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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 anyone 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 you 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.’


Now he was confused.


‘I wasn’t drinking then, was I?’


‘You quit before that.’ Joyce paused and said, ‘Wait a minute. You know what? That was the second time you told me about shooting the guy. At Pisa, right? You showed me the picture of you holding up the Leaning Tower.’


‘It wasn’t at Pisa,’ Harry said. ‘Not where I shot the guy.’


‘No, but around there.’


‘You’re sure I told you about it twice?’


‘The first time, it was when I was working at the club and we went out a few times. You were still drinking then.’


‘That was what, six or seven years ago.’


‘I hate to say it, Harry, but it’s more like ten. I know I was almost thirty when I quit dancing.’


Harry said, ‘Jesus Christ,’ figuring that would be about right, if Joyce was around forty now. Getting up there. He remembered her white skin in the spotlight, dark hair and pure white skin, the only topless dancer he ever knew who wore glasses while she performed; not contacts, real glasses with round black rims. For her age Joyce still looked pretty good. Time went by so fast. Harry had turned sixty-six two weeks ago. He was the same age as Paul Newman.


‘You ever hear me tell anyone else?’


Joyce said, ‘I don’t think so.’ And said right away, ‘If you want to tell it again, fine. It’s a wonderful story.’


He said, ‘No, that’s okay.’


They were in Harry’s apartment at the Della Robbia on Ocean Drive listening to Frank Sinatra, Frank and Nelson Riddle driving ‘I’ve Got You Under My Skin,’ Harry speaking quietly, Joyce looking distracted. Harry all set to tell her about the time in Italy forty-seven years ago and then ask – this was the decision he’d finally made – if she would like to go there with him the end of January. Right after the Super Bowl.


But now he wasn’t sure he wanted to take her.


For as long as he’d known Joyce Patton – Joy, when she was dancing topless – he had always wondered if he shouldn’t be doing better.


Harry Arno was grossing six to seven thousand a week running a sports book out of three locations in South Miami Beach. He had to split fifty-fifty with a guy named Jimmy Capotorto – Jimmy Cap, Jumbo – who had a piece of whatever was illegal in Dade County, except cocaine, and he had to take expenses out of his end: the phones, rent, his sheet writers, various incidentals. But that was okay. Harry Arno was skimming a thousand a week off the top and had been doing it for as long as he had wiseguys as silent partners, going back twenty years. Before Jumbo Jimmy Cap there was a guy named Ed Grossi and before Grossi, going all the way back forty years, Harry had worked for S & G Syndicate bookies as a runner.


The idea originally was to get out of the business at sixty-five, a million-plus socked away in a Swiss bank through its branch in the Bahamas. Then changed his mind when the time came and kept working. So he’d quit at sixty-six. Right now the football season was in full swing and his customers would rather bet the pros than any other sport except basketball. Put down anywhere from a few hundred to a few grand – he had some heavy players – and watch the games on TV that Sunday. So now he’d wait until after the Super Bowl, January 26, to take off. Three months from now. What was the difference, retire at sixty-five or sixty-six, no one knew how old he was anyway. Or his real name, for that matter.


Harry Arno believed he was a hip guy; he kept up, didn’t feel anywhere near sixty-six, knew Vanilla Ice was a white guy; he still had his hair, parted it on the right side and had it touched up every other week where he got his hair cut, up on Arthur Godfrey Road. Joyce now and then would arch her back, look up at him, and say, ‘We’re almost the same height, aren’t we?’ Or she’d say, ‘What are you, about five seven?’ Harry would tell her he was the height of the average U.S. fighting man in World War Two, five nine. Maybe a little less than that now, but in fairly good shape after a near heart attack, a blocked artery they opened with angioplasty. He jogged up and down Lummus Park for most of an hour every morning, the Della Robbia and the rest of the renovated Art Deco hotels on one side of him, the beach and the Atlantic Ocean on the other, hardly anyone outside yet. Most of the old retired people were gone, the old Jewish ladies with their sun hats and nose shields, and the new inhabitants of South Beach, the trendies down from New York, the dress designers and models, the actors, the stylish gays, didn’t appear on the street before noon.


One day pretty soon now his players would be making phone calls asking, ‘What happened to Harry Arno?’ realizing they didn’t know anything about him.


He’d disappear and start a new life, one that was waiting for him. No more pressure. No more working for people he didn’t respect. Maybe have a drink now and then. Maybe even a cigarette in the evening looking out at the bay at sunset. Have Joyce there with him.


Well, maybe. It wasn’t like there weren’t any women where he was going. Maybe get there first and settle in and then, if he felt like it, send for her. Have her come for a visit.


He was ready. Had passports in two different names, just in case. Saw a clear field ahead, no problems. Until the afternoon Buck Torres told him he was in trouble. October 29, outside Wolfie’s on Collins Avenue.


Wolfie’s was the only restaurant Harry knew of that still served Jell-O. A friend of his at The Miami Herald said, ‘And with a straight face.’ There was a ‘Harry Arno’ on the sandwich menu he couldn’t eat anymore. Pastrami and mozzarella with tomatoes and onions, a splash of Italian dressing. Harry could eat deli and he could eat Cuban if he was careful, not load up on the black beans. What he couldn’t get used to were all the new places that served tofu and polenta, pesto sauce on everything. Sun-dried cherries and walnuts on grouper, for Christ sake.


October 29, Harry would remember, he had vegetable soup, a few crackers, iced tea, and the Jell-O, strawberry. Stepped out into the sunlight in his beige warm-ups with the red piping, his Reeboks, and there was Buck Torres standing by an unmarked car, a blue ’91 Caprice. Harry had been arrested by Buck Torres a half-dozen times or so; they knew each other pretty well and were friends. Not socially, Harry had never met Buck’s wife, but friends in the way they trusted one another and always had time to talk about other things than what they did for a living. Buck Torres had never asked Harry about his business with Jimmy Capotorto, trying to get to Jimmy Cap through Harry.


This time was different, this October 29th afternoon. Harry could feel it. Torres said, ‘Man, you’re looking sporty as ever. Get in, I’ll drive you home.’


Harry told him he had his car.


‘That’s all right,’ Torres said. ‘Get in anyway, we’ll drive around.’


They started south on Collins and pretty soon turned west toward Washington, not much traffic yet. By December it would be bumper to bumper down here. There was a stale cigarette smell in the car. Harry opened his window.


‘What I’d like you to do,’ Buck Torres said, ‘is happen to take a look at the papers on the seat.’


Harry already had.


A stack of legal sheets with the heading:


APPLICATION FOR WIRE INTERCEPT
 OF WIRE COMMUNICATION


Addressed to the Circuit Court, Criminal Division, of the 11th Judicial Circuit in and for the County of Dade, Florida. Below that was the name of a judge and below the judge Harry saw the wording become personal, requesting authorization to hang wires on the telephone numbers of his three sports-book locations, ‘subscribed to by HARRY JACK ARNO,’ his name in there big.


He said, ‘Why’re you going to all this trouble? Everybody knows what I do.’


‘It’s serious this time,’ Torres said. ‘We’ve had pen registers on your phones since the beginning of football season. We know what numbers’ve been calling you and who you’ve called, twenty-four hours a day. Look at page fourteen.’


‘I believe you,’ Harry said.


‘Last Sunday your phones had like a hundred and eighty incoming calls during action time, right before the pro games got started.’


‘I have a lot of friends,’ Harry said.


‘Use that in court,’ Torres said, ‘you get a laugh and maybe a five-hundred-dollar fine. This’s different.’


Harry was still looking down at the legal papers.


He said, ‘This judge bets college games through a buddy of his, a lawyer. All Southeast Conference. He lays it on the hot side, the favorites, every time. He’ll pick Florida, Florida State, and Miami, no matter what the line is.’


‘Turn to page twenty-eight,’ Torres said. ‘Look at the date and the signature.’


‘You already have me tapped?’


‘The wire was okayed weeks ago. Those three numbers but not your residence.’


Harry said, ‘Don’t you know I record all my transactions? I could’ve given you my tapes, saved you the expense.’


Torres turned right on Washington to head north past white storefronts that looked closed in the sunlight. The pastel colors and neon kitsch taking over South Beach not up this far yet. ‘It’s a Bureau operation,’ Torres said. ‘They want Jimmy Cap, like they do every year or so, make a lot of noise. We do the legwork and they take what we come up with to a federal grand jury.’


‘What you’re telling me,’ Harry said, ‘I could go down with Jimmy on a racketeering charge?’


He saw Torres glance over, Torres serious, and that began to bother him.


‘That’s how it started out,’ Torres said. ‘You go down unless you testify, help them put Jumbo away on a RICO indictment. I said to the agent in charge of the investigation, “How you going to turn Harry Arno, hold six months over his head? He doesn’t cross state lines. What he does is a misdemeanor.” McCormick, the agent in charge, goes, “Yeah, he’d have to be desperate, wouldn’t he?” So he thinks about it and he says, “Okay, what if this guy Arno believes Jumbo wants him taken out?”’


Harry frowned. ‘Why would he?’


‘Keep you from putting something on him.’


‘What do I tell, the guy’s a fucking gangster? Everybody knows it.’


Torres said, ‘You think I’m kidding?’ No, he was serious, he was anxious, but took time now to pull over to the curb and park. He turned enough in the seat to face Harry and lay it out.


‘The idea is to set you up. You think Jumbo is going to have you whacked and you go running to the Justice Department for protection.’


‘What I’ve always wanted to be,’ Harry said, ‘a fink.’


Torres said, ‘Listen to me. McCormick says, “Or work it so Arno does get whacked and you bring Jumbo up on a homicide.” He says, “What would be wrong with that?” He says after he was kidding, but I’m not sure. He thinks about it some more. Now the idea, he says, “What if we put it in Jumbo’s ear this guy Arno is skimming on him?”’ Torres kept talking even though Harry was shaking his head. ‘“Jumbo makes a threatening move. Arno sees what’s happening, he freaks and comes running to Uncle.”’


‘Every wire room I know of,’ Harry said, ‘the guy operating it skims. It’s expected, just don’t be obvious about it. I can take a hundred a week off the top for expenses, Jimmy knows it. Long as he gets his cut he’s not going to say a fucking word.’


Torres said, ‘Yeah, but what McCormick is talking about, the idea, get Jumbo to think you’re skimming on him big-time, big amounts.’ Harry was shaking his head again and Torres said, ‘You mentioned Jumbo’s cut. What’s that, half?’


‘Right down the middle,’ Harry said.


‘He knows how much you gross each week?’


‘Sure he does.’


‘How’s he know the exact figure?’


‘I tell him,’ Harry said. ‘He doesn’t believe me he can listen to the tapes anytime he wants.’


‘Has he ever?’


‘You kidding? He’s too fucking lazy.’


Torres said, ‘Well, McCormick’s had people monitoring all your action-time bets and running totals.’


‘Come on, they’re listening to all that?’


‘McCormick wants to know if what you make and what you tell Jumbo you make are the same thing.’


‘Guy’s out of his mind,’ Harry said. ‘What about what my runners bring in? Hardly any of that’s recorded. Or some players that’re friends and call me at home? What about the different ways people who’ve come here from other parts of the country, Jersey for instance, place their bets? The language they use. A guy calls, he says, “I like the Vikings and six for five dimes.” Another guys calls. “Harry, the Saints minus seven thirty times.” He loses, what’s the juice, straight ten percent? If they forget the juice they won’t even get close to the gross. I keep the tapes in case there are any disagreements after, who owes who, or I go to collect and the guy claims he never made the bet. It rarely happens, because if there is any doubt about what the player is putting down I ask him. Guy calls up, he says, “Harry, give me the Lions and the Niners twenty times reverse. Bears a nickel, Chargers a nickel. Giants five times, New England ten times if the Rams ten.” That’s twice a day Saturday and Sunday I get straight bets, parlays, round robins, over and under, we got the NBA going into action, listen, I even get some hockey. You’re telling me this Bureau guy’s people are going to get a read out of that?’


Torres said, ‘Harry, we hear you talking to Jumbo, telling him the totals for the week, how you made out, all that. This one time we hear the two of you talking, we hear Jumbo ask you about a guy, this black dude in a suit, gold chains, that came up to him in the lounge out at Calder? Jumbo’s having a drink between races. The black dude says, “Man, you killed me last week.” Says he dropped ten thousand and paid another grand for the vig. We hear Jumbo ask you about the guy. You recall that?’


Harry took his time. ‘I told Jimmy it was news to me, right? You heard that? The guy was mistaken, he laid it off somewhere else. I said to Jimmy if he wanted to check my tapes he could.’


Torres was nodding. ‘Yeah, but the black guy, Jumbo says, told him he laid the bet with you, nobody else. Ran into you at Wolfie’s and you wrote it down.’


‘It never happened,’ Harry said. ‘I told Jimmy, “Find the guy. Let him tell me to my face I took his bet.” I don’t do business like that, with people I don’t know. A player has to be recommended.’ Harry felt himself getting hot again, the same way he did on the phone talking to Jimmy Cap, all that coming back to him and realizing now what it was about. ‘I told Jimmy, “This guy’s setting me up, that’s all, and I don’t even know why.” Well, I do now.’


‘The guy’s under indictment on a drug bust,’ Torres said. ‘He does what McCormick tells him and gets the charge reduced from Intent to Distribute to Simple Possession. See how he’s working it? You can’t prove the guy didn’t put the bet down with you, right? And now Jumbo’s wondering how many payoffs you might’ve skimmed on him. Okay, then another phone conversation we heard, Jumbo’s discussing it with one of his guys. He says if the jig had the nerve to come up to him it must be true and tells the guy to handle it. This was yesterday afternoon.’


Harry said, ‘Handle it. That’s all he said?’


‘He didn’t say how he wanted it done, no.’


‘Who was he talking to?’


‘Couple of times he called the guy Tommy.’


‘Tommy Bucks,’ Harry said. ‘Dark-complected guy. He came over from Sicily ten twelve years ago he was Tommy Bitonti.’


‘That’s who I thought it was, Tommy Bucks,’ Torres said, getting out his pocket notebook. ‘He gives you that look, Don’t fuck with me. Yeah, dark-complected, but the guy’s a sharp dresser. Anytime I’ve ever seen him he has on a suit and tie.’


‘Like in the fifties,’ Harry said. ‘You went out at night to a club you wore a suit or a good-looking sports jacket. Tommy came over – the first thing he learned was how to dress. Always looks like a million bucks. That’s where he got his name, Tommy Bucks, but he’s still a greaseball.’ Harry watched Torres enter the name in his notebook. Tommy, Jimmy, like they were talking about little kids. Harry thought of something and said, ‘You must’ve wired Jimmy’s place, too, if you heard him talking to other people.’ And saw Torres look up and then smile for the first time.


‘You know his house on Indian Creek? Almost right across from the Eden Roc,’ Torres said. ‘We’ve had him under surveillance from the hotel. We see Jumbo out on his patio, he’s wearing this giant pair of shorts – what’s he weigh, three hundred pounds?’


‘At least,’ Harry said. ‘Maybe three and a half.’


‘We’re watching him, we notice he’s always talking on a cordless phone. So we put some people in a boat that’s tied to that dock on the hotel side of the creek. They use a scanner, lock in on his signal, his frequency, and monitor the phone conversations, whoever he’s talking to. Portable handset, you don’t need a court order.’


For a few moments it was quiet in the car.


‘What you pick up is in the air,’ Torres said. ‘You know, radio waves, and they’re free. That’s why you don’t need authorization.’


Harry nodded and it was quiet again.


He said, ‘I appreciate your telling me what’s going on. I know you’re sticking your neck out.’


‘I don’t want to see you hurt,’ Torres said, ‘on account of this asshole McCormick.’


Harry said, ‘Well, I’m not going to worry about it. If it was ten or twelve years ago and Jimmy told Tommy Bucks in those words, “Handle it,” that would be a different story. I mean back when he first came over,’ Harry said. ‘Tommy’s a Zip. You know what I mean? One of those guys they used to import from Sicily to handle the rough stuff. Guy could be a peasant right out of the fucking Middle Ages, looks around and he’s in Miami Beach. Can’t believe it. They hand the Zip a gun and say, “There, that guy.” And the Zip takes him out. You understand? They import the kind of guy likes to shoot. He’s got no priors here; nobody gives a shit if he gets picked up, convicted, put away. If he does, you send for another Zip. Guy comes over from Sicily, he’s got on a black suit, shirt buttoned up, no tie, and a cap sitting on top of his head. That was Tommy Bucks ten, twelve years ago when he was Tomasino Bitonti.’


‘So you hope he’s changed more than his suit,’ Torres said. He stared at Harry. ‘You don’t look too worried.’


‘I can always leave town,’ Harry said.


Torres grinned. ‘You’re a cool guy. I’ll give you that.’


Harry shrugged. Man, was he trying.
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To Harry, Tommy Bucks would always be the Zip: a guy who was brought over to kill somebody, stayed, learned English and how to dress, but was still that person they imported.


He’d be coming anytime now. Or waiting somewhere. Harry, sure of it, was thinking, If you’d gotten out when you were sixty-five …


Someone had picked that age as the best time to quit whatever you were doing and Harry believed now it could be true. By forty you’ve lost a step, your legs aren’t what they used to be, and twenty-five years later all your parts are starting to go. Something he’d never considered until last year when they stuck the tube up his artery, from his groin to his heart, and told him he’d better change his ways. If he had gotten out right after that, last year …


He thought about it not as a regret or with any feeling of panic, but as a practical notion. If he were no longer here he wouldn’t have to worry about this Zip coming to see him, if that’s what ‘handle it’ meant. This primitive greaseball in a twelve-hundred-dollar suit, no education, spoke with a garlic-breath Italian accent – though not much of one, considering, and was not as dumb as most of the guys in Jimmy’s crew, sitting around their social club. The Zip was coming. The only thing to wonder about, what was he waiting for?


Harry Arno packed a suitcase as soon as he got home that Thursday afternoon, October 29, not with the idea of taking off, not yet, but in case he had to. He packed going from the dresser with shirts and underwear to the suitcase on the bed to the front windows to look down at Ocean Drive three floors below. Every twenty minutes or so that afternoon he’d make a side trip to the bathroom, the idea of the Zip’s arrival affecting his bladder. Or a combination of the Zip and a swollen prostate. He’d stand there taking a leak, imagine the Zip walking into the building and he’d shake it and hurry back to a front window. A couple of times he almost picked up the phone by the bed. But if he called Jimmy and told him what was going on, went into how he found out he was being set up … The way Jimmy would see it: ‘Oh, you’re tight with this cop? They offered you a deal?’ He could swear he’d never talk to a grand jury, it wouldn’t matter. He’d be putting his life in the hands of a three-hundred-pound semi-literate slob who never smiled or had finished high school. Some things about Jimmy Cap you could anticipate. Harry knew that if he ever told Jimmy he was retiring Jimmy would have to say, ‘Oh, is that right? You quit when I tell you you can quit.’


The Zip he didn’t know well enough to anticipate. They had never been formally introduced or spoken more than a few words a year to each other. As far as Harry could tell, the Zip didn’t talk much to anybody. The other guys in the crew seemed to stay out of his way. Women liked him, the semi-pros attracted to those guys, or they were afraid not to act as though they did.


Harry had a suitcase and a hanging bag packed now, put away in the bedroom closet. He stood at a window looking down at headlights in the dusk, dark shapes moving, wondering now if he’d forgot anything.


Bathroom stuff. What else?


Jesus, his two passports.


Someone knocked on the door. In the living room.


Harry felt himself jump, in the same moment remembering he hadn’t packed his gun, the gun he’d used to shoot the deserter forty-seven years ago and he’d brought home as a souvenir. A U.S. Army Colt .45 sidearm. Wrapped in a towel on the shelf in the closet, not loaded, with the Zip at the door. Harry sure of it.


*


A black guy in a flowery blue-and-yellow sport shirt came in first, Tommy Bucks behind him in a sharkskin double-breasted suit, a white shirt against his dark skin and a maroon-patterned necktie. Harry stepped aside for them, the black guy looking straight into his face as he came in. The Zip put his hand on the guy’s shoulder and gave it a shove, saying, ‘This is Kennet.’


‘Kenneth,’ the black guy said.


The Zip was looking around the room now. ‘It’s what I said. Kennet.’ He turned on a lamp and stepped close to a wall of black-and-white photographs, saying, ‘Kennet, who is this guy here? Can you tell me?’


‘Yeah, this is the guy,’ Kenneth said, looking at Harry. ‘I laid down five dimes each on the Saints and the Houston Oilers and paid him off on Monday, eleven grand with the juice, outside the hotel here. Was a friend of mine with me can testify to it.’


Harry said to Kenneth, ‘You never saw me before you walked in this room,’ and turned to the Zip. ‘Ask Jimmy if I ever collect payments outside. My players know where to find me, and it ain’t out on the fucking street.’ He said it again, ‘Go ask Jimmy,’ looking at the Zip hunched over studying a photograph.


‘What is this one?’


Walking over to him Harry said, ‘The guy that used to own the hotel lived in this apartment. He was a photographer at one time.’ Harry looked at the photo. ‘That’s a Georgia chain gang, nineteen thirties. You know, convicts.’ The Zip nodded. ‘That one, that’s a turpentine camp, same period. The turpentine drips into those buckets? And then they boil it. The old man was commissioned by the government to take these pictures, during the Depression.’ Maybe the Zip knew what he was talking about, maybe not. Harry was showing the Zip he was relaxed. ‘Maurice Zola was the old guy’s name; I used to know him. He married a woman about half his age who was a movie actress at one time. I’ve forgotten her name. You’d see her picture in the paper, appearing at a condominium opening. The old guy died, it was only about a year after they were married, and the movie actress sold the hotel to Jimmy Cap and moved away. So then Jimmy got rid of all the old women used to live here and brought in a bunch of hookers. It was like a girls’ dorm in here for a while.’ Harry added a chuckle he didn’t feel. ‘Broads running around with hardly anything on. Now there’re only a few still here.’ Relaxed, talking to be talking, Harry keeping this between him and the Zip. Both on the same side.


‘Was out in front I paid him,’ Kenneth said. ‘Saw the man at Wolfie’s on Saturday and laid the bets down and paid him off on Monday. Out in the park they have there.’


The Zip said, ‘What’s this one?’


‘You hear this guy?’ Harry said. ‘He never placed a bet with me in his fucking life. I can name all the colored guys I know around here that’re players and, believe me, this spook ain’t one of them.’ He looked at the photo he thought the Zip was looking at. ‘That? That’s an elephant on the beach. Used for some kind of a promotion.’


The Zip said, ‘I know a fucking elephant when I see one,’ turning his head to look at Harry next to him. ‘Not that picture. The one here.’


This close he seemed all nose, the nose dominating his dark face, younger than Harry had thought, early forties maybe, his eyes not so dreamy as partly closed, heavy lids giving him a tough-guy look that worked.


‘Those are Jamaicans digging drains in a canefield,’ Harry said.


‘This one.’


‘Seminole Indians. Or Miccosukees, I’m not sure. Drive out the Tamiami, you’ll see them. They give airboat rides.’


The Zip walked into the bedroom.


‘There’re no pictures in there,’ Harry said. He turned to Kenneth standing by a window. ‘You know what you’re doing to me? You’re getting me fucking killed.’


‘You shouldn’t have taken the money,’ Kenneth said over his shoulder. ‘Man, I can’t help you.’ His head turned to the window again.


The Zip came out of the bedroom. He ran his hand over the smooth vinyl backrest of the La-Z-Boy recliner aimed at the television set.


‘Ask this guy why he’s setting me up,’ Harry said, watching the Zip slide into the recliner and begin working the footrest lever, raising and lowering it.


‘I like this chair. Be good for watching TV.’


Kenneth said, ‘I have me two of those at my house. Just like that with the Magic Ottoman.’


‘Goddamn it,’ Harry said to the Zip, holding on, not raising his voice too much, ‘ask him about the plea deal he made with the feds. You know what I mean by that, what he’s doing?’


‘Let me ask you one,’ the Zip said. ‘Why you have those suitcases in there full of clothes. You going someplace?’


There was no way to talk to him. The Zip decided it was time to leave and that was that. Harry wanted to tell him, Look, we’re both on the same side if it comes to believing this colored guy or me. I go back twelve years with Jimmy Cap and another ten with the guy before him. But once the Zip was out of the chair …


Harry even thought of mentioning Italy, something else they had in common. Tell the Zip he’d spent fourteen months over there during WW II and loved it. Ask him if he’d ever been to Montecatini, not far from Pisa, where he’d spent a month and had a ball drinking wine, getting laid, at the time the Second Armored was broken up and his company was put in an infantry outfit, the 473rd, activated in the field. Tell the Zip his war story, how he shot the deserter, a black guy from the 92nd, the colored outfit. Tell it in front of Kenneth. How he had misjudged the guy, thought of the deserter as a G.I. who’d messed up, gone AWOL too long, that’s all, and would do some stockade time, hard labor at the Disciplinary Training Center and be sent back to his outfit. Both of them on the same side. That was why he couldn’t believe it when the guy grabbed the carbine and tried to kill him, both of them in a hallway, close, looking in each other’s face as the guy raised the carbine to club him with it and Harry had time to use the .45 sidearm the lieutenant had given him. Blew the deserter off his feet with it, killing him. And didn’t find out till later the deserter had nothing to lose, that he’d raped and murdered an Italian woman and was going to be tried by court martial and no doubt executed.


Ask the Zip if he’d ever been to the place where the condemned prisoners were hanged. Aversa? Something like that.


Ask him – what else? There was no time to say anything, find out where he stood. Once the Zip was out of the chair he waved Kenneth to come on and pushed him out the door. The only thing Harry knew for sure, the Zip thought the recliner would be perfect for watching TV.


Plan something for forty-seven years and all of a sudden you’re out of time. Do it now, this minute, or maybe never get another chance.


He took the .45 from the shelf in the closet and cleaned it, stripped it and put it back together without too much trouble, and loaded the magazine. Harry hefted the automatic, three pounds of metal, stuck it in the waist of his pants, and walked around the room trying to get used to it.


He phoned Joyce.


‘I have to talk to you.’


‘What’s the matter?’


‘Can you come over?’


‘In about an hour. I just put my hair up.’


‘I have to talk to you now.’


‘Then come over here.’


He had to think about it.


‘Harry?’


‘All right. Watch for me.’


‘Harry, what’s wrong?’


He hung up.


It was less than a fifteen-minute walk to Joyce’s apartment on Meridian, five blocks from the beach. This evening, though, Harry felt he should drive, not be walking along these streets at night. His car was in a lot on Thirteenth, behind the hotel: his ’84 Eldorado he’d have to do something with before he left. Maybe sign it over to Joyce. She didn’t do too bad as a catalog model, but it was seasonal and she had to work in between jobs as a cocktail waitress. In one catalog she’d be a young matron in sportswear; in the next, a swinger in gauzy lingerie, garter belts, her hair all curly. Harry would open a catalog thinking, Okay, which model would you most like to jump? He told Joyce, kidding, to guess which one nine times out of ten he’d pick. Her. He told her thinking she’d say he was sweet, but all she did was look at him funny.


Usually he ducked out the service door of the hotel that opened on the alley; the parking lot was right there. This evening Harry came out the front entrance past the rows of metal chairs to the street, Ocean Drive, and looked both ways, taking his time, noticing a good crowd at the Cardozo for a Thursday night, all the sidewalk tables occupied. He turned the corner and walked along the side of the hotel to the parking lot, a small one, two rows of cars squeezed in there, an open space down the middle, a streetlight at the far end. Harry paused in the alley; he pulled the .45 from his waist, racked the slide and slipped the pistol into his waist again, inside his sport coat. His car was toward this end, the third one in. He came to the Eldorado’s white rear deck sticking out. The guy who ran the lot told Harry he’d buy the car whenever he wanted to sell it. He wasn’t here at night.


No, but somebody was. A figure in the open space between the rows of cars. Coming this way now, a dark shape. It wasn’t the guy who ran the lot, he was a little guy. This one was taller, over six feet. Harry wanted him to be cutting through the lot heading for Ocean Drive. Now this guy Harry had never seen before said, ‘That your car?’


About thirty feet away.


Harry said, ‘What, this one?’


‘Yeah, is that yours?’


Harry stood at the Eldorado’s right-rear fender looking across the trunk at the guy approaching. He felt the bulk of the .45 against his stomach and said, ‘What do you care whose it is?’


The guy said, ‘I want to be sure you’re the right one.’ Saying then, ‘Your name Harry?’


Harry was telling himself as the guy spoke to pull the .45, do it right now, seeing the guy coming the same way the deserter from the 92nd came at him with the carbine. That one, the deserter, didn’t say a word.


This one did. He said, ‘What you doing, taking a piss? Have your hands full?’ He said, ‘I got something for you, Harry,’ his right hand going inside his coat, ‘from Jimmy Cap.’


Harry brought up the .45 in both hands and saw the guy stop and raise his hand that wasn’t inside the coat. He looked like he was going to say something and maybe he did and Harry didn’t hear it, with the noise. He shot the guy three times with that gun from the war and watched the guy fly off his feet backward, throwing a cut-down shotgun in the air to clatter off the trunk of a car and drop to the pavement.


Harry walked over to look at the guy. He was white, about fifty, wearing a tractor cap still on his head, an old suit coat over bib overalls, and work boots. Some redneck from the Glades. His eyes open, false teeth coming partway out of his mouth, the cleanest thing about him in the streetlight. Harry didn’t touch him or the shotgun lying on the pavement. He went back to his apartment and phoned Buck Torres at Miami Beach police headquarters.


He wasn’t there. Harry said it was urgent, that Sergeant Torres should get in touch with him right away. Waiting then, he felt he wanted a drink more than he ever did in his life, but held off. He thought of calling Joyce but held off on that too. Finally Torres phoned, not sounding in too good a mood. Harry said, ‘I just killed a guy. What do I do now?’


They talked for a few minutes and Torres told him not to move, not to do anything dumb.


‘Like what?’


‘Just don’t do anything dumb.’


Harry said, ‘Why do you think I called? If I was going to do something dumb, would I have called you, for Christ sake?’


He hung up and phoned Joyce.


She said, ‘No.’ She said, ‘You didn’t … Did you? You’re putting me on and it’s not funny.’


By the time he heard the radio cars outside Joyce sounded like she believed him, asking what he was going to do and what she could do to help out. Harry told her not to worry about it, he didn’t see a problem.


He wasn’t thinking ahead yet. His mind kept looking at the scene and he’d feel pumped up at the way he’d known what to do and didn’t panic, remembered to take a breath, hold it, let some out, remembered to squeeze the trigger, fired three times and hit the guy three times. When he did think ahead he pictured Torres and some other detectives at the scene shaking their heads, commenting among themselves over the way he’d played it. Man, don’t mess with Harry Arno. Blew the guy away before he could get off a shot. They’d go over the scene and then talk to him, ask him exactly what happened, maybe have him sign a statement. Ask him to stick around, in case they had any more questions. After that, what?
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‘Speedy, exhilarating and smooth.
Nobody does it better’
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