempt to hand-feed a shark with her bare hand . . . using no glove or shark repellant of any kind or
. . . feed a barehand to a shark if she isn’t careful.”

The girl’s face raised, giving Maguire a deadpan look. Karen saw it. For some reason she thought of
Ed Grossi, Ed eating his cottage cheese with a spoon—an hour ago at Palm Bay.

Then coming over the S.E. 17th Street Causeway and seeing the sign, SEASCAPE. Why not? She felt
like doing something. She felt thoroughly herself, almost relaxed, for the first time in a week. And
probably the only woman here in a dress. Beige linen, gold chain and bracelet. She should have gone
home first and changed—remembering him saying, “Practically around the corner,” and telling him
she had never been here.

He was saying to his audience, “We’re not having a whole lot of luck getting the sharks into the
feeding area. As I mentioned they can go as long as three months without feeding. There’s one ...no,
changed his mind. Well . . . let’s give Lesley a big hand for getting down in the shark lagoon”— pause
—“she may need one some day.”

“You sounded a lot different,” Karen said.

“I know,” Maguire said. “I hear my voice on the P.A., I think it’s somebody else. You want a Coke or
something?”

“Don’t you have to work?”

“The main event’s on next. Go over there—see the yellow and white awning? I’ll meet you there in a
couple of minutes. He seemed glad to see her, but hesitant, almost shy.



Karen got two Cokes and sat down at a picnic table away from the cement walk and the refreshment
counter behind the grandstand. She heard, over the P.A. system, “Good afternoon ladies and
gentlemen, boys and girls. Welcome to Brad Allen’s World-Famous Seascape Porpoise and Sea-Lion
Show.” Pause. “And now, heeeeeeeeere’s Brad!”

Karen said, “Was that you?” as Maguire sat down across from her.

“I’m afraid so.”

“You always do it the same way?”

“Well—no, not always.”

“The other night, I couldn’t imagine you working here.”

“No—”

“I wasn’t inferring anything by that.”

“No, I understand. I’m a little out of place, but nobody’s caught on yet.”

“Maybe I know you better than most people,” Karen said. “Do you like doing this?”

“It’s all right. It beats tending bar.”

“Why don’t you quit?”

“I’m thinking about it.”

“Did you—” Karen paused. “Well, it’s none of my business. I wondered if you sent your friends their
share.”

“Yeah, their wives. I sent ’em money orders. They can use it.”

On the P.A. system in the background, Brad Allen was introducing Pepper, Dixie, and Bonzai to the
audience.

“I still don’t know the difference between a porpoise and a dolphin,” Karen said. “You never told me,
did you?”

“No, I guess we got into other things.” Looking away from her and then back, hesitantly.

He’d been doing that since she approached him. Natural, but just a little shy. She liked it and smiled
when he said, “You didn’t have to get all dressed up to come here.”

“I was having lunch with a friend. Then coming over the causeway I saw the sign and thought, Does
he really work there or not?”



“See? I wouldn’t lie to you.”

“I love your routine. Do you ever vary it?”

“Only when I forget lines. Or leave something out.”

Brad Allen was telling his audience that Lolly the sea lion was now going to balance the ball and
walk on her front flippers. “Heeeeey, look at that!”

“I don’t think you’re going to last here,” Karen said. “I mean I wouldn’t think you’d be able to take it
as a steady diet.”

“No—” He smiled, shaking his head. “You’re right.”

“What will you do then?”

“I don’t know. Go down to Key West, see if it’s changed any.”

“Not back to Detroit?”

“I doubt it.”

“We haven’t discussed Detroit yet,” Karen said. “Have we?”

“What’s to discuss? Have you ever been to Belle Isle? Greenfield Village?”

“How about where you went to school.” No— she shouldn’t have said that. Then, what year, getting
into ages. He was younger than she was. A few years, anyway.

“I went to De LaSalle,” Maguire said. “By the City Airport.”

She had meant college; he was referring to a high school. “I know where it is,” Karen said. “I lived
on the east side.”

“Where’d you go?”

“Dominican.”

“You’re a Catholic?” He seemed surprised.

“Sort of. Not the kind I used to be.”

“Yeah, I’ve fallen off myself. It’s funny, isn’t it?”

“What is?”

“I mean I’d never of thought of you as a Catholic. Even with your name.”



“Or with yours,” Karen said. “The thing that messes up yours is the Calvin.”

He was looking directly at her now.

“How old are you?”

Without a pause Karen said, “Thirty-eight. How old are you?”

“Thirty-six.”

“You don’t look it.”

“You don’t either,” Maguire said.

She should have told him thirty-six.

He said, “I told them I was thirty when I came to work here; everybody looked so young. I almost—
just now I almost said I was thirty-two. Why would I do that?”

“Well, no one wants to get old.”

“But thirty-six, thirty-eight, that’s not old. I figure it’s about the best age there is.”

“It’s all right,” Karen said, thinking, Thirty-eight; what year was I born? “I don’t give it much thought
one way or the other. You’re as old as you feel.”

“Right,” Maguire said. “Usually I feel about eighteen.”

“I like twenty-five,” Karen said. “I wouldn’t mind being twenty-five again. Do it right this time.”

“What would you do different?”

“Lots of things. I’d travel first, before I settled down anywhere.”

“Why don’t you do it now?”

“I may.”

“I’ve traveled,” Maguire said, “but mostly between here and Colorado. I’ve been to Mexico. Next—
in fact, I was gonna get a passport.” He paused. “Then something came up.”

“Where were you going?”

“Spain. The South of France, around in there. Get a car and drive, like Madrid to Rome. That sounds
pretty good.”

“I’ve always wanted to go to Madrid,” Karen said. “Málaga—”



“You’ve never been over there?”

“We used to go to the Greenbriar. Or SAE conventions.”

“Frank DiCilia did?”

“The other Frank, the first one. The second one, I couldn’t get him out of Florida.”

“Except go to Detroit now and then,” Maguire said, “if I recall you saying.”

“Eastern nine-five-two, Miami to Detroit, the dinner flight. Nine-five-three back again.”

“Well, what do you sit around in that big house for, if you’ve got the urge and you can go anywhere
you want?”

“Right,” Karen said. “It’s dumb, isn’t it?”

“You want to have dinner with me tonight?” Maguire said. “Anywhere you want. I just came into
some money.”

Three times Roland dropped the wrought-iron knocker against the front door. When Marta appeared,
he pushed the door all the way open and walked in past her.

“Missus isn’t here.”

Roland walked through the sitting room to the French doors and looked out on the patio.

“Where she at?”

“Missus isn’t here.”

Roland came back to the front hall and crossed to look into the living room, narrowing his eyes at the
size of it—the white plaster walls and beamed cathedral ceiling—as if to make the room smaller and
spot her hiding someplace.

“Where is she?”

As he moved toward the stairway, Marta said, “Let me see, please, if she is upstairs.”

Roland said, “You stay here, honey. You call anybody on the phone I’ll know about it, won’t I?” He
reached down as Gretchen came running across the polished floor to him. “Hey, Gretchie, how you
doin’ huh? How you doin’, girl? You gettin’ much?”

Karen was thinking, Thirty-eight from seventy-nine . . . forty-one.

Lying on the king-size bed in her robe, on top of the spread, ankles crossed, resting before her bath.

She would have been a war baby instead of a Depression baby. Forty-one and seventeen ...fiftyeight.



Graduated from high school in ’58. From Michigan in ’62. It wasn’t going to work. Unless she was
married to Frank—thinking of the first Frank—say, eleven years. That would make Julie— married,
living in L.A.—about fifteen.

So don’t mention Julie. Except what if he says—

She had already told him.

The other night, listing the two Franks, yes, and a daughter—my daughter the actress. Shit. She had
already mentioned Julie.

All right. She could have been married at Ann Arbor, still in school. Say, freshman year. If Julie was
born in ’60, she’d be nineteen now.

Better stay away from it. Change the subject if he brings up Julie.

Somebody was coming upstairs. Marta?

Avoid talking about age or tell him the truth. What difference did it make? She wasn’t even sure why
she was going out with him. She liked him; he was different; relaxed, low-key but very aware. She
liked him—it was strange—quite a lot. Right from the beginning. But how did you make room for
someone like Maguire? How did you explain him? Walking into the Palm Bay Club—

“Hey, look-it her waiting for me!”

Roland was in the room. She saw his hat, the color of his suit. She saw him coming, arms raised,
diving at her! Karen screamed. She rolled, reaching for the edge of the bed, and Roland landed next
to her with the sound of the frame cracking, ripping away from the oak headboard, collapsing, the
king-size boxspring and mattress dropping abruptly within the frame, to the floor.

Roland, on his elbows, close to her, hat low over his eyes, grinned at her.

“How you doin’?”

Karen screamed. “Marta!”

She tried to roll off the edge, but he caught her and held her to the bed beneath one arm across her
stomach.

“Take off my hat for me.”

“Get out of here!” And screamed again, “Marta!”

“I told her we wouldn’t need anything.”

Roland took his hat by the brim and sailed it away from the bed. His arm came down again to grab
her as she tried to twist away, free herself, and now he lowered his face to her, nuzzling it against her



neck, working aside the collar of the robe. “I ain’t gonna hurt you. This hurt?” His voice softly
muffled. “Feels kinda good, don’t it.” His face moving lower as he pulled her toward him to lie on
her back, his face nuzzling into the robe.

Karen held herself rigid, staring at the ceiling, feeling his mouth on her, his face moving side to side,
opening her robe. She could hear Gretchen in the room, license and ID tags jingling on her collar.

“We don’t have nothing on under there, do we? Mmmmmm, you sure smell nice.” He looked up then,
turning his cheek to her. “Here, smell mine.

Called Manpower. Little girl in the store said, ‘For the man who knows what he wants.’ You like it?”

Karen turned her face away, the perfumed astringent scent almost making her gag. Thinking, Don’t
move. Don’t fight. Breathe. His face moved lower, and she was staring at the ceiling again, feeling his
mouth, feeling her heart beating beneath his mouth.

“Don’t that feel goooood? Yeaaaah, feels good have somebody holding you again, don’t it? Been a
long, long time.” His mouth moving over her, voice drowsy, soft.

Thinking, Six months. Seven months. Thinking, There’s nothing you can do. Close your eyes. It could
be—his mouth moving—it could be anyone. It could be someone else. But her eyes remained open.

Anyone else, for God’s sake. But it wasn’t going to be this one!

Karen rolled into him, jabbed against him as hard as she could and abruptly rolled the other way,
reached the edge of the bed with her knee and one hand before he caught her again and she could feel
the bulk of him, his weight, against her back.

“Where you goin’, sugar?”

“I’m getting up.”

“What for? You got to make we-we?”

“I’m going to call Ed Grossi.”

“Hey, shit, you don’t want to bother Ed. This here’s between you and me. You feel it?” He pushed
against her. “That’s what’s between us, if you wondered I had something in my pocket. You want me
to tell you what it is?”

Karen didn’t answer.

“It’s my Louisville Slugger.”

“You know I’m going to tell Ed,” Karen said, seeing Gretchen now, white whiskers and sad eyes
looking up at her, only a few feet away. “You must be out of your mind.”



“With love,” Roland said. “Listen, come on. I wouldn’t hurt you for the world.”

“I saw Ed today.”

“You had a nice lunch, did you?”

Karen hesitated. How would he know that? She almost asked him; but it had nothing to do with right
now, with Roland pressing against her.

She said, “I think you’d better talk to Ed as soon as you can. You’re going to be in a lot of trouble.”

“I don’t mind trouble. Shit, I like a little trouble. Keeps you thinking.”

She wanted to jab her elbow into him as hard as she could, but she held on, keeping an even tone as
she said, “Talk to him. He’s agreed, I’m not going to be watched any more. The whole arrangement—
it’s over with.”

Roland lay heavily against her, silent for a moment. “No shit, Ed’s calling it off?”

“Talk to him, will you please?”

“You cry on his shoulder or kick him in the nuts? Either way, I believe, might work.”

“Call him. The phone’s right behind you.”

There was a silence again.

“But did he check with Frank? What’s Frank say about it?”

“Let me up, all right?”

Roland took his time. As he rolled away from her, Karen was off the bed, pulling her robe together,
moving across the room.

“Hold it there, sweet potato. Don’t go running off. I want to tell you something.”

“And I want you to leave. Right now.”

Roland got up slowly. “Messed up your bed, didn’t I?”

“Don’t worry about the bed. Just leave.”

“I can probably fix it for you.”

“Please, I’m asking you—”

Roland picked up his hat. He walked over to the wall of mirrors that enclosed Karen’s closet. “See,
what Ed says, like half the time don’t mean diddlyshit. Ed’s getting old, little guinea brain becoming



shriveled up from all that red wine.”

“Please. Talk to him yourself, all right?”

“See, but it ain’t up to Ed. What Frank DiCilia wants, it’s still like hanging out there in the air
somewheres. Frank didn’t say okay, never mind. Just Ed said it. But Ed, his thinking’s all fucked up,
ain’t it? So that means I have to take over.” Looking at himself in the floor-to-ceiling mirror, setting
his Ox Bow straw just right, little lower in front. “And see nobody gets close to you.” Looking at
Karen in the mirror now, Karen by the foot of the bed. “You follow me? Nothing’s changed. You start
seeing somebody, the fella’s likely to get one of his bones broke, and he won’t even know what for.”

Karen said, “You know I’m going to call Ed.”

Roland shrugged. “And he’ll shake his little guinea finger at me. But you know I’ll still be comin’
around, won’t I? And long as I do, I’m your big chance.”

Roland winked at her in the mirror.

10

MAGUIRE LOOKED UP THE NUMBER, then had to go over to the TV set to turn down the volume.
“Okay? Just for a minute.” Aunt Leona sat watching Barbara Walters talking to Anwar Sadat; she
didn’t say anything.

It was ten to seven.

“Hi. It looks like I’m gonna be a little late. This girl lives next door said I could use her car; but she
went somewhere. She isn’t back yet.”

“That’s all right,” Karen said. “Listen, why don’t we make it some other time then?”

“The car’s not that important,” Maguire said. “I wanted to pick you up, but if I can’t—we can meet
somewhere, can’t we?’

There was a pause.

“I guess we could.”

“What’s the matter?”

“Nothing. I was trying to think of a place.”

“You sound different,” Maguire said.

“Where do you want to meet?”

What was it? She sounded tired.



“If I don’t call you back by . . . seven-thirty, how about if we meet at the Yankee Clipper? Is that all
right?”

“Fine.”

“You don’t sound very enthusiastic about it.”

“Really, that’s fine. I’ll see you there.”

“About eight, if I don’t call—”

She had hung up.

Jesus Diaz wore a clean yellow sportshirt and his white poplin jacket to go to 1 Isla Bahía. At twenty
after seven he rang the bell at the side door. Marta let her brother in without a word, left him to wait
in the kitchen several minutes, returned and handed him the day’s cassette tape.

“What’s the matter?” Jesus said.

“Your friend Roland, what else.”

“He’s not my friend.”

“The pimp, he came today and attempted to rape her.”

“How do you know?”

“I heard it, how do I know. He broke the bed. Two hundred years old, he broke it jumping on her.”

“Maybe she wanted him to,” Jesus said.

“Go,” Marta said. “Get out of here.”

***

Roland was on the balcony of his eight hundreddollar-a-month Miami Shores apartment that had a
view down the street to the ocean, drinking beer with his boots off, feet in blue silk socks propped on
the railing. He let Jesus Diaz in, took Ralph Stanley and the Clinch Mountain Boys off the hi-fi and
plugged in his tape player-recorder.

“Lemme have it.”

They listened to a woman’s voice say, “Dorado Management . . . No, I’m sorry, Mr. Grossi has left
for the day.”

Jesus saw Roland wink at him; he didn’t know why.

Another woman’s voice said, “Hello?” . . . “Clara, is Ed there? It’s Karen.”



No, Ed had gone to some kind of business meeting. Roland thought they might talk awhile, but Karen
asked her to have Ed call and that was it.

Then the next voice, a man’s, said, “Hi. It looks like I’m gonna be a little late.”

Roland listened and played it again. He said, “Son of a bitch.” Looked at his watch and then at Jesus
Diaz. “Yankee Clipper. Go see who he is.”

“It’s only the first time. Maybe it’s nothing,” Jesus said.

“How you know it’s the first time?”

“I don’t know his name. Like the other ones on the phone.”

“Follow him then. See where he lives, look it up in the city directory.”

“Maybe he rents a place.”

“Jesus Christ,” Roland said, “then find out where he works. You understand what I mean? Follow the
dink till you find out about him. Let me know tomorrow, and I’ll tell you what to do.”

Jesus Diaz wanted to ask something about Mrs. DiCilia, but he didn’t know how to say it. So he left
to go to the Yankee Clipper.

They sat next to each other at a banquette table facing the bar and the portholes back of it that
presented an illuminated, underwater view of the hotel swimming pool.

Karen said, “I just realized why you come here.”

“I’ve never been here before.”

“The windows, like in the dolphin tank.”

“You’re changing the subject again.”

“No—I just noticed it.”

“I’m not dumb—” Maguire stopped, reconsidering. “I mean I’m not that dumb. This afternoon you’re
very relaxed, you talk, you’re interested. I call you—since then you’re like a different person. More
like at your house the other night. No, different. You’re quieter. But tense like you were then,
something on your mind.”

“Okay, I have something on my mind,” Karen said. Sitting next to him, she could look at the bar, the
portholes, the people in the room, without obviously avoiding his eyes. Or she could look down at her
menu open against the table, resting on her lap. “That happens, doesn’t it? A minor problem comes up,
something you have to work out.”



“I don’t think it’s minor,” Maguire said.

“There’s a man at the bar, the one in the white jacket. I think I know him,” Karen said, “but I can’t
remember where.”

Maguire raised his hand to the waitress, impatient, trying to appear calm, glancing at the guy sitting
sideways to the bar—him?—then looking up as the waitress came over. “Two more please, same
way.”

“That was two Beefeater on the rocks?”

The waitress checked their glasses, leaving Karen’s.

“Beefeater and a white rum martini.”

The waitress turned away and he said to Karen, “Look, I don’t care about the guy at the bar—”

“I know who he is,” Karen said. “Marta’s brother.”

“Okay,” Maguire said. “I don’t care about Marta’s brother. I don’t want to look at the menu yet, I just
want to know what’s the matter. Even if it’s none of my business. The other night you hint around like
you want to tell me something. You show me a gun, you want to know how to use it. I’ll admit
something to you. I purposely didn’t ask you the other night, because how do I know what I’m walking
into? I’ll tell you something else. I’ve been arrested nine times and not one conviction. I mean not
even a suspended. All kinds of sheets on me, but no convictions. The last time, I promised—I even
prayed, which I hadn’t done in, what, twenty years. Get me out of this one and I’ll never ...get in
trouble again. I’ll dedicate myself to clean living and not even talk to anybody who’s been in that
other life. So the other night—you don’t mind my saying, with your husband’s associations and all,
here’s Frank DiCilia’s wife wants to know how to use a gun. She must have all the protection she
needs, her husband’s friends still around—what does she want a gun for? See, that’s where I was the
other night. But now I’m asking you what the problem is. I don’t know why, maybe this afternoon did
something. You came to see me, you were very warm and open. That’s another thing. I feel something
with you. I feel close, and I want to help you if I can.”

“You were different this afternoon,” Karen said. “You seemed almost shy.”

“I don’t know, maybe I was a little self-conscious in my camp outfit, you seeing me there. But now
I’ve got my outfit on I feel good in. See, I’m me in this outfit. Tan and blue, it doesn’t matter that it’s
cheap or what anybody thinks of it, I feel good in it, I feel like the original me before I ever screwed
up or wasted time. Does that make sense? I don’t know—”

“I should’ve worn mine.” Karen was looking at him now, smiling. “You were funny this afternoon,
with your carnival voice.”

“And now I’m frustrated,” Maguire said. “I want to know what’s going on.”

The martini made her feel warm, protected. Still looking at him she said, “You have blue eyes,” a



little surprised.

“See?” Maguire said. “We’re both from the east side of Detroit, we’re both sort of Catholic and have
blue eyes. What else do you need?”

“There’s a man,” Karen said, and paused. “I think he’s going to ask me for money. Quite a lot of
money. And if I don’t give it to him, I think he’s going to kill me.” Still looking at him. “You tell me
what else I need.”

“Me,” Maguire said.

Jesus Diaz ordered another Tom Collins, his fifth one, the bartender giving him the nothing-look
again, not saying “Here you are,” or “Thank you, sir,” or anything, not saying a word. The bartender
looked like a guy named Tommy Laglesia he had fought at the Convention Center ten years ago and
lost in the fifth on a TKO. If the bartender did thank him or say something like that, the bartender had
better be careful of his tone. Jesus would take the man by the hair, pull his face down hard against the
bar and say, “You welcome.”

Shit. He was tired of looking at the empty green water in the windows, waiting for a swimmer to
appear, a girl. Tired of looking around, pretending to look at nothing. He didn’t like to drink this
much. But what was he supposed to do, sitting at a bar? What else would he be here for? While they
sat over there drinking. Nine-thirty, they hadn’t eaten dinner yet, Jesus Diaz thinking, I’m going to be
drunk. We are all going to be drunk. The two drinking and talking close together, looking at each
other, talking very seriously, the woman talking most of the time, the man in tan and blue smoking
cigarettes, talking a little, touching the woman’s hand, leaving his hand on hers. Like lovers. Man, he
was fast if they were lovers. Jesus Diaz had never seen him before. Maybe he was an old lover from
before, a lover from when she was married to Di-Cilia, yes, someone younger than the old man.
Young lover but old friend. That’s what he must be.

Ten-fifteen, still not eating. Not touching their drinks either. Now only a small amount remaining in the
sixth Tom Collins, the fucking bartender who looked like Tommy Laglesia pretending not to be
looking at him. Come over and say something, Jesus was thinking; tired, ready to go to sleep on the
bar.

Almost ten-thirty. They were leaving. They must have already paid the girl without him seeing it.
They were getting up, leaving!

The fucking bartender was down at the other end. Of course, talking to someone who wouldn’t stop
talking. Jesus Diaz stood up on the rung of the barstool.

“Hey!”

The bartender came to him and this time he said, “Like another?”

“Shit no,” Jesus Diaz said. “I want to get out of this fucking place.”



“We’ve got to eat something,” Karen said. “Three

martinis—you know what that does to me?”

“Four,” Maguire said. “It makes you feel good.”

They stood on the patio making up their minds, sit down or go back in. There was a breeze off the
channel, the feeling of the ocean close by.

“No worries,” Karen said. “No, you still have them, but they don’t seem as real. Maybe that’s the
answer. Stay in the bag and forget about it. Whenever he comes over, Marta can tell him Missus has
passed out. So—do you feel like a drink?”

“Not right now.”

“Something to eat then? Why didn’t we eat?”

“Lost interest, I guess. I’m still not hungry.”

Maguire was looking toward the house, at the dark archway and the French doors. A lamp was on in
the sitting room. He could see the back of the Louis XVI bergère. The windows of the living room
were dark; the upstairs windows dark, except for one. He could feel her next to him. She was wearing
a dark buttoned-up sweater now, over the dress he thought of as a long shirt, open at the neck, letting
him see the beginning soft-curve of her breast when they were sitting at the table. He took her arm,
and they began to walk out on the lawn toward the seawall.

“That’s one way,” he said. “Get stoned. But the other way, going to the cops—I’m not prejudiced, I
just don’t see it’ll do any good. Unless he’s awful dumb.”

“He acts dumb,” Karen said, “but I’m not sure. He’s so confident.”

“I doubt the cops’d put him under surveillance. They’ll tell you they’ll serve him with a peace bond
and that should do it. Like a warning, stay away from her. But it doesn’t mean anything because
how’re they gonna enforce it? He comes here. You call the cops. They come and he’s gone. They pick
him up, he says, ‘Who, me? I never threatened the lady.’ They shake their finger at him, ‘Stay away
from her.’ That’s about all they can do. But the way

it is, he hasn’t asked for anything yet.”

“No.”

“So it’s not extortion. How do you know he wants money?”

“What else is there?”

“I don’t know,” Maguire said, “but I think he’s interested in you more than the money. Or you and the
money.”



“You’re kidding.”

“Why not? What does he do? He worked for your husband?”

“He works for Ed Grossi, but I doubt if he will much longer.”

“Why not?”

“Why? After what he did?”

“He jumped on your bed,” Maguire said. “You can say he had rape in his eyes, but in the light of what
he does for Ed Grossi—we don’t know but it might be very heavy work, a key job—then all he did
was jump on your bed. Ed Grossi says, ‘Don’t worry, I’ll talk to him.’ And he says to Roland, ‘Quit
jumping on the lady’s bed, asshole,’ and that’s it.”

“Ed’s a friend of mine,” Karen said.

“That’s nice,” Maguire said, “but in his business you’re a friend when he’s got time or if it isn’t too
much trouble; unless you’re in the business with him and you’ve taken the oath or whatever they do—
even then, I don’t know.”

Karen thought about it, walking slowly in the darkness, holding her arms now, inside herself.

“What if I told Ed, I insist I be there when he speaks to Roland?”

“Fine,” Maguire said. “Then they put on this show. Take that, and that. Ed chews him out and Roland
stands there cracking his knuckles. Even if Ed’s serious, he wants the guy to stay away from you, how
important is the guy to Ed? Or how much control does he have over him? That’s the question.”

They stopped near the seawall, looking out at the lights of the homes across the channel.

“Are you cold?”

“Hold me,” Karen said. “Will you?”

He put his arms around her, and she pressed in against him. She felt small. He thought she would fit
the way Lesley did and feel much the same as Lesley, but she was smaller, more delicate; she felt
good against him. He wanted to hold her very close without hurting her. He became aware of
something else—though maybe it was only in his mind— that this was a woman and Lesley was a
girl. Was there a difference? He raised her face with his hand and kissed her. She put her head against
his cheek, then raised her face, their eyes holding for a moment, almost smiling, and they began to kiss
again, their mouths fitting together and then moving, taking parts of each other’s mouths, no Lesley
comparison now, Lesley gone, the woman taking over alone, the woman eager, he could feel it, but
holding back a little, patient. There was a difference.

He said, “Why don’t you show me the bed.”



She said, “All right—”

“Do you know what I thought about? The maid catching us. Why? It’s my house, I can do anything I
want.”

“Afraid she’ll go down to Southwest Eighth Street, tell everybody.”

They lay close, legs touching, the sheet pulled up now.

“But only for a minute,” Karen said.

“What?”

“That I worried about the maid. By the time we got to the stairs I couldn’t wait.”

“I couldn’t wait to see you,” Maguire said. His hand moved over her thigh to her patch of hair and
rested there gently. “To look at your face and look at you here”—his hand moving, stroking her—
“and see both of you. I tried to imagine, before, what it would look like.”

“Really? You do that?”

“No, not all the time. Most girls, I look at them and I’m not interested in what it looks like. I know, for
some reason and, well, it’s just there. It’s okay but it’s not that important. But every once in awhile I
look at a particular girl, a woman, and I don’t know what hers looks like, because it’s a very special
one, it’s hers, it’s part of her and—I can’t explain it. But that particular person I know I can feel very
close to.”

“And I’m one of those?”

“There aren’t that many. Just once in awhile I see a girl, a woman—”

“You’re having trouble putting me in an age group,” Karen said. “It’s okay, girl, woman. Which do
you want me to be?”

“No, see, I like the word girl. Giiirl, it’s a good word. Woman, I think of a cleaning woman.”

“And you like girls.”

“Yeah, but I’m not preoccupied, if that’s what you mean.”

“What about the shark girl? Let’s give her a hand because she may need one someday?”

“Oh. Lesley.” That was one thing about girls, women, he’d never understand. How they could read
your mind. “Lesley’s”—what was she?—“sort of spoiled. She pouts, puts on this act if she doesn’t
get her way. Or, she’s arrogant, very dramatic, and you have to wait around for her to come back to
earth.”



“Do you go out with her?”

“Well, I have. She’s the one who lives next door.

In fact it’s her aunt’s place, the Casa Loma. She got

me the apartment. It’s an efficiency really.”

“Oh,” Karen said.

“That’s all. I ride to work with her.”

“She’s a cute girl.”

“I guess so. If you like that type.”

“Do you picture her pubic hair?”

Jesus Christ—

“No. She’s not the type I picture. She’s more what they’re turning out today. Not a lot of individuality,
but a lot of hair and a cute ass. If that turns you on, fine.”

“Does she turn you on?”

“Lesley? I ride to work with her, ride home. We talk once in awhile.”

“But does she turn you on?”

“The only reason you pick her, you happened to’ve seen me with her.”

“Are there many others?”

“No, what I mean, it’s like if I picked out Roland because we were talking about him and I ask you,
when he jumped in bed with you, did it turn you on?”

“He jumped on the bed.”

“Yeah, but did it?”

“We sound like we’re married,” Karen said.

“This is what it’s like, huh? I always wondered if I was missing something.”

She turned her head on the pillow to look at him.

“I think you were miscast. You should’ve been



something else.”

“Yeah, like what?”

“I haven’t decided yet. But—you would’ve ended up in prison. You’re smart enough to know that.”



“That’s why I got out of it.”

“No, I think you’re out of it because you finally realized you never should’ve been in. That’s what I
mean you were miscast. Some wild idea influenced you.”

“Money,” Maguire said.

“See, you pretend you’re cynical, but you’re not. It wasn’t just money. Maybe the risk, or the
excitement.”

“Maybe,” Maguire said. “I remember telling Andre I could do without anymore thrills. Yeah, maybe
you’re right,” his tone thoughtful, going back in his mind and beginning to wonder how he’d got into
the life—always one more, just to raise traveling money—and how those years had gone by so fast.
He said, “That wasn’t me I was telling you about. It must’ve been somebody else.”

Looking at him lying next to her in her bed she could say to herself, My God, who is this guy? Or she
could say, Somebody I’ve known for a long time. She said to him, “You feel it, don’t you? You said
you felt close.” Putting her hand on his hand.

“Like the other night was years ago,” Maguire said. “Even dinner, the one we didn’t have, seems a
long time ago now.”

“That’s what I’ll tell Marta, we’re old friends,” Karen said, and smiled. “Why do I worry about
Marta? Even with Frank, I was never afraid to stand up to him.”

“I guess you did,” Maguire said.

“But I was always worried—not worried, concerned, with what the maid thought of me.”

“Because you think of her as a person and not just a maid,” Maguire said. “Talk about miscast, the
lady of the house. I don’t see you that way at all. A lady, yeah, I suppose, the way it’s used. But I
don’t see you just sitting around pouring tea.”

“How do you see me?”

“Well, like in a sweater and jeans, doing something outside.” He paused. “You want me to tell you,
really?”

“Yes, I’d love to know.”

“I see us,” Maguire said. “I see us driving through Spain. I see us at a sidewalk table, place with a
red awning. I see us looking at somebody, like some tourist, and nudging each other and laughing.”

She turned to him as he spoke, moving closer and laying her hand on his chest.

“I see us picking up our maps and a couple bottles of red wine to take with us.”



“What kind of car do we have?”

“Alpha Romeo. Convertible, with the top down.”

“Where’re we going?”

“Madrid to the Costa del Sol. And if we don’t like it, we’ll go to some other costa.”

“I think we’ll like it,” Karen said.

She thought, briefly, But who’s paying for it?

Then put it out of her mind. She felt safe. For the time being, she could close her eyes without
imagining something happening to her. She could picture herself doing whatever she wanted. She tried
to imagine the sidewalk cafe and the Alpha Romeo. But she saw herself coming out of a shop on
Worth Avenue, Palm Beach, putting on her sunglasses, and someone saying, That’s Karen DiCilia.

11

“THEN THEY GO BACK TO HER HOUSE,” Jesus Diaz said to Roland. “Then, you know, after
awhile, he goes home.”

Roland was down on the floor in his undershorts doing pushups, red-faced, tight-jawed, counting,
“Ninety-five...ninety-six . . . Where’s he live?” straining to say it.

Like the time on the toilet, Jesus Diaz thought. The time Roland, sitting on the toilet, grunting, making
noises, had made him stand in the doorway of the bathroom while Roland talked to him.

“He lives up by Northeast Twenty-ninth Street, in Fort Lauderdale.”

“One hunnert,” Roland said, getting up, breathing heavily with his hands on his hips. Jesus Diaz tried
to read what was printed in red on the front of Roland’s white bikini undershorts, without staring at
his crotch.

“You tell me she met him at the place. So then they both drive to her house?”

“No, he went in the car with her, the Mercedes.”

“Then how’d he get home?”

What was printed on Roland’s shorts, was Home of the Whopper. Jesus Diaz said, “He drove her car
home.”

“She let him use her car?”

“I guess so. He drove it to where he work, that place, Seascape.”



Roland squinted. “Seascape? The fuck is Seascape?”

“That kind of porpoise place. They have the shows there.”

“Jesus Christ,” Roland said. “Seascape, yeah. I believe Dorado owns it, or did. What’s he do there?”

“The tricks, you know, with the porpoise. Make them jump up, take a piece of fish out of his mouth.
All like that.”

“Well, you go on back and see him,” Roland said. “Take somebody with you to hold his arms.”

“Today you mean?”

“I mean right now, partner. Get on it.”

“Man, I’d like to get some sleep first.”

“What you need sleep for? Didn’t you go to bed?”

“I’m just tired,” Jesus Diaz said, and left to go do his job, tired or not.

Do it right or Roland would chew his ass out, tell him to quit chasing that Cuban cocha. Stay in shape
like him.

Sure, but if he’d said he was awake all night, except for dozing off—sitting in the mangrove bushes
across the street so the security car wouldn’t see him—then Roland would say, All night? You mean
to say the dink spent the night? Then Roland might go over there and do something to the woman
again.

Man, he was tired though.

Go home, get the Browning to put under his jacket, just in case. Pick up Lionel Oliva at the Tall Pines
Trailer Park; pull him out of bed. Hey, Lionel, you want to beat up somebody for a hundred dollars?
How big? Not big. Shit yes, he’d jump in the car. It shouldn’t be hard. The porpoise man didn’t look
very strong. Also he’d be tired out after his night in the two-hundred-year-old bed.

Marta had said, handing the early-morning cup of coffee to him out the side door, “If it wasn’t broken
before, it is now.” Saying it, not as a truth, but because she was happy for the woman.

Jesus Diaz was happy for her also. It was too bad he had to do this to her old friend.

Maguire said to the crowd on the top deck of the Flying Dolphin tank, “There’s the trick it took us
eighteen months to teach him. He lays on his side, raises one flipper and . . . that’s it. You can see why
we call him Mopey . . . Dick. Let’s give Mopey a hand. That must’ve worn him out.”

He had already noticed the Cuban-looking guy in the crowd, lining the cement rail. Yellow shirt,
white jacket. The same one Karen had pointed to who’d been sitting at the bar last night. Marta’s



brother.

Maguire, on the aluminum pole, gave them the double hand-feeding with Bonnie and Pebbles,
wondering if Marta’s brother was here to give him a message.

And the other Cuban-looking guy with him, why was he along, what, to watch?

Maguire asked the crowd, the little kids, if they wanted to see a mouth-to-mouth feeding. They said,
“Yeeeeeeeeees!”

No, he had seen too many like the other Cuban-looking guy. They were bouncers in go-go joints. They
hung around sports arenas. Marta’s brother looked like he’d been a fighter; the neck, the trace of scar
tissue around the eyes. The other Cuban-looking guy was bigger; he could be a lightheavy sparring
partner for a good middleweight.

“And that’s our Flying Dolphin Show for this afternoon,” Maguire said, and told everyone next, to
kindly proceed to the Shark Lagoon area. Hooker was doing the color over there today. Maguire’s
next job, in about twenty minutes, was to announce Brad Allen and then he’d be through. He picked up
the bucket of fish sections, looked over at the two guys as he stepped off the platform to the cement
deck.

They were waiting. The only ones still up here.

Maguire walked toward the stairway. He heard one of them say, “Just a minute.”

And thought, Your ass.

He put the bucket down without breaking stride, moving with purpose but not running yet or looking
around, down the stairway to the dim second level, the underwater windows of the tank showing dull-
green.

Now run. And if they ran after him, it was absolutely for certain not to deliver a message he wanted to
hear. He began running as he heard them on the stairway, his barefeet patting on the cement, their
running steps coming after him now, hitting hard, echoing. He ran past the tank windows seeing gray
shapes in the water, Bonnie and Pebbles grazing the glass, pacing him as he ran all the way around the
circular second level to the stairway again and up to the top deck.

The bucket of fish sections was where he’d left it. Maguire picked it up and stepped back from the
open doorway, hearing their steps coming up toward him now, stiffened his arm holding the bucket,
let the first one come through to the outside, Marta’s brother, and swung the bucket into the face of the
other Cuban-looking guy, turning him reeling, took the bucket in both hands, fish pieces falling out,
jammed it down over the guy’s head and, still holding onto it, ran the bucket, the guy coming with it to
the waist-high rail, hitting the cement as Maguire grabbed the guy’s legs and threw him into the tank.

Marta’s brother stood watching.

Maguire moved to the wire gate in the rail that opened to a small platform on the other side, close to



the water, where Hooker would go into the tank with his mask and air hose. Maguire waited, looking
from the gate to Marta’s brother who was fifteen to twenty feet away.

“What do you want?”

Jesus Diaz said, “This is a warning.” He didn’t know what else to say. “Keep away from the
woman.”

Maguire said, “What?” Not sure he heard him right. He looked past the gate to see the other Cuban
pulling himself up on the platform. Wet-gray bottlenose heads came out of the water to watch.
Maguire waited until the Cuban’s hand reached the top of the wire gate, his face appearing, coming up
slowly, and slammed a right hook into the face, sending the man back into the tank as the dolphin
heads disappeared.

“I’m talking about Missus DiCilia,” Jesus said.

“Keep away from her or we gonna throw you in that tank for good.”

Maguire scowled. His hand hurt something awful. He said to Jesus, “You work for Roland or what?”

Jesus said, “Be smart, uh? Stay away from her.”

Or what? Maguire thought. He took two steps toward Jesus, saw the man’s hands go behind his back
and reappear with a gun, a heavy automatic, Colt or a Browning. The other guy was coming up out of
the water again.

Maguire said, “Well, I got to go.”

Jesus said, “Don’t work too hard.”

Maguire went down the stairway holding his sore hand, shaking his head.

12

“THE FIRST THING YOU BETTER DO,” Maguire said, “is fire your maid, and anybody else
around here. How about the brother?”

“No, he doesn’t work for me.”

Karen was wearing big round sunglasses and a brown and white striped robe, open. Maguire couldn’t
see her face, her expression, as she looked at him and then out across the lawn; but he could see her
brown legs and firm little belly and the strip of tan material almost covering her breasts. Maguire
wore jeans and a shirt over his red Seascape T-shirt. He had come here from work and now, on the
patio, he was trying to make Gretchen go away so he could concentrate on Karen.

She said, “I can’t believe it. Marta’s been here as long as I have. I think she was seventeen when we
hired her.”



“Give her a reference then,” Maguire said. He’d push Gretchen away and she’d come back to him,
thinking he was playing.

“I can’t just fire her.”

“Can you get rid of her for awhile? Send her on an errand.”

“She did the grocery shopping yesterday—”

“Tell her you need some Spaghetti-O’s, something. We’ve got to get her out of here.”

“For how long?”

“An hour anyway.”

Karen got up and went into the house.

Maguire watched her. She didn’t seem worried or upset. She didn’t have nervous moves or do
anything with her hands. Andre Patterson would try to sign her up.

Maguire had told her about Jesus Diaz and the other one coming to see him, not telling her all of it,
but making a point of the warning. That was clear enough, wasn’t it? Jesus worked for Roland. If they
knew things about Karen that Marta could have observed, then Marta was telling them. And if they
knew things Marta couldn’t have known, then the house was bugged or there was a tap on the phone.
Probably a tap. Karen had said, “Really?” quietly interested. Was she different again? She seemed
different every time he saw her.

There was a newspaper on the umbrella table, part of the Miami Herald, the “Living Today” section.
Maguire reached for it. It wasn’t today’s “Living Today” though. It was last Sunday’s, and he didn’t
immediately recognize the woman in the photo. Karen DiCilia and a man, her former husband—yes,
somewhat familiar to Maguire from newspaper photos years ago—Frank DiCilia. Both dressed up,
both wearing dark glasses, coming out of someplace, a doorman standing behind them.

The headline said, WHAT IS KAREN DICILIA’S SECRET? A smaller line, above it, said, WIDOW
OF MOBSTER WON’T TALK.

In the Miami paper, taking up the top half of the page. He didn’t know how he could have missed it.

The story below, with before-and-after shots of a woman, said, TWENTY-YEAR WAR ON FAT
TAPERS OFF IN VICTORY, and maybe Aunt Leona had cut it out of the paper. There were usually
things cut out of the Herald by the time he got it Sunday evening.

“Widow of Mobster . . .” Jesus, he bet she loved that. The photo with Frank was dated four years ago.
She looked the same.

“Why would an attractive forty-year-old widow, comfortably situated, chic, outgoing . . .”



Forty years old?

And that was four years ago.

“. . . give up her independence to marry a former (?) Detroit mob boss relocated in Fort Lauderdale’s
fashionable Harbor Beach area?”

Maguire’s eyes moved down the columns. Background stuff. Formerly Karen Hill. Married to an
engineer. Daughter an actress.

“Since Frank DiCilia’s death, Karen has become virtually a recluse, seldom venturing out to the
fashionable clubs or attending the charitable benefits that used to be de rigueur for her.

“Turn to Page 2D Col. 1”

Maguire turned.

“Woman of Intrigue”

And a current shot of Karen in a pale bikini, hands on her hips, white sunhat and sunglasses, a grainy
photo that had been blown up or shot from some distance.

Maguire looked out past the lawn to the seawall, where she might have been standing in the photo.

The hands on hips defiant rather than provocative. The soft hat brim straight across her eyes behind
round sunglasses. Nice shot. The slim body somewhat slouched, but in control; yes, with a hint of
defiance.

A phrase caught his eye. “The mystery lady of Isla Bahía,” and he thought, It’s a good thing she
doesn’t live on Northeast Twenty-ninth Street.

It didn’t look as though the reporter, a woman, had learned much about her. There seemed to be more
questions than facts. Maguire was still reading the piece when Karen came out.

She said, “Oh,” for a moment off guard.

“I didn’t know I was with a celebrity,” Maguire said. He held the newspaper section aside, looking
up at her.

“You didn’t?” Karen said. She took the paper from him and folded it into a small square, hiding
something thousands of people had already seen.

“That’s a nice shot of you in the swimsuit.” The same one he was looking at now, the robe hanging
open, very thin waist, tight little tummy curving into the tan panties that crossed her loins in a straight
line. Maguire moved in the canvas chair, reseating himself.

“It was taken here, wasn’t it?”



“From a boat. I didn’t know it was a news photographer.”

“They’re starting to move in on you.”

She looked at him, but didn’t say anything. Her expression almost the same as the one in the photo.

“The woman that wrote it,” Maguire said, “why didn’t you tell her what’s going on?”

“How could I do that?”

“Why not? Get it out in the open.”

“Don’t you think I’d look a little stupid? The dumb widow involved in some Sicilian oath.”

“Well, you’re not dumb and it is happening, isn’t it? What I’m thinking, you expose Roland and maybe
he’ll go away.”

“And expose Karen DiCilia,” Karen said. “Would you like to read about yourself, involved in
something like this, in a newspaper?”

“I don’t know,” Maguire said, “if I thought it would do the job.”

“I have to handle Roland,” Karen said, “if Ed Grossi doesn’t.” She folded the newspaper section
again and shoved it into the pocket of her robe. “I gave Marta the evening off.”

“Good,” Maguire said.

“She didn’t want to go.” Karen was watching him now from behind her sunglasses. “I told her we
wanted to be alone. It doesn’t matter now what she thinks, does it?”

“It never did,” Maguire said.

He located the telephone line coming in from the street, through the mangrove trees, to the house, and
pointed to the piece of metal clamped to the line, an infinity transmitter. A second line ran from the
terminal point at the house to a corner window and entered Marta’s room between the brick and the
window casing.

In the room itself the line led to a voltage-activated recorder beneath Marta’s bed. Maguire explained
it—part of an accumulation of knowledge picked up along the way to nowhere; though sometimes bits
and pieces came in handy.

“The telephone rings, the voltage on the line automatically turns on the cassette, and the phone
conversation is recorded on a cartridge tape. Marta gives the tape to her brother or Roland and they
know who you talk to, where you’re going—I guess they learn all they need to know.”

Karen didn’t say anything. She stared at the recorder, her words in there, the sound of her voice
contained within the flat cartridge, with its window and two round holes. Telling what?



“You want to give Roland a message?” Maguire flicked a switch on and off.

Still she didn’t say anything.

“Get rid of Marta,” Maguire said.

“Or keep her. Let them listen,” Karen said. “Which is better, if Roland finds out we know about it or
if he doesn’t?”

“That went through my mind,” Maguire said. “I let it go.”

Karen looked up from the recorder. “It might be to our advantage.”

“We talk,” Maguire said. “I phoned—that’s how they knew we were meeting the other night.”

“But what do they learn, really? We could use some kind of code.”

She was serious, taking off her sunglasses now, her eyes quietly alive.

“The question is, what did Roland hear before,” Maguire said. “Something he might’ve learned that
turned him on, you might say, to go independent.”

“What do you mean, turned him on?”

“Like money,” Maguire said. He hesitated, then took a chance. “Maybe he heard you tell somebody
you keep money in the house.” She was staring at him now, and he looked down at the recorder again,
fingering the different switches. “It’s just a thought. Or he heard you talking to your accountant, your
banker, somebody like that. It’d be a way of finding out what you’re worth.”

“Maybe he’s not the only one who’s interested,” Karen said.

“No, your maid, her brother—”

“What do you think I’m worth?” Karen said.

“I don’t know, three million, thirty million,” Maguire said. “You get into those figures, I don’t see
much difference. But how does he get his hands on it unless it’s sitting there. You’re not gonna write
him a check.”

“He hasn’t asked for anything.”

“No, but he’s leading up to something. We’re pretty sure of that.”

“You haven’t asked for anything either,” Karen said.

“What am I, the help? You hiring me?”

“That’s not an answer,” Karen said.



“Why don’t I go home and get dressed,” Maguire said. “We’ll go out, have dinner, hold hands, look at
each other. You can tell me what you want, and I’ll tell you what I want. How’s that sound?”

“I’ll tell you right now what I want,” Karen said.

Maguire picked up a pizza on the way home (Were they ever going to go out and have dinner
together?), took off his shirt, put a cold beer on the table, and began eating, starving.

There were three rattling knocks on the front-door jalousie. Lesley came in still wearing her white
shorts, no shoes, and a striped tanktop. She said, “I just got in, too; I was out all evening. Hey, can I
have a piece?”

“Help yourself.”

“What kind is it?”

“Pepperoni, onions, cheese, a few other things.”

“Yuk, anchovies.”

Like they were worms. Lesley being sensitive, delicate. He wondered when she’d ask about the car,
the silver-gray Mercedes 450 SEL parked in front. She took dainty bites, holding an open palm
beneath the wedge, bending over the table to give him a shot of her breasts hanging free in the tanktop.

“You still have Sunday’s paper?”

“How should I know?”

“Aunt Leona keeps newspapers, doesn’t she? Gives them to some charity drive?”

“She sells them. She’s so goddamn money-hungry. Where you going?”

“I’ll be right back.”

Maguire went in through the manager’s apartment, past Leona asleep in her Barcalounger, with a TV
movie on, to the utility room off the kitchen. There were several weeks of newspapers stacked against
the wall. He began looking through the first pile and there it was, last Sunday’s edition of the Herald,
finding it right away. Sometimes that happened. He pulled out the “Living Today” section, glancing at
Karen and Frank DiCilia, then took the sports section, too, and slipped “Living Today” in behind the
sports pages.

Lesley was sitting now, her chair turned away from the table, one foot on the seat, a tan expanse of
inner thigh facing him. A lot of flesh there.

“Why’re you so interested in the paper?”



“There’s a story on the Tigers I missed.”

“I think baseball’s boring. Nothing ever happens.”

Maguire was eating. He didn’t care what Lesley thought. He wondered, though, how she’d get around
to the car.

She said, “Brad’s really pissed at you, you know it?”

“Why?”

“You were supposed to stay after and work with Bubbles.”

It sounded like she was talking about school.

“I forgot,” Maguire said. He’d left without looking back, not wanting to see the two Cubans again.

“Brad saw you take off in the car. He goes, ‘Jesus Christ, where’d he get that, steal it?’ ”

That was how she did it, indirectly. Maguire worked his way through another pizza wedge, not giving
her any help.

“Brad goes, ‘He didn’t have it yesterday. He must’ve got it last night.’ ”

Maguire drank some of the cold beer: really good with the salty anchovy taste.

“ ‘Somebody must’ve loaned it to him.’ Then he goes, ‘But who would he know that owns a fucking
Mercedes?’ ”

“I bet you said that, not Brad,” Maguire said.

“I might’ve. Somebody said it.”

“It’s a friend of mine’s,” Maguire said. “I’m using it while he’s out of town.”

“Well, let’s go someplace in it.”

“I’m not allowed to take passengers. He’s afraid it’ll get messed up.”

“You big shit, you’re just saying that.”

“It’s the truth.”

“Who’s is it?”

“Guy by the name of Andre Patterson.”

“The one you were talking to on the phone?”



Talking about on the phone to Andre’s wife, but it didn’t matter. “Right. He went on a vacation.”
Christ, 20 to life. He should write to Andre, tell him how things were going. He wanted to read the
newspaper story again and look at the picture of Karen on the seawall.

“How would he know the difference?” Lesley said. “I mean just me, not a lot of people.”

“Maybe,” Maguire said. “You want some more?”

“No...I feel like—” She gave him a sly look. “You know how I feel?”

“How?”

“Horny. Isn’t that funny? I don’t know why.” She looked over at the bed. “You want to lie down, see
what happens?”

“Your feet are dirty,” Maguire said.

“My feet?”

“Actually I’m awful tired. You mind?”

“Jesus Christ,” Lesley said, getting up. “You have a headache, too?”

“No, but I don’t feel too good. I think maybe the pizza.” He said, “Why don’t you catch me some other
time, okay?”

“Why don’t you catch this,” Lesley said, giving him the finger and slammed the jalousie door, rattling
the frosted-glass louvers.

There were times, yes, when he didn’t mind dirty feet. Or, there had been times. But going from one to
the other, from the woman to the girl, he couldn’t imagine ever having to try and compare them.
Hearing Lesley’s voice, “Brad’s really pissed at you.” Serious. A crisis because he’d forgotten to
stay after closing to work with the young dolphin. “Brad goes, ‘What’d he do, steal it?’ ” Brad and
Lesley, the whole setup, like a summer camp. Then

hearing Karen’s voice:

“What do you think I’m worth?”

Karen’s voice:

“I’ll tell you right now what I want.”

Not putting it on, trying to act sultry, but straight. Looking at him without the sunglasses. “I’ll tell you
right now what I want.”

She wanted it, too. She had said the first time, “I could hardly wait.” This time was like the first time



multiplied, more of it, more free and easy with each other, fooling with each other in that big broken-
down bed, then getting into it, picking it up, beginning to race, feeling the rush. It was as different as
day and night, the girl and the woman. The girl okay, very good in fact, but predictable: the same
person all the way, making little put-on sounds— “Oh, oh, oh, don’t stop now, God, don’t ever
stop”—she must’ve read somewhere and decided that was how you made the guy feel good. The
woman, the forty-four-year-old woman didn’t fake anything. She watched him with a soft, slightly
smiling look that was natural. She moved her hands all over him, everywhere, which the girl never
did—as though the girl was supposed to get it and not give unless she gave as a special favor; the girl
very open and, quote, together, saying, “You want to fuck?” if she felt like it; except that it had no
bearing on how she was in bed—the girl not aware of the two of them the way the fortyfour-year-old
woman was. The woman in the photograph. The lady in the million dollar home. The lady. That was
the key maybe. The lady, with a poise and quiet tone, easing out of the role as they moved over and
around each other on the bed, not being tricky about it but natural, touching, entering the special place
of the slim, good-looking lady, moving in and owning the place for awhile, right there tight in the
place, and the lady trying to keep him, hold onto him there. Yes, there. Now that was different. That
was being as close to someone as you could get without completely disappearing into the person,
gone. Man. To look forward to that for another—how many years? Wondering if it was a
consideration, a possibility. Maybe not. But at least feeling close enough to be able to say, “They got
your age wrong in the paper.” Smiling.

“They got a number of things wrong,” Karen said, “including the way it was written.”

“All the questions. It was like a quiz.” Kissing her shoulder, her, neck, feeling it moist. “I don’t care
how old you are...we are. What difference does it make?”

“None that I can think of,” Karen said.

Her tone was all right, but what did it mean? None, because the way they felt, it didn’t matter?

Or none, because nothing was going to come of this anyway?

“I’m almost forty,” Maguire said. “It’s just another number. Forty, that’s all.”

“Then why are you talking about it?” Karen said.

They went downstairs and sat in the living room, with drinks Karen made at the built-in marble bar.
Maguire checked the room for hidden mikes planted behind figurines and paintings or in the white
sofa and easy chairs. They talked about Roland, what he might ask for, wondering if they could get
him to ask for it over the phone, make an extortion demand and hook him with his own device. Which
wasn’t likely. Sometime, Karen said, she’d like him to look at the antiques and art objects and tell her
what they were worth. Maguire was ready to do it now, but they went outside instead, all the way out
to the seawall. They stood looking at tinted points of light in the homes across the channel, at cold
reflections in the water. He thought of the photo again that had been taken here, Karen standing with
hands on hips, legs somewhat apart, sunhat and sunglasses—the slim, good-looking woman who was
close to him, in a skirt now, barefoot.



He liked skirts. He liked the idea of lifting up a skirt, something from his boyhood, something you did
with girls. She moved against him when he began to kiss her. She let herself be lowered to the grass
where he began to bring her skirt up to her hips and put his hand under it.

Gretchen came out and hopped around them, sniffing their legs. Maguire told the dog to get the hell
out of there.

Sitting on the patio, another drink; were they going to go out to eat or not? It was strange the way she
brought up the question of the dog, surprising him, asking him why he wasn’t nice to Gretchen.

He said, “What do you mean I’m not nice to her? What do you say to a dog that’s not nice?”

She said, “You ignore her. Until tonight you only said one word to her, the first time you came here,
you told her to relax.”

“Well, that was nice,” Maguire said. “What do I want to talk to a dog for? I talk to dolphins all day,
and I don’t ordinarily, you’re right, talk to animals at all. I don’t have that much to say to them.”

She said, “You know who’s nice to Gretchen?”

He said, “I’ll talk to the dog when I have time. I’ll be very happy to.”

“Roland,” Karen said. “He can’t keep his hands off her.”

Maguire said, “Well, I’d keep an eye on him if I were you.”

He said that, and they were friends again. The strange part was feeling a little tension between them
over the dog. Or else he imagined it.

No, the dog wasn’t a problem. What mattered was, they always got back to Roland.

He said to her, “I guess I’m gonna have to meet him, aren’t I?” A few moments later he said, “I don’t
see you having conversations with the dog.”

13

THE REASON ROLAND SERVED the six months at Lake Butler:

Dade County Criminal Division had charged Jimmy Capotorto with three counts second degree and
one count first degree murder: the victims being the three employees who died in the Coral Gables
Discount Mart fire and the star witness who died of gunshot wounds in the parking lot of the VA
Hospital. Dade County knew, circumstantially, Coral Gables Discount had borrowed shylock money
from Jimmy Cap. They had the written testimony of the star witness, the former Coral Gables
Discount owner, that described how Jimmy Cap had taken over management of the company and had
decided to liquidate. They lost their star witness in the VA Hospital parking lot, on Eighteenth Street
Road. But they now had a second star witness who described Jimmy Cap and revealed the license
number of his two-tone red and white Sedan d’Ville pulling out of the lot moments following the



sound of several gunshots; this within two blocks of the Dade County Public Safety Department
offices. Jimmy Cap’s lawyer pointed out that the first star witness was a drug addict and had gone to
the VA Hospital parking lot to purchase stolen morphine to relieve his tensions. The second star
witness, however, was a one-legged ex-Marine who had come out of the hospital after visiting one of
his buddies. He said on the witness stand, pointing to Jimmy Capotorto, “Yes sir, that’s him.”

Jimmy Cap’s lawyer put Roland Crowe on the stand, and Roland said Jimmy Cap had spent the
evening with him visiting a Cuban lady out on Beaver Road off the Tamiami Trail. The Cuban lady
was waiting to go on next if they needed her.

The state’s prosecutor hammered away at Roland’s credibility, bringing out the fact Roland himself
had served eight years in Raiford for second degree murder—objected to and sustained, but there it
was—then asked Roland if he had spoken to their witness, the ex-Marine, out in the hall. Roland said,
“No sir.” The prosecutor said hadn’t he, Roland, said to the ex-Marine, “You only got one leg now.
How’d you like to keep talking and go for none?” Roland said if the Marine had said that, then the
Marine was a fucking liar. The judge warned Roland his language would not be tolerated. The
prosecutor kept at Roland, trying to hook him. But Roland remained cool. He said to the state’s
prosecutor, “What you say, sir, is your opinion. The only thing is, opinions’re like ass-holes,
everybody’s got one.”

Roland was sentenced to a year and a day for contempt, reduced to six months following an appeal.
But he had stared long enough at that one-legged Marine, who finally said maybe he’d been mistaken
about his testimony.

Jimmy Cap talked about it all the time, describing Roland on the witness stand, even describing
Roland to Roland himself, the way the gator had fucked their minds around with his you-all bullshit
and had actually distracted them from the reason they were in court. Jimmy Cap, at one point, had
said to Roland, “Hey, I owe you six months.”

When Roland came to see Jimmy Cap, at his office in the Dorado Management suite, Jimmy Cap said,
“Buddy”—meaning it—“what can I do for you?”

“I was supposed to see Ed,” Roland said, “but I guess he’s out of town.”

“So talk to Vivian.”

“Vivian’s out too.”

“Is it important?”

“He’ll chew my ass cuz I can’t find him.”

“When they’re both away,” Jimmy Cap said, “they’re shacked up at Vivian’s for a couple of days. Ed
tells Clara he’s gone to Pittsburgh or some fucking place, they’re up in Keystone.”

“Yeah?” Roland grinned, tilted up his Ox Bow and sat down. “That reminds me. The company



manages a condo up in Boca, don’t it?”

“Oceana,” Jimmy Cap said.

“And Frank DiCilia had a place there he used, if I ain’t mistaken?”

“That’s right.”

“But I don’t imagine anybody’s using it much no more. I know the lady ain’t cuz I’m the one watching
her. You know about that?”

“Jesus,” Jimmy Cap said, “that’s a weird setup. Ed told me something about it, I said, Jesus Christ,
we back in the fucking Sicilian Mountains or Miami, Florida? We got better things to do. She’s not a
bad-looking broad either, you know it?”

“Look but don’t touch,” Roland said. “I got one firmer and younger up in Boca just dying for it. But
this problem, see, she’s a waitress at a place up there? And she’s married. She can get out of the
house only maybe a couple hours in the evening; but I don’t have no place to take her up there. You
follow me? I mean a nice place, to impress her a little bit.”

Jimmy Cap said, “So you’re thinking of Frank’s apartment.”

“If it’s sitting there going to waste,” Roland said.

“I remember I took a piss in there once, it had this great big bathtub you walked up some steps to get
in.”

“Clean the little waitress up first,” Jimmy Cap said. “Sure, I’ll get you a key anytime you want.”

“Now’d be fine,” Roland said. He waited a moment. “Oh, hey, you got Vivian’s private number up
there in Keystone?”

“Is it important?”

“Life or death situation,” Roland said. He grinned, but he meant it.

Maguire said, “I’m gonna make a phone call, that’s all. I’ll be right there.”

Brad Allen said, “You come to my office right now or you’re out of a job.”

The camp director. The school principal. Tell him what to do with the job.

Maguire watched him walking away. Pretty soon, he thought. He followed Brad to the office beneath
the grandstand, ten by twelve, with a wooden desk, one chair, four cement walls covered with photos
of Brad Allen and dolphins—Brad & Pepper, Brad & Dixie, Brad & Bonnie—Brad feeding, patting,
kissing, presenting, admonishing, cajoling dozens of different one-name dolphins that, to Maguire, all
looked like the same one.



Brad, seated, looking up at Maguire standing at parade rest, said, “All right, here’s the new routine.

You ready?”

“I’m ready,” Maguire said.

“Beginning of the Flying Dolphin Show, most of the people’ve just come in. Right?”

“Right.”

“You say, ‘Anybody notice that lion out there by the main entrance?’ ” Brad’s tone becoming an
effortless drawl.

Jesus Christ, Maguire thought.

“ ‘We got Leo—that’s the lion’s name—to keep out undesirables, anybody that might come in and
cause trouble. But the trouble is, the lion’s asleep all the time. Never moves. That’s why you might
not’ve noticed him.’ Then you say, ‘Leo did cause a problem, though, one time, back when, for some
reason, our porpoises were all getting sick and dying on us. Well, this fella came along and said,
“What you got to do is feed your porpoises seagull meat, and I guarantee they’ll live forever.” He
said he’d supply it, too. Well, we’d try anything, so we told him okay, bring some gull meat. Well, the
next day he’s walking in with it, stepping over Leo, when all of a sudden about a dozen cops jumped
out and arrested him. And you know what for?’ You wait then, make sure you’ve got everybody’s
attention. Then you say, ‘He was arrested for transporting gulls over the staid lion for immortal por

poises.’ ” Brad Allen grinned. “Huh? What do you think?” “Can I use your phone?” Maguire said.

“Karen, how are you?” “Who is this?” “You know who it is.” “Let me see. Is it Howard?” “Come on
—” “Don’t you know when I’m kidding?” “Well, I thought I had a sense of humor, but I

think it was just ruined for good. Like pouring

sugar in a gas tank.” “Where are you?” “I’m at work. Listen, let’s meet tonight.” There was a silence.
Karen wondering what to

say. “At the Yankee Clipper. No, I’ll try to pick you

up about eight, then we’ll go there. Okay?” Tentatively, “Okay.” A pause. “Are you sure?” “Yeah,
there’s somebody I want to see. So wait

for me to pick you up.” “I understand,” Karen said.

Jesus Diaz had taken Lionel Oliva to Abbey Hospital to get thirteen stitches in his head and four
inside his lower lip. They were in the Centro Vasco the next day, in the afternoon, Jesus having
something to eat, Lionel Oliva drinking beer, holding it against the swollen cut in his mouth, when
Roland came in. Roland said, “What’s the matter with him?”



“He hit his head,” Jesus said.

“I want you to pick up the tape after supper and drop it off,” Roland said.

Jesus looked up at Roland and said, “I’m going to Cuba.”

“What d’ya mean you’re going to Cuba? Shit, nobody goes down there. It’s against the law.”

Jesus had, only this moment, thought of Cuba. If he wasn’t going there he’d go someplace else. “You
can go there now,” he said. “I got to see my mother. She’s dying.”

“Well, shit,” Roland said, “I got things going on, I got to go up to Hallandale—” Roland was
frowning; he didn’t like this. “When you coming back?”

“I don’t know,” Jesus said. “I have to wait to see if she dies.”

“Well, listen, you pick up the tape and drop it off ’fore you go to Cuba. Don’t forget, either.” Roland
turned and went toward the front of the quiet, nearly empty restaurant.

“Where did he get that suit?” Lionel Oliva said, not moving his mouth. “It makes you close your
eyes.”

Jesus Diaz was still watching Roland, the hat, the high round shoulders, the light behind him as he
moved toward the front entrance.

“I’d like to be able to hit him,” Jesus said. “I would, you know it? If I could reach him.”

“When you going to Cuba?” Lionel Oliva said.

“Fuck Cuba,” Jesus said. “Man, I’d like to hit him, one time. I think I’d like a Tom Collins, too.”

Roland liked Arnold Rapp’s balcony view a whole lot more than his own. You could look straight
down on the swimming pool and some palm trees or turn your head a notch and there was the Atlantic
Ocean. It didn’t make sense. Here was Arnold, about to have a nervous breakdown, with the good
view. Whereas Roland, who had the world by the giggy at the present time, had a pisspoor view of
the ocean down a street and between some apartments.

He said to Arnold, “You don’t get outside enough. Look at you.”

“Look at me?” Arnold said. “How’m I gonna get outside, I’m on the fucking telephone all day. Now,
you know what I gotta do now? Borrow money, for Christ sake, a hundred grand, guy I know in New
York—if he was here I’d kiss him, shit, I’d blow him, he says he’s gonna come through. That’s what I
have to do, get deeper in hock so I can buy time to put together some deals, I

ought to go outside.”

“You got this week’s?” Roland said.



“What’re you talking about this week’s? I don’t owe you till Friday.”

“Couple of days, what’s the difference?”

“You kidding? Almost eight grand a day, man; it makes all the fucking difference in the world.”

“Ed don’t think you’re gonna pay it.”

“He doesn’t, huh.”

“He thinks you’re gonna get on a aeroplane one of these days,” Roland said. “He thinks we ought to
settle up. So he said go on see Arnie, get it done.”

“Get what done? Jesus Christ, now wait a minute—”

Roland reached inside his suitcoat and brought out a .45 caliber Smith & Wesson revolver with a six
and one-half inch barrel, one of the guns he kept stored for this kind of work.

“Now come on—Jesus, put it away.”

Extended, pointed at Arnold sitting on the couch, the big Smith covered Arnold’s face and half his
body. Roland reached down to the easy chair next to him and picked up a satin pillow. He held it in
front of the muzzle, showing Arnold how he was going to do it as he moved toward him, the poor
little guy pressing himself against the couch, nowhere to go, looking like he was about to cry.

“I’m gonna pay you. Man, I’m paying you, haven’t I been paying? I got some money now you can
have.”

“Shut your eyes, Arnie.” Roland took the pillow away so Arnie could look into the .45 muzzle that
was like a tunnel coming toward his face. “Close your little eyes, go seepy-bye.”

Those eyes wild, frantic, the gun right there in his face.

“Ready?” Roland said. “Close ’em tight.”

Arnold grabbed the barrel, wrenching it, twisting, rolling across the satin couch. Roland yelled out
something, his finger caught in the trigger guard, then grabbing the finger as it came free, holding it
tight, the finger hurting something awful, and there was Arnold aiming the gun at him now, pointing it
directly at his chest, Arnold closing his eyes, the dumb son of a bitch, as he held the Smith in both
hands and pulled the trigger.

Click.

Pulled it again.

Click.



And again and again.

Click, click.

Roland grinned.

Arnold hunched over and started to cry.

Roland took the gun from him, lifting it between thumb and two fingers by the checkered walnut grip
and slipped it back into the inside pocket of his suit jacket. He patted Arnold on the shoulder.

“It ain’t your day, is it, Arnie? Come on out on the balcony.”

Arnold pulled away from him, his mouth ugly the way he was crying without making much of a sound.

“You dink, I ain’t gonna throw you off. We’re gonna sit out in the air while I tell you how you can get
born again.”

“I don’t see why I can’t meet him someplace here,” Arnold said. He was sighing, but starting to
breathe normally again.

Poor little fella, his nose wet and snotty. Roland handed him a red bandana handkerchief.

“You got Drug Enforcement on your ass, you dink. Ed ain’t gonna chance being seen with you around
here.”

“I don’t see why Detroit.”

“Arnie, I don’t give a shit if you see it or not. That’s where Ed says he’ll meet you.”

“When?”

“Tomorrow, maybe the day after. You go to the hotel there at the Detroit airport and wait for a call.
Ed’ll get in touch with you.”

“Yeah, but when?”

“When he feels like it, you dink.” Shit, maybe he ought to forget the whole thing and throw the dink off
the balcony.

“Then what?”

“Then you meet someplace, you tell him your deal.”

“What deal?”

“Jesus Christ, you told me to get Ed to bank a couple of more trips, and he could take it all. Didn’t
you tell me that?”



“Yeah, right. I wasn’t sure.”

“Listen, Ace, I’m standing here in the middle with my pecker hanging out. You better be sure you got a
deal to make him.”

“Don’t worry about it.”

Roland liked that tone of confidence coming back into Arnold’s voice, the dumb shithead. He brought
a folded Delta Airlines envelope out of his side pocket and handed it to Arnold.

“This here’s your flight. Tomorrow noon. You’ll be driving out to the airport in your Jaguar, huh?
License ARN-268?”

“I’ll probably take a cab.”

“Drive,” Roland said, “case somebody wants to follow you, see that you go to the airport and not take
off for the big swamp.”

“Something’s funny,” Arnold said.

“Okay,” Roland said, “let’s forget the whole thing, asshole. I’ll see you in two days for the vig. I’ll
see you next week and the week after—”

“It’s just a little funny,” Arnold said. “I mean it isn’t that funny. Not nearly as funny as that shit you
pulled with the gun. You got a very weird sense of humor, if you don’t mind my saying.”

“No, I don’t mind,” Roland said. “We were just having us some fun, weren’t we?”
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MARTA’S BROTHER, JESUS, came for the cassette tape a little after seven o’clock, while Mrs.
DiCilia was upstairs. He said this was the last time. No more.

Marta asked him if he had been drinking. He said yes, with Lionel Oliva. He said, Why are we doing
this? It wasn’t a question. Why should we make life difficult for the woman? What has she done to us?
Why should we want to deceive her? Still not asking questions. Marta listened. No more, Jesus said.
You’re drunk, Marta said. Jesus said, How does that change it? No more. Doing this for Roland. How
can a man work for Roland and live with himself? Still not a question. Marta said, All I do is hand
you this. Nothing more. Jesus said, No more! You feel the same way I feel. (Which was true.) So no
more. I’m leaving. Marta said, But if I leave—Jesus said, I leave to be away from Roland. You don’t
have to leave. Talk to the woman. Help her for a change. Marta said, Where are you going? Cuba,
Jesus said. Then why give him this one? Marta said. Because when I go to see him and give it to him,
Jesus said, I may have the nerve to shoot him. Or I may not. But I think I’m going to Cuba.

Then the one named Maguire came in Mrs. DiCilia’s car at five minutes to eight.



Marta thought Mrs. DiCilia was going out with him, but they spoke outside for a few minutes and then
the one named Maguire drove away. Mrs. Di-Cilia returned to the house and went up to the room that
had been Mr. DiCilia’s office, next to the master bedroom. Mrs. DiCilia had gone to the public
library today—she had told Marta—for several hours, then had returned to spend most of the day in
the room.

Marta remained in her own room for nearly an hour, telling herself it wasn’t wrong to record Mrs.
DiCilia’s telephone calls; it was for the woman’s protection—which is what they had told her—to
keep bad men away from her. But if the men who were supposed to be protecting her were worse than
the ones they were keeping away— If she knew this— Yes, then she could say to Mrs. DiCilia she
had just found it out or realized it. Not confessing, but revealing a discovery. There was a great
difference. For then Mrs. DiCilia would trust her and have no reason to fire her. Marta wanted to help
Mrs. DiCilia. But she first wanted to keep her job.

She went upstairs to the office-room, where Mrs. DiCilia sat at the desk holding the telephone and a
pair of scissors.

There was something different about the room. The white walls were bare. The framed photographs
of Mr. DiCilia and other men—Mr. DiCilia shaking hands with them or standing smiling with them—
were gone. They had been taken down.

Marta waited.

Mrs. DiCilia was speaking to someone named Clara, saying all right, she’d phone him the day after
tomorrow, then.

There were newspapers and pieces cut from newspapers covering the surface of the desk, pictures
out of the paper, pictures out of magazines, that seemed to be of Mrs. DiCilia.

Mrs. DiCilia was asking if Clara had the phone number of Vivian Arzola.

Marta, looking at the pictures on the desk and thinking, It’s being recorded. The telephone. Roland
will come for the tape and—what would she tell him?

There were small snapshots in black and white on the desk, and newspaper pictures of another
woman, not Mrs. DiCilia, that had been machine-copied and looked marked and faded.

Mrs. DiCilia was saying all right, she’d try to call Vivian at the office again, and thanked the one
named Clara.

Mrs. DiCilia hung up the telephone, looking at Marta. “Yes?”

“I have something I want to tell you please,” Marta said.

“Where’s a cowboy get a hat like that?”

Roland turned his head to look at Maguire on the bar stool next to him. He said, “Right in downtown



Miami. There’s a store there sells range clothes.”

“Like western attire,” Maguire said. “I believe if I’m not mistaken it’s the Ox Bow model.” As
advertised in the window of Bill Bullock’s in Aspen.

“You’re right,” Roland said, touching the curved brim and looking at Maguire again, a man who knew
hats.

“But you didn’t get that suit there,” Maguire said.

“No, the suit was made for me over in the Republic of China,” Roland said.

Maguire shook his head. “No shit.”

“Yeah, over in Taiwan. It cost you some money, but if you’re willing to pay—”

“I know what you mean.”

“—then you got yourself a suit of clothes.”

Roland’s chin rested on his shoulder, looking at Maguire. “I bet I know where you’re from. Out
west.”

“How’d you know?” Maguire said, giving it just a little down-home accent.

“I can tell. Where you think I’m from?”

“Well, I was gonna say out west, too,” Maguire said. “I don’t know. Let me see—Vegas?”

Roland straightened around, looking down the bar at the display of bottles and the portholes full of
illuminated water. “Bartender, give us a couple more here, if you will please.” Then to Maguire,
“What’re you drinking?”

“Rum,” Maguire said.

“One Caribbean piss,” Roland said to the bartender, “one Wild Turkey. Las Vegas, huh? Shit no, I’m
from right here in Florida.”

“Lemme see,” Maguire said, “you a cattle rancher? Those brahmans with the humps?”

“Naw, I was in cement, land development. Before that I was a hunting-fishing guide over in Big
Cypress. Take these dinks out don’t know shit, one end of a air boat from the other.”

“Over by Miccosukee I bet,” Maguire said.

“Near, but more west, by Turner River.”

“I drove through there one time,” Maguire said, “I stopped at this place on the Tamiami for a cup of



coffee?”

“Yeah.”

“Little restaurant out there all by itself. This woman about thirty-five, nice looking, serves me the
coffee and then she sits down in a chair right in the middle of the floor, I’m sitting at the counter?”

“Yeah.”

“She says, ‘I love animals. It tears me up when one gets run over by a car.’ She says, ‘I love cowbirds
the most. They have the prettiest eyes.’ With this dreamy look on her face, sitting out in the middle of
the floor. She says, ‘Their little heads go back and forth like this’—she shows me how they go—
‘pecking away; they’ll peck at a great big horsefly.’ ”

“That’s right,” Roland said, “they will.”

“She’s sitting there—I said to her, ‘You all by yourself?’ She says, ‘Yes, I am.’ I said, ‘You live here?’
She says, ‘Yes, I do.’ I said, ‘You want to go back to the bedroom?’ She says, ‘I don’t care.’ ”

Roland hit the edge of the bar with his big hand. “Yeah, shit, I know where that’s at.”

“We go back there,” Maguire said, “she never says a word all the time we’re doing it. We get
dressed, come back out, she pours me another cup of coffee and sits down in that same chair again in
the middle of the floor?”

“Yeah.”

“Hasn’t said a word in about twenty minutes now.”

“I know.”

“She says, ‘We found a little parrot was hit by a car once. We nursed it, we got it well again and kept
it in the bathroom so it’d be warm. But it drowned in the commode.’ ”

Roland, shaking his head, said, “Je-sus, I know her and about a hunnert just like her.” He opened his
eyes and put on a blank expression, turning his head to look around slowly and drawled in a high
voice, ‘Yeah, I was down to Mon-roe Station, les see, ’bout five years ago for a catfish supper.’
Fucking place’s a mile and a half down the road. Man, I had to get out of there ’fore I got covered
over with moss.”

“It ain’t the Gold Coast,” Maguire said, “nor afford you the opportunities, does it?”

“Make thirty-five hundred a year in the swamp you’re big stuff. Over here you turn that up every week
or so and sleep in on Saturday.”

“I guess if you know what you’re doing,” Maguire said.



“And got hair on your balls,” Roland said. “Right now I’m lining up a deal—when it comes off I’m
gonna be set for life as long as I live.”

“What is it, land?”

“Land, you could say that,” Roland said. “Land, a house, a trust fund.” Roland looked over his
shoulder, studying the diners at the tables.

Maguire had a close look at the man’s creased rawhide face, and it made him feel tired to imagine
trying to hit that face and hurt it. Like kicking an alligator. The way to do it, have a friend waiting
outside in the car. Start bad-mouthing Roland till he says come on, step outside. Go out in the parking
lot and square off, get Roland turned the right way and then the friend guns the car and drives it over
Roland, hard.

He said, “You meeting somebody?”

“Yeah, some people I’m suppose to see,” Roland said. “There’s this dink giving me a bad time. But if
they don’t come real quick, I’m going.”

It was getting too close. “I’m going myself,” Maguire said. “ ’Less I can buy you a drink.” He was
becoming anxious to get out of here.

“Well, one more,” Roland said, and squared around to the bar. Looking at the portholes, the
illuminated green water, he started to grin. “You know what’d be good? Pop one of them windows.
See all that swimming pool water come pouring in here”—grinning, enjoying the idea—“People
jumping up, trying to get out, shit, the water pouring out all over their dinner.”

“Yeah, that’d be good,” Maguire said. “Get everybody’s dinner all wet.”

15

WHEN THE PHONE RANG, Vivian looked at Ed Grossi. Ed had her private number. Jimmy Cap
had her number. Her mother in Homestead had it. Ed’s lawyer—

Grossi heard her say on the phone, after she had answered in a hesitant voice and spoke to whoever it
was for a moment, “What? . . . What’re you talking about? I never gave it to you ...I did not.”

Tough lady. Very soft and good to him but a tough lady to keep between him and other people. Twelve
years she had worked for him: in the beginning somebody to go to bed with, good-looking young
Cuban broad; but too intelligent to remain only a piece of ass. More intelligent, basically, than himself
or anyone in the organization; but a little weak in self-confidence because she had been a migrant
farmworker and was sometimes intimidated by people with loud voices. Something she had to learn:
Loudness did not mean strength or power.

Though she could be loud herself sometimes and it seemed to work.

He liked to come here and be alone with Vivian for a few days at a time. Do some thinking. Wear



flowered shirts and Bermuda shorts. Try investment ideas on her. Tell her things about his past life he
had never told anyone, certainly not his wife, Clara. Go to bed with Vivian. Eat fried bananas. Smoke
dope with her, which he never did anywhere else but here. Twelve years only. And yet thinking of his
life before Vivian seemed a long time ago, or like looking back at another person named Ed Grossi.

She brought the phone to him, where he sat, in his favorite deep chair, his thin bare legs extending to
the matching ottoman.

“It’s Roland.”

Seeing her clouded expression, then hearing Roland’s sunny voice: “Ed, hey, I hope I ain’t taking you
away from anything, partner, but I got a little problem come up.”

Presenting a problem, but making it sound like it was nothing. Then becoming more serious, with a
sound almost of pain, goddarn, not knowing how to handle it and wanting Ed to help him out if he
wasn’t too busy and could get away for awhile.

Vivian waited, not sitting down, trying to read Ed’s expression, which told her nothing, and learn
something from his brief words, questions. Something about Karen DiCilia. She took the phone from
him when finally he said, “All right, I’ll be there,” and hung up.

“Be where?” Vivian said.

“Boca. DiCilia’s apartment.”

“He told me I gave him this number,” Vivian said. “I didn’t. I know I didn’t give it to him. What’s he
doing there?”

“He says Karen was drunk, talking loud to some reporter, starting to make a scene. So he took her to
the apartment.”

“Why? Wait a minute.” Vivian put the phone on the floor as she sat down on the edge of the ottoman.
“Where was this, in Boca?”

“He says in a restaurant. Roland followed her— it looked like she was meeting someone, this woman
he finds out is a newspaper reporter or a writer, something like that.”

“Yes?”

“But he thinks Karen was already drunk before she got there.”

“She drinks much?”

“I don’t know, maybe.”

“Call her at home,” Vivian said.



“What do you mean, call her? She’s at the apartment.”

“How do you know for sure?”

“I heard her voice. Roland said, ‘Just a minute. I heard her say something.’ Then Roland said she was
sick and went in the bathroom.”

Vivian said, “What restaurant was it?”

“He didn’t say.”

“You’re getting old.”

Grossi looked at her without saying anything.

“I’m sorry,” Vivian said. “Let’s call him back and find out the restaurant.”

“Why?”

“Call and see if her car’s there. If he says he drove her to the apartment. Why there? Why not home?”

“He says the woman reporter would probably go there. He says Karen is going to tell her everything
if I don’t speak to her first, Vivian. Christ, the bullshit things we get into.”

“Let’s call him back,” Vivian said.

“It’s an unlisted number. I don’t know what it is.” Ed Grossi pulled himself out of the chair and went
into the bedroom.

“I can go to the office and get it,” Vivian called after him. “Forty minutes.”

After a moment Grossi appeared in the bedroom door without his Bermudas now, in striped
undershorts. “You can drive me.”

“Call her home,” Vivian said. “See if she went to Boca.”

Grossi was patient with Vivian because he understood her. “I heard her voice on the phone. She’s at
the apartment, we’re going to the apartment. Okay?”

“I didn’t give him this number,” Vivian said. “I know goddamn well I never gave it to him.”

If Ed or Vivian called back, Roland would say, “Just a minute,” and put his hand over the phone. Then
he’d say, “Shit, now she’s passed out.”

Or he’d turn his tape recorder on again and give them one of the snatches of Karen’s voice he’d
pulled off of yesterday’s cassette and rerecorded, Karen talking to the newspaper lady who’d called.

Roland punched the recorder to hear it again.



“Why do you keep asking me that if you know what I’m going to say? Think of something else.”

Roland would say, first, “Mrs. DiCilia, will you talk to Mr. Grossi, please?”

Then punch the recorder and hold the phone toward it.

“Why do you keep asking me that if you know what I’m going to say?”

Maybe cut it right there. Then say to them, Now she won’t talk to nobody. You better come see if you
can handle her.

Roland liked this Oceana setup. All modern, bigger than Arnold’s place, top-floor view and that
deep, square-cut bathtub in there. He just might at that run into a nice cocktail waitress. Bring her up
here when he wasn’t busy with Karen. Or bring her when he was. That bathtub’d hold three easy.

Roland went over to the closet by the front door, where he’d hung his suit jacket. He lifted the big .45
Smith out of the inside pocket and laid it on the hat shelf of the closet, against the back wall. He left
the suitcoat hanging in there, but kept his Ox Bow straw on, resetting it loose, straight over his eyes
trooper-fashion. People would ask him, “You ever take your hat off?” He’d say, “Let’s see. Yeah, I
take it off when I wash my head.” Then wait as if thinking till they said, “Well, don’t you take it off
any other time?” And he’d say, “Oh yes, every Sunday I do when I go to church.”

It was eleven years ago last March, Roland had his serious hat trouble, the time he was pouring
cement for the subdivision going in along the Fakahatchee Strand over by the west coast and he went
into this restaurant in Naples to have his dinner. At that time he was wearing a white Stetson that was
seasoned and shaped the way rodeo contestants were wearing theirs, curved high on the sides but sort
of snapped down in front. Some college boys in the place, drinking beer, would look over at him
eating dinner with his hat on. He knew they were making remarks, snickering and laughing, bunch of
dinks wearing athletic department sweat shirts and numbered jerseys. On their way out, number 79
stopped by Roland’s table, stood there with his powerful shoulders and arms, hands on his hips, and
said, “You always wear your hat when you eat?” The others, behind him, snickering some more.
Roland said to 79, not looking up from his dinner, “Get the fuck away from me, boy, ’fore you end up
in the salad.” Number 79 reached for Roland’s hat, got a fork stuck in his forearm and was letting out
a howl when Roland belted him across the salad bar, smashing the sanitary see-thru top and sending
the boy to the hospital for stitches, nearly as many as the number on his breakaway football jersey.
Roland pleaded guilty to aggravated assault, was placed on a year’s probation and paid hospital costs
out of his pocket, $387, when they told him his Blue Cross wouldn’t cover it.

He was in that same Lee County Circuit Courtroom a year later and this time they got him good. They
told him to take off his hat and charged him with second degree murder: brought in witnesses who
testified Roland had threatened to harm a land developer by the name of Goldman, who Roland had
said owed him money; had been seen arguing with Goldman, provoking a fight, which was stopped;
seen driving out toward Fakahatchee with Goldman, in his pickup truck, the day before he was found
in a drainage canal, shot to death. No probation this time. Roland got 10 to 25 in Raiford and served
seven long years. Time to learn how to use his head and make valuable connections. Then he got out



and never went back to the swamp again, outside of one time when a hotel owner fell behind on his
vig and Roland drove out to the site of the Everglades jetport that was never completed, shot him and
dumped him in a borrow pit a couple of alligators were nesting in. When Roland was called in for
that kind of work now, he’d borrow Lionel Oliva’s quick little eighteen-foot cruiser and head out
toward the Stream, throw the guy over the side and take potshots at him till he disappeared. Ed Grossi
was a different situation.

Sometimes, when Vivian would continue to insist, making her point over and over, Ed Grossi would
think, Yes, yes, yes. Talk, talk, talk. She was intelligent, but she was still a woman. She had insisted
on driving him to Boca Raton; so he allowed her to, giving her that much, but not saying anything to
her most of the way up Interstate 95.

Vivian said, “Why are you mad?”

He said, “I’m not mad.”

She said, “I know when you’re mad, whether you admit it or not.”

He said, “If you know I’m mad, even when I’m not, then you should know what I’m not mad at.” And
thought, Jesus Christ, two grown people.

Grossi was mad—no, more irritated—because Vivian had said he was getting old. (“What restaurant
was it?” “He didn’t say.” And because he hadn’t asked Roland the name of the restaurant she had
said, “You’re getting old.” Then had said she was sorry, but still wanted to know the name of the
restaurant.)

He said now, “Let’s forget it.” Which meant they were finished talking about whether he was mad or
not; though he could continue to feel irritated.

Give a woman a little, she’d try to become the boss. You had to keep her in line. As they turned into
the Oceana, going down to the parking area beneath the condominium, Grossi said, “Let me off by the
elevator and wait for me.”

“I want to go with you,” Vivian said.

“I said let me off by the elevator and wait.”

Sit. Fetch. Sometimes you had to treat them like that.

“Maybe she needs a woman to be with her,” Vivian said.

Grossi got out of the Cadillac and slammed the door. He had to wait for the goddamn elevator, feeling
Vivian watching him. Then he was inside, the door closed, there, and he was in control again. He’d
have a talk with Vivian, tell her a few simple rules. Like when a certain point is reached, keep your
mouth shut, the discussion’s over. Clara gave him no trouble, but he had to listen to her talk about her
garden. Karen talked about her freedom. Karen—he’d give her anything she wanted and get that
settled, not have to worry about her anymore. Ridiculous, having to stop and deal with women.



Grossi knocked and Roland opened the door almost immediately, Roland holding a decorative
pillow.

“I was sleeping,” Roland said.

Grossi came into the living room. “Where is she?”

“She’s in the bathroom. Sounds like she’s a little sick.”

“She sleep at all?”

“Little bit. She won’t talk to me no more.”

Grossi moved down the hall to the bathroom. The door was closed. He knocked and said, “Karen?”
There was no response, no sound from inside. Roland was coming along the hall now, still holding
the small pillow. “You sure she’s in here?”

“She might’ve passed out again,” Roland said. “Better look in there and see.”

Grossi turned the knob, expecting it to be locked. He opened the door carefully, not wanting to startle
Karen or surprise her sitting on the toilet.

“Karen?”

He saw himself in the bathroom mirror. He looked toward the empty walkup tub. He looked back at
the mirror and saw himself and Roland behind him. He saw Roland looking at him in the mirror, not
quite grinning, but with an alert, knowing expression.

In his mind, in that moment, Grossi heard Vivian saying, “You’re getting old,” and his own voice
saying, “Oh my God,” and heard the heavy muffled gunshot hard against him, jabbing him, and saw in
the mirror blood coming out of his shirtfront and on the mirror itself, his blood sprayed there as from
a nozzle, seeing it in the same moment the sunburst pattern of lines exploded on the glass, his image
there, his image gone.

Roland picked Grossi up, surprised how light he was, and dropped him in the deep bathtub.

He hadn’t thought about the mirror breaking. He’d clean up the glass and the blood. Replace the
mirror some other time, tomorrow maybe.

Right now he’d move Ed’s car for the time being. Put it in a lot away from here, lock it up and walk
back.

Wait till real late. Then the tricky part. Drop Ed out the window to land him in the sand. Better than
taking him down the elevator in a box.

Drive him down to Miami International and put him in the trunk of Arnold’s Jag, Florida ARN-268,
parked in the Delta area.



Don’t forget. Put the Smith in there too, grip and trigger wiped clean of prints, but with Arnie’s
partials all over the barrel.

Then drive Grossi’s car to Hallandale, park it near Arnie’s apartment.

Lot of work.

In the morning call the Miami Police. Change his voice to talk like a queer, one of Arnie’s ex-
buddies: Hi there. You don’t know who this is, but I’ll tell you where you boys can find a dead body.
(Probably have to argue.) Just listen, asshole, or I’m gonna hang up and not tell you who done it or
where you can locate him up in De-troit.

Work on that before morning.

What else?

Roland thought of something and he said, out loud, “Oh my. Oh my aching ass.”

Something he had not thought of before and didn’t know why he hadn’t; but there it was, Jesus, the
possibility.

What if Vivian had come here with Ed?

Vivian said, The son of a bitch. She backed the Cadillac up the parking aisle all the way past the
street ramp, ready to turn and drive out.

But waited there and let herself calm down. What would it prove? Like stamping her foot or breaking
dishes. Nothing. You won’t change him, she thought. He’s sixty-three years old, and he’s the way he
is. She put the Cadillac in “Drive” and, without accelerating, the car rolled down the aisle to the
elevator door in the cement-block wall.

He would come down with Mrs. DiCilia and they would be busy attending to the woman, getting her
home or someplace. And he won’t even know you’re angry at him, Vivian thought. The son of a bitch.
He can ride up here all the way from North Miami without saying a word. But now when it was her
turn to be mad, the son of a bitch wouldn’t even know it.

Vivian again backed up the car to the street ramp.

Go get something. Let him be waiting when she got back, Oh, have you been waiting long? I had to get
some gas, since you don’t keep any in your car.

The gauge indicated half full. But he wouldn’t know that. Or go get a cup of coffee instead of waiting
here like a chauffeur. Say to him, When do I get my hat and uniform?

Looking down the aisle, perhaps sixty or seventy feet, she saw the cowboy hat come out of the
elevator.



She said, Oh God—

She hesitated. Ed could have sent Roland down to get her.

Roland was looking around, looking this way now. Staring, not sure if it was the right car. Then
waving—Come on!—taking several steps into the aisle.

Vivian started up, with the Cadillac in reverse, and had to mash her foot on the brake to stop it—
Roland coming toward her now—and had to look down at the automatic shift lever to get it into
“Drive”—Roland running now, not waving Come on, what’re you doing, but pumping his arms—as
she pressed the accelerator, the car instantly leaping forward, and she had to turn hard to aim the front
end up the ramp, scraping the concrete wall and hearing the tires shrieking and Roland’s voice yelling
something.

If she was wrong she would tell Ed later, I was wrong.

But she knew she wasn’t wrong. She didn’t know how she knew it but she did—going back in her
mind, knowing she hadn’t given Roland her telephone number. But at this moment having no idea
where she could go to be safe.
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KAREN READ ABOUT IT and saw film stories on television.

Ed Grossi’s murder featured as a gangland/drugrelated killing. His body found in the trunk of a
suspected drug dealer’s car at Miami International. The suspected drug dealer, Arnold Rapp, had
fled; but soon after was apprehended in Detroit by fast-moving FBI agents and handed over to the
Miami Police. Arnold Rapp had been charged with first degree murder—bond set at five hundred
thousand dollars—and was being held awaiting trial in Dade Circuit Court, Criminal Division.

Karen ran, instinctively.

She went to Los Angeles to stay with her daughter, Julie. She told Julie about Ed Grossi, about the
arrangement, about Roland. Julie seemed to listen. But they would talk and then Julie would run to the
studio where she was doing voice loops for an Italian-made film or she would take milk shakes to
Cedars-Sinai, to her husband Brian, who’d broken his jaw doing a stunt in a car-chase sequence.

At night Karen would sit in the living room of the house off Mulholland Drive and look down at the
lights of Los Angeles.

Julie said, “I don’t know, I guess I don’t see the problem.”

Karen said, “Then I must’ve left something out. If Ed Grossi is dead, then he can’t change the
arrangement, the trust fund. It goes on and on the same way, and I have to stay there the rest of my
life.”

“Well, get somebody else to change it.”



“I’m afraid,” Karen said, “I have a feeling, it’s going to be in Roland’s hands.”

“Yeah? Well, then get Roland to change it. God, it sounds like something out here, dealing with these
fucking producers, trying to find out who’s in charge.”

“He won’t want to change it,” Karen said. “If he does, he knows I’ll leave in a minute.”

“Well, if you like it there—” Julie said. “It’s a good address, isn’t it?”

“You mean—what? Is it fashionable?”

“Like here,” Julie said. “We’re in L.A., right? But you don’t just say you’re in L.A. Christ, L.A.? You
say you live in the Hills. Or you get it across you’re in 90046.”

“I thought this was Hollywood,” Karen said.

“God, no. There isn’t any Hollywood, really. Or maybe 90069, down around where all the agents are,
it’s called Hollywood, but it’s really Los Angeles County. See, if you’re in Bel Air or Beverly Hills,
like 90212, you don’t even have to know your zip. But L.A.—Brian wanted to move to North
Hollywood? I said, ‘Brian, 91604 is okay, but it’s not 90046 by any stretch of the imagination. It’s
living in the Valley, Brian. They say where do you live, you tell them Studio City, Sherman Oaks,
some fucking place like that, they think you’re in wardrobe or an assistant film editor.”

Try again. Karen said, “I like my house, yes. But do I want someone forcing me to stay there?”

“Are you asking?”

Was she? Karen said, “I told you a little about Roland. I haven’t told you everything, or what I’m
afraid he’s going to do.”

“Well, at least you can talk to him,” Julie said. “The director on this great epic spaghetti picture not
only barely speaks English, he hasn’t the slightest fucking idea what he’s doing. He’s got this
translation for the dubbed version, it’s written by an Italian, he’s got me saying things like, ‘I hated
him. I think it is swell that he was slain.’ Honest to God. I mean if you can talk to him, what’s your
problem, really?”

For five days Karen phoned Vivian Arzola at the Dorado Management office. Each day she was told
Vivian was not in and each time the girl on the phone refused, politely, to give her Vivian’s home
phone number. On the fifth day Karen watched a brief television coverage of Ed Grossi’s funeral on
national news. She saw Roland, in his blue suit, serving as one of the pallbearers, but didn’t
recognize him immediately without his hat. There was no sign of Vivian in the film clip of activity
outside St. Mary’s Cathedral.

Later in the evening of the fifth day Maguire called. He said he had stopped by her house every day
and finally Marta had given him the number in Los Angeles.

“In the Hills,” Karen said. “Nine-oh-oh-foursix.”



“What?”

“Do me a favor, will you? Tell Marta to save the Miami papers. But don’t call her.”

“You think I’d do that? Listen, how come you haven’t called me?”

“I didn’t have your number. But that reminds me,” Karen said, “do you know how to find phone
numbers?”

“You look in the book.”

“Unlisted ones. I need Vivian Arzola’s number. Or maybe you could find out where she lives.” Karen
spelled the name for him. “She works for Dorado Management but hasn’t been there all week. It’s
very important. Okay?”

“Vivian Arzola,” Maguire said.

She asked then, “Have you seen Roland?”

“Only on TV.”

“Yes, I saw it too.”

“When’re you coming home?”

“Tomorrow,” Karen said. There was a pause. “Do you miss me?”

She sat by herself in first class, no one in the seat next to her; wore sunglasses much of the time;
sipped three martinis and California red with her roast fillet; was polite to the flight attendants though
she side-stopped conversation; read a book, The Kefauver Story, by Jack Anderson and Fred
Blumenthal, which she had found in Frank’s office, and reread a Xeroxed copy of an article from the
June, 1951 issue of American Mercury, entitled “Virginia Hill’s Success Secrets,” she had got from
the Fort Lauderdale Public Library. She thought of Cal Maguire. Don’t tell him obvious things: like
not to call the house or how to do his job. Be nicer. She thought of Roland Crowe and thought of
Julie’s line in the Italian film, changing the tense and applying it to Roland so that it came out, “I hate
him. I think it would be swell if he were slain.”
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THE QUESTION IN MAGUIRE’S MIND, coming up more frequently now: What was he getting out
of this?

He would recall and hear again the sound of Karen’s voice on the phone. Almost impersonal. Nothing
about being glad he’d called. Then asking if he missed her. Not saying she missed him. He had said,
“You bet I miss you, a lot.” He should have said, “Well, I think I do, but I’m not sure.”

Friday, the day she was coming home—his day off—he drove to the DiCilia house again, left the



Mercedes over by the garage doors, next to Marta’s car, and rang the bell at the kitchen entrance.

Marta seemed surprised. “She isn’t home yet.”

“I came to see you,” Maguire said. “You got any coffee on?”

In the kitchen that was like a restaurant kitchen, pans hanging from a rack above the table, he had to
ask Marta to sit down. He could see she was aware of being alone with him in the house. “You know
I’m her friend,” he said. “You know I want to help

her.”

“Yes,” Marta said.

“And you want to help her, too.”

“Yes, but she said not to give anyone the number where she was.”

“No, that was fine. I talked to her, and she’s glad you did. She just forgot to mention it was okay to
tell me.” Forgot to mention—Christ. “She’s got a lot on her mind”—looking for a way to get to the
point—“but you know she’s very grateful you told her about the tape recorder and all.”

“I had to,” Marta said. “It bothered me so much.”

“Has Roland been back since she’s gone?”

“Two days ago he came. He asked me where did she go. I told him I didn’t know.”

“Yeah? What’d he say to that?”

“He walked all over the house like he owned it, looking around in places he shouldn’t.”

“He take anything?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“But you’re not sure,” Maguire said.

“He might have, yes. But I don’t know.”

“You told him you didn’t know where Mrs. Di-Cilia was. Then what’d he say?”

“He threatened to do something to me.” Marta hesitated. “So I told him, California.”

“That was okay,” Maguire said. “He’s been listening to phone calls, he could’ve figured it out that’s
where she’d go. That’s okay.” He sipped his coffee and sat back, showing Marta he was at ease, not
worried about it. “What I’d like to do, if I could, is talk to your brother.”



“My brother?”

“From what I understand— See, she told me everything you told her. How he’s quit, doesn’t work for
them anymore, all that. But I was wondering, maybe he could tell me a few things about Roland, the
people he works for. Like Vivian Arzola. You know Vivian?”

Marta shook her head. “No, only the name.”

“Or maybe your brother could tell me something about Roland that might help us. You never know.”

“I could talk to him,” Marta said.

“Could you call him? See if he’ll meet me somewhere?”

“I think he may have gone to Cuba. Or he’s going, I don’t know.”

“So maybe we don’t have much time. You want to call him now? No, you can’t do that, call from
here.” Maguire waited, letting Marta come up with the idea.

“I could go somewhere and call him. The drugstore by the causeway.”

“Hey, would you do that?”

“Only the man’s coming to fix the bed. He was suppose to come yesterday.”

“Nuts.” Maguire waited, thoughtful. When he’d given it enough thought, he said, “Why don’t I stay in
case the guy comes?” He paused, beginning to grin. “I know where the bed is.”

Karen had walked from the patio into the house that night, was gone only a few minutes, and returned
with a gun wrapped in tissue paper and forty-five new one hundred dollar bills.

He assumed she had put the gun back, somewhere in the bedroom— (He had thought of it lying with
her in the broken-down bed. In one of the nightstands? In the dresser? Or behind the wall of mirrors in
the closet?)

And assuming there were more new one hundred dollar bills hidden somewhere— (Lying in the bed
he had thought of the money, too; first beginning to wonder what he was getting out of this.)

Maguire stood in the bedroom, alone in the house, Marta gone to phone her brother.

He had not told himself he was going to take the money; because at this point he could say, What
money? You don’t even know it’s here. No decision to steal had been made. What he was doing—he
told himself—was taking advantage of an opportunity. Seeing where he stood. Surveying the situation.
So that if, in the end, he did have to grab something and run as an act of survival, for traveling
expenses, it would be something portable and not the Louis XVI bergère or the Peach-blow vases
he’d have to wrap in newspapers and pack in a crate.



Where would she keep a lot of money?

In a safe.

But there was no safe in the bedroom or in the closet. In the top dresser drawer he found a box of
jewelry, unlocked, with some fine-looking pieces he assumed were real; though he’d never made a
study of jewelry.

Next to the jewel box was the Beretta, still wrapped in tissue paper, loaded, a cartridge in the
chamber. He rewrapped the gun, put it back in the drawer and told himself, okay, he knew where it
was if he needed it, if he ever had to come running upstairs looking for a weapon.

But he was thinking mostly of 45 one hundred dollar bills, Series 1975, with consecutive serial
numbers. Clean money, he assumed: thirty of the bills accepted at the post office without question
when he’d bought the money orders. New but almost five years old, dating back to . . . Frank Di-
Cilia. And thought of stories of how the wise guys always kept a lot of cash hidden away but handy, a
stake, in case they ever had to run, their idea of traveling money. Sure, there had been a guy in Detroit,
the feds had gone in with a search warrant, looking for something else, and found a couple hundred
grand in the basement, hidden under the guy’s workbench. Andre Patterson had said, Hey, ’magine
hitting a man’s house finding something like that? Pick out one of those old Eyetalian guys supposed to
be retired. Andre couldn’t even talk Cochise into it.

But the man dead, and happening to come across his stake, that was something else.

Except it could be anywhere in the house. Assuming it was here.

Maguire tried the door leading into the next room. Locked. He went into the hall and tried the outside
door to the room. Locked. And thought, What’s going on? Jewelry in an unlocked bedroom; the next
room, the mystery room, locked. He remembered something, went back into the bedroom to the
dresser, poked around in the top drawer again and found a half dozen keys, most of them to suitcases,
one for a door lock.

He tried it, felt it slide in and turn, and stepped into what had been Frank DiCilia’s office at home. He
saw the desk, the typewriter, the file cabinet—

He saw the photographs on the wall.

Photos of Karen. Enlarged photos or photostats, blowups of snapshots taped to the wall, blowups of
newspaper photos in bold black and white.

He wasn’t sure if they were all of Karen and then saw, that yes, there were shots of Karen alone,
when she was much younger and not as good-looking as she was now, but with the same serious,
secretive look. Karen in hats, Karen in dark glasses. Karen in summer dresses, bathing suits, wide-
brimmed hats and dark glasses. Like a much younger Karen playing dress-up. There was one of a
heavier Karen, which he realized, after a moment, wasn’t Karen. It was someone else. A woman in a
black wide-brimmed hat and dark glasses, black dress, and a fur stole. Dark glasses, though the



picture had been taken inside, he was sure. There were several other shots of the woman he had not
noticed before, mixed in with Karen’s photos, blownup grainy photos like the one of Karen in the
sunhat and bikini taken on the seawall. Karen’s photos and those of the other woman were mixed
together on the wall so that when he looked at the entire display he could believe they were all of the
same person. Karen.

What was going on?

Maguire turned to the file cabinet. The key was lying on top. Then he looked at the wall of photos
again.

If you did something like that, he thought, put up about a dozen pictures of yourself and a few of
somebody who didn’t look like you but did in a way, the expression, the dark glasses—trying for a
certain look maybe? Going back to earlier pictures and finding the look there? An attitude? Why
would you do it?

He opened the file cabinet—it was unlocked— began fingering through folders, papers. He came to a
manila envelope, a big one, tightly packed, opened the fasteners, looked in and said, out loud, “My oh
my.” He took the envelope to the desk that was covered with newspaper pages, clippings, negative
photostats—Karen in reverse; but didn’t stop to look at them. Six packets of new one-hundreddollar
bills slid from the envelope. Five thousand dollars in each of five packets, five hundred in the sixth
one. Twenty-five thousand five hundred dollars, 1975 Series bills, the same as the ones Karen had
given him—right out of the sixth packet.

He thought of something. That the room had been locked because of the photos, not the money. He was
sure of it.

He thought of something else. It was decision time. There it was, twenty-five grand, the most money
he had ever seen at one time. Take it and run.

Or leave it.

Or lock it in the trunk of the Mercedes, which wouldn’t be taking it because it was her car. The
rationale: protecting it from Roland. But having it ready to grab.

Shit, if he was going to take it, take it.

He heard a sound, somewhere downstairs, a door slamming.

Marta came out from the kitchen to see Maguire in the front hall, at the foot of the stairs.

“I found him. My brother says okay. He’ll meet you at Centro Vasco on Southwest Eighth Street. You
know where it is? Maybe about Twenty-second Avenue, in Miami.”

“I’ll find it.”

“But he doesn’t see how he can help you.”



“I’ve been trying to remember where I saw you be

fore.”

“At the fish place.”

“No, I mean before that. Ten years ago,” Maguire said.

He thought about it, looking past Jesus Diaz to the tables of people talking, having lunch at Centro
Vasco, almost all of them Cuban.

“I know. The Convention Center, over on the Beach.”

“Sure, I was there plenty times. I used to work out at the Fifth Street gym.”

“You fought a guy by the name of Tommy Laglesia. He was doing something, I forgot what; everybody
could see it but the ref.”

“Butting me, the son of a bitch kept butting me in the face, the fucking ref don’t say a word.” Jesus
straightened and leaned on his arms over the table. “You saw that, uh?”

“Yeah, it’s funny—I used to go to fights, but not so much anymore.”

“No, well, who’s there to see?” Jesus said. “You saw that, uh?” He drank some of his beer, settling
back again. “You know the other day—I didn’t want to do nothing to you.”

“No, I know you didn’t,” Maguire said. “But the other guy—I had to try and hit first, you know, try
and get an advantage.”

“Man, you hit him all right. He had to get stitches.”

“I wish it’d been what’s his name, Roland.”

“Yeah, I wish it, too.”

“Had enough of him, uh?”

“Man, forever.”

“Have you seen him?”

“Last week. Then I see him on TV, but that’s all. I don’t work for him no more.”

“Who else does?”

“Nobody. He’s by himself.”

“I was wondering,” Maguire said, “with Grossi dead, what do you think might happen?”



“What do you mean, what might happen? To who?”

“Mrs. DiCilia if Roland, you know, is gonna still bother her.”

“I don’t know. He don’t work for Mr. Grossi no more. Why would he?”

“Well, he sees a rich lady, all alone—”

“She got friends of her husband there. Mr. Grossi wasn’t the only one.”

“Yeah, maybe Vivian Arzola. You know where she is?”

“No, I don’t know. She got a place in town; another place, I hear about in Keystone, but I don’t know
where.”

“You know her phone number?”

“No, I don’t know it.”

“Mrs. DiCilia’s anxious to talk to her.” Maguire paused. “She have family in Miami?”

“No. Wait, let me think,” Jesus said. “Yeah, I took something to her mother once for Vivian. She lives
in Homestead. Vivian gives her, you know, the support.”

“What kind of car does she drive?”

“Vivian? A white one with like a flower or something on the antenna. Some foreign car.”

“You want to help Mrs. DiCilia find her?”

“I think I’m going to Cuba.”

“If you don’t go, I mean. She’ll pay you whatever you think it’s worth.”

“Maybe I could do it,” Jesus said.

“Sure, Cuba’ll be there. You know where Roland lives?”

“Miami Shores. A place on Ninety-first Street called the Bayview.”

“He live there alone?”

“Man, you think anybody would stay with him?”

“You want to go see him with me?”

“I don’t think so. Not even stoned.”



“How about with a gun?”

Jesus’ hand was on his glass of beer. Looking at Maguire he seemed to forget about it.

“You ever do things like that?”

“If I have to.”

“Yeah? Is that right?” Jesus continued to study Maguire. “Mrs. DiCilia, she want it?”

“She wants it, but she doesn’t know she wants it, if you understand what I mean.”

“She don’t want to think about it.”

“Something like that. But she’ll pay you to be on her side, whatever you think it’s worth,” Maguire
said. “Like five thousand, around in there? It’s up to you.”

“Around in there, uh? Let me think about it,” Jesus Diaz said.

18

AFTER ED GROSSI’S FUNERAL, relatives and close friends came to Grossi’s house on Hurricane
Drive, Key Biscayne, to give Clara their sympathy and help themselves to a buffet. The friends and
relatives who had not been there before, and even many who had, took time to walk up the street to
500 Bay Lane to see where Ed Grossi’s neighbor, Richard Nixon, had lived. They came back saying
shit, Ed’s place was bigger.

Roland didn’t care anything about historical sites. He got a plate of fettucini with clam sauce, a big
glass of red and some rolls, and went over to sit with Jimmy Capotorto in the Florida room that was
full of plants hanging all over, like a greenhouse.

Roland said, “It’s a bitch, huh, something like this? Man, you never know.”

Jimmy Cap had finished eating. He was smoking a cigar, looking out at the Bay, five miles across to
South Miami. He asked Roland if the cops had talked to him.

Which was what Roland wanted to get over with. He said, “You kidding? Man, I’m the first one on
their list. That Coral Gables Discount deal— shit, they picked me up before they even thought of
you.” Reminding Jimmy Cap, just in case.

Jimmy Cap said, “They tell me, say it was a setup, you know that. I say how do I know that? They say,
this Arnold Rapp, he shoots Grossi and puts him in his own fucking car, come on, and leaves it at the
airport? I say I only know what I read in the Herald.”

“They give me the same shit,” Roland said, “I didn’t say it to them but I’ll tell you, which you
probably know anyway from Ed. This Arnie was a pure-D queer. I mean you look at him cross he’d
piss his pants. I’d go over there to collect, have to shake him a little sometimes? He’d bust out crying.



I’d say, Jesus Christ, you dink, cut your crying and pay up, that’s all you got to do. See, he was a
nervous little fella ’sides being a queer. It doesn’t surprise me at all he fucked up, left Ed in his car.
By then all he was thinking to do was run.”

“Who fingered him?”

“I don’t know for sure, but I believe it was a dink name of Barry used to work for Arnie. He got hurt
and maybe he was pissed off, believed Arnie should’ve been the one hurt. See, it’s hard to figure how
these queers think.”

“Don’t do business with college boys,” Jimmy Cap said.

“Hey, I told Ed that, the exact same words. Little fuckers, life gets hard, they go to pieces.”

“Well, I’m not gonna worry about it,” Jimmy Cap said. “What else you got?”

Here we go, Roland thought.

“Nothing important. Well, that DiCilia arrangement, you want to count that.”

“Jesus, I don’t want to even hear about it,” Jimmy Cap said. “You handle it. Pay her off, forget about
it. I don’t give a shit where she lives.”

“Let me look into it,” Roland said. He dug into his fettucini, waiting to see if Jimmy Cap had anything
else to say. No, it didn’t look like it. Roland then said, “Vivian’s been acting funny lately. You
notice?”

“I didn’t see her at the funeral,” Jimmy Cap said.

“You haven’t seen her around?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so.”

“She’s in mourning or hiding or something,” Roland said. “Nobody’s seen her in a few days. She
hasn’t called or anything?”

“What would she call me for?”

“I just wondered. I don’t know what’s wrong with her. She’s been starting to act strange.”

“Fuckin’ Cubans,” Jimmy Cap said, “who knows? They’re all crazy.”

“I was thinking,” Roland said, “she’s liable to start bitching about this DiCilia arrangement. I mean
when she finds out I’m handling it.”

“Fire her,” Jimmy Cap said. “I never could figure out what Ed saw in that broad anyway.”



“Well, I’ll see,” Roland said. “I guess if I have to, I’ll get rid of her.”

Marta could not see Roland’s face through the stained glass window in the door, but she could see his
hat. She didn’t want to open the door. But if she didn’t, he could go around to the patio side, break
something to get in. She didn’t want to tell him Mrs. DiCilia had come home today and was in her
room unpacking. But he would find out himself if he wanted. There was no way to stop him. It was
too early to be picking up the tape: four o’clock in the afternoon. Marta opened the door, trying to be
composed.

Roland was grinning at her.

He said, “You know, standing here I was thinking about another Cuban lady I liked to visit. She lives
out the Tamiami on Beaver Road? I used to say to her, ‘Honey, I just see your street sign I get a boner.’
How you doing, Marty?”

“Mrs. DiCilia is very busy.”

“Oh, she home? Well, we won’t bother her,” Roland said, coming in. “I just as soon fool around with
you anyway.”

“I have to go to the kitchen.”

“Why don’t we go your room instead?”

Both were down the back hall. Marta started that way and turned and didn’t know where to go,
Roland on her then, taking her from behind and pulling her in, Roland pausing to look up the stairway.

Marta said, “Please,” and Roland said, “Mmmmm, you feel good,” heavy workman’s hands moving
over the front of her white uniform, over her breasts, Roland saying, “We got a bra-zeer on under
there? No, hey, we don’t have no bra-zeer on, do we? Like our little titties free.” The hands like old
tree roots rubbing the white material, working down to her belly and thighs. “Let’s see if we got any
panties on.” Grinning then, seeing Gretchen the schnauzer skidding across the hall floor at him. “Hey,
Gretchie, hey Gretchie, how you girl? How’s my girl, huh? You want some of this, Gretchie? No, you
don’t. This ain’t for little doggies, this here is for—shit, where you going? Get her Gretchie!”

Roland reached down to take some playful swipes at the schnauzer, getting her to growl in fun, then
went after Marta, hoping she was heading for the living room where he’d nail her on that big white
sofa. But she ducked into the sitting room full of antiques and was almost to the French doors when he
grabbed the hem of her white uniform from behind, yanked it up and heard it rip. Marta bounced off
him and Roland fell hard against a wall of shelves, flung out an arm and destroyed several thousand
dollars worth of Toby jugs and English china. Blueplate specials to Roland. He swiped at a Ralph
Stevenson soup tureen (“View of the Deaf and Dumb Asylum”) and there went another three grand . . .
and Marta, half out of the uniform now, going through the French doors.

Karen heard the sound, glass shattering. She thought of a window, the French doors. She thought of
Roland. Then heard another shattering of glass. Or china. From the sitting room. Voices, the sound



coming faintly from outside. She heard the scream and knew it was Marta. Karen turned from the wall
of photographs and saw them outside, below the window. Marta running, Marta in white panties,
nothing else, running across the patio and past the swimming pool. Roland following after her, waving
something white, Roland calling out, the words not clear. Karen raised the window. “I’m gonna get
you, yes, I am, sugar, gonna eat you up.” Roland stopping as Marta stopped, out on the lawn, and came
around warily, holding her hands in front of her, beginning to circle back toward the house, facing
Roland now, screaming again as he dug in and lunged toward her.

Karen turned from the window as if to run, to hurry. Then seemed to pause, almost imperceptibly, as
she moved past the wall of photographs. She walked from the office into the bedroom, picked up the
phone on the nightstand, dialed and said, “Operator, this is Karen Hill. I’m sorry, Karen DiCilia, 1
Isla Bahía. Would you call the police, please, and tell them to come right away? It’s an emergency . . .
Yes, Fort Lauderdale.”

As soon as Roland heard the hi-lo sound of the police siren he walked away from the swimming pool
and sank into a canvas patio chair. Marta remained in the pool, slightly stooped in about four feet of
water. Both of them watched Karen come out of the house with the two police officers in dark brown
uniforms and visored caps, both young looking and in condition, with serious-to-deadpan
expressions. One of them took his sunglasses off and hooked them on his shirt pocket. No one spoke.
Karen picked up a towel from the lounge chair, carried it to the broad steps at the shallow end of the
pool and held it open for Marta. Roland and the police officers waited.

“Come on, it’s all right,” Karen said.

Roland and the police officers watched Marta step out of the pool and turn into the towel, pulling

it around her.

“Tell them,” Karen said.

The two police officers came onto the patio, looking at the two women, glancing at Roland.

Roland said, “How you doing?”

They didn’t answer him. One of them said to Karen, “Is this the man?”

Karen nodded.

The police officer said to Roland, “Could I see your identification?”

Roland said, “Uh-unh. You got no reason to see it.”

Both of the police officers turned to Roland with their deadpan expressions and stood without
moving. The one who had spoken to him said, “Stand up and turn around.”

Roland said, “Hey, cut the shit. You got a complaint? Let me hear what it is.”



“Get up,” the police officer said. “Right now.”

The other one had his hand on his gun or his cuffs, Roland wasn’t sure which. He looked over at
Marta, shaking his head, then raised his hand. “Now come on. Since you didn’t see nothing— before
you start acting mean, who’s your complaining witness?”

Karen said to Marta, “Tell them.”

Marta looked from the police officers to Roland.

“Tell them,” Karen said again.

“Somebody, I believe, got the wrong impression,” Roland said. “It’s all right, Marty, tell ’em. Heck,
we were just playing around, weren’t we?”

One of the police officers said to Marta, “Is this man a friend of yours?”

“I believe you could say we’re a little thicker than that.” Roland looked over at Karen and gave her a
wink. “All of us here. We’re old buddies. Me and Marty and Karen. Me and Marty’s brother’re very
close. I see him all the time. Keep him out of trouble.”

“He’s threatening her,” Karen said.

“Hey, Marty, am I threatening you?” Staring at her from beneath the low hat brim. “Go ahead, tell
’em.”

“No, he’s not,” Marta said.

“Do you want to make a complaint against this man?” the police officer said.

“No,” Marta said.

“Was he bothering you in any way?”

“No.”

The police officer looked at Karen. Roland looked at her, too. She said, “Can I make a complaint?”

The police officer said to Marta, “How old are you?”

“Twenny-two.”

“If this lady says there was an assault and it was against you, then you’d have to file the complaint,”
the police officer said to Marta. “Are you afraid of

this man? That he might hurt you?”

“No,” Marta said.



“Or he might hurt somebody in your family?”

Marta shook her head. “No.”

“You and him were just playing around?”

“Yes.”

The police officer stared at her a little longer before turning to Karen. “If you want to make a
complaint— Or maybe you ought to tell us what’s going on here.”

Karen said, “Do you really want to know?”

Roland liked that. He grinned, adjusting his hat, fooling with it. He said to Karen, “There you are.
They want to hear the dirt.” Roland’s gaze moved to the police officers. He said to them, “You know
who this lady is, Mrs. DiCilia? Was married to Frank DiCilia, good friend of Ed Grossi, recently
passed away.”

(Sure, they knew it. They’d have been sitting on Roland with a sap under his chin if it was some other
backyard.)

“See, we have our disagreements, get into arguments like anybody else,” Roland went on, as though
he belonged here, part of the family. “But if we was to start explaining everything to you, you’d be
writing reports all night and on your day off . . . wouldn’t you?”

Roland knew he had hit the nail on the head. The police officers stood there not saying anything. What
did they see? A guy chases the maid into the swimming pool and the lady of the house gets pissed off.
The lady hadn’t yelled or had a fit. The lady was mad, yeah, but she seemed in control of the
situation. (“Do you really want to know?”) Pretty cool about it. It took the policemen off the hook and
it made Roland happier’n a pig in shit. The lady saw clearly the position she was in. Call the police
and then what? Call them every day?

Roland, in the front doorway, watched the white Lauderdale police car with it’s red bubble, drive
over the bridge to Harbor Beach Parkway. He’d pulled it off, made his point.

Roland said over his shoulder, “I knew you were up there watching. You enjoy the show?”

No answer from her.

The cops had eyed his Cadillac and right now were probably calling the Communications Center to
punch the code on his license number. Those guys were going to shit when they got the report; but they
wouldn’t come back now without a heavy charge and backup.

Karen, standing behind him in the hall, said, “Are we going to talk?”

Roland turned, closing the door. He studied Karen, trying to make up his mind about something.



“You’re different’n before. You know it? You’re a lot calmer. I don’t mean you’re ever excitable, but
there’s something different about you. You got something bothering you you’re holding in?”

“You talk a lot,” Karen said, “but you never get to the point.” She turned and went into the living
room.

Roland followed her, looking up at the high-beamed ceiling, impressed with the size of the room
every time he came in here.

“I believe I owe you a few bucks. I broke some plates.”

Karen said, “Tell me what you want.” She stood by the fireplace. She felt like moving but didn’t want
to pace in front of him.

Roland eased into a deep chair. His hat brim touched the cushion of the backrest and he hunched
forward a little.

“What’re you offering me?”

“How about twenty-five thousand?”

“Cash? In new hundred dollar bills?”

Karen stared at him.

Roland stared back. He said, “How come you got all those pictures upstairs?” He pulled his Ox Bow
down closer to his eyes so he could rest his head against the chair.

“Did you take the money?”

“No, it’s there. I figure it’s for cigarettes and bird feed, uh?”

“I’m waiting for you to come out and say it,” Karen said. “What you want.”

“I’m not bragging or anything,” Roland said, “but ladies have asked me that before. ‘What do you
want?’ they say, ‘anything.’ ”

“I haven’t said ‘anything.’ ”

“Not yet. See, the fact you got four million bucks, sort of—the proceeds of it—don’t make you any
different from the other ladies asked me what I wanted. And I was in no position to be as nice to them
as I am to you. See, Ed Grossi passed on before he changed anything, and guess who they put in
charge?”

“I don’t believe you,” Karen said.

“Call Jimmy Cap. Ain’t nobody higher’n Jimmy.”



Karen started to move from the fireplace. She caught herself, moving to be moving, made herself
stand motionless, relax, and put her hand on the rough beam that served as a mantel. Why was it so
easy for him? Roland. The way he’d handled the police; refused to stand up or answer them. The
convenience, the timing of Ed Grossi’s death. She wanted to probe, ask questions, insinuate—

And found she didn’t have to. Roland said, “You don’t know for sure Ed was gonna change anything,
let you off, as you told me one time. No, I believe he meant to leave it as is. So you’re lucky, aren’t
you, the way things turned out. Now you got somebody you can see eye to eye with.”

“The way it happened to turn out,” Karen said.

“Yeah, I don’t mean we should go out and celebrate Ed’s passing, but it does make it easier for all
concerned.”

“That he happened to die,” Karen said, staying with it.

“Hey, they got the guy,” Roland said. “Don’t try and mix me up in that. No, all I’m saying, you work
hard and sometimes you get lucky. And here we are, huh?”

“You had something to do with his death,” Karen said.

“I know the boy did it, that’s all. Ask the police, I already talked to them.”

Karen wanted to say, And Vivian, who’s also in this. Where’s Vivian? But she held back, aware of
herself standing at the mantel, alone with the man who wore his hat in the house, the backcountry
gangster, the Miami Beach hotdog, the good-ol’ boy with his boots on the coffee table—God—
making herself remain calm while she felt the stir of excitement, and thought, as she had the first time
he came here—you can handle it.

Play it his way. You can take him.

Karen said, “You still haven’t said anything, have you? What you want.”

“Yeah, I said ladies have offered me things, wanting to be nice.”

“How much is nice?”

“No, it’s got to be what you want to give. You don’t understand, do you?”

“I’m having a little trouble,” Karen said.

“Look, you got four million bucks, the proceeds of it. You got everything you should want or need. But
if you leave here you’re cut off, the funds end.”

“I’m aware of that.”

“I’m reviewing the situation. I can’t see you leaving and giving up four million bucks.”



“I can’t either,” Karen said.

“But your fooling-around love-life is also curtailed, huh?”

“It looks like it.”

“Unless you and me get something going.”

“You mean all I have to do is go to bed with you?”

Roland grinned. “You mention it, I get horny. But see, I’m not going to force you. As I told you the
first time I was here, I’m your boy cuz I’m the only one you got.”

“I go to bed with you,” Karen said. “Then what?”

“You ask me to go to bed.”

“All right, I ask you. Then what happens after that?”

“We live happily ever after.”

“You move in here?”

“Tomorrow, you want me to.”

“It’s not just money then. Even a whole lot.”

“Money?” Roland said. “Shit, I want the money and everything that goes with it. You, the whole
setup.”

“But you’re not going to use force, intimidation.”

“Other than keeping your dink boyfriends away so’s you become sex-starved.”

“If it’s simply between you and me,” Karen said and paused. “You don’t have a chance.”

There was Roland’s grin, showing he was enjoying himself and liked the situation. He said, “We
might’ve got off on the wrong foot and all. But, listen, you’re gonna find I’m really a sweet person.”

19

MAGUIRE SAW THE Cadillac Coupe de Ville in the drive as he turned onto Isla Bahía. He
continued past the house, seeing the dead-end ahead at the canal, and came to a stop.

Nowhere to hide. He knew it was Roland’s car in the drive: the same one he had watched Roland get
in when they came out of the Yankee Clipper, Maguire hanging back so Roland wouldn’t see the
Mercedes.



He’d see it now. Maybe looking at it out the window right this minute.

Well, he could turn around and get out of here, quick. Or he could go in the house— Didn’t we meet
someplace before? He didn’t know how to play it. He didn’t know how Roland would react. But
Roland was there and what if right at this moment Karen needed help? Shit. Andre Patterson said he
had nerve; but that was going into a place ready, knowing what you were going to do, having a good
idea what the reaction would be. This was way different. Goddamn Roland—he didn’t know anything
about him except he was built like a six and a half foot tree stump and had the hands and the reach and
a hide it would be hard to even dent, ’less you hit him with a tire iron. From behind.

He could feel them watching him. Roland and Karen. Shit. He backed up the car, all the way past the
drive, and turned in.

Marta’s hair was combed but looked wet, like she’d

just washed it. Maguire said, “Anybody home?”

“He’s here,” Marta said.

“I know he is. Where are they?”

“I think you better not come in.”

“It’s all right,” Maguire said. “I’m not gonna hurt him.”

Both of them watched Maguire make his entrance, appear and wait to be invited into the living room.
Karen by the fireplace, Roland seated in a deep chair with his hat on.

Gretchen came over, sniffed at Maguire’s legs and went back to Roland who reached down, giving
Gretchen his hand to play with, saying, “You smell the dead fish on him, Gretchie? Huh, do you? Pee-
you but it stinks, don’t it?”

Karen watched without moving, though she didn’t seem tense; her eyes following Gretchen to Roland,
then returning to Maguire with a mild expression, Maguire thinking, what if the dog was a test and he
had flunked it? Maybe that’s what dogs were for. Maybe that was the time, just now, to stoop down
and play with Gretchen and try to think of doggie talk. He wondered how Karen was going to handle
it, what she’d say—

But it was Roland who invited him in.

“Hey, come on’n sit down. You son of a gun, you knew it was me the other night in the bar, didn’t
you?” Roland grinned. “You tell her that story about the woman with the parrot?”

“I don’t believe he has,” Karen said, a little surprised.

Roland waved his arm. “Come on in here and sit down, partner.”



Maguire walked around the couch facing the fireplace and eased into it at the end away from Roland.
He looked at Karen: her eyes on him but not telling him anything; guarded, or only mildly curious.
Then looking at Roland as he spoke.

“This woman had a sick parrot she kep’ in the bathroom,” Roland said. “Christ, spent weeks nursing
it back to health, got it all well again and the parrot, you know what it did? Tried to get a drink of
water in the toilet and drowned.”

Karen said, “That’s the story?”

“He didn’t tell it right,” Maguire said. “You don’t say the parrot was trying to get a drink.”

“What was it doing,” Roland said, “taking a piss?”

“No, it’s the way the woman told it,” Maguire said. “The idea, like this is a moving experience, she’s
been waiting for somebody to come by so she can tell it. But then when she does, it’s at the wrong
time. You know what I mean?”

“Christ, I know them women better’n you do.”

“I don’t doubt that. I’m talking about this particular woman. All alone, nobody to talk to.”

“Waiting for somebody to come give ’er a jump,” Roland said. “I know exactly what you’re talking
about. But what do you believe that parrot was doing in the toilet?”

Karen looked from Roland to Maguire.

“I believe it wanted a drink of water,” Maguire said, “but that isn’t the point.”

“If that’s what the goddarn parrot wanted, then say it,” Roland said. “Otherwise it don’t make sense
what the parrot was doing in the toilet.”

“You tell it your way, I’ll tell it mine,” Maguire said.

Karen looked from Maguire to Roland.

“Shit yeah, I’ll tell it my way,” Roland said. “You leave out the best part. Or you could say— yeah,
you could say the parrot was trying to take a

piss and it drowned. That’d make it a better story.” “You miss the whole point,” Maguire said. “Miss
the point—you dink, I lived out there with

those people half my life.” “I believe it,” Maguire said. “What’s that mean, that remark?” “You say
you lived out there, I believe it. That’s

all,” Maguire said, looking at the redneck son of a bitch sitting there like it was his house, feet up,
playing with the dog. Be cool, Maguire thought. Take it easy. But Karen was watching, and he had to



say something else.

He said, “You always wear your hat in the

house?” “You want to say something about it?” “I asked you a simple question, that’s all.” “You want
to take it off me?” “No, I think it looks good on you. Tells what

you are.” Black metal tongs and a poker hung at the end of

the fireplace behind Karen. “And what do you say I am?” Roland said. “Let’s see. You wear a range
hat and cowboy

boots,” Maguire said, “and that suit”—aware of Karen listening—“I’d have to guess you’re with a
circus.”

“You guessed it,” Roland said, starting to pull himself out of the chair, ignoring Gretchen jumping at
his leg. “And you know what I do at the circus?”

Karen could say something now. Right now would be a wonderful time for her to get into it. But
Karen watched them without saying a word.

Maguire paused.

Three steps to the black iron poker—if he could get it off the hook in time.

He said, “Let’s see. Are you one of the clowns?”

Roland said, “No, I’m not one of the clowns.” Standing now, ten feet away. “I’m the Wildman of the
Big Swamp, and what I do”—moving toward Maguire now—“I take smartass little dinks that smell of
fish and I tear ’em asshole to windpipe and throw ’em away.”

Karen said, “Why don’t you sit down?” But much too late.

Maguire pushed off the sofa, going for the fireplace. Roland reached him easily, swiveled a hip,
caught Maguire in a headlock against his side and held him there. Roland squeezed his hands together
to apply pressure, and Maguire gagged, feeling his breath cut off.

“Leave him alone,” Karen said, in a mild tone. Maguire hearing it and thinking, Christ, tell him! Make
him! He couldn’t move; he tried to push against Roland, tried to reach around to get a grip on the
man’s hips; but Roland squeezed, and Maguire felt himself grow faint.

“So this here’s the porpoise man,” Roland said. “Hey, partner, what do you do, play with them
porpoises all day? They get you excited, watching ’em? Little shithead comes in here, starts flapping
his mouth.” Roland held Maguire with one arm around his neck and began to rub the knuckles of his
free hand into Maguire’s scalp. “Hey, shithead, how’s that feel? Give you a knuckle massage. I’ll give
you a knuckle sandwich I ever see you around here again. How’s that feel, huh? Kinda burn, does it?”



Karen said, “That’s enough. Stop it.”

Roland took hold of Maguire’s right arm as he released him and bent the arm up behind Maguire’s
back, lifting him up, raising his face that was flushed and stung, trying not to yell out but, Christ, his
shoulder was about to twist out of place.

“That way,” Roland said. “Go on, toward the hall there.”

Karen watched, still at the fireplace, remembering something like this from a long, long time ago:
Karen Hill watching two seventh grade boys on the school playground. The headlock; the Dutch rub,
they called it then; the arm bent behind the back—

“Go on, get your ass out of here.” Roland in the hall now, giving Maguire a shove as he released him.

Maguire kept going to the front door. He saw Marta in the doorway that led to the back hall, watching
him, sympathetic. Or maybe not. Maybe

thinking, So much for him.

Roland called out, “Leave the car!”

Maguire was opening the door when he called again.

“Wait a minute!”

Maguire waited, looking outside at the faint, early evening sunlight, not turning around. Roland came
up to him.

“I want to ask you something,” Roland said, his tone mild again. “You’re over there with them
porpoises all the time—you ever see ’em do it?”

“Do what?”

“You know, do it.”

“Every night,” Maguire said.

“No shit, every night, huh? Hey, you suppose I could come over sometime and watch?”

Jesus Diaz said to the woman in the doorway, her TV on loud behind her, “I know he be coming home
soon. See, I know where he is. He told me to wait for him.”

Aunt Leona said, “It’s all right with me if you wait. Sit anywhere you want.” Pointing to some old
lawn chairs.

“I mean I’m supposed to wait inside his place.” In case Roland followed Maguire for some reason,
Jesus wasn’t going to have Roland see him sitting here at the Casa Loma. He’d go to Cuba right now



before he’d let it happen.

“Well, I don’t know,” Aunt Leona said.

“See, we old friends. I’m not going to steal nothing.”

Man, all that to get in his apartment. If it was dark he would have walked in himself. As it turned out
it became dark as he sat watching Maguire’s black and white TV and drinking some of Maguire’s
rum. A good-looking girl in a red T-shirt came in. Jesus stood up and said he was waiting for his
friend. The good-looking girl said, “Lots of luck,” and went out. Finally, when Maguire walked in the
door he looked surprised, though more drunk than surprised.

“I saw your two cars at the DiCilia house,” Jesus Diaz said. “But you’re all right, uh? You want to
know who I saw before that?”

Maguire poured himself a rum over ice. “I don’t know, do I?”

“I saw Vivian Arzola. I look around Keystone all day. Nothing. I drive to her mother’s place in
Homestead. There she is.”

“That’s nice,” Maguire said. “Tell the lady. Hold your hand out like this, she’ll give you a tip.”

“Right away Vivian’s scared to death when I see her. I say take it easy, I’m not going to hurt you. I jes
want to tell you Mrs. DiCilia want to talk to you. She look at me like she don’t trust me. Something is
strange about her. You know? I leave, but I wait around in my car. Pretty soon she come out with a
suitcase. I follow her little foreign car back to Miami to a house on Monegro. You know where I
mean? In Coconut Grove, little pink house there. She goes in, a little while later I go up, ring the bell.
No answer. Shit, I know she’s in there. But what’s the matter with her? You listening?” Jesus Diaz
looked at Maguire stretched out on the bed now, holding his drink. “I ring the bell again. Nothing. So I
open the door with these keys I have, you know? I look through the house. She’s hiding in the
bedroom, man, in the closet. She say, ‘Oh, please don’t kill me.’ I say, ‘What do I want to kill you
for?’ She say, ‘I won’t tell, I promise you.’ I say, ‘You won’t tell what?’ You listening? We talk some
more, talk some more, I’m very nice to her, we talk about our mothers, I tell her I quit the business,
I’m going to Cuba. She say, ‘I want to go with you.’ I say, ‘Why?’ We talk some more. You know what
she’s scared of? Of course, Roland. You know why she scared? Hey, you listening? Because she
know Roland killed Ed Grossi.”

“I’m listening,” Maguire said.
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LESLEY WAS SAYING INTO THE MIKE, “That little hole there on top of Misty and Gippy’s head
is called their blowhole. It’s just like your nose. If they get water in there they could catch pneumonia,
pleurisy, or even drown. So please don’t splash them. ’Sides if you do, they’re gonna splash
everybody back.” Pause. “And no one has ever won a water fight with a dolphin.”



Lesley, Karen decided—walking away from the Porpoise Play Pool—was cute but a little tacky.
Probably not too bright, either.

She looked in at the grandstand show pool again, walked around to the refreshment stand and there he
was. At a picnic table having coffee.

“Why aren’t you working today?”

Maguire looked up. “I’m trying to get fired.”

“I think I asked you once before, why don’t you quit?”

“Pretty soon.”

Karen said, “I’m sorry about yesterday.”

“Yeah, I could see, the way you were standing there watching.”

“What did you expect me to do, hit him?” Karen sat down at the picnic table. Maguire, stirring his
coffee with a plastic stick, didn’t look up. Karen watched him. “I just found out something you
wouldn’t tell me. ‘These are Atlantic bottle-nosed dolphins. The porpoise is a much smaller animal,
nervous and high strung, practically untrainable.’ ” Karen said, giving it a little of Lesley’s southern
Ohio accent. “ ‘But we call ’em porpoise so you won’t get ’em mixed up with the dolphin fish you
see on menus in some of Florida’s finest restaurants. Don’t worry though’—you all—‘when you order
it, you are not eating Flipper.’ You think I could get a job here.”

“Talk to Brad. Tell him you need the money.”

“Are we a little pouty today? I thought you handled it pretty well, considering everything. At least you
stood up to him.”

“I did, huh?”

Karen picked up his coffee and sipped it. “Too much sugar.” She put it down again. “I brought the car
for you—if you can drive me back.”

“What else can I do for you?”

Karen studied him, waiting for him to look at her. “Why’re you taking it out on me? There wasn’t
anything I could do.”

“I got the feeling you didn’t much care,” Maguire said, “one way or the other.”

“Would it’ve helped if I’d screamed, kicked him in the shins?”

“It might’ve.”



“The police were already there once, and did nothing.”

“For what? You called them?” Maguire looked up, interested.

“Roland was making a point. That he could hit close to home and the police wouldn’t do anything
about it. He pretended he was going to rape Marta, and I got excited and called the cops.”

“You got excited?” Maguire said.

“I was afraid he was going to hurt her. I didn’t know it was an act.”

“Then when you realized it,” Maguire said, “you were Cool Karen again?”

“What’re you trying to say?” She put on a little frown, but it didn’t indicate much concern.

“You’ve got this guy hanging on you,” Maguire said, “but you don’t seem too worried anymore. Like,
so what? What’s the big deal? I don’t know if you’ve given up or you don’t care.”

“Guess what he wants?” Karen said. “He finally said it. Everything, including me.”

“See? That’s what I’m talking about. You think it’s funny or what?”

“He said I’ll reach the point where I’ll want to give him everything, because he’ll be my only

chance.”

“You believe that?”

“Well—he’s got more confidence than anyone I’ve ever met.”

“He’s got more bullshit, and that’s what he’s giving you. He’s gonna look for the opening, set you up
and take whatever he can. And if you’re laying there with your head broken, that’s tough shit.”

“He likes me.”

“He may, but that’s got nothing to do with it.”

“But you see, his self-confidence, that’s the flaw,” Karen said, leaning closer over the table. “What
does he base it on? Not much. There’s considerably less to Mr. Roland Crowe than he realizes.
Watching you two yesterday—you know what it was like? Two little boys showing off in front of a
girl. Arguing about the parrot—I couldn’t believe it.”

“You didn’t get it.”

“No, I assumed you were putting him on, but he was serious. I’d look at Roland. This is the one who’s
giving me trouble? I thought of something Ed Grossi told me once, about being concerned with people
who turn out to be lightweights.”



“Ed Grossi,” Maguire said. “He told you that, huh? You want some more advice?”

“What?”

“Forget Ed Grossi’s advice. Talk to Vivian Arzola.”

***

Roland said to Lionel Oliva, “How can you live in this dump? Goddamn place ain’t any bigger’n a
horse trailer.”

“We manage.”

“Get her out of here.”

Lionel turned to the woman cooking something for him on the tiny stove. She edged past them without
looking at Roland and stepped out of the trailer. Roland bent down to watch her through the window
—big Cuban ass sliding from side to side as she walked out of Tall Pines toward S.W. Eighth Street.

“You want the boat?” Lionel Oliva said. “Take somebody out?”

“Not just yet.” Roland straightened up, making a face as he looked at Lionel. “You drink too much,
you know it?”

“I like to drink sometime, sure.”

“You like to live in this stink?”

“I don’t smell nothin’.”

“Jesus, look at the place. You work for me, you’re gonna have to clean yourself up.”

“I work for you now?”

“I want you to see if you can find Vivian Arzola. Her and you both used to pick oranges, didn’t you?”

“Man, a long time ago.”

“Well, go look up some of your old buddies still around. See if anybody’s seen her lately.”

“How come I work for you now,” Lionel Oliva said, “you don’t get Jesus?”

“He went to Cuba, you dink. You were sitting there when he told me.”

“No, he never went to Cuba. I see him talking to a guy in Centro Vasco yesterday.”

“You see him again, tell him to call me,” Roland said. “Tell him I don’t hear from him and run into
him on the street, I’ll bust his little bow legs and wrap ’em around his dink head.”



Roland got out of that smelly house trailer. He’d look around some for Vivian; stop in and see Karen,
make her day a little brighter. First, though, he was going to go home and pick up a firearm to carry on
him or keep in the car. There was too much going on now not to be ready for what you might least
expect.

Vivian Arzola said to Jesus, when he returned in the

morning, “I have to think about it.”

“Think about what? She wants to help you.”

“How? All I do is endanger myself telling somebody else.”

“Trust her,” Jesus said.

“All right, but only Mrs. DiCilia. If she brings police, I don’t know anything.”

“Her and one other, a friend that’s helping her. This is his idea, but I can’t tell you anything else.”

“You can’t tell me, I’m supposed to tell him everything. All right, the two of them. And you,” Vivian
said. “Any more, I have to rent chairs. You see what they do to this place? Sneak out before the first
of the month, leave all this crap. Look at the condition, the dirt. Five years I’ve owned this place, I’ve
never made any money.”

“What time?” Jesus said.

“Late, after it’s dark. I don’t know, nine o’clock. You drop them off—what kind of car?”

“I don’t know yet.”

“Forget the whole thing,” Vivian said.

“Wait, let me think. Gray Mercedes-Benz.”

“You drop them off. I don’t want the car in front.”

“What else?”

“Tell them I’m not going to the police. If that’s what they want, they’re wasting their time. No police
in this. I see a policeman, I don’t know anything you’re talking about.”

“If you say it. Anything else?”

“A gun,” Vivian said.

“What kind?”

“What kind, one that shoots. I don’t care what kind. A big one.”



“Take it easy,” Jesus said. “You got nothing to worry about.”
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JESUS, DRIVING THE MERCEDES, dropped them off in front of the pink stucco house on Monegro
Avenue within a minute or so of nine o’clock, telling them he would drive around and come back at
exactly

9:30.

Maguire wondered if all this was necessary: like synchronizing their watches, everyone very grim,
Karen wearing dark glasses—why? So who wouldn’t recognize her?—but he didn’t say anything. Or
comment, make a harmless smart remark about Vivian letting them in with the lights off, taking them
back to the kitchen and closing the door to the hall before turning on the kitchen light. Maguire was
glad he’d kept quiet. Even seeing Vivian for the first time—not anything like the stylish woman Karen
had described in the car—Maguire realized how frightened she was. Vivian looked like she had been
on a drunk for several days; combed her hair maybe, but had forgotten about makeup. For the first few
minutes they were in the kitchen, he had never seen anyone so tense. Maguire poured the coffee. He
lighted three cigarettes for Vivian, while she told them about driving Ed Grossi to Boca Raton and
seeing Roland and barely getting away from him.

“Why won’t you go to the police?” Karen asked her.

Vivian said, “Because he’ll kill me. Why do you think?”

“But he’ll be in jail.”

“He’ll be out on bond, he won’t be in jail.”

“Well—the police will protect you.”

“Excuse me,” Vivian said, “but I worked for Ed Grossi twelve years. If they want a person dead, the
person’s dead. This is what Roland does, it’s his job.”

Karen said, “To kill people?”

Maguire watched her. She seemed more fascinated by the idea than startled or shocked.

Vivian said, “Yes, of course. He can go to prison and pay somebody else to do it. Or, if he wants to
himself bad enough, he waits till he gets out. Don’t you know that? They convict him, I have a nice
time for ten years. Then what?”

“They’ve charged someone else with his murder,” Karen said.

“Arnold Rapp, I know that,” Vivian said. “It’s too bad, but I’m not giving my life for Arnold Rapp.”



“It’s almost nine-thirty,” Maguire said.

Karen, seated close to Vivian, looked up from the kitchen table. “Why don’t you go with him? Come
back at ten.”

Why? What were they going to talk about? He couldn’t see Karen’s eyes behind the glasses. She sat in
the dirty kitchen of the house on Monegro in the Cuban quarter working something out. As though she
did this all the time.

Maguire went out to the curb and got in the Mercedes as it came to a stop.

“Where is she?”

“We come back in a half hour.”

Jesus drove off. “I went up to Eighth Street. I saw a guy there he say Roland’s looking for me. Shit.
Man, I got to go to Cuba or do something.”

Maguire didn’t say anything, looking at the people sitting in front of their houses and the ones on the
sidewalk watching the silver-gray Mercedes-Benz drive by.

“What do you think about Vivian?” Jesus said.

“I think she’s scared.”

“No, I mean do you think she’d pay us something? Why not, uh?”

They picked up Karen at 10. Maguire slid behind the wheel and Jesus got in back as far as S.W.
Eighth, where they dropped him off. Maguire cut over to 95 and headed north to Lauderdale. Karen
had taken off her glasses. She sat holding them, silent.

“Well?” Maguire said.

Karen didn’t say anything.

“What else you find out?”

“Nothing, really.”

“She still won’t go to the police.”

“The day Roland dies, she will. If the other man is still in prison. He kills people,” Karen said.

“You mean Roland.”

“Yeah. He kills people.”

Maguire said, “Do you want me to stay with you tonight?”



Karen took a long time to answer. She said, “Not tonight, okay? I’d like to do some quiet thinking.”

“That’s the only kind,” Maguire said, keeping it light, but feeling a little hook inside him. Something
was going on.

They drove in silence; left the freeway and headed east toward the ocean through light evening traffic,
across the 17th Street Causeway and past Seascape, Maguire’s other world, dark. Maguire picturing
the dolphins by themselves, surfacing in moonlight within their pools and tanks.

He said to Karen, “When I worked at the dolphin place down on Marathon, ten years ago—I didn’t
tell you, did I, I got arrested for willful destruction of property?”

Karen didn’t say anything.

“You listening?”

“You were arrested for willful destruction of something.”

“The fences,” Maguire said. “They didn’t have tanks down there, they had wire fences built out from
the shore and the breakwater. Like pens they kept the dolphins in. Different pens that were attached to
each other. One night I went out there with some tinsnips and cut the fences.”

Karen said, “You freed the dolphins?”

“Yeah. They swam out to sea.”

“That’s remarkable.” She kept looking at him now.

“Unh-unh, the remarkable thing,” Maguire said, “as soon as they got hungry they all came back to the
pens and never left again. . . . They didn’t want to be saved. They just wanted to play games.”
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JESUS DIAZ was taking his suit and some pants to the dry cleaner, getting ready for his trip,
whenever it was going to be. He was walking past the place on the corner of Eighth Street and Forty-
second Avenue that gave spiritual readings and advice, when the car turned the corner, stopped hard,
and the voice said, “Hey!”

Jesus almost dropped the clothes and took off. But it was Lionel Oliva motioning him to come over to
the car.

“I thought you went to Cuba.”

“Pretty soon.”

“I got your job. Man, it’s a lot of work.”



“Keep it,” Jesus said.

“What’s he want with Vivian Arzola?” Lionel asked.

Jesus moved in closer, stuck his head in the window, resting his clothes against the dusty car.

“He’s looking for her?”

“He came to the trailer yesterday, insulted me, then hired me to find her. What does the pimp give you
for a job like this?”

“Different amounts. What he feels like,” Jesus said. “You have any luck?”

“That’s what it was,” Lionel said. “You know she owns some houses to rent. I was talking to this guy
used to know her, lives in the Grove. He said yeah, this house of Vivian’s on Monegro was vacant for
a month. But then he saw a light on, and he thinks he saw her go in there the other day. So I went over,
I look in the window. There she is in the hall, going into the kitchen or someplace. I knock on the
door, no answer.”

“She probably don’t want to see anybody,” Jesus said.

“Stuck up, owning all those houses,” Lionel said. “Fuck that, I’m not going to bother with her.”

“I wouldn’t,” Jesus said.

“Let Roland see if he can talk to her.”

“You tell him yet?”

“Yeah, I just called him a few minutes ago.”

Ten-fifteen, another fifteen minutes before show time, Brad Allen was addressing his “gang”—
Lesley, Robyn, Hooker, Chuck, and Maguire— sitting around on the lower grandstand benches, while
Brad, in pure white, stood between them and the pool. The main-show dolphins would surface and
watch them from the holding pens along the side. Brad half-turned to point across the pool to the deck
that served as the stage.

“What we’ll do, we’ll light some paper in some kind of shallow metal container. Maguire, you’ll still
be backstage. Wait there after the intro. So you’ll ring the firebell.”

Seascape opened at ten. There were people on the grounds already looking around, coming past the
roped-off grandstand area and looking in, wondering what all those kids in the red T-shirts were
doing sitting there. No, they weren’t all kids, were they?

Robyn said, “Brad, it’s a dynamite idea, but do you light the paper and you’re the one that yells fire?”

“No, you’re right,” Brad said. “You light the paper. That’s good thinking, Rob. And I’ll be distracting



the audience, my back turned to you.”

Maguire saw Jesus Diaz approach the chain across the entrance and the sign hanging from it that said:
THIS AREA CLOSED UNTIL SHOWTIME, Jesus looking at the sign and then looking in anxiously at
the group sitting in the grandstand. Maguire raised his arm. He stood up.

“Sit down,” Brad said.

“I got to talk to that guy for a minute.”

The others were turning to look up at Maguire and then over to the Cuban waiting by the chain.

“Sit down till we get this straightened out,” Brad said. “I turn around, I see it and yell, ‘Fire!’ Cue for
the firebell. No, wait’ll I say, ‘This is a job for Smokey the Dolphin.’ Yeah. Then ring the bell. Then
Hooker? You’ve got the hat on Dixie, right?”

“Right,” Hooker said.

“Maguire, sit down.”

“I just have to see the guy a minute.”

“When we’re through,” Brad said. “Okay, Hooker—you give Dixie the signal.”

“Right.”

“She comes over, gives a couple of tail flaps—”

Maguire was staring at Jesus, trying to read his mind.

“—and puts out the fire.”

“He knows where she is!” Jesus called out to him.

Maguire was moving.

“Where you going? . . . Maguire!”

Brad and the “gang” watched him hurdle the chain—brush the sign with his foot, causing it to jiggle—
and take off with the Cuban.

“Any idea where he’s going?” Brad asked.

“He probably don’t know himself,” Lesley said. “He’s weird.”

Virginia Hill was really Virginia Hauser, or Virginia Hill Hauser; but no one referred to her by that
name. She was Virginia Hill, who told the Kefauver Crime Committee in 1951 that men kept giving
her money because they were friends. Period. She didn’t know exactly how much she had. Yes, she



knew Bugsy Siegel, he was one of the friends. No, she didn’t know what he did for a living.

Karen wore a white scarf over her hair (tied in back), sunglasses, and a beige and blue striped caftan
that reached to the brick surface of the patio.

She said to the feature writer from The Gold-coaster, a pleasant, nice looking but unyielding girl by
the name of Tina Noor, “I was Karen Hill much longer than I was Karen Stohler or Karen DiCilia,
that’s all I’m trying to say. I think of myself as Karen Hill.” And only thinking about the other Hill, not
mentioning her. “How do you think of yourself?”

“As Tina Noor.”

“You’re married.”

“Yeah.”

“But you don’t think of yourself, ever, as who you used to be?”

“Yeah, but that’s exactly the point. I’m not really that person anymore.”

“Well, we’re different,” Karen said. “You want to sell magazines, and I want to maintain my identity.
Karen Hill. Don’t you think it sounds better?”

“It’s a nice name,” Tina Noor said, “but no one knows who Karen Hill is.”

“I do.”

“I mean everyone’s familiar with Karen DiCilia. You were in the papers again when Ed Grossi was
killed. People are interested in what you think about . . . what it’s like to be associated with those
people and live a normal life.”

“A normal life,” Karen said.

She moved to the umbrella table, reached into a straw beachbag and brought out a pack of cigarettes.
Tina’s eyes remained on the bag, lying on its side, open now. She looked at Karen lighting the
cigarette, Karen sitting down in one of the deck chairs. Tina’s eyes returned to the straw bag.

She said, “Is that a gun in there? In the bag?”

Karen nodded.

“Can I ask why you have it?”

“Why does anyone have a gun?” Karen said.

“I mean, of course for protection; but do you feel for some reason your life might be in danger?”



“I’m Karen Hill, I was born in Detroit, Grosse Pointe. I’m forty-four. I was married to Frank Di-Cilia
five and a half years. I never asked him what he did. I never asked him why he had a gun. That
particular gun, as a matter of fact.” Karen paused. “But now I know.”

“Would you tell me?”

Karen drew on the cigarette, the smoke dissolving in the afternoon glare. Karen seemed unaffected by
the heat, though she was perspiring beneath the caftan, and when the writer left she’d go in the pool . .
. come out, shower, it would be time for cocktails. Wait for someone to come.

She said, “Until Ed Grossi’s death, I hadn’t had a cigarette in sixteen years.”

Tina waited. “You feel the need?”

“It’s something to do.”

“Are you . . . in good health?”

“Why do you ask?”

“I don’t know, I just wondered. You seem a little tired.”

“Or bored,” Karen said. “In a way, bored. In another way—well, that’s something else.”

“What is?”

“Why don’t you ask what my hobbies are?”

“What’re your hobbies?”

“I don’t have any.”

“Well, what do you do all day?”

“Nothing.”

“You have friends—”

“Are you asking?”

“Yeah, don’t you have friends?”

Karen drew on the cigarette, looked at it and let it drop to the brick surface.

“Not really.”

“Well, why don’t you go out more, do things? Travel maybe.”



“There are reasons,” Karen said.

“What reasons?”

“I told you you weren’t going to get much of a story. I don’t know why you insisted.”

“Because something’s going on,” Tina said, “and I think if you had just a little more confidence in me
you might tell what it is.”

“It has nothing to do with confidence.”

“All right, trust. I promise I won’t write anything you don’t want revealed.”

“Revealed,” Karen said. “That’s exactly the kind of word I don’t want to see. Karen DiCilia’s Secret
Revealed.”

“I don’t know why I used it,” Tina said, sitting forward in her chair, feeling close to something and
forgetting her casual-reporter pose. “It’s a written word, but it’s really not the kind I use. I’m
interested in your point of view, how you feel about things, rather than your effect on me. If you know
what I mean.”

“Which is what? How do you see me?”

“Well, I’m not sure. I mean I haven’t made any judgments. Right away I think of those words again.
Karen DiCilia’s Secret Not Revealed. A very smashing looking woman who keeps to herself, has a
gun—”

“Don’t mention that.”

“Isn’t exactly hiding but seems watchful, guarded, quietly aware of something going on she won’t talk
about. You must realize you’ve got everybody wondering about you.”

Karen didn’t say anything. She sat with her legs crossed, one slender hand touching the side of her
sunglasses.

“All right, if I do a Karen Hill rather than a Karen DiCilia,” Tina said, “do you have any early
pictures of yourself?”

“I may have,” Karen said. “I’d have to look.”

A woman by the name of Epifania Cruz, forty-two, had given her daughter and son-in-law a wooden
chair that was over two hundred years old and originally from Andalucia. The chair and baby Alicia,
her daughter, were brought to Miami from Cuba the night of April 27, 1961, following the defeat at
the Bay of Pigs.

It was a low straight chair, more like a three-legged stool with a back support. Epifania gave it to
Alicia and her son-in-law with apprehension because he was one of those who dressed like a disco



dancer and spent his time at the Centro Español even though he never had a job. Epifania was in
Abbey Hospital because of a problem with her colon, when she learned Alicia and her son-in-law,
the pimp, had moved away quickly, getting out before they were taken to court, and had left much of
what they owned in their rented home on Monegro Avenue.

Nearly a month had passed; but maybe the chair was still in the house. Epifania was told no one else
had moved into it. Maybe she’d be lucky.

She went there at night. If she found the chair and carried it away, she didn’t want people to see her
even though she considered the chair her own property. She brought with her a large kitchen knife to
use to pry open the door, but found she didn’t have to. The door was unlocked.

With the street light shining in the window, Epifania could see well enough. The chair wasn’t in the
living room. It wasn’t in the kitchen. She opened the door to the bedroom and stood in the opening. It
was too dark back there to see anything. She raised her hand holding the kitchen knife, reaching for
the light switch. There was an explosion and Epifania was blown back into the hall, almost to the
kitchen.

Roland came out of the bedroom with the 12gauge pump-action shotgun under his arm, reached into
the kitchen to turn on the light and looked down at the woman.

He said, “Shit. You ain’t Vivian.”
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MAGUIRE SAID TO LESLEY, “Just tell him I’m whacked out, probably coming down with
something.”

“I don’t wonder,” Lesley said. “The three of you get it on at one time, or you and the guy take turns?
Hey, is he Andre?”

“Yeah, it’s Andre,” Maguire said, “and his wife. We haven’t seen each other in awhile, so I want to
take the day off, spend some time with ’em.”

“He just loaned you his car a week ago, didn’t he?”

“Hey, Lesley,” Maguire said, “you’re gonna be late for work. Tell him, okay?”

“Brad’s pissed at you anyway for not coming back yesterday. He’s gonna want to know where you
went.”

Maguire reached the end right there. He said, “Tell him whatever you want. I don’t give a shit.”

“Ca-al!”

She never called him Cal. Did she? What difference did it make? He went into his apartment, leaving
Lesley standing by her yellow Honda. (The Mercedes was parked two blocks away.)



Jesus, hunched in front of the television set, adjusting the picture, said, “Look, the house on
Monegro.” A covered human form on an ambulance stretcher was being carried down the front steps
as the voice-over newscaster described the mysterious shooting, the murder of a woman named
Epifania Cruz. The newscaster said the police were now looking for the woman’s daughter and son-
in-law, the last tenants of the house.

Vivian Arzola, holding a coffeepot, watched from the stove. She said, “You know what it’s like?”
Neither Maguire nor Jesus looked at her, watching the woman’s body being lifted into the van now.
“Like in a movie, the people run out of the house, they reach safety just in time and the house blows
up.”

They were looking at a commercial now. When Maguire realized it he turned off the television set.
Next thing they’d be watching Dinah Shore and Merv Griffin. He said, “We got to do it tonight. Figure
out how and set it up—”

“If we’re sure we’re gonna do it,” Jesus said.

They had gotten Vivian out of the house on Monegro yesterday. They weren’t going to sit around here
or take her from place to place. Vivian had said she wanted to get far away from here. It wasn’t worth
it, looking over her shoulder all the time. She had to go someplace else.

“It’s how we do it, not if,” Maguire said. “It’s got to be at the DiCilia house.”

“Why?” Jesus said.

“Because the police were there already”— Maguire speaking quietly, wanting Jesus to relax and
listen—“when Roland tried to grab your sister. Okay, he comes to try again, armed, huh? Only this
time we’re there. You’re defending your sister, you shoot him.”

“Me? I thought you were gonna shoot him.”

“One or the other,” Maguire said. “You know how to fire a gun, don’t you?”

“Sure, I know that. But I never shot at anybody.”

“Let’s talk about—first, how do we get him there?” Maguire said. “He comes because he thinks
Vivian’s in the house.”

“You’re crazy you think I’m going there,” Vivian said.

“You don’t have to go there. I’m saying he thinks you’re there because we get him to believe it. Like,
say I call you from there later. I say, ‘Okay, Vivian, it’s all set. We’ll pick you up, you spend the night
here and take you to the police first thing in the morning.’ You say something, he hears your voice, he
knows it’s you.”

“I don’t understand,” Vivian said, then began to nod. “Yeah, the tap on the phone. I can’t even think
straight.”



“What if he don’t?” Jesus said. “If he’s busy looking for Vivian and he don’t listen to it?”

“I don’t know,” Maguire said, wondering if he had to tell Karen about it and not wanting to. Though if
they had to wait around a few days until Roland picked up the tape—it might turn out he’d have to tell
her. But he didn’t want to bring her into it. He wanted to get it done and present her with it. There, the
guy’s off your back. Making it look, not easy exactly, but not too hard either. There. You have any
other problems?

He said to Jesus, “What’s the guy’s name working for him?”

“Lionel Oliva.”

“Okay, you tell Lionel you know where Vivian is. You say you found out Vivian’s gonna be there
tonight. Your sister told you.”

“What if he asks why I’m telling him?” Jesus said. “He knows I won’t do any favor for Roland.”

“Tell him—what if you tell him you’re setting Roland up for somebody?”

“Then what’s Lionel get out of it? He says bullshit. If he tells Roland and Roland gets taken out,
who’s gonna pay him?”

“You tell him you’ll pay him,” Maguire said. “What’s it worth to him?”

“He’s gonna be scared. You miss, the first one Roland go sees is Lionel, knowing he was set up.”

“How about a grand?”

“You kidding? He’d do it himself for a grand.”

“And get some more stitches in his head,” Maguire said. “I’ve seen Lionel. That Lionel? No, we do
it. But he sets it up. All he has to do, tell Roland he knows Vivian’s gonna be there tonight. That’s all
he knows. He heard it from you and you told him not to tell anybody, acting very mysterious about it.
You think he can do it?”

“Yeah, he can do that.”

“And act dumb?”

“Easy,” Jesus said.

“Then Roland gets the tape, hears Vivian’s voice, he knows it’s true. Even if he doesn’t get the tape,
he’s got to go find out after Lionel tells him. But it’s better if he does, because then he hears Vivian’s
voice, hears she’s going to the police—it’s much better that way. We don’t want Lionel telling him all
that and mess it up.”

Jesus said, “Okay, but what gun do we use? I don’t want to use mine, have to get rid of it after.”



“No, we don’t get rid of it,” Maguire said. “That’s what I’ve been talking about. We call the cops, we
have to have a gun to show ’em, right?”

“You want to call the cops?”

Jesus, Maguire thought. He said, “Look. The guy comes in to rape your sister. You shoot him.
Somebody shoots him. You don’t throw his body in the Intercoastal, you call the cops and give ’em
the gun. That’s what you do. Okay, then Vivian reads about it in the paper. Roland Crowe killed in
rape attempt. Vivian goes to the police, tells ’em she knows Roland killed Ed Grossi. The police let
the other guy go.”

“I’m telling you, he better be dead,” Vivian said, “or I don’t say a word to them, not even my name.”

“He’ll be dead,” Maguire said. He looked at Jesus. “You don’t want to use your gun—okay, tell your
sister there’s a gun upstairs in Karen’s bedroom, top dresser drawer. Tell her to sneak it out of there,
bring it down to her room. We slip in the house after dark, she gives it to us. It was Frank DiCilia’s
gun. They want to bust somebody for possession they can dig up Frank. But bring your own anyway,
just in case.”

“Then what?” Jesus said. “He comes in—when do we do it?”

“That part, we’ll have to wait and see,” Maguire said.

Karen watched him coming out from the house. She stood at the shallow end of the pool drying herself
lightly with a beach towel. He was putting on his sunglasses now, taking her all in.

“Do you really have that much nerve,” Karen said, “or’re you showing off?”

“What nerve?”

“Using the phone. You know he’s going to hear it. You disguise your voice or what?”

“He’s got to do more’n hear me, he’s got to catch me.”

“Who were you calling?”

“The guy I work for. Find out if I still have a job.”

“Does it matter?”

“Well, I guess I’d rather quit than be fired. But I don’t feel like working. He was busy, so I still don’t
know.”

“I can’t imagine you being worried about it,” Karen said, “the job.”

“I’m not worried, I want to know how he feels.”



Karen said, “I saw the news this morning ...the house. Strange, the woman wasn’t Vivian.”

“No, we got her out of there. I forgot to tell you.”

“Something’s going on,” Karen said. “In fact I think there’s quite a lot you haven’t told me.”

Maguire watched her walk to the table to get something out of a straw bag. The slim brown body.
Effortless moves. The quiet tone. He’d bet she drove a car fast and without effort; he saw the two of
them, briefly, in the white Alpha Romeo heading for southern Spain.

He said, “I’ve been thinking the same thing. Like you know something you’re not telling.”

“What’s Karen DiCilia’s secret,” Karen said. “Read the latest speculation in next month’s Gold-
coaster. Though this one’s going to be on Karen Hill.”

“Who’s she?” Maguire said.

“Who knows,” Karen said.

“You going out tonight?”

“Like where?”

He wanted to say to her, It won’t be long; hang on. But said, “I’ll see you later then, okay?”

“Fine. Anytime.”

He left Karen in her backyard world putting on sunglasses, lighting a cigarette. Maguire walked up

S.E. Seventeenth toward the beach, where he’d left the Mercedes. He wondered if she did know
something she wasn’t telling. He wondered about the photos of her in the locked room. When this was
over he’d ask her about them.

Was she lighting a cigarette when he left?

He wondered when she had started smoking. Maybe he hadn’t been paying attention lately, looking
but overlooking, missing something.

Karen had a glass of distilled water from the refrigerator. She left Marta in the kitchen cleaning
vegetables for dinner. Moving along the back hall, Karen paused, looked around, stepped into Marta’s
room and quietly closed the door. The cassette recorder was still beneath the bed, with a box of
cassette cartridges. Karen brought them out, hunching down on her elbows and knees. She changed the
setting from “Record” to “Rewind,” stopped it, pushed the “Play” button and within a few moments
heard Maguire’s voice.

“Vivian? Hi, it’s all set. We’ll pick you up at eleven-thirty and bring you right here. Then first thing in
the morning we go to Miami.”



Vivian’s voice said, “I’m so afraid he’s going to find me. I can’t eat, I can’t sleep. God, I can’t think.”

Maguire’s voice said, “Tomorrow it’ll be over. The Miami Police’ll pick him up, you identify him,
that’s it.”

Vivian’s voice said, “I’ll be so glad when it’s over.”

Maguire’s voice said, “Eleven-thirty, Vivian. See you then.”

Karen played the tape back and listened to it again, twice.

She was surprised, puzzled.

Then annoyed.

Karen ejected the tape cartridge. Holding it in her hand, she got a blank cartridge from the box,
snapped the new one in position and pushed the recorder and the box back under Marta’s bed.
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KAREN BATHED AND DRESSED. She had a martini in the living room while she watched the
news. At a quarter to seven she went into the kitchen carrying a handbag and the keys to Frank’s
Seville, in the garage.

Marta looked at her, surprised. “I was going to ask if you’re ready for dinner.”

“I’m sorry, I thought I told you,” Karen said, “I’m having dinner out.” She looked at the salad greens
drying on the counter. “You haven’t started anything yet, have you?”

“No—” She seemed to want to say more.

“What’s the matter?”

“I don’t want to be alone,” Marta said, “if Roland comes.”

“I thought your brother picks up the tape.”

“Remember, I tole you he doesn’t do it anymore.”

“Well, it’s up to you,” Karen said. “But if you don’t want to open the door when he comes, then
don’t.”

“That wouldn’t stop him.”

“Maybe not. It seems funny, though, to be offering you advice,” Karen said. “I tried to help you
before. You had a chance to have him arrested and you didn’t.”



“Of course. For the same reason I don’t want to be alone with him. I’m scared, I don’t know what to
do.”

“And I don’t know what to tell you,” Karen said. “You’re afraid to let him in and you’re afraid not
to.”

“I wish things would be the same, the way it used to be,” Marta said.

“Wouldn’t it be nice,” Karen said. “So, are you going to give him the tape?”

“I guess so.”

Karen jiggled her keys, getting the one for the Seville ready. She said, “Well, I have to go,” but
remained by the kitchen table, looking at Marta. “I think what I would do, I’d leave the tape for him
outside the door and get away from here for awhile. Maybe a few days. You know? Instead of putting
yourself in the middle of something that really doesn’t concern you.”

“Leave here?”

“Why not? What’s anyone done for you lately?”

Just in time. Roland wheeled his Coupe de Ville into the drive as Marta was backing out, saw her
brakelights flash and, before she knew it, was pressed against her rear bumper.

Out of the car Roland said, “Hey, don’t leave on my account. Where we going?” He looked toward
the open garage doors and at the house, up at the second-floor windows, as though he might catch
someone watching him.

Roland picked up the envelope with his name on it—ROLAND, in big blue letters—from the steps
and moved aside to let Marta unlock the door.

“There’s nobody home,” she said.

“Don’t look like it,” Roland said. “I ain’t gonna play house with you today, sugar, I want to use your
telephone.” He dialed the one in the kitchen, waited, said, “Son of a bitch,” and hung up. “Where’s
Karen at?”

“She went out to dinner.”

“Who with?”

“Nobody. Alone.”

“ ’Less she’s meeting him, huh? Let’s go in your bedroom and listen to this one,” Roland said, holding
up the envelope. “Many calls today?”

“Only a few,” Marta said.



Minutes later, in Marta’s room, after playing the tape and hearing nothing, Roland said, “I’d say that’s
less than a few. Or else this here’s the wrong one.”

“I took it out of the machine,” Marta said.

“And I know you wouldn’t lie to me,” Roland said, straightening up from the recorder on the chair,
standing close to Marta, the bed behind her. “Would you?”

“I have no reason to lie,” she said.

“You got a nice body, you know it?”

Marta stood rigid, her head turned away from his chest.

“But I don’t have time just now to make you happy. Your tough luck,” Roland said, going into the
kitchen. He picked up the wall phone and dialed again.

This time he said, “You dink, where you been?”

Lionel’s voice said, “I was in the toilet a minute.”

“Drinking beer—how many you have?”

“I’m sitting here, I have to do something,” Lionel’s voice said, the sound of a salsa beat behind him.

“Hang on a sec.” Roland looked at Marta. “Go on out in the living room.” He waited until she was in
the hall before saying to Lionel, “Get in your boat and bring it up to Bahía Mar.”

Lionel’s voice said, “Man, it’s gonna be dark soon.”

“I hope so,” Roland said. “I’ll meet you there by the gas pumps in about a hour.” He started to hang
up, then said, “Hey, Jesus say his sister told him or what?”

“No, he didn’t say anything about his sister,” Lionel’s voice said. “He say it was Vivian.”

Roland held the phone away from him, away from the Caribbean jukebox music behind Lionel. Sure
as hell—the sound of a car starting up outside, revving up, then banging something and a terrible
sound of metal scraping metal.

“Shit,” Roland said. “You be there.” He banged the phone into its cradle and ran out of the kitchen to
the side door.

Marta had her car turned around on the lawn; she cut across the drive and was screeching away,
leaving the front left fender of Roland’s Coupe de Ville all torn to hell.

The Palm Bay waiter said to Karen, “The gentleman at the bar would like to join you for a drink, if he
may.”



Karen looked from the booth she was in to a man with gray-styled hair and a paisley jacket. Half-
turned from the bar he raised his drink to her.

“Does he know my name?” Karen said.

“Oh, yes. He said, ‘Ask Mrs. DiCilia.’ ”

“Tell him he’s mistaken,” Karen said.

The waiter smiled. “You don’t want a drink with him?”

“I said tell him he’s mistaken.”

“Very good,” the waiter said.

When the man with the gray-styled hair came over, Karen said, “I don’t know you. I don’t intend to.
Would you go away, please?”

“If you’re alone, no harm in having a drink, a nice chat—”

“Beat it,” Karen said. She stared up at him until he mumbled, “Sorry,” and went back to the bar.

See? Nothing to it.

The look was important. Icy calm, unwavering; the tone quiet, somewhat bored. Maybe a little more
work on the tone, keeping the voice low.

Maybe another one would come along. The rescuers—

The Maguires.

Maguire was going to stick his neck out all the way, showing off, and never be heard of again. The
natural-born loser. She could try to prevent it, within reason; but if he insisted on playing the rescuer,
then she’d have to let him. Karen Hill DiCilia was at the Palm Bay Club the night it happened. Or she
was home, but it wasn’t exactly clear what had happened, Karen Hill’s part in it. Karen Hill seemed
cooperative. Yes, she knew the deceased, was acquainted with him. But Karen Hill obviously knew
more than she was telling.

The waiter came over and said, “If I may disturb you, please. The gentleman at the table by the
window—?”

Karen looked over. “Does he know my name?”

*** Marta drove all the way to Jesus’ apartment on Alhambra, Coral Gables, and got in after she
proved to the manager she was Jesus’ sister and not some girl who wanted to rip him off. God, all the
things there were to go through and worry about—walking back and forth in Jesus’ living room,
walking to the kitchen, walking to the front window, looking out at the street and the cars going by,



some with their lights on already, the time passing so fast, rushing her and not giving her a chance to
think. She got the phone number from her purse, the Casa Loma, and dialed, then had to wait as the
phone rang at least twenty times. When the woman answered, Marta asked if she could please speak
to her brother, the man visiting Mr. Maguire. Marta could hear sounds of voices talking and an
audience laughing, applauding on the phone, having a good time, as she waited again.

When Jesus was on the phone she said, “I left there. I’m not going back.”

“Where are you?”

“I’m at your place, but I’m leaving here, too.”

“Did Roland come?”

“Did he come—he was gonna take my clothes off again and I ran out. I’m not going back.”

“Calm yourself,” Jesus said. “I can’t hear you very well, this TV playing.”

“I’m not going back there,” Marta said.

“You have to be in the house,” Jesus said. “You understand you have to be there.”

“What is it to me,” Marta said, “or you? It’s none of our business. What do we get out of it?”

“Listen, stay there,” Jesus said. “I’ll come soon as I can, and we’ll talk about it. All right?”

“I’m gonna have to go get her,” Jesus said to

Maguire.

“Did he pick up the tape?”

“Yeah, but he tried something, so she ran out and went to my place. She’ll be all right.”

“You sure?”

“If I take Vivian’s car”—looking at Vivian on the bed with the newspaper on her lap, watching them
—“I can go get Marta, talk to her first. See, then bring her to the house and meet you there. Take
maybe an hour, a little more.”

“Did she put the gun in her room?”

“I didn’t ask her, but I know she did.”

Maguire didn’t like it. He said, “Call Marta back. Have her come here.”

“She won’t. I have to talk to her first. Then everything be all right.”



“You can’t drive up to the house in Vivian’s car.”

“No, we leave it at my place, take Marta’s. Roland comes, sees Marta’s car, he thinks oh, she’s back.
Good.”

Maguire said to Vivian, “Is it okay with you?” “What do I have to say about it? Nothing,” Vivian said.
“All I want to know is he’s dead.” “All right,” Maguire said to Jesus. “But you got to get back by
nine-thirty quarter to ten, the latest.” “Easy,” Jesus said. “Don’t worry.”
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MAGUIRE’S PLAN WAS COMING APART.

An hour ago it had seemed close to foolproof. Drop in on Karen, sit around till about ten. Say he was
tired or didn’t feel good and leave. Park up by the beach and walk back. Marta lets him in the side
door. He and Jesus wait in Marta’s room for Roland to come. Let him enter the house. Say hi, how
you doing? Marta screams (optional). Hit him.

But Marta was in Coral Gables, and Jesus had to talk to her and get her back.

And Karen wasn’t home. The house was dark, the three-car garage empty.

He could say to himself, No, it’s going to work. Don’t worry. Keep your eyes open. You see it’s not
going to work or too chancy, bail out. You don’t have to be here.

But reassurances didn’t relieve the bad feeling, the doubt beginning to nag him.

Maguire drove the Mercedes into the garage, closed the door from the outside and walked around the
house, past the empty patio to the French doors.

There was some definition to the shapes in the darkness: the hedges, the pool, the umbrella table, the
yard misty in a pale wash of moonlight. There were specks of moving light on the Intercoastal, the
deep darkness beyond the yard. There was the sound of crickets. And now Gretchen barking, inside
the house. There was no reason to be as quiet as he might be. Maguire pulled the sleeve of his jacket
down over his hand, held it in his fist, punched through the pane of glass next to the door latch and he
was inside, Gretchen running up to him, barking.

Moving through the sitting room, his hand feeling the crown of the Louis XVI chair, he told Gretchen
to be nice and wondered: If Karen knew she was coming home after dark, why didn’t she leave a light
on?

Because Marta must’ve still been home.

Then why didn’t Marta tell them Karen had gone out? If she did, why didn’t Jesus mention it?

Because they had no practice in this kind of thing, that’s why, Maguire thought. And you better get
your ass out of here.

But he moved from the front hall to the back hall to Marta’s room, pulled down the shades and turned
on a lamp. Okay, Jesus had said yes, he knew Marta had gotten the gun from upstairs. But where
would she hide it.

Roland said to Lionel, “Look, I ain’t gonna argue with you. Go on get drunk, sleep on the beach, I
don’t give a shit where, and pick up the boat in the morning. Now hand the suitcase here and push me
off, goddamn it.” Man, to get through to some people.



The eighteen-footer rumbled away from the dock behind the thin beam of its spotlight, passing the
fantails of the motorcruisers and sailers tied up in their slips, heading out into the channel now,
Roland keeping the revs low, bearing to starboard as he pictured the map of the Intercoastal, this little
section of it. Finding his way through canals and watercourses, natural or manmade, wasn’t anything
new. Across the Harborage and where it opened up at the river—hearing a cruiser honking at the
drawbridge down there—head for the second point of land and the house sitting there. He figured
about a five-minute ride. There were support stanchions along the seawall; he’d tie up to one of them.
In the meantime—wedging a hip against the wheel and zipping open the canvas suitcase—he’d get his
twelve-gauge put together.

***

It took Maguire nearly ten minutes of looking through every drawer, the closet, and the bed to
convince himself the gun, the one Jesus knew was in the room, wasn’t.

Andre Patterson would look at him and shake his head, Man, the people you associate with. Say to
Andre, But look. What do they have to do? Practically nothing. Andre would say, That’s exactly what
they doing. Nothing. Where they at?

They’ll be here.

In the meantime, run upstairs and get the gun. Before Karen comes home. Wherever Karen went.

Maguire turned off the lamp, felt his way out to the front hall and moved up the stairway. Gretchen
had gone off somewhere.

When Roland saw the house dark it made him wonder for a moment. How come? Then accepted it as
he crossed the yard toward the house. They went to get Vivian, that’s why. Both of them.

But at the French doors, about to put the rubber-padded butt of the shotgun through the glass, seeing it
busted already, he said, No, they didn’t.

Somebody was home, and he bet he knew who it was, too. Somebody besides little Gretchen panting,
trying to climb his leg. Roland sat down in the Louis XVI chair to pull off his cowboy boots,
whispering, “You like to smell my feet, do you, huh?

Come on up here you little thing. I don’t like to do this, Gretchie, no I don’t, but I got to.” He put his
hand over Gretchen’s muzzle, clamping it over her nose and mouth and held the squirming furry body
until it shuddered and became limp.

Roland went through the hall to the living room, looked in, came back past the stairway and paused.
Was that a sound up there? Like a drawer being shut? Roland went through the back hall to Marta’s
room—no Cubans hiding under the bed— came out and turned into the kitchen. There was a soft
orange glow on the telephone to show where it hung on the wall. Roland got an idea. He’d memorized
Frank DiCilia’s private number once. Now, if he could remember it—



Maguire closed the top drawer. He opened, looked through and closed every drawer in the dresser.
He looked in the drawers of the two nightstand tables. He looked under the pillows and the mattress.
Shit. Andre Patterson would say, Get your ass out, boy.

No, be cool. Where would she put it?

He went back to the dresser and got the key to the next room out of the drawer. It was possible—
she’d decided to put the gun back with Frank’s stuff, his papers, his money. Maguire unlocked the
door and went in. No light showed in the window; the draperies were closed. He turned on the desk
lamp. Straightening then, his eyes went to the pho

tographs on the wall, the shots of Karen.

The telephone rang.

Maguire jumped and Andre Patterson, watching, would say, See?

The telephone rang.

Maguire went over to it sitting on the desk and looked at the number in the center of the dial. Not
Karen’s number, a private line.

The telephone rang.

He’d wait for it to stop. And then thought, What if it’s Karen? If she knew, somehow, he was in the
house—

The telephone rang.

—Didn’t want him to answer on her phone and have it recorded, so—no, both lines would be tapped.
That wasn’t it.

The telephone rang.

But it still could be Karen. Or Marta. It could be anybody. It could be Marta with Jesus, knowing he’d
be looking for the gun. No—why this phone?

The telephone rang.

It would stop.

The telephone rang.

The telephone rang.

Shit, Maguire said and picked it up.



“How you doing?” Roland’s voice said. “You coming down or you want me to come up?”

***

“So this parrot went to take a piss, see, and drowned in the toilet. How you doing?” Roland said,
coming out of the dark bedroom into lamplight, the pump-action shotgun leading.

“In the commode was the word,” Maguire said, sitting in the swivel chair behind the desk, trying to
look calm. Where the hell else was there to go?

“I think it sounds better toilet. Where’s Vivian at?”

“I don’t know any Vivian. Vivian who?”

“Shit,” Roland said, “we gonna have a question-answer period or we gonna get to it?”

“I got nothing to tell you,” Maguire said.

“Then you might as well be dead, huh?” Roland put the shotgun on him.

“Unless you want to try a few questions and see where they lead,” Maguire said.

“I got one,” Roland said, “only one. Where’s Vivian?”

“I can’t do it like that, have it on my conscience.”

“How can you do it?”

“I don’t see a way yet.”

“Then die looking, you dumb shit. It’s up to you.”

“You want to go for two counts, is that it?”

“Two?” Roland said. “If I notched my gunbutt you’d get splinters running your hand on it, you dink. I
don’t care about numbers. You’re just another one.”

“But it’s money what it’s all about. Right?”

“What do you make, two bucks an hour? Want to give me about a hunnert?”

“I don’t have it, no. But I know where I could get some.” Maguire looked up at the photos on the wall.

Roland glanced over and back to Maguire, then turned to look at the display of photos again.

“What’s this all about, you know? Puts up pitchers of herself.” Roland stepped closer. “And
somebody else there, huh? I thought they was all her when I first seen ’em.”



“I think she comes up here and plays pretend,” Maguire said. “Get her mind off things.”

“Pretend what?”

“The mystery lady, I think. Like that other one.”

“Who’s she?”

“I forgot her name.” Maguire heard the car then.

Roland heard it, too. He came around with the shotgun. “She bringing Vivian?”

“Or cops. You gonna wait and see?”

“Stay put,” Roland said. He stepped into the bedroom.

Maguire heard a door, downstairs, open and close. He couldn’t see Roland now. But heard his voice
from the upstairs hall. “Come on up, join the party.”

He could go out the window—if it opened and there was no screen to fool with. He didn’t owe Karen
anything. It was the other way around, all the time he’d put in. She owed him more than she’d ever
know.

But he remained in the swivel chair. Probably wouldn’t make it out the window anyway— Roland
moved for a big man. So what could he do? Nothing. The hell with Andre Patterson there watching,
shaking his head.

Karen was coming in, seeing him at the desk. Christ, Karen shaking her head, too. Roland came in
behind her saying, “I hope we can get this cleared up, what’s going on.”

Karen took a cigarette out of a pack in her straw handbag and laid the bag on the desk.

“You have a light?”

“I used to chew, but I never smoked,” Roland said. “It’s bad for you.”

Karen took a lighter from the bag and snapped it several times. “I went to Miami for dinner. Alone.”
She dropped the lighter on the desk and raised her hip to sit against the corner, picking up the handbag
and resting it on her lap now as she felt inside.

“You got a match?” Roland said to Maguire.

“I don’t smoke.”

“That’s smart,” Roland said. He looked at Karen. “I believe you. It’s this dink here causing all the
commotion. See, he was gonna bring Vivian here—the way I figure it—and try and get a lot of money
out of you to help her get away.” He stopped. “You know why?”



Karen looked up from the handbag on her lap, pausing. “Yes, I know.”

“Then they did talk to you.”

“Not really. I found out on my own”

Maguire kept looking at her as Roland said, “Don’t believe everything you hear, it ain’t required. So
he comes to the house wants to talk to you, see if he can bring Vivian, and you’re not home. So what
does he do, he busts in.”

“Why?” Karen said.

“To wait for you.”

“Unh-unh, to wait for you,” Karen said. “That was the whole idea.”

“Wait for me? Why would he do that?”

Jesus Christ, Maguire thought.

“To kill you,” Karen said.

“Shit, he don’t even have a gun.”

“I do,” Karen said.

Her hand came out of the straw bag gripping the Beretta and fired it point blank at Roland’s bright-
blue suitjacket and fired it again and fired it again and fired it again, until Roland stumbled against the
file cabinet and went down on top of his shotgun, tried then as if to do a pushup and fell heavily and
didn’t move again.

Karen stood up, watching Roland. After a moment she laid the gun on the desk. She said to Maguire,
who was staring at her, “How did you get in?”

“I broke in. The glass door in the sitting room.”

“No, that’s how he broke in,” Karen said. “You weren’t here.”

“Look, I’ll tell what happened, or anything you want. I’m not worried about being involved.”

“You weren’t here,” Karen said again. “So you’d better leave, okay? I have to call the police.”

“Wait a minute,” Maguire said, getting up. “This was my idea, right? The whole thing.”

“It wasn’t a very good one,” Karen said. “What did you expect to get out of it?”

Maguire was confused now, frowning. Was she kidding? She couldn’t be. “What’d we talk about all
the time? Getting him off your back, going away, traveling together.”



Karen picked up the lighter, flicked it once, and lit her cigarette. Looking at him she said, “Did I
promise you anything?”

“It’s all we talked about.”

“We did?”

“Jesus Christ, I paid Jesus five grand—”

“Of my money. Don’t you think I checked it? With you two in the house.”

“Jesus Christ,” Maguire said. He couldn’t believe it. “Us two—I paid Lionel a grand out of my own
money.”

“And I believe I saved your life,” Karen said. “But I’ll pay you whatever you spent out of pocket.”
She walked to the file cabinet, stepping over Roland, and opened it.

Maguire watched her. He said, “You didn’t want to get out of this at all, did you? You get some kind
of a kick out of it, playing a role. Like the dolphins—they’re putting up with all that shit, you turn ’em
loose. What do they do? They come back to the phony world to play games. You’re just like the
fucking dolphins, you know it?”

“Here’s your thousand,” Karen said.

“You’ll get your picture in the paper again, act mysterious—you gonna have room to put it up?”

“I enjoyed meeting you,” Karen said. “Now beat it. Okay?”
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The Crime Novels

The Big Bounce (1969)

Jack Ryan always wanted to play pro ball. But he couldn’t hit a curveball, so he turned his attention to
less legal pursuits. A tough guy who likes walking the razor’s edge, he’s just met his match — and
more — in Nancy. She’s a rich man’s plaything, seriously into thrills and risk, and together she and
Jack are pure heat ready to explode. But when simple housebreaking and burglary give way to the
deadly pursuit of a really big score, the stakes suddenly skyrocket. Because violence and double-
cross are the name of this game — and it’s going to take every ounce of cunning Jack and Nancy
possess to survive ... each other.

Houston Chronicle: “[Leonard is] a sage poet of crime.”



From the novel:

She was facing him now, her cold look gone and smiling a little. Of course it’s loaded.

“You going to shoot something?”

“We could. Windows are good.” “So you brought a gun to shoot at windows.” “And boats. Boats are
fun.” “I imagine they would be. How about cars?” “I didn’t think about cars.” She seemed pleasantly

surprised. “Isn’t that funny? “Yeah that is funny.” “There’s a difference,” Ryan said, “between
breaking

and entering and armed robbery.”

“And there’s a difference between seventy-eight dollars and fifty thousand dollars.” Nancy said,
“How badly do you want it?”

Mr. Majestyk (1974)

Vincent Majestyk saw too much death in the jungles of Southeast Asia. All he wants to do now is farm
his melons and forget. But peace can be an elusive commodity, even in the Arizona hinterlands

— and especially when the local mob is calling all the shots. And one quiet, proud man’s refusal to
be strong-armed by a powerful hood is about to start a violent chain reaction that will leave Mr.
Majestyk ruined, in shackles, and without a friend in the world — except for one tough and beautiful
woman. But his tormentors never realized something about their mark: This is not his first war. Vince
Majestyk knows more than they’ll ever know about survival ... and everything about revenge.

Bergen Record: “First rate ... an excellent thriller ... well-plotted and smoothly written and crackles
with suspense.”

From the novel:

Majestyk was running across the open scrub, weaving through the dusty brush clumps, by the time
Renda got out of the car and began firing at him with the automatic, both hands extended in the
handcuffs. Majestyk kept running. Renda jumped across the ditch, got to the fence, and laid the .45 on
the top of a post, aimed, and squeezed the trigger three times, but the figure out in the scrub was too
small now and it would have to be a lucky shot to bring him down. He fired once more and the
automatic clicked empty.

Seventy, eighty yards away, Majestyk finally came to a stop, worn out, getting his breath. He turned to
look at the man standing by the fence post and, for a while, they stared at one another, each knowing
who the other man was and what he felt and not having to say anything. Renda crossed the ditch to the
Jag and Majestyk watched it drive away.



52 Pickup (1974)

Detroit businessman Harry Mitchell had had only one affair in his twenty-two years of happy
matrimony. Unfortunately someone caught his indiscretion on film and now wants Harry to fork over
one hundred grand to keep his infidelity a secret. And if Harry doesn’t pay up, the blackmailer and his
associates plan to press a lot harder — up to and including homicide, if necessary. But the psychos
picked the wrong pigeon for their murderous scam. Because Harry Mitchell doesn’t get mad ... he gets
even.

Chicago Tribune: “A splendid thriller.”

From the novel:

The Gray Line sightseeing bus was approaching the foot of Woodward Avenue when Bobby Shy
started up the aisle in his light-gray business suit and sun-glasses, past the thirty-six heads he had
counted from his seat in the rear. They were mostly couples, out-of-town conventioneers and their
wives, middle-aged or older, almost all of them wearing glasses and name tags.

“That beautiful structure on the left is the City-Country Building,” the driver was saying into the mike
clipped to his lapel. “And the statue in front is the world-famous ‘Spirit of Detroit.’ Sitting there, that
man is sixteen feet high and weighs over sixteen thousand pounds. Ahead of us now you see the
Detroit River.”

As the bus turned left onto Jefferson, heads raised and gazes shifted to look at the river and dismal
gray skyline beyond.

“Across the way, beautiful downtown Windsor, Ontario,” the drive said. “You can get over to Canada
by tunnel or bridge. There used to be a ferry, but I believe he was arrested some time back. The
amazing thing is that, at this particular point, Canada is south of the United States.”

At the front of the bus now Bobby Shy ducked his head to look out. Straightening again he reached
inside the jacket of his light-gray business suit, came out with a .38 Colt Special and placed the barrel
gently against the driver’s ear.

“Give me the mike, man,” Bobby Shy said.

Swag (1976)

Three guys with illegal expertise, a plan to snag a tax-free hundred grand, and a taste of summertime
Detroit’s sweet life. But it means committing armed robbery. And being smart enough to get away
with it.

Publishers Weekly: “An electrifying novel ... with a murderous, well-timed suspenseful finale.”

The New York Times: “Leonard is nobody’s follower, and he has a style of his own. “Swag” is one of
the best of the year.”



From the novel:

There was a photograph of Frank in an ad that ran in the Detroit Free Press and showed all the
friendly salesmen at Red Bowers Chevrolet. Under his photo it said Frank J. Ryan. He had on a nice
smile, a styled moustache, and a summer-weight suit made out of that material that’s shiny and looks
like it has snags in it.

There was a photograph of Stick on file at 1300 Beaubein, Detroit Police Headquarters. Under the
photo it said Ernest Stickley, Jr. 89037. He had on a sport shirt that had sailboats and palm trees on it.
He’d bought it in Pompano Beach, Florida.

The first time they ever saw each other was the night at Red Bowers Chevrolet Telegraph when Stick
was pulling out of the used car lot in the maroon ’73 Camaro. Frank walked up to the side window as
the car stopped before turning out on the street. He said, “You mind if I ask where you are going?”

Unknown Man #89 (1977)

Detroit process server Jack Ryan has a reputation for being the best in the business at finding people
who don’t want to be found. Now he’s looking for a missing stockholder known only as “Unknown
Man #89.” But his missing man isn’t “unknown” to everyone: a pretty blonde hates his guts and a very
nasty dude named Royal wants him dead in the worst way. Which is very unfortunate for Jack Ryan,
who is suddenly caught in the crossfire of a lethal triple-cross and as much a target as his nameless
prey.

The New York Times Book Review: “Remarkably ingenious ... Will keep you on the edge of your
chair.”

From the novel:

A friend of Ryan’s said to him one time, “Yeah, but at least you don’t take any shit from anybody.”

Ryan said to his friend, “I don’t know, the way things’ve been going, maybe it’s about time I started
taking some.”

This had been a few years ago. Ryan remembered it as finally waking up, deciding to get off his ass
and make some kind of run.

His sister drove him down to the Detroit police car auction where he bough a 1970 maroon and white
Cougar for $250. His sister didn’t like the Cougar because it had four bullet holes in the door on the
driver’s side. Ryan said he didn’t mind. Didn’t mind; he loved them.

The Hunted (1977)

Al Rosen was doing just fine, hiding out in Israel — until he decided to play Good Samaritan and



rescue some elderly tourists from a hotel fire. Now his picture’s been carried in the stateside press,
and the guys he’s been hiding from know exactly where he is. And they’re coming to get him

— crooked lawyers, men with guns and money, and assorted members of the Detroit mob who are
harboring a serious grudge. Playtime in paradise is officially over; Rosen’s a million miles from
home with a bull’s eye on his back. And his only ally is a

U.S. Embassy marine who’s been looking for a war ... and who’s damn well found one.

Bergen Record: “Excellent ... fun to read ... a plot and a chase as good as anything he has ever
written.”

From the novel:

Rosen first noticed the tourist lady on Friday, the day before the fire. He saw her and said to himself,
New York.

She had the look — a trim forty-year-old who kept herself together: stylish in a quiet way, neatly
combed dark hair and sunglasses; tailored beige sundress, about a size eight or ten; expensive cane-
trimmed handbag hanging from her shoulder; nothing overdone, no camera case, no tourist lapel badge
that said “Kiss Me, I’m Jewish,” Rosen, watching her walk past the cafe, liked her thin legs, her high
can, and her sensible breasts.

The Switch (1978)

Ordell Robbie and Louis Gara hit it off in prison, where they were both doing time for grand theft
auto. Now that they’re out, they’re joining forces for one big score. The plan is to kidnap the wife of a
wealthy Detroit developer and hold her for ransom. But they didn’t figure the lowlife husband
wouldn’t want his lady back. So it’s time for Plan B and the opportunity to make a real killing — with
the unlikely help of a beautiful, ticked-off housewife who’s hungry for a large helping of sweet
revenge.

Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking.... One of Leonard’s best.”

From the novel:

Ordell brought out his box of Halloween masks set it on the coffee table in front of Louis and said,
“Now you know how long I’ve been working on this deal.”

They were in Ordell’s apartment, Louis stretched out in a La-Z-Boy recliner with the Magic Ottoman
up. He’d been sitting here four days on and off, since Ordell had met him at Detroit Metro and told
Louis he was coming home with him. Louis had said home where? Some Place in Niggerville? Ordell
said no, man, nice integrated neighborhoods. Ofays, Arabs, Chaldeans, a few colored folks. Ethnic,
man. Eyetaliain grocery, Armenian party store, Lebanese restaurant, a Greek Coney Island Red Hot
where the whores had their coffee, a block of Adult Entertainment, 24-hour dirty movies, a club that



locked the doors and showed you some bottomless go-go and a park where you could play eighteen
holes of golf. Does it excite you?”

City Primeval: High Noon in Detroit (1980)

Clement Mansell knows how easy it is to get away with murder. The seriously crazed killer is
already back on the Detroit streets — thanks to some nifty courtroom moves by his crafty looker of a
lawyer

— and he’s feeling invincible enough to execute a crooked Motown judge on a whim. Homicide
Detective Raymond Cruz thinks the “Oklahoma Wildman” crossed the line long before this latest
outrage, and he’s determined to see that the hayseed psycho does not slip through the legal system’s
loopholes a second time. But that means a good cop is going to have to play somewhat fast and loose
with the rules — in order to maneuver Mansell into a Wild Midwest showdown that he won’t be
walking away from.

Chicago Sun-Times: “Ranks with his very best.”

From the novel:

It was 2:50 a.m. Alvin Guy had been dead a little more than an hour and Raymond Cruz, the acting
lieutenant in the navy-blue suit he had put on because he was meeting the girl from the News, felt time
running out. He said, “Well, let’s knock on some doors. We’re not gonna do this one without a
witness. We start dipping in the well something like this we’ll have people copping to everything but
the killing of Jesus. I don’t want suspects out of the file. I want a direction we can move on. I want to
bust in the door while the guy’s still in bed, opens his eyes he can’t fucking believe it.

Otherwise — we’re all retired down in Florida working for the Coconuts Police Department, the
case still open. I don’t want that to happen.”

Gold Coast (1980)

When he kicked off, Florida mob boss Frank DiCilia left his gorgeous widow Karen everything, but
with strings attached. She loses the millions, the cars, the palatial Gold Coast mansion if she ever gets
involved with another man. And there’s a crazy cowboy-wannabe thug named Roland who’s acting a
Frank’s eyes beyond the grave, making sure — with serious muscle, if necessary — that Karen
doesn’t dally. But now Carl Maguire’s come into the picture. A sexy, street-smart Detroit ex-con,
Cal’s got a line and a scam for every occasion. And he’s got the perfect plan for getting Karen DiCilia
her money and her freedom ... if it doesn’t get them both killed first.

The Washington Post: “Leonard’s coolly satiric eye for the loopy world of Florida’s Gold Coast is
unmatched in contemporary crime fiction.”

From the novel:



“No more double standard, Frank,” said Karen. “If it’s all right for you to fool around, it’s all right
for me to fool around. I may mot want to, but I’ll do it, buddy, and you can see how you like it.”

“Karen, Karen, Karen,” sighed Frank. “I could write a book about paying back, then look at it and
realize I left a few things out.”

Split Images (1981)

Wealthy industrialist Robbie Daniels has discovered something that gives him an even bigger kick
than his palatial homes in Detroit and Palm Beach: homicide. He’s tried it, he likes it, and he’d like to
keep doing it — as often as possible — with the help of a really bad ex-cop who quit the force one
step away from prison stripes. Motown detective Bryan Hurd strongly suspects that Daniels has been
getting away with murder and figures a little Florida R&R might be an ideal way to keep a close eye
on the slippery millionaire reptile. But Daniels has money, power, no fear, and an awesome
collection of guns — and maybe Hurd’s about to get a little too close to the action...

Pittsburgh Post Gazette: “A dandy crime novel.”

From the novel:

The squad car officer wondered at first if Mr. Daniels was a movie star. He had the features and that
kind of sandy, curly hair some movie stars had and never seemed to comb. The few lines in his face
disappeared when he opened his eyes that were pale blue and seemed amazed in the telling of how he
had actually shot a man. Twice in the chest.

“Sir how many rounds you fire?” “I’m sorry — what?” “How many times you fire your gun?”
“Twice.” “What was he about, twenty feet away.” “Closer. Ten feet maybe. “Swinging the machete.”
“What? Yes, raising it.”

“But he didn’t get a swipe at you.”

“No.”

Cat Chaser (1982)

The last time Florida motel owner George Moran was in the Dominican Republic he was in a uniform
and people were shooting at him. Years later he’s back looking for a girl he lost — and finding one
he’d be better off without. But that doesn’t matter to George while he’s sleeping with beautiful Mary
de Boya, but it does matter when he discovers his lover is the wife of a former death squad general in
exile: one with sordid mob connections. Now George is bringing big trouble back with him to the
Sunshine State — as his nostalgic trip down memory lane has tangled him up in a cat’s cradle of drug
deals, swindles, vengeance and murder ... and a love that’s not only blind but lethal.

The New York Times: “A superior example of gritty writing and violent action.”



From the novel:

Moran’s first impression of Nolen Tyner: He looked like a high risk, the kind of guy who falls asleep
smoking in bed. No luggage except a six-pack of beer on the counter and a Miami Herald folded
under his arm.

He reminded Moran of a show-business personality going to seed. Long two-tone hair thinning fast,
what was left of a blond pompadour receding from a sunburned peeling forehead. Moran could see
dark roots that matched his dark, neatly trimmed moustache. The khaki shirt was neat too, freshly
laundered, faded, the cuffs on the sleeves turned up once, shirttails hanging out, aviator sunglasses
hooked to one of the flap pockets. One-time dude over the hill at forty. Maybe half in the bag. Dreamy
eyes looked up from the registration card to the calendar on the wall behind Moran, half-closed,
squinting.

“Is it October already?”

It was almost November.

Stick (1983)

After serving time for armed robbery, Ernest “Stick” Stickley is back on the outside and trying to stay
legit. But it’s tough staying straight in a crooked town — and Miami is a pirate’s paradise, where
investment fat cats and lowlife drug dealers hold hands and dance. And when a crazed player chooses
Stick at random to die for another man’s sins, the struggling ex-con is left with no choice but to dive
right back into the game. Besides, Stick knows a good thing when he sees it — and a golden
opportunity to run a very profitable sweet revenge scam seems much too tasty to pass up.

New York Daily News: “A slam-bang, no-bull action thriller.... The pace is blistering and nobody but
nobody writes better dialogue.... Grab it!”

From the novel:

Stick said he wasn’t going if they had to pick up anything. Rainy said no, there wasn’t any product in
the deal; all they had to do was drop a bag. Stick said, “And the guy’s giving you five grand?”

“It makes him feel important,” Rainy said, “it’s how it’s done. Listen, this’s the big time, man, and I’m
taking you uptown.”

Rainy told Stick that he didn’t even have to say a word unless the guy Chucky asked him something.
Which he probably would. Chucky liked to talk. He was a you-all, he talked real nice and easy, real
sloow, slower than you, Rainy said. Stick said he could hardly wait to meet the guy, thinking: Rainy
and Chucky ... like they were hanging around in the playground.

LaBrava (1983)



Joe LaBrava first fell in love in a darkened movie theater when he was twelve — with a gorgeous
femme fatale up on the screen. Now the one-time Secret Service agent-turned-photographer is finally
meeting his dream woman in the flesh, albeit in a rundown Miami crisis center. When she’s cleaned
up and sober, though, former movie queen Jean Shaw still makes LaBrava’s heart race. And now
she’s being terrorized by a redneck thug and his slimy marielito partner, which gives Joe a golden
opportunity to play the hero. But the lady’s predicament is starting to resemble one of her earlier
cinematic noirs. And if he’s not careful, LaBrava could end up the patsy — or dead — in the final
reel.

Newsday: “Riveting and exhilarating ... terse and tough ... Leonard is a master.”

From the novel:

He stepped in, said, “Hey —” as he raised the camera with the flash attached, put it in Nobles’ face
and fired about a hundred thousand candles in the guy’s eyes, blinding him, straightening him for the
moment, LaBrava needed to hit him in the ribs with a shoulder, drive him into clattering metal chairs,
close to the drunk and the rigid man. LaBrava got Nobles down on his spine, head hard against the
wall to straddle his legs. Worked free the bluesteel revolver stuck in his jeans, a familiar feel, a .357
Smith. Held him by the hair with one hand and slipped the blunt end of the barrel into his open mouth.
Nobles gagged, trying to twist free.

LaBrava said, “Suck it. It’ll calm you down.”

Glitz (1985)

Psycho mama’s boy Teddy Magyk has a serious jones for the Miami cop who put him away for raping
a senior citizen — but he wants to hit Vincent Mora where it really hurts before killing him. So when
a beautiful Puerto Rican hooker takes a swan dive from an Atlantic City high-rise and Vincent
naturally shows up to investigate the questionable death of his “special friend,” Teddy figures he’s got
his prey just where he wants him. But the A.C. dazzle is blinding the Magic Man to a couple of very
hard truths: Vincent Mora doesn’t forgive and forget ... and he doesn’t die easy.

The New York Times: “Intense and inevitable.... A higher caliber of entertainment.”

From the novel:

The night Vincent was shot he saw it coming. The guy approached out of the streetlight on the corner
of Meridian and Sixteenth, South Beach, and reached Vincent as he was walking from his car to his
apartment building. It was early, a few minutes past nine.

Vincent turned his head to look at the guy and there was a moment when he could have taken him and
did consider it, hit the guy as hard as he could. But Vincent was carrying a sack of groceries. He
wasn’t going to drop a half gallon of Gallo Hearty Burgundy, a bottle of prune juice, and a jar of Ragu
spaghetti sauce on the sidewalk. Not even when the guy showed his gun, called him a motherfucker
through his teeth and said he wanted Vincent’s wallet and all the money he had on him. The guy was



not big, he was scruffy, wore a tank top and biker boots and smelled. Vincent believed he had seen
him before, in the detective bureau holding cell. It wouldn’t surprise him. Muggers were repeaters in
their strung-out state, often dumb, always desperate. They came out with the adrenaline pumping,
hoping to hit and get out. Vincent’s hope was to give the guy pause.

Bandits (1987)

Working at his brother-in-law’s New Orleans funeral home isn’t reformed jewel thief Jack Delaney’s
idea of excitement — until he’s dispatched to a leper’s hospital to pick up a corpse that turns out to be
very much alive ... and under the care of a beautiful, radical ex-nun in designer jeans. The “deceased”
is the one-time squeeze of a Nicaraguan colonel who’s ordered her dead for trying to “infect” him,
and Sister Lucy’s looking to spirit the young woman away from his guns and goons. Plus Lucy’s
getting ideas about spiriting away some of the colonel’s millions as well — and someone with Jack
Delaney’s talents could come in very handy indeed.

People: “Another winner.”

From the novel:

Every time they got a call from the leper hospital to pick up a body Jack Delaney would feel himself
coming down with the flu or something. Leo Mullen, his boss, was finally calling it to Jack’s
attention. “You notice that? They phone, usually it’s one of the sisters, and a while later you get kind
of a moan in your voice. ‘Oh, man, I don’t know what’s the matter with me. I feel kind of punk.’”

Jack said, “Punk, I never used the work punk in my life. When was the last time? I mean they called.
Wait a minute. How many times since I’ve been here have they called, twice?”

Leo Mullen looked up from the body on the prep table. “You want me to tell you exactly?” This is the
fourth time I’ve asked you in the past almost three years now.” Leo wore latex gloves and a plastic-
coated disposable apron over his vest, shirt, and tie. He looked like a man all dressed up doing the
dishes.

Touch (1987)

A Michigan woman was blind and now she can see, after being touched by a young man who calls
himself Juvenal. Maybe it was just coincidence, but Bill Hill — who used to run the spectacular Uni-
Faith Ministry in Dalton, Georgia, and now sells RVs — can see dollar signs when he looks at this
kid with the magic “touch.” The trouble is that others see them also, including a wacko fundamentalist
fascist with his own private army of the faithful and an assortment of media leeches. But everyone
who’s looking to put the touch on the healer is in for a big surprise — because Juvenal’s got a trick or
two up his sleeve that nobody sees coming.

Chicago Tribune: “Thoroughly entertaining.... Its twisty plot, curt characterization, and brilliant
dialogue are all typical Leonard.”



From the novel:

Bill Hill moved to the front windows of the reception room and looked out at the brewery that was
across the Chrysler Freeway, but seemed as near as the next door. Above the red-brick complex was
a giant sign that lit up red at night and said Stroh’s Beer for all the alcoholics to see, it could make
them thirsty, he bet. Or it could remind them of gutters and weeds and cold vacant buildings. Bill Hill
was wearing a yellow outfit today. Yellow-and-white-striped sport shirt, cream yellow slacks, white
belt, and white loafers. It was hot in here with no air conditioning. A dim, depressing place.

Freaky Deaky (1988)

Way back when revolution was the thing, bombs were Robin Abbott and Skip Gibbs’s bag — until
their explosive “freedom of expression” was curtailed by some considerable prison time. Now the
ex-SDSers are back out in the material world and looking to put their pyrotechnic skills to more
profitable use. Their target is Woody Ricks, dope-addled Detroit “rich kid” and aging former fellow
radical who Robin thinks ratted them out to the Feds. But Motown cop Chris Mankowski also has his
eye on Woody — albeit for another matter entirely — and until his recent switch to Sex Crimes, Chris
was the Bomb Squad’s golden boy. So it’s only fitting that he’ll be around when the really nasty stuff
starts going down ... or blowing up.

Washington Post Book World: “Quite remarkable ... right on target and it is extremely funny.”

From the novel:

Chris Mankowski’s last day on the job, two in the afternoon, he got a call to dispose of a bomb.

What happen, a guy by the name of Booker, a twentyfive-year-old super-dude twice-convicted felon,
was in his Jacuzzi when the phone rang. He yelled for his bodyguard Juicy Mouth to take it. “Hey,
Juicy?” His bodyguard, his driver and his houseman were around somewhere. “Will somebody get
the phone?” The phone kept ringing. The phone must have rung fifteen times before Booker got out of
the Jacuzzi, put on his green satin robe that matched the emerald pinned to his left earlobe and picked
up the phone. Booker said, “Who’s this?” A woman’s voice said, “You sitting down?” The phone was
on a table next to a green leather wingback chair. Booker loved green. He said, “Baby, is that you? It
sounded like his woman, Moselle. Her voice said, “Are you sitting down? You have to be sitting
down for when I tell you something.” Booker said, “Baby you sound different. What’s wrong?” He sat
down in the green leather chair frowning, working his butt around to get comfortable. The woman’s
voice said, “Are you sitting down?” Booker said, “I am. I have sat the fuck down. Now you gonna
talk to me, what?” Moselle’s voice said, “I’m suppose to tell you that when you get yo, honey, what’s
left of your ass is going to go clear through the ceiling.”

Killshot (1989)

It’s not Carmen Colson and her ironworker husband Wayne’s fault that they were in the real estate
office when a pair of thugs walked in with extortion on their minds. But as far as aging Ojibway



Indian hit man Armand Degas is concerned, the Colsons are going to have to pay dearly for seeing too
much ... and for the damage Wayne inflicted on Armand and his sicko partner Richie Nix with a tire
iron. The cops here in middle-of-nowhere Michigan can’t help Carmen and Wayne out, and the best
the Feds can offer is the Witness Protection Program. So ultimately it’s going to have to come down to
one wife, one husband, two killers ... and one lethal shot.

Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking.... The tightest, best-written thriller of the year.”

From the novel:

Richie Nix bought a T-shirt at Henry’s restaurant in Algonac that had IT’S NICE TO BE NICE written
across the front. He changed in the men’s room: took off his old T-shirt and threw it away, put on the
new one looking at himself in the mirror, but then didn’t know what to do with his gun. If he put his
denim jacket back on to hide the nickel-plate .38 revolver stuck in his jeans, you couldn’t read the T-
shirt. What he did was roll the .38 up inside the jacket and carried it into the dining area.

There was a big IT’S NICE TO BE NICE wood-carved sign on the shellacked knotty-pine wall in the
main room, over past the salad bar. It had been the restaurant’s slogan for fifty years. Most people
who came to Henry’s liked a table by the front windows, so they could watch the freighters and ore
carriers if they wanted, though he was more interested this evening in keeping an eye on the restaurant
parking lot. He needed a car for a new business he was getting into.

Get Shorty (1990)

Mob-connected loanshark Chili Palmer is sick of the Miami grind — plus his “friends” have a bad
habit of dying there. So when he chases a deadbeat client out to Hollywood, Chili figures he might
like to stay. This town with its dreammakers, glitter, hucksters, and liars — plus gorgeous, partially
clad would-be starlets everywhere you look — seems ideal for an enterprising criminal with a taste
for the cinematic. Besides, Chili’s got an idea for a killer movie — though it could very possibly kill
him to get it made.

The Wall Street Journal: “The funniest crime thriller ever set among the hustlers and con artists of the
movie colony.”

Detroit News: “A Hollywood hit.... Bound to knock the socks off a lot of people.... Taut, inimitable
prose and characters who could have only sprung from the mind of Elmore Leonard.”

From the novel:

When Chili first came to Miami Beach twelve years ago they were having one of their off-and-on
cold winters: thirty-four degrees the day he met Tommy Carlo for lunch at Vesuvio’s on South Collins
and had his leather jacket ripped off. One his wife had given him for Christmas a year ago. before
they moved down here.



Chili and Tommy were both from Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, old buddies now in business together. Tommy
Carlo was connected to a Brooklyn crew through his uncle, a guy named Momo, Tommy keeping his
books and picking up betting slips till Momo sent him to Miami, with a hundred thousand to put on the
street as loan money. Chili was connected through some people on his mother’s side, the Manzara
brothers. He worked usually for Manzara Moving & Storage in Bensonhurst, finding high volume
customers for items such as cigarettes, TVs, VCRs, stepladders, dresses, frozen orange juice.... But he
never could be a made guy himself because of tainted blood, some Sunset Park Puerto Rican on his
father’s side, even though he was raised Italian. Chili didn’t care to be made anyway, get into all that
bullshit having to do with respect.

Maximum Bob (1991)

Hard-ass Palm Beach County judge Bob Isom Gibbs enjoys sending even petty offenders away to do
hard time — which has made the list of miscreants who want him dead longer than a fully grown
Florida gator’s tail. And a good number of his illwishers are probation officer Kathy Baker’s clients,
including young Dale Crowe and his psycho uncle Elvin. Now, Kathy’s got an even more daunting
task than keeping BIG’s horny hands off her: keeping “Maximum Bob” alive. Because Gibbs’s many
enemies seem to be willing to go to any lengths — be it death by amphibian or some more tried-
andtrue method — to permanently end the career of an oversexed, racist jurist who’s more interested
in scoring than in saving his own red neck.

Washington Post Book World: “Scary ... hilarious ... strange and risky.... A right-on, pitch-perfect
novel ... [with] juicy characters who wrench your heart and gut.”

From the novel:

Dale Crowe Junior told Kathy Baker, his probation officer, he didn’t see where he had done anything
wrong. He had gone to the go-go bar to meet a buddy of his, had one beer, that’s all, while he was
waiting, minding his own business and this go-go whore came up to his table and starting giving him a
private dance he never asked for.

“They move your knees apart to get in close,” Dale Crowe said, “so they can put it right in your face.
This one’s name was Earlene. I told her I wasn’t interested, she kept right on doing it, so I got up and
left. The go-go whore starts yelling I owe her five bucks and this bouncer come running over. I give
him a shove was all, go outside and there’s a green and white parked by the front door waiting. The
bouncer, he tries to get tough then, showing off, so I give him one, popped him good thinking the
deputies would see he’s the one started it. Shit they cuff me, throw me in the squad car, won’t even
hear my side of it. Next thing, they punch me up on this little computer they have? The one deputy
goes, ‘Oh, well look it here. He’s on probation. Hit a police officer.’ Well, then they’re just waiting
for me to give ’em a hard time. And you don’t think I wasn’t set up?”

Rum Punch (1992)

Ordell “Whitebread” Robbie makes a fine living selling illegal high-powered weaponry to the wrong



people. Jackie Burke couriers Ordell’s profits from Freeport to Miami. But the feds are on to Jackie
— and now the aging, but still hot, flight attendant will have to do prison time or play ball, which
makes her a prime “loose end” that Ordell needs to tie up permanently. Jackie, however, has other
options. And with the help of Max Cherry — an honest but disgruntled bail bondsman looking to get
out — she could even end up with a serious nest egg in the process.

Washington Post Book World: “Vintage Leonard.... As unputdownable as anyone could wish. The
plot is pleasingly convoluted.... The story goes down easy, and packs a real wallop in the end.”

From the novel:

Sunday morning, Ordell took Louis to watch the white-power demonstration in downtown Palm
Beach.

“Young skinhead Nazis,” Ordell said. “Look, even little Nazi girls marching down Worth Avenue.
You believe it? Coming now you have the Klan, not too many here today. Some of them in green, must
be the coneheads’ new spring shade. Behind them it looks like some Bikers for Racism, better known
as the Dixie Knights. We gonna move on ahead, fight through the crowd here,” Ordell said, bringing
Louis along.

“There’s a man I want to show you. See who he reminds you of. He told me they’re gonna march up
South County and have their show on the steps of the fountain by city hall. You ever see so many
police? Yeah, I expect you have. But not all these different uniforms at one time. They mean business
too, got their helmets on, their riot ba-tons. Stay on the sidewalks or they liable to hit you over the
head. They keeping the street safe for the Nazis.”

Pronto (1993)

The feds want Miami bookmaker Harry Arno to squeal on his wiseguy boss. So they’re putting word
out on the street that Arno’s skimming profits from “Jimmy Cap” Capotorto — which he is, but
everybody does it. He was planning to retire to Italy someday anyway, so Harry figures now’s a good
time to get lost. U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens knows Harry’s tricky — the bookie ditched him once in
an airport while in the marshal’s custody

— but not careful. So Raylan’s determined to find the fugitive’s Italian hideaway before a cold-
blooded Sicilian “Zip” does and whacks Arno for fun. After all, it’s a “pride thing”... and it might
even put Raylan in good stead with Harry’s sexy ex-stripper girlfriend Joyce.

Entertainment Weekly: “The man knows how to grab you — and Pronto is one of the best grabbers in
years.”

From the novel:

One evening, it was toward the end of October, Harry Arno said to the woman he’d been seeing on



and off the past few years. “I’ve made a decision. I’m going to tell you something I’ve never told
anybody before in my life.”

Joyce said, “You mean something you did when you were in the war?”

It stopped him. “How’d you know that?”

“When you were in Italy and shot the deserter?”

Harry didn’t say anything, staring at her.

“You already told me about it.”

“Come on. When?”

“We were having drinks at the Cardozo, outside, not long after we started seeing each other again.
You said it the same way you did just now, like you’re going to tell me a secret. That’s why I knew.
Only I don’t think you said anything about making a decision.”

Riding the Rap (1995)

Now that his mom’s gravy train has derailed, gambling, debt-ridden Palm Beach playboy Warren
“Chip” Ganz has decided to take somebody rich hostage — with the help of a Bahamian ex-con, a
psycho gardener/enforcer, and the beautiful, if underfed, psychic Reverend Dawn. The trouble is they
choose bookmaker Harry Arno as their victim, and Harry can scam with the best. The BIG trouble is
ace manhunter U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens is sleeping with Harry’s ex-exotic dancer ex-girlfriend,
and Joyce wants Harry found. And since nearly everyone has guns, locating and springing the captive
bookie most probably can’t happen without some measure of lethal difficulty.

Washington Post: “Leonard remains the uncontested master of the crime thriller. This latest one,
ranking up there with his best, secures his hold on the title.”

From the novel:

Ocala Police picked up Dale Crowe Junior for weaving, two o’clock in the morning, crossing the
center line and having a busted taillight. Then while Dale was blowing a point-one-nine they put his
name and date of birth into the national crime computer and learned he was a fugitive felon, wanted
on a three-year-old charge of Unlawful Flight to Avoid Incarceration. A few days later Raylan
Givens, with the Marshal Service, came up from Palm Beach County to take Dale back and the Ocala
Police wondered about Raylan.

How come if he was a federal officer and Dale Crowe Junior was wanted on a state charge... He told
them he was with FAST, the Fugitive Apprehension Strike Team, assigned to the Sheriff’s Office in
West Palm. And that was pretty much all the marshal said. They wondered too, since he was alone,
how he’d be able to drive and keep an eye on his prisoner. Dale Crowe Junior had been convicted of



a third-degree five-year felony, Battery of a Police Officer, and was looking at additional time on the
fugitive warrant. Dale Junior might feel he had nothing to lose on the trip south. He was a rangy kid
with the build of a college athlete, bigger than the marshal in his blue suit and cowboy boots

— the marshal calm though, not appearing to be the least apprehensive. He said the West Palm strike
team was shorthanded at the moment, the reason he was alone, but believed he would manage.

Out of Sight (1996)

Jack Foley was busting out of Florida’s Glades Prison when he ran head-on into Karen Sisco with a
shotgun. Suddenly the world-class gentleman felon was sharing a cramped car trunk with a disarmed
federal marshal — whose Chanel suit cost more than the take from Foley’s last bank job — and the
chemistry was working overtime. Here’s a lady Jack could fall for in a big way, if she weren’t a
dedicated representative of the law that he breaks for a living. And as soon as she escapes, he’s
already missing her. But there are some seriously bad men and a major score waiting for Jack in
Motown. And there’s a good chance that when his path crosses Karen’s again, she’s going to be there
for business, not pleasure.

New York Daily News: “Cool and fun.... A sly romance about the missed connections of life, which is
also a hell of a comedy crime caper with a fine cast of sociopaths, misfits, and losers.”

From the novel:

From the covered crawl space beneath the prison chapel to the grass just beyond the razor wire
perimeter fence. They had been digging since before Christmas with their hands and a broken shovel,
using scrap lumber from the construction site of a new wing being added to the chapel to shore up the
walls of the tunnel. It was Christmas Day, Foley happen to see Chino and Lulu come out of the ficus
bushes in front of the chapel, their faces streaked with black dirt, muck, but wearing clean blues.
What were they doing, making out in the bushes? That wasn’t Chino’s style, so Foley the fight fan
said, “Don’t tell me about it ‘less you want to.” And Chino said this time to his Anglo friend, “You
want to go with us?”

Foley said he didn’t want any part of it — only three feet of crawl space underneath the chapel, pitch-
dark in there, maybe run into fucking mole rats face-toface. No thanks. He’d said to Chino. “Don’t you
know you’re digging through Everglades muck? I’ve talked to people. They say it’s wet and’ll cave in
on you.” Chino said, yeah, that’s what people thought, but the tunnel only caved in once....

Foley said to Chino that Christmas Day, “If I caught on, how come none of the hacks have?”

Be Cool (1999)

After one triumph and one flop, Mafia loansharkturned-Hollywood producer Chili Palmer is
desperate for another hit ... of the celluloid sort. And when a similarly relocated former mob
associate takes a hit of the bullet-in-the-brain variety while they’re power-lunching, Chili begins to



see all kinds of story possibilities. The whacked recording company mogul’s midday demise is
leading Chili into the twisted world of rock stars, pop divas, and hip-hop gangstas, which is rife with
drama, jealousy, and betrayal — all the stuff that makes big box office. Tinsel Town had better take
cover, because Chili Palmer’s working on another movie. And that’s when people tend to die.

Washington Post Book World: “Superior, stunningly alive writing.... Be Cool is another boss entry in
an incredible body of work.”

From the novel:

The front door of the sedan opened and the guy with the rug got out. A wiry little guy fifty or so
wearing some Korean girl’s hair so he’d look younger. Chili felt sorry for him, the guy not knowing
the rug made him look stupid. Somebody ought to tell him, and then duck.

He looked like the kind of little guy who was always on the muscle, would take anything you said the
wrong way. Chili saw him looking toward Swingers no, staring. Then saw him raise both hands,
Christ, holding a revolver, a nickelplate flashing in the sunlight, the guy extending the gun in one hand
now, straight out at arm’s length as Chili yelled, “Tommy!” Loud but too late. The guy with the rug
was firing at Tommy, squeezing them off like he was on a target range, the sound of gunfire hitting the
air hard, and all at once here were screams, chairs scraping, people throwing themselves to the
ground as the plate glass shattered behind Tommy still in his chair, head down, broken glass all over
him, in his hair... Chili saw the guy with the rug standing there taking in what he had done. Saw him
turn to the car, the door still open, and put his hand inside on the windowsill. But now he took time to
look this way, to stare at Chili. Took a good look before he got in and drove the car off.

Pagan Babies (2000)

Father Terry Dunn thought he’d seen everything on the mean streets of Detroit, but that was before he
went on a little retreat to Rwanda to evade a tax-fraud indictment. Now the whiskey-drinking, Nine
Inch Nails T-shirt-wearing padre is back trying to hustle up a score to help the little orphans of
Rwanda. But the fund-raising gets complicated when a former tattletale cohort pops up on Terry’s tail.
And then there’s the lovely Debbie Dewey. A freshly sprung ex-con turned stand-up comic, Debbie
needs some fast cash, too, to settle an old score. Now they’re in together for a bigger payoff than
either could finagle alone. After all, it makes sense ... unless Father Terry is working a con of his
own.

Entertainment Weekly: “Wildly entertaining.”

From the novel:

The church had become a tomb where forty-seven bodies turned to leather and stains had been lying
on the concrete floor the past five years, though not lying where they had been shot with Kalashnikovs
or hacked to death with machetes. The benches had been removed and the bodies reassembled: men,
women and small children laid in rows of skulls and spines, femurs, fragments of cloth stuck to



mummified remains, many of the adults missing feet, all missing bones that had been carried off by
scavenging dogs.

Since the living world no longer enter the church, Fr. Terry Dunn heard confessions in the yard of the
rectory, in the shade of the old pines and silver eucalyptus trees.

“Bless me, Fatha, for I have sin. It has been two months from the last time I come to Confession.
Since then I am fornicating with a woman from Gisenyi three times only and this is all I have done.”

They would seem to fill their mouths with the English words pro-nounc-ing each one carefully, with
an accent Terry believed was heard only in Africa. He gave fornicators ten Our Fathers and ten Hail
Marys, murmured what passed for an absolution while the penitent said the Act of Contrition, and
dismissed them with a reminder to love God and sin no more.

“Fire in the Hole” (2001)

In Elmore Leonard’s first original e-book, U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens (featured in Pronto and
Riding the Rap) returns to the eastern Kentucky coal-mining country of his youth. When Boyd
Crowder, a mail-order-ordained minister who doesn’t believe in paying his income taxes, decides to
blow up the IRS building in Cincinnati, Givens is asked by the local marshal to intervene. This sets
up an inevitable confrontation between two men on opposite sides of the law who still have a
lingering respect for each other. Throw into the mix Boyd’s sister-in-law, Ava, who carries a torch
for Raylan along with a deer rifle, and you’ve got a funny, adrenaline-charged story only Elmore
Leonard could have written.

Book Page: “‘Fire in the Hole,’ is classic Leonard, even if the medium is not.”

From the story:

They had dug coal together as young men and then lost touch over the years. Now it looked like they’d
be meeting again, this time as lawman and felon, Raylan Givens and Boyd Crowder.

Boyd did six years in a federal penitentiary for refusing to pay his income tax, came out and found
religion. He received his ordination by mail order from a Bible college in South Carolina and formed
a sect he called Christian Aggression. The next thing he did, Boyd formed the East Kentucky Militia
with a cadre of neo-Nazi skinheads, a bunch of boys wearing Doc Martens and swastika tattoos. They
were all natural-born racists and haters of authority, but still had to be taught what Boyd called “the
laws of White Supremacy as laid down by the Lord,” which he took from Christian Identity doctrines.
Next thing, he trained these boys in the use of explosives and automatic weapons. He told them they
were now members of Crowder’s Commandos, sworn to take up the fight for freedom against the
coming Mongrel World Order and the govermint’s illegal tax laws.

Tishomingo Blues (2002)



Daredevil Dennis Lenahan has brought his act to the Tishomingo Lodge & Casino in Tunica,
Mississippi — diving off an eighty-foot ladder into nine feet of water for the amusement of gamblers,
gangsters, and luscious belles. His riskiest feat, however, was witnessing a Dixie-style mob
execution while atop his diving platform. Robert Taylor saw the hit also. A blues-loving Detroit
hustler touring the Southland in a black Jaguar, Taylor’s got his own secret agenda re the “Cornbread
Cosa Nostra,” and he wants Dennis in on the game. But there’s a lot more in Robert Taylor’s pocket
than a photo of his lynched great-grandfather. And high-diver Dennis could be about to take a long,
fatal fall — right into a mess of hoop skirts, Civil War playacting ... and more trouble than he ever
dreamed possible.

Entertainment Weekly: “God bless Elmore Leonard. Grade A.”

Detroit Free Press: “Elmore Leonard is back at his sly, finger-popping best.”

Los Angeles Times Book Review: “Tishomingo Blues is typical Elmore Leonard. Who could ask for
anything more?

From the novel:

Newton Hoon sat in his trailer with a jelly glass of bourbon watching the news: that little TV girl
with the two last names in the woods showing where James Rein and Eugene Dean had shot each
other, saying both men were from Tunica but nothing about Rose.

There she was now in the glade saying this was where Arlen Novis, former Tunica County sheriff’s
deputy, and Detroit realtor Germano Mularoni staged their duel, calling them reenactors in a
senseless confrontation of views that resulted in each man’s death. Oh, is that right? No mention of
Walter. No mention of the smoke or the two greasers — Newton thinking of the one he’d asked that
time where the nigger was and the one said he’d gone to fuck your wife. It had set him off, sure, even
knowing it wasn’t true. One, Myrna wasn’t ever home, she played bingo every night of her life. And
two, not even a smoke’d want to fuck her, Myrna going four hundred pounds on the hoof. Try and find
the wet spot on her.

When the Women Come Out to Dance (2002)

In this collection of short fiction, Elmore Leonard demonstrates the superb characterizations, dead-on
dialogue, vivid atmosphere, and driving plotting that have made him a household name. And once
more, this master of crime illustrates that the line between the law and the lawbreakers is not as firm
as we might think.

Federal Marshall Karen Sisco, from the bestselling novel Out of Sight, returns in “Karen Makes
Out,” once again inadvertently mixing pleasure with business. In “Fire in the Hole,” Raylan Givens,
last seen in Riding the Rap and Pronto, meets up with an old friend, but they’re now on different
sides of the law. In the title story, “When the Women Come Out to Dance,” Mrs. Mahmood gets more
than she bargains for when she conspires with her maid to end her unhappy marriage. In all nine
stories — each unique in its own right — reluctant heroes and laid-back lowlifes struggle for power,



survival, and their fifteen minutes of fame.

Vivid, hilarious, and unfailingly human, these stories ring true with Elmore Leonard’s signature
deadpan social observations and diabolical eye for the foibles of the good guys and the bad.

Contains: “Sparks”; “Hanging Out at the Buena Vista”; “Chisaw Charlie Hoak”; “When the Women
Come Out to Dance”; “Fire in the Hole”; “Karen Makes Out”; “Hurrah for Capt. Early”; “The Tonto
Woman”; “Tenkiller”

From the collection:

“Hanging Out at the Buena Vista”

They lived in a retirement village of cottages set among palm trees and bougainvillea, maids driving
golf carts. The woman, Natalie, wore silk scarves to cover what was left of her hair, a lavender scarf
the afternoon Vincent appeared at her door. He told her through the screen he thought it was time they
met. She said from the chair she sat in most of the day, “It’s open,” closed the book she was reading, a
finger inside holding the page, and watched him come in in his khaki shorts and T-shirt.

“You didn’t have to get dressed up on my account.”

She liked his smile and the way he said, “I was right. I’ve found someone I can talk to.” “About
what?” “Anything you want, except golf.” “You’re in luck. I don’t play golf.”

“I know you don’t. I checked.” She liked his weathered look, his cap of white hair, uncombed.
“You’re here by yourself?”

“On my own, the first time in fifty-seven years.”

She laid the book on the table next to her. “So now you’re what, dating?” He liked the way she said it,
with a straight face. “If you’re interested, Jerry Vale’s coming next week.” “I can hardly wait.” He
said, “I like the way you wear your scarves. You’ve

got style, kiddo.”

“For an old broad? You should see me in a blond wig.”

“A woman can get away with a good one. But you see a rug on a guy, every hair in place? You can
always tell.”

“That’s why you don’t comb your hair?” Again with the straight face. He shook his head.

“I made a decision,” Vincent said. “No chemo, no surgery. Why bother? I’m eighty years old. You
hang around too long, you end up with Alzheimer’s, like Howard. You know Howard? He puts on a
suit and tie every day and calls on the ladies. Has no idea where he is.”



“Howard’s been here. But now I think he and Pauline are going steady. Pauline’s the one with all the
Barbie dolls.” Natalie paused and said, “I’ll be eighty-two next month.”

“You sure don’t look it.”

“Not a day over, what, seventy-five?”

“I’ll tell you something,” Vincent said. “You’re the best-looking woman here, and that’s counting the
maids and the ones that pass for nurses. Some are okay, but they all have big butts. You notice that?
Hospitals, the same thing. I’ve made a study: The majority of women who work in health care are
seriously overweight.”

The Westerns

The Bounty Hunters (1953, the first Elmore Leonard novel)

The old Apache renegade Soldado Viejo is hiding out in Mexico, and the Arizona Department
Adjutant has selected two men to hunt him down. One — Dave Flynn — knows war, the land, and the
nature of his prey. The other is a kid lieutenant named Bowers. But there’s a different kind of war
happening in Soyopa. And if Flynn and his young associate choose the wrong allies — and the wrong
enemy — they won’t be getting out alive.

The Independent (London): “One of the most successful Western writers of his day ... Leonard’s
career as a novelist began with The Bounty Hunters.”

From the novel:

Rellis’s lip curled, grinning. “Mostly when I see a pissant I just step on him.”

“Rellis — ” It came unexpectedly, with the sound of the screen door closing.

As Rellis turned his head sharply, the grin died on his face.

Flynn stood in from the doorway. He came on a few strides and stopped, his eyes on Rellis, his right
hand unbuttoning his coat.

Rellis wasn’t loose now. “I ... was just asking where you were, Flynn.”

“I heard you asking.”

“Listen, I didn’t have any part in killing your friend.”

“Rellis,” Flynn said quietly, “you’re a liar.”

“You got no cause to say that.”



Flynn moved toward Rellis. “It’s said.” He paused, watching Rellis’ eyes. “I’m going outside. I’ll
expect to see you within the next few minutes ... with your gun in your hand.”

The Law at Randado (1954)

Phil Sundeen thinks Deputy Sheriff Kirby Frye is just a green local kid with a tin badge. And when
the wealthy cattle baron’s men drag two prisoners from Frye’s jail and hang them from a high tree,
there’s nothing the untried young lawman can do about it. But Kirby’s got more grit than Sundeen and
his hired muscles bargained for. They can beat the boy and humiliate him, but they can’t make him
forget the job he has sworn to do. The cattleman has money, fear, and guns on his side, but Kirby
Frye’s the law in this godforsaken corner of the Arizona Territories. And he’ll drag Sundeen and his
killers straight to hell himself to prove it.

USA Today: “Leonard has penned some of the best Western fiction ever.”

From the novel:

Frye felt the anger hot on his face. “Doesn’t killing two men mean anything to you?”

“You picked yourself a beauty,” Sundeen said to no one in particular. “Why does he pack that gun if
he’s so against killin’?”

Jordan said, “Maybe it makes him feel important.”

“Now if it was me,” Sundeen said, “I wouldn’t pick a deputy that whined like a woman.”

Jordan was looking at Frye. “Maybe that’s what this deputy is ... only dressed up like a man.

Sundeen grinned. “Maybe we ought to take his pants off and find out.”

Frye held his eyes on Sundeen. Just Sundeen — he felt his anger mounting. “Sundeen, if you want to
try, stop by the jail tomorrow.”

Escape from Five Shadows (1956)

No one breaks out of the brutal convict labor camp at Five Shadows — but Corey Bowen is ready to
die trying. They framed him to put him in there, and beat him bloody and nearly dead after his last
escape attempt. He’ll have help this time — from a lady with murder on her mind and a debt to pay
back. Because freedom isn’t enough for primed dynamite like Bowen. And he won’t leave the corrupt
desert hell behind him until a few scores are settled ... permanently.

Dallas Morning News: “As welcome as a thunderstorm in a dry spell.”

From the novel:



“I’m giving you warning now,” Renda said, including all the convicts. “One more out of line and
somebody shoots. You’ll even think before spitting over the side of the wagon. You hesitate one
second when you’re told to do something, you’re dead. You take one step in the wrong direction and
you won’t know what hit you.”

He turned to Bowen suddenly. “You understand that?”

Bowen nodded, looking up at Renda.

“Listen,” Renda said, “I’ll tell you something else. That stunt you pulled a while back ... jumping off
the wagon. You wouldn’t get just twenty days for it the second time.”

He looked over the convicts. “You get past the guards, the Mimbres have got orders to take your
scalp. You won’t be brought back here ... just part of you. To prove you’re dead.”

Last Stand at Saber River (1959)

A one-armed man stood before Denaman’s store, and the girl named Luz was scared. Paul Cable
could see that from the rise two hundred yards away, just as he could see that everything had changed
while he was away fighting for the Confederacy. He just didn’t know how much. Cable and his family
rode down to Denaman’s store and faced the one-armed man. Then they heard the story, about the
Union Army and two brothers — and a beautiful woman — who had taken over Cable’s spread and
weren’t going to give it back. For Paul Cable the war hadn’t ended at all. Among the men at Saber
River, some would be his enemies, some might have been his friends, but no one was going to take his
future away — not with words, not with treachery, and not with guns.

New York Daily News: “Very tough and realistic.”

From the novel:

Cable stood over Dancey with the Walker Colt in his hand. It was cocked and pointing directly at
Dancey’s head. Joe Bob and Royce said nothing.

Dancey said, “You’re not proving anything with that gun in your hand.”

“I don’t have anything to prove.”

Royce said, “You think we won’t be back?”

Cable’s gaze shifted. “You’ll ride into a double load of buckshot if you do.”

Royce seemed to grin. “Man, you’re made to order. Duane’s going to have some fun with you.”

Dancey’s eyes held on Cable. “So one man’s going to stand us off.”

“That’s all it’s taken so far.”



Hombre (1961)

John Russell has been raised as an Apache. Now he’s on his way to live as a white man. But when the
stagecoach passengers learn who he is, they want nothing to do with him — until outlaws ride down
on them and they must rely on Russell’s guns and his ability to lead them out of the desert. He can’t
ride with them, but they must walk with him or die.

Western Writers of America: “One of the twenty-five best Western novels of all time.”

San Francisco Chronicle: “Thrilling.”

From the novel:

[“Carl Everett Allen” is recalling how he came to write this account.]

At first I wasn’t sure at all where to begin. When I asked advice, this man from the Florence
Enterprise said begin at the beginning, the day the coach departed from Sweetmary with everybody
aboard. Which sounded fine until I got to doing it. Then I saw it wasn’t the beginning at all. There
was too much to explain at one time. Who the people were, where they were going and all. Also,
starting there didn’t tell enough about John Russell.

He is the person this story is mainly about. If it had not been for him, we would all be dead and there
wouldn’t be anybody telling this. So I will begin with the first time I ever saw John Russell....

[S]ome of my ideas about John Russell at the time are embarrassing to put on paper. But I was
advised to imagine I was telling it to a good friend and not worry about what other people might
think. Which is what I have done. If there’s anything anybody wants to skip, like innermost thoughts in
places, just go ahead.

The Moonshine War (1969)

The hill folk of Broke-Leg Country, Kentucky, believed that if the good Lord meant for corn to grow,
He also meant for it to be distilled, in spite of the passage of a Federal law called the 18th
Amendment, or Prohibition. And if a man wanted to get some really good sippin’ whiskey, Son Martin
was the one to see. Son not only made the best moonshine in the area, but it was rumored that he had
hidden somewhere on his hill farm his old daddy’s cache of 150 barrels of eight-year old corn
whiskey. Of course nobody had ever found any of the liquor, but Son never said that it wasn’t there.

Then one day the tranquility of Broke-Leg County was interrupted by the sudden appearance of Frank
Long, an old army buddy of Son’s who knew about the whiskey and was not a Prohibition agent. But
his presence had a different purpose than his job as a revenue man. Frank wanted the hidden whiskey
to bootleg on his own, and he was willing to use his official position to get it.

In the attempt, he set neighbor against neighbor, and the Moonshine War was on. Involved were
Prohibition agents, Louisville gangsters, and local moonshiners, and as the hills of Kentucky rang



with their gunshots, each side fought to learn Son’s secret. As the bullets got thicker, Son was left
alone, standing on his principles and waiting for his chance to bring the War to its startling and
unexpected climax.

The New York Times: “Before Leonard tackled Detroit’s mean streets, he turned out a handful of
backwoods crime novels, including this rough-edged little jewel. It’s no surprise that the Big Boys
want to take over Son Martin’s still. After all, Son makes the best whiskey in Marlett, Kentucky: ‘He
let his mash sit a full six or seven days and didn’t put a lot of devilment in it, like buckeye beans or
carbide or lye.’ Archetypes fly as fast as fists in this mythic exploration of the rugged individualist as
whiskey-maker.”

Valdez Is Coming (1970)

They laughed at Roberto Valdez and then ignored him. But when a dark-skinned man was holed up in
a shack with a gun, they sent the part-time town constable to deal with the problem — and made sure
he had no choice but to gun the fugitive down. Trouble was, Valdez killed an innocent man. And when
he asked for justice — and some money for the dead man’s woman — they beat Valdez and tied him
to a cross. They were still laughing when Valdez came back. And then they began to die...

USA Today: “Although known for his mysteries, Leonard has penned some of the best Western fiction
ever, including Valdez Is Coming.”

Washington Post Book World: “A Leonard novel that still holds up as one of his very best.”

From the novel:

“Your minute’s up, boy.” Mr. Tanner glanced at his segundo again. “Teach him something.”

The segundo drew the .44 on his right leg, cocked it and fired as he brought it up. And with the
explosion the adobe chipped next to Bob Valdez’s face.

Now those who were sitting and lounging by the fires rose and drew their revolvers, looking at the
segundo and waiting their turn. One of them, an American, said “I know where I’m going to shoot the
son of a bitch.”

One of the others laughed and another one said, “See if you can shoot his meat off.” And another said,
“It would fix this squaw-lover good.”

Forty Lashes Less One (1972)

A hellhole like Yuma Prison does all sorts of things to a man. Mostly it makes him want to escape.
For two men facing life sentences — Harold Jackson, the only black man behind the walls, and
Raymond San Carlos, an Apache halfbreed — a breakout seemed nigh on impossible. That is, until
the law gave them two choices: rot in a cell, or track down and bring back the five most ruthless men
in Arizona.



New York Daily News: “Long before his slick, dark crime comedies, Elmore Leonard wrote some
very tough and realistic Westerns.”

From the novel:

“You want us to run twenty miles?”

“You’re an Apache Indian, aren’t you, Raymond? And Harold’s a Zulu. Well, by golly, an Apache
Indian and a Zulu can run twenty, thirty miles a day, and there ain’t a white man in this territory can
say that.”

“You want us to run twenty miles?” Raymond said again.

“I want you to start thinking of who you are, that’s what I want. I want you to start thinking like
warriors for a change instead of like convicts.”

Gunsights (1979)

Brendan Early and Dana Moon have tracked renegade Apaches together and gunned down scalp
hunters to become Arizona legends. But now they face each other from opposite sides of what
newspapers are calling The Rincon Mountain War. Brendan and a gang of mining company gun thugs
are dead set on running Dana and “the People of the Mountain” from their land. The characters are
unforgettable, the plot packed with action and gunfights from beginning to end.

San Francisco Chronicle: “Classic Western fare.”

Chicago Sun-Times: “Leonard’s special kind of tough guys were born in the Old West.”

From the novel:

Bren Early said to Moon, “Do you want to tell him to go stick it in his horse, or should I?”

Sundeen turned toward his partners. They were getting ready.

“I’ll give them three more steps,” Bren said and pulled his matched Smith & Wesson .44s. Moon
drew his Colts.

Three more strides and that was it.

Sundeen was hollering something, and his two men on the ends fell dead in the first sudden explosion
from the wall where Early and Moon stood with revolvers extended, aiming and firing.

Bren said, “He’s used to having his way.”

Moon said, “But he didn’t come prepared, did he?”



Cuba Libre (1998)

War in Cuba isn’t Ben Tyler’s concern. Still, sailing mares and guns into Havana harbor in 1898 —
right past the submerged wreckage of the U.S. battleship Maine — may not be the smartest thing the
recently prison-sprung horse wrangler ever did. Neither is shooting one of the local Guardia, though
the pompous peacock deserved it. Now Tyler’s sitting tight in a vermin-infested Cuban stockade
waiting to face a firing squad. But he’s not dying until he gets the money he’s owed from a two-timing
American sugar baron. And there’s one smart, pistol-hot lady at the rich man’s side who could help
Ben get everything he’s got rightfully coming ... even when the whole damn island’s going straight to
hell.

Miami Herald: “A wild ride through Cuba during the Spanish-American War.... A good old-fashioned
Western served with a sly grin and a side dish of scams.”

From the novel:

Tyler arrived with the horse February eighteenth, three days after the battleship Maine blew up in
Havana harbor. He saw buzzards floating in the sky the way they do but couldn’t make out what they
were after. This was off Morro Castle, the cattle boat streaming black smoke as it comes through the
narrows.

But then pretty soon he saw a ship’s mast and a tangle of metal sticking out of the water, gulls resting
on it. One of the Mexican deckhands called to the pilot tug bringing them in, wanting to know what the
wreckage was. The pilot yelled back that it was the Maine.

Yeah? The main what? Tyler’s border Spanish failed to serve, trying to make out voices raised
against the wind. The deckhand told him it was a buque de guerra, a warship.

The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories (1998)

The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories is a raw, hard-bitten collection that gathers together the
best of Leonard’s Western fiction. In “The Tonto Woman,” a young wife, her face tattooed by Indian
kidnappers, becomes society’s outcast — until an outlaw vows to set her free... In “Only Good
Ones,” we meet a fine man turned killer in one impossible moment... “Saint with a Six-Gun” pits a
doomed prisoner against his young guard — in a drama of deception and compassion that leads to a
shocking act of courage... In “The Colonel’s Lady,” a brutal ambush puts a woman into the hands of a
vicious renegade - while a tracker attempts a rescue that cannot come in time... And in “Blood
Money,” five bank robbers are being picked off one by one, but one man believes he can make it out
alive.

Contains: “The Tonto Woman”; “The Captives”; “Only Good Ones”; “You Never See Apaches”;
“The Colonel’s Lady”; “The Kid”; “The Big Hunt”; “Apache Medicine”; “No Man’s Guns”;
“Jugged”; “The Hard Way”; “Blood Money”; “3:10 to Yuma”; “The Boy Who Smiled”; “Hurrah for
Capt. Early”; “Moment of Vengeance”; “Saint with a Six-Gun”; “The Nagual”; Trouble at Rindo’s



Station”

From the collection:

“The Captives”

He could hear the stagecoach, the faraway creaking and the muffled rumble of it, and he was thinking:
It’s almost an hour early. Why should it be if it left Contention on schedule?

His name was Pat Brennan. He was lean and almost tall, with a deeply tanned, pleasant face beneath
the straight hat-brim low over his eyes, and he stood next to the saddle, which was on the ground,
with the easy hip-shot slouch of a rider. A entry rifle was in his right hand and he was squinting into
the sun glare, looking up the grade to the rutted road that came curving down through the spidery
Joshua trees.

He lowered the Henry rifle, stock down, and let it fall across the saddle, and kept his hand away from
the Colt holstered on his right leg. A man could get shot standing next to a stage road out in the middle
of nowhere with a rifle in his hand.

All excerpts from works by Elmore Leonard are copyright © by Elmore Leonard, Inc., in the year of
publication. Reprinted here with permission.



Selected Filmography
The Big Bounce (2003). Announced director: George Armitage. Announced cast: Owen Wilson (Jack
Ryan); Morgan Freeman (Walter Crewes); Sara Foster (Nancy Hayes); Gary Sinise (Ray Ritchie)....

Out of Sight (1998). Director: Steven Soderbergh. Cast: George Clooney (John Michael “Jack”
Foley); Jennifer Lopez (Karen Sisco); Ving Rhames (Buddy Bragg); Don Cheadle (Maurice “Snoopy”
Miller); Dennis Farina (Marshall Sisco); Albert Brooks (Richard “Dick the Ripper” Ripley); Nancy
Allen (Midge); Catherine Keener (Adele Delisi); Isaiah Washington (Kenneth “Kenny”); Steve Zahn
(Glenn Michaels); Luis Guzmán (Jose Portencio)....

Jackie Brown (1997), based on the novel Rum Punch. Director: Quentin Tarantino. Cast: Pam Grier
(Jackie Brown); Samuel L. Jackson (Ordell Robbie); Robert Forster (Max Cherry); Bridget Fonda
(Melanie Ralston); Michael Keaton (Ray Nicolette);Robert De Niro (Louis Gara); Michael Bowen
(Mark Dargus); Chris Tucker (Beaumont Livingston); Lisa Gay Hamilton (Sheronda)....

Touch (1997). Director: Paul Schrader. Cast: LL Cool J (Himself); Gina Gershon (Debra Lusanne);
Conchata Ferrell (Virginia Worrel); John Doe (Elwin Worrel); Christopher Walken (Bill Hill); Skeet
Ulrich (Juvenal, a.k.a. Charlie Lawson); María Celedonio (Alisha, rehab receptionist); Chris Hogan
(Scruffy Staff Worker); Anthony Zerbe (Father Donahue); Bridget Fonda (Lynn Marie Faulkner);
William Newman (Court Clerk);Tom Arnold (August Murray); Breckin Meyer (Greg Czarnicki); Matt
O’Toole (Bailiff); Richard Fancy (Judge)....

Get Shorty (1995). Director: Barry Sonnenfeld. Cast: John Travolta (Chili Palmer); Gene Hackman
(Harry Zimm); Rene Russo (Karen Flores); Danny DeVito (Martin Weir); Dennis Farina (Ray
“Bones” Barboni); Delroy Lindo (Bo Catlett); James Gandolfini (Bear); David Paymer (Leo Devoe);
Bobby Slayton (Dick Allen); Martin Ferrero (Tommy Carlo); Jon Gries (Ronnie Wingate); Renee
Props (Nicki); Miguel Sandoval (Mr. Escobar); Jacob Vargas (Yayo Portillo); Linda Hart (Fay
Devoe)....

52 Pickup (1986). Director: John Frankenheimer. Cast: Roy Scheider (Harry Mitchell); Ann-Margret
(Barbara Mitchell); Vanity (Doreen); John Glover (Alan Raimy); Robert Trebor (Leo Franks); Lonny
Chapman (Jim O’Boyle); Kelly Preston (Cini); Doug McClure (Mark Arveson); Clarence Williams
III (Bobby Shy); Alex Henteloff (Dan Lowenthal); Michelle Walker (Counter Girl); Philip Bartko
(Test Site Worker); Tom Byron (Partygoer); Harvey Cowen (Partygoer); Ron Jeremy (Partygoer)....

Mr. Majestyk (1974). Director: Richard Fleischer. Cast: Charles Bronson (Vince Majestyk); Al
Lettieri (Frank Renda, hit man); Linda Cristal (Nancy Chavez, labor organizer); Lee Purcell (Wiley,
Renda’s girl); Paul Koslo (Bobby Kopas, punk); Taylor Lacher (Gene Lundy, Renda’s henchman);
Frank Maxwell (Det. Lt. McAllen, Edna Police Dept.); Alejandro Rey (Larry Mendoza, Majestyk’s
foreman); Jordan Rhodes (Deputy Harold Richie, Edna Police Dept.); Bert Santos (Julio Tomas,
labor contractor); Luis Ramírez (Labor Contractor)....



Valdez Is Coming (1971). Director: Edwin Sherin. Cast: Burt Lancaster (Bob Valdez); Susan Clark
(Gay Erin); Frank Silvera (Diego); Jon Cypher (Frank Tanner); Richard Jordan (R.L. Davis); Barton
Heyman (El Segundo); Hector Elizondo (Mexican Rider); Phil Brown (Malson); Ralph Brown
(Beaudry); Werner Hasselmann (Sheriff); Lex Monson (Rincon); Roberta Haynes (Polly); Sylvia
Poggioli (Segundo’s girl); José García (Carlos); María Montez (Anita)....

Hombre (1967). Director: Martin Ritt. Cast: Paul Newman (John Russell); Fredric March (Faver);
Richard Boone (Grimes); Diane Cilento (Jessie); Cameron Mitchell (Braden); Barbara Rush (Audra
Favor); Peter Lazer (Billy Lee Blake); Margaret Blye (Doris Blake); Martin Balsam (Henry Mendez);
Skip Ward (Steve Early); Frank Silvera (Mexican Bandit); David Canary (Lamar Dean); Val Avery
(Delgado); Larry Ward (Soldier)....

The Tall T (1957). Director: Budd Boetticher. Cast: Randolph Scott (Pat Brennan); Richard Boone
(Usher); Maureen O’Sullivan (Doretta Mims); Arthur Hunnicutt (Ed Rintoon); Skip Homeier (Billy
Jack); Henry Silva (Chink); John Hubbard (Willard Mims); Robert Burton (Tenvoorde); Robert
Anderson (Jace); Fred Sherman (Hank Parker); Chris Olsen (Jeff)....

3:10 to Yuma (1957). Director: Delmer Daves. Cast: Glenn Ford (Ben Wade); Van Heflin (Dan
Evans); Felicia Farr (Emmy); Leora Dana (Mrs. Alice Evans); Henry Jones (Alex Potter, town
drunk); Richard Jaeckel (Charlie Prince); Robert Emhardt (Mr. Butterfield, stage line owner);
Sheridan Comerate (Bob Moons, stage driver’s brother); George Mitchell (Bartender); Robert
Ellenstein (Ernie Collins); Ford Rainey (Bisbee Marshal)....

~

In the works (as of October 2002):

Be Cool (MGM; Jersey Films), and the return of Chili Palmer.

Tenkiller (Bruce Willis attached; you can read this short story in Elmore Leonard’s When the Women
Come Out to Dance).

Tishomingo Blues, optioned by FilmFour (Sexy Beast).



If It Sounds Like Writing, Rewrite It
These are rules I’ve picked up along the way to help me remain invisible when I’m writing a book, to
help me show rather than tell what’s taking place in the story. If you have a facility for language and
imagery and the sound of your voice pleases you, invisibility is not what you are after, and you can
skip the rules. Still, you might look them over.

1. Never open a book with weather.

If it’s only to create atmosphere, and not a character’s reaction to the weather, you don’t want to go on
too long. The reader is apt to leaf ahead looking for people. There are exceptions. If you happen to be
Barry Lopez, who has more ways to describe ice and snow than an Eskimo, you can do all the
weather reporting you want.

2. Avoid prologues.

They can be annoying, especially a prologue following an introduction that comes after a foreword.
But these are ordinarily found in nonfiction. A prologue in a novel is backstory, and you can drop it in
anywhere you want.

There is a prologue in John Steinbeck’s Sweet Thursday, but it’s O.K. because a character in the book
makes the point of what my rules are all about. He says: “I like a lot of talk in a book and I don’t like
to have nobody tell me what the guy that’s talking looks like. I want to figure out what he looks like
from the way he talks... figure out what the guy’s thinking from what he says. I like some description
but not too much of that.... Sometimes I want a book to break loose with a bunch of hooptedoodle....
Spin up some pretty words maybe or sing a little song with language. That’s nice. But I wish it was
set aside so I don’t have to read it. I don’t want hooptedoodle to get mixed up with the story.’’

3. Never use a verb other than said to carry dialogue.

The line of dialogue belongs to the character; the verb is the writer sticking his nose in. But said is far
less intrusive than grumbled, gasped, cautioned, lied. I once noticed Mary McCarthy ending a line of
dialogue with “she asseverated,’’ and had to stop reading to get the dictionary.

4. Never use an adverb to modify the verb said ...

... he admonished gravely. To use an adverb this way (or almost any way) is a mortal sin. The writer
is now exposing himself in earnest, using a word that distracts and can interrupt the rhythm of the
exchange. I have a character in one of my books tell how she used to write historical romances “full
of rape and adverbs.’’



5. Keep your exclamation points under control.

You are allowed no more than two or three per 100,000 words of prose. If you have the knack of
playing with exclaimers the way Tom Wolfe does, you can throw them in by the handful.

6. Never use the words suddenly or all hell broke loose.

This rule doesn’t require an explanation. I have noticed that writers who use “suddenly’’ tend to
exercise less control in the application of exclamation points.

7. Use regional dialect, patois, sparingly.

Once you start spelling words in dialogue phonetically and loading the page with apostrophes, you
won’t be able to stop. Notice the way Annie Proulx captures the flavor of Wyoming voices in her
book of short stories Close Range.

8. Avoid detailed descriptions of characters.

Which Steinbeck covered. In Ernest Hemingway’s “Hills Like White Elephants’’ what do the
“American and the girl with him’’ look like? “She had taken off her hat and put it on the table.’’ That’s
the only reference to a physical description in the story, and yet we see the couple and know them by
their tones of voice, with not one adverb in sight.

9. Don t go into great detail describing places and things.

Unless you’re Margaret Atwood and can paint scenes with language or write landscapes in the style
of Jim Harrison. But even if you’re good at it, you don’t want descriptions that bring the action, the
flow of the story, to a standstill.

And finally:

10. Try to leave out the part that readers tend to skip.

A rule that came to mind in 1983. Think of what you skip reading a novel: thick paragraphs of prose
you can see have too many words in them. What the writer is doing, he’s writing, perpetrating
hooptedoodle, perhaps taking another shot at the weather, or has gone into the character’s head, and
the reader either knows what the guy’s thinking or doesn’t care. I’ll bet you don’t skip dialogue.

My most important rule is one that sums up the ten.

If it sounds like writing, I rewrite it.

Or, if proper usage gets in the way, it may have to go. I can’t allow what we learned in English



composition to disrupt the sound and rhythm of the narrative. It’s my attempt to remain invisible, not
distract the reader from the story with obvious writing. (Joseph Conrad said something about words
getting in the way of what you want to say.)

If I write in scenes and always from the point of view of a particular character — the one whose
view best brings the scene to life — I’m able to concentrate on the voices of the characters telling you
who they are and how they feel about what they see and what’s going on, and I’m nowhere in sight.

What Steinbeck did in Sweet Thursday was title his chapters as an indication, though obscure, of
what they cover. “Whom the Gods Love They Drive Nuts” is one, “Lousy Wednesday” another. The
third chapter is titled “Hooptedoodle (1)” and the 38th chapter “Hooptedoodle (2)” as warnings to
the reader, as if Steinbeck is saying: “Here’s where you’ll see me taking flights of fancy with my
writing, and it won’t get in the way of the story. Skip them if you want.”



Martin Amis Interviews "The Dickens of
Detroit"
The Writers' Guild Theatre, Beverly Hills, January 23, 1998. Sponsored by Writers Bloc; Andrea
Grossman, Founder.

Martin Amis: We’re welcoming here Elmore Leonard, also known as “Dutch.” And rather less
formally, “The Dickens of Detroit.” It is an apt description, I think, because he is as close as anything
you have here in America to a national novelist, a concept that almost seemed to die with Charles
Dickens but has here been revived.

I was recently in Boston visiting Saul Bellow, and on the shelves of the Nobel laureate, I spied
several Elmore Leonards. Saul Bellow has a high, even exalted view of what literature is and does.
For him, it creates the “quiet zone” where certain essences can nourish what he calls “our fair souls.”
This kind of literature of the Prousto-Nabokovian variety has recently been assigned the label
“minority interest.” There is patently nothing “minority interest” about Elmore Leonard. He is a
popular writer in several senses. But Saul Bellow and I agreed that for an absolutely reliable and
unstinting infusion of narrative pleasure in a prose miraculously purged of all false qualities, there
was no one quite like Elmore Leonard.

I thought we might begin at the beginning, and talk about your early years as a writer and how you got
started. In my experience, everyone at the age of fourteen or fifteen (or a bit earlier) starts to
commune with themselves and to keep notes and to keep a diary. It’s only the writers who go on with
that kind of adolescent communion. Was it like that for you? Did you get the glimmer quite early on?

Elmore Leonard: Let me ask first: Do you think if I lived in Buffalo, I’d be Dickens? [Laughter]

Amis: “The Balzac of Buffalo,” perhaps. [Laughter]

Leonard: I had a desire to write very early on but I didn’t. I wrote just what I had to write in school
compositions and things like that. It wasn’t until I was in college after World War II that I wrote a
couple of short stories. The first one because the English instructor said, “If you enter this contest” —
it was a local writers’ club within the University of Detroit — “I’ll give you a B.” I’ve always been
inspired in this somewhat commercial approach toward writing. [Laughter] Which is why I chose
Westerns to begin with.

In 1951, I decided to look at the field. I looked at the market, and I saw Westerns in The Saturday
Evening Post, Collier s, almost everything from the Ladies Home Journal down through men’s
magazines and pulps. There were then at least a dozen pulps still in business, the better ones paying
two cents a word. So I decided this was a market. What with all of these magazines buying short
stories, this was the place to start. And because I liked Western movies a lot, and I wanted to sell to
Hollywood right away and make some money, I approached this with a desire to write but also to



make as much money as I could doing it. I didn’t see anything wrong with that at all. I think the third
one sold, and that was it. After that, they’ve all sold since then. But then the market dried up, and I
had to switch to crime.

Amis: You were also, as I understand, writing commentaries for educational films and industrial
movies.

Leonard: Yes, industrial movies about air pollution, building highways, Encyclopaedia Britannica,
geography, and history movies. I did about a dozen of those — the settlement of the Mississippi
Valley, the French and Indian War, the Danube, Puerto Rico. I think they were twentyseven-minute
movies. I did that right after I had left an ad agency where I was writing Chevrolet ads, which drove
me crazy. Because you had to write real cute then. I had a lot of trouble with that. I could do truck ads,
but I couldn’t do convertibles at all. [Laughter] So I got out of that. But I still had to make a living. So
I got into the industrial movies and a little freelance advertising.

Amis: But the breakthrough was Hombre, was it not?

Leonard: Yes, the sale to the movies. Because the book itself I wrote in ’59, and by then the market
was so weak. I was getting $4,000 for a paperback, for example. And that one sold for $1,250, and it
took two years to sell it. I didn’t get that much for the movie rights, either, four or five years later.
That was when I got back into fiction writing.

Amis: How do you feel when a book of yours goes through the treadmill of being turned into a
movie? It’s happened to me once, in my first novel, The Rachel Papers, and I thought, “Whatever they
do to it, the book will still be there.”

Leonard: I believe that. There’s no question about that. I’m not concerned with how closely it’s
adapted. I just hope it’s a good movie. For example, Rum Punch to Jackie Brown. Quentin Tarantino,
just before he started to shoot, said, “I’ve been afraid to call you for the last year.” I said, “Why?
Because you changed the title of my book? And you’re casting a black woman in the lead?” And he
said, “Yeah.” And I said, “You’re a filmmaker. You can do whatever you want.” I said, “I think Pam
Grier is a terrific idea. Go ahead.” I was very pleased with the results, too.

Amis: And how about Get Shorty? That must have felt like another breakthrough.

Leonard: It was. It was the first contemporary story of mine that I really liked on the screen. And I
said to Barry Sonnenfeld, the director, “But you’re advertising this as a comedy.” And he said, “Well,
it’s a funny book.” And I think it did have my sound, and it had Barry’s look. Because I could hear my
characters on the screen, and I think the reason it worked was because they all took each other
seriously and didn’t laugh. There weren’t any nods to the audience, any signals to the audience with
grins or winks that that was a funny line. It was up to the audience to decide. This was the first
question I asked Barry. I said, “When you shoot, I hope you don’t cut to reactions to lines.” He
understood that, of course.

Amis: I was on the set of Get Shorty, as a journalist. I was writing a profile of John Travolta [for The
New Yorker]. And usually when a journalist goes to the set of a film, he stays for six hours and sees



one person cross a road and then goes home again. But on this occasion, I got to see the fight between
Chili and the Bear [James Gandolfini] at LAX in the car park. And John Travolta, who is sweetness
incarnate, gave me an insight into the star system. We were all going off to lunch, and a limousine
appeared. I was going to have lunch with John in his trailer. I thought there was obviously some way
to John’s trailer. In we got and drove a few feet, and John said to the driver, “Pull over,” and then
asked the Bear if he wanted a ride. And the Bear said, no, he was fine, he was going to do it on foot.
And then we started off again and pulled up at the elevator. And that’s as far as we went. The Bear
joined us in the car and down we rode. Travolta explained that it was as important to seem like a star
as it is to be a star. [Laughter]

Movies deal with externals, largely, and books with internals. Is that what strikes you as the main
difference between the forms?

Leonard: I would say definitely that. The first day I was on the set of Get Shorty, John Travolta
called me “Mr. Leonard.” And I let him. He got over that.

Amis: Did you call him “Mr. Travolta”?

Leonard: No, I didn’t. I’m using my age now. [Laughter]

I don’t think there’s any question that it’s difficult for movies to internalize. The reason I’ve been able
to sell all my books is because they look like they’re easy to shoot. They’re written in scenes, and the
stories move through dialogue. I think the problem has been, in the past, that they’ve been taken too
seriously. They haven’t been looked at as if there is humor in them. And also the fact that when you
bring a 350-page manuscript down to 120 pages, in my books a lot of the good stuff is gone. It
disappears. Because then you’re more interested in plot than you are in, say, character development.

Amis: People say that movies will be the nemesis of the novel. But I think that’s a crisis that’s already
been survived. I think the novel is more threatened from the Internet than from movies. I feel the
movies are still an immature form, a young form, that they’re still in the adolescent stage. It will take
a while before they can challenge the internal nature of the book. Do you ever worry about the death
of the book?

Leonard: No, I can’t imagine such a thing. Ed McBain and I were on one of the morning shows, and
we were asked, “To what do you attribute the resurgence in popularity in crime fiction?” And we
looked at each other, and we thought it was always very popular. We didn’t know that it had dipped at
all. We have to always have novels. My God, what would you read?

Amis: Well, they say you won’t be reading; you’ll be having some kind of cybernetic experience. I
think that the future of the book perhaps will be that the book will coexist with some kind of
cybernetic experience, where the punter, the depositor (or whatever you want to call him), may read
your book and then take you out to dinner in cyberspace — looking ahead about a hundred years.

Now, I’m going to ask you this question because I’m always tortured by it. This is the sort of
invariable question of the tour. Do you set yourself a time to write every day? How hard do you press
on the paper when you write? I’m asked this so unerringly that I think people suspect that I’m going to



reveal that what you do is you go into your study and you plug your ear into the light socket and then
some inner voice tells you what to write. But what is your routine and how do you go about it?

Leonard: I write every day when I’m writing; some Saturdays and Sundays, a few hours each day.
Because I want to stay with it. If a day goes by and you haven’t done anything, or a couple of days,
it’s difficult to get back into the rhythm of it. I usually start working around nine-thirty and I work until
six. I’m lucky to get what I consider four clean pages. They’re clean until the next day, the next
morning. The time flies by. I can’t believe it. When I look at the clock and it’s three o’clock and I
think, “Good, I’ve got three more hours.” And then I think, “I must have the best job in the world.” I
don’t look at this as work. I don’t look at it as any kind of test, any kind of proof of what I can do. I
have a good time.

Amis: And it just seems to flow? There are no days when whole hours are spent gazing out of the
window, picking your nose, making coffee?

Leonard: Oh yeah, there are whole hours’ work to make one short paragraph work.

Amis: I want to ask about your prose. Your prose makes Raymond Chandler look clumsy. Now the
way I do it is: I say the sentence in my head until nothing sticks out, there are no “elbows,” there are
no stubbings of toe; it just seems to chime with some tuning fork inside my head. And then I know the
sentence is ready. In your work, pages and pages go by without me spotting any “elbows.” Even with
the great stylists of modern fiction, you know you’re always going to come across phrases like
“Standing on the landing” or “the cook took a look at the book.” There’s always some “elbow”
sticking out, there’s some rhyme causing the reader to pause and wonder and think, “That’s not quite
right.” With you, it’s all planed flat. How do you plane your prose into this wonderful instrument?

Leonard: First of all, I’m always writing from a point of view. I decide what the purpose of the
scene is, and at least begin with some purpose. But, even more important, from whose point of view
is this scene seen? Because then the narrative will take on somewhat the sound of the person who is
seeing the scene. And from his dialogue, that’s what goes, somewhat, into the narrative. I start to
write and I think, “Upon entering the room,” and I know I don’t want to say “Upon entering the room.”
I don’t want my writing to sound like the way we were taught to write. Because I don’t want you to be
aware of my writing. I don’t have the language. I have to rely upon my characters.

Amis: So, when you say it’s character-driven, do you mean you’re thinking, How would this
character see this scene? Because you’re usually third-person. You don’t directly speak through your
characters, but there is a kind of third-person that is a first-person in disguise. Is that the way you go
at it?

Leonard: It takes on somewhat of a first-person sound, but not really. Because I like third-person. I
don’t want to be stuck with one character’s viewpoint, because there are too many viewpoints. And,
of course, the bad guys’ viewpoints are a lot more fun. What they do is more fun. A few years ago, a
friend of mine in the publishing business called up and said, “Has your good guy decided to do
anything yet?” [Laughter]

Or, I think I should start this book with the main character. Or I start a book with who I think is the



main character, but a hundred pages into the book I say, “This guy’s not the main character; he’s
running out of gas; I don’t even like him anymore, his attitude; he’s changed.” But he’s changed and
there’s nothing I could do about it. It’s just the kind of person he is. So then I have to bring somebody
along fast. Do you run into that?

Amis: What I do find, and my father Kingsley Amis used to find, is that when you come up against
some difficulty, some mechanism in the novel that isn’t working, it fills you with despair and you
think, “I’m not going to be able to get around this.” Then you look back at what you’ve done, and you
find you already have a mechanism in place to get you through this. A minor character, say, who’s
well placed to get the information across that you need to put across. I always used to think (and he
agreed) that, thank God writing is much more of an unconscious process than many people think.

I think the guy in the street thinks that the novelist, first of all, decides on his subject, what should be
addressed; then he thinks of his theme and his plot and then jots down the various characters that will
illustrate these various themes. That sounds like a description of writer’s block to me. I think you’re
in a very bad way when that happens. Vladimir Nabokov, when he spoke about Lolita, refers to the
“first throb” of Lolita going through him, and I recognize that feeling. All it is is your next book. It’s
the next thing that’s there for you to write. Now, do you settle down and map out your plots? I suspect
you don’t.

Leonard: No, I don’t. I start with a character. Let’s say I want to write a book about a bail bondsman
or a process server or a bank robber and a woman federal marshal. And they meet and something
happens. That’s as much of an idea as I begin with. And then I see him in a situation, and I begin
writing it and one thing leads to another. By page 100, roughly, I should have my characters
assembled. I should know my characters because they’ve sort of auditioned in the opening scenes, and
I can find out if they can talk or not. And if they can’t talk, they’re out. Or they get a minor role.

But in every book there’s a minor character who comes along and pushes his way into the plot. He’s
just needed to give some information, but all of a sudden he comes to life for me. Maybe it’s the way
he says it. He might not even have a name the first time he appears. The second time he has a name.
The third time he has a few more lines, and away he goes, and he becomes a plot turn in the book.

When I was writing Cuba Libre, I was about 250 pages into it and George Will called up and said, “I
want to send out forty of your books” — this was the previous book [Out of Sight] — “at
Christmastime. May I send them to you and a list of names to inscribe?” I said, “Of course.” He said,
“What are you doing now?” I said, “I’m doing Cuba a hundred years ago.” And he said, “Oh, crime in
Cuba.” And he hung up the phone. And I thought, “I don’t have a crime in this book.” And I’m 250
pages into it. [Laughter] It was a crime that this guy was running guns to Cuba, but that’s not what I
really write about. Where’s the bag of money that everybody wants? I didn’t have it. So, then I started
weaving it into the narrative. I didn’t have to go back far, and I was on my way.

Amis: I admire the fluidity of your process because it’s meant to be a rule in the highbrow novel that
the characters have no free will at all.

E.M. Forster said he used to line up his characters before beginning a novel, and he would say,
“Right, no larks.” [Laughter] And Nabokov, when this was quoted to him, he looked aghast, and he



said, “My characters cringe when I come near them.” He said, “I’ve seen whole avenues of imagined
trees lose their leaves with terror at my approach.” [Laughter]

Let’s talk about Cuba Libre, which is an amazing departure in my view. When I was reading it, I had
to keep turning to the front cover to check that it was a book by you. How did it get started? I gather
that you’ve been wanting to write this book for thirty years. It has a kind of charge of long-suppressed
desire.

Leonard: In 1957, I borrowed a book from a friend called The Splendid Little War. It was a picture
book, a coffee-table book of photographs of the Spanish-American War — photographs of the Maine,
before and after; photographs of the troops on San Juan Hill; newspaper headlines leading up to the
war; a lot of shots of Havana. I was writing Westerns at the time, and I thought, I could drop a
cowboy into this place and get away with it. But I didn’t. A couple of years ago, I was trying to think
of a sequel to Get Shorty. And I was trying to work Chili Palmer into the dress business. I don’t know
why except that I love runway shows. I gave up on that. And I saw that book again, The Splendid
Little War, because I hadn’t returned it to my friend in ’57. And I thought, “I’m going to do that.”
Yeah, the time has come. So, I did.

Amis: In a famous essay, Tom Wolfe said that the writers were missing all the real stories that were
out there. And that they spent too much time searching for inspiration and should spend ninety-five
percent of their time sweating over research. The result was a tremendously readable book, The
Bonfire of the Vanities. Now you, sir, have a full-time researcher.

Leonard: Yes, Gregg Sutter. He can answer any of your questions that I don’t know.

Amis: Were you inspired by the research he put into this book?

Leonard: He got me everything I needed to know. I asked him to see if he could find out how much it
cost to transport horses from Arizona to East Texas and then to Havana. And he did. He found a cattle
company that had been in business over 100 years ago and was shipping cattle then. He found an old
ledger book and copied it and faxed it to me.

Amis: Among the differences from your earlier books, this book is more discursive, less dialogue-
driven and, till the end, less action-driven. Toward the end, you get a familiar Leonard scenario
where there’s a chunk of money sitting around, and various people are after it and you’re pretty
confident that it’s going to go to the least-undeserving people present. And it’s not hard-bitten; it’s a
much more romantic book than we’re used to from you. Could your Westerns have had such romance?

Leonard: No. In my Westerns there was little romance except in Valdez Is Coming, which is my
favorite of the Westerns. No, I just wanted to make this a romantic adventure story.

Amis: And there’s a kind of political romanticism, too. You’ve always sided with the underdog,
imaginatively; one can sense that. And who could be more of an underdog than a criminal? And your
criminals have always been rather implausibly likable and gentle creatures. What is your view about
crime in America?



Leonard: I don’t have a view about crime in America. There isn’t anything I can say that would be
interesting at all. When I’m fashioning my bad guys, though (and sometimes a good guy has had a
criminal past and then he can go either way; to me, he’s the best kind of character to have), I don’t
think of them as bad guys. I just think of them as, for the most part, normal people who get up in the
morning and they wonder what they’re going to have for breakfast, and they sneeze, and they wonder
if they should call their mother, and then they rob a bank. Because that’s the way they are. Except for
real hard-core guys.

Amis: The really bad guys.

Leonard: Yeah, the really bad guys....

Amis: Before we end, I’d just like to ask you about why you keep writing. I just read my father’s
collected letters, which are going to be published in a year or two. It was with some dread that I
realized that the writer’s life never pauses. You can never sit back and rest on what you’ve done. You
are driven on remorselessly by something, whether it’s dedication or desire to defeat time. What is it
that drives you? Is it just pure enjoyment that makes you settle down every morning to carry out this
other life that you live?

Leonard: It’s the most satisfying thing I can imagine doing. To write that scene and then read it and it
works. I love the sound of it. There’s nothing better than that. The notoriety that comes later doesn’t
compare to the doing of it. I’ve been doing it for almost forty-seven years, and I’m still trying to make
it better. Even though I know my limitations; I know what I can’t do. I know that if I tried to write, say,
as an omniscient author, it would be so mediocre. You can do more forms of writing than I can,
including essays. My essay would sound, at best, like a college paper.

Amis: Well, why isn’t there a Martin Amis Day? Because January 16, 1998, was Elmore Leonard
Day in the state of Michigan, and it seems that here, in Los Angeles, it’s been Elmore Leonard Day for
the last decade. [Laughter]

[Applause]

Editor's note: Martin Amis is the author of many novels — including Money: A Suicide Note;
London Fields; and Night Train — and many works of nonfiction, including a collection of essays
and criticism, The War Against Cliché, in which may be found other interesting observations on the
work of Elmore Leonard.
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