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Praise for Elmore Leonard



‘Elmore Leonard is the crime-writer’s crime-writer, king of all he surveys. For sharp plots and spot-on dialogue, he’s in a different league’


Ian Rankin


‘Not just a good storyteller, but also an important novelist … a model of action-writing at its best’


Philip Kerr


‘He has invented a style of storytelling all his own, burning with energy and imagination. His dialogue is unmatched by any other writer’


Marcel Berlins, The Times


‘Elmore Leonard is still the most accomplished and distinctive chronicler of America’s mean streets, and his laconic way with guns, guts and grievous bodily harm continues – perversely enough – to surprise and delight’


Daily Telegraph


‘Elmore Leonard is our Prospero, a magician who has given us inspired fun for 50 Years. He floats above the action, amused; his motto is surely Puck’s “What fools these mortals be”’


Washington Post


‘Forty books into his career, Leonard shows little sign of losing his ability to write crackling dialogue and create endearing, slightly tainted heroes’


Entertainment Weekly


‘Elmore Leonard can write circles around almost anybody active in the crime novel today’


New York Times Book Review


‘Leonard’s crime stories are packed with players who deserve curtain calls … Leonard … still writes with high style, great energy, unflappable cool and a jubilant love of the game’


Scotland on Sunday
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Elmore Leonard has written more than forty books during his phenomenal career. Many have been made into successful movies, including Get Shorty with John Travolta, Out of Sight with George Clooney and Rum Punch, which became Tarantino’s Jackie Brown. He lives with his wife Christine in Bloomfield Village, Michigan.
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“THERE ARE OTHER WAYS TO GET HOME BEFORE YOUR TOUR IS UP. YOU CAN GET SHIPPED HOME IN A BODY BAG, OR YOU CAN PULL A HAT TRICK AND GET THREE PURPLE HEARTS. IF YOU THINK IT’S WORTH IT.”


—In a letter from Michael Cerre, formerly second lieutenant,


1st Recon Battalion, 1st Marine Division;


postmarked December 3, 1970, Da Nang Vietnam
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THIS IS THE NEWS STORY that appeared the next day, in the Sunday edition of the Detroit Free Press, page one:


FOUR TOURISTS DIE
IN ISRAELI HOTEL FIRE


TEL AVIV, March 20 (AP)—A predawn fire gutted an eight-story resort hotel Saturday, killing four tourists and injuring 46 others, including guests who leaped from upper-story windows to escape the flames. No Americans were killed, but two were reported injured, including an Ohio woman who jumped from a fourth-floor window.


The blaze swept through the 200-room Park Hotel in Netanya, a Mediterranean resort city about 20 miles north of Tel Aviv.


About 20 Americans escaped from the fire, an American Embassy official said, including a tour group of 17 who arrived in Israel a week ago from Columbus, Ohio.


According to a state radio report, the Park’s management had recently considered closing the building after receiving threats from protection racketeers who had failed to extort payments from the hotel’s owners.


Firemen extinguished the flames after a seven-hour battle.


In a six-column picture on the news-photo page of the Free Press, several elderly tourists who had escaped the fire were gathered in a group on the street, holding blankets around hunched shoulders. It was raining and they looked wet and cold. A dark, bearded man wearing white trousers, his chest and feet bare, stood apart from the group, somewhat in the background, and seemed to have been moving away when the picture was taken. The bearded man, glancing over his shoulder, was caught in that moment with a startled, open-mouthed expression.


The picture caption repeated most of the facts from the page-one story and quoted Mr. Nathan Fine, leader of the Columbus tour group, as saying, “It’s a miracle we’re alive. There was somebody went up and down the halls banging on doors, getting people out, telling them to put wet towels over their heads and follow him—crawl along the hall to the outside stairway in back. He must have saved the lives of twenty people. It was lucky, I’ll tell you, those stairs were outside, or nobody would be here now.”


The man who had gone up and down the halls banging on doors was not identified by name. Outside the hotel that rainy Saturday morning, no one seemed to know who he was or where he had gone.
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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 café, liked her thin legs, her high can, and her sensible breasts.


In Netanya the main street came in from the Haifa Road, crossed railroad tracks, and passed through crowded blocks of shops and business places before reaching an open parkway of shrubs and scattered palm trees—Netanya’s promenade. Beyond were the beach road and the sea. Looking down on the park were hotels and flat-faced apartment buildings. On the ground level of these buildings were shops that sold oriental rugs and jewelry to tourists, and open-air cafés with striped awnings. One of the cafés, on the north side of the park, was the Acapulco. There Rosen had his mid-morning coffee with hot milk, and there he was sitting when he first noticed the trim, New York-looking tourist lady.


He saw her again that evening at a quarter of ten in a beige pantsuit and red Arab jewelry, with red earrings dangling below neatly combed dark hair. He imagined she would smell of bath powder.


She pretended to be interested in looking at things—at signs, at the bill of fare on the stucco wall of the café—smiling a little now at the way “Bloody Mery” was spelled, and “Manhatan” and “te.” She needed something to look at, Rosen decided, because she was self-conscious, feeling people at the tables looking at her and making judgments in Hebrew and in foreign languages. She maintained a pleasant expression, wanting people to like her.


Rosen never worried about what people thought. Years ago, developing confidence, yes, he’d used to say, “Fuck ’em.” Now he didn’t even think about people thinking. He felt good and he looked good, a new person: face deeply tanned, full beard with streaks of gray in it. Hair a little thin on top, but the way he combed it across on a slant, curling over his ears, his scalp didn’t show. He never wore suits anymore. Dark blue knit shirt open to show the pale blue choker beads and some chest hair. Contrast was the key. The faded, washed-out safari jacket with short sleeves and the fifteen-hundred-dollar gold wristwatch. The outdoor look. The sun-blackened forearms and hands. Authentic casual. Off-white trousers, lined, seventy-five bucks in the U.S., and ten-dollar Israeli sandals. (There were other combinations: fifteen-dollar faded Levi’s with two-hundred-dollar Swiss boots; cashmere sportcoat and French jeans. But no business or even leisure suits, no matching outfits.)


He felt that he looked very good, in fact, down to one-forty-nine from the hundred and seventy pounds he had carried for more than twenty years. He was also down to five-nine from the five-ten he had measured when he’d gotten out of the service, but that didn’t bother him. He still considered himself five-ten and tried to remember not to let his shoulders droop or his gut hang out.


He could hold himself up and in and still sit low, relaxed—the quiet man who knew where he was—a thumb hooked in a tight pants pocket and a pencil-thin Danneman cigar between the fingers of his hand on the metal table. The thumb remained hooked; he would use his cigar hand to raise the demitasse of Turkish coffee.


Rosen was always comfortable in his surroundings. A few days in a new place, like Netanya, and he was at home and would never be taken for a tourist. And after three years in Israel—three years next week—he felt he might even pass for a Sabra. Rosen was forty-nine and had been forty-nine for the past year and a half. Sometimes he was younger. For the neat-looking tourist lady, if age came up, he would probably be around forty-six.


He did not change his position, but looked up and gave her the one, “Did you know that if you sit at the Acapulco Café in Netanya long enough everyone you know will pass by? How about a cup of coffee?”


Her smile was natural and she seemed relieved, saved, though she glanced around before sitting down in the chair Rosen offered.


“Are you meeting someone?”


“No, I was just … taking a walk.” She smiled again, looking toward the open front of the café. “I’ve been wondering—why do you suppose this place is called the Acapulco? I can’t figure it out.”


“The owner,” Rosen said, “is an immigrant, a Mexican Jew. He came here from Mexico.” It was probably true.


“That’s interesting. You don’t think of Mexico.” She hunched over the table, holding her arms. Good rings, a diamond, no wedding band. “I was reading; I think it’s eighty-two different nationalities are represented in Israel. People who’ve come here to live.”


“Eighty-three,” Rosen said. “The latest figure.”


“Really?” She believed him. “Do you, I mean, are you Israeli?”


“I live here. Actually, I live in Jerusalem about eight months—”


“I’m dying to see Jerusalem.”


“About eight months out of the year. I spend some time up in the Golan, in the mountains. Usually a couple of months in the winter I go down to Eilat.” Carefully, as he spoke, feeling her watching him, Rosen turned the demitasse upside down on the saucer. “It gets too cold in Jerusalem, so I go down to Eilat, the Red Sea area, do some skin-diving around Sharm el Sheikh.” The names sounded good, they were coming out easily. “You been to the Sinai?”


“We just got here the day before yesterday. We’ve been to Tel Aviv, Jaffa—”


“And today was a rest day, uh?”


“Most of the people in the group are a little older. So they set the pace, you might say.”


Rosen turned the demitasse cup upright and looked into it, the cup white and fragile in his brown hand. He said, somewhat surprised, “You’re with a group?”


“Yes; from Columbus, Ohio. What are you doing?”


“Hadassah ladies?”


“No—”


“United Jewish Appeal.”


“No, a group from our temple, B’nai Zion.”


“But your husband’s not along?”


“What are you doing? Tell me.”


“Reading your fortune.” He showed her the shapes formed by the wet chocolaty sludge, the residue of the Turkish grounds that had oozed down the insides of the cup while it was inverted. Their heads were close. Rosen caught a hint of perfume with the bath powder. He raised his eyes. Very nice skin, no blemishes. He didn’t even see any pores.


“Hmmmm,” Rosen said, looking down again. “You’re with a group, uh?”


“Why, what do you see?”


“Are you in show business? An actress maybe, or a model?”


“God, no. I work in a medical lab.”


“You’re a nurse?”


“I used to be, before I was married.”


“See that, right there, it looks like a statue? Like Venus, no arms but all the rest. That’s you.”


“It is?”


“Like you’re posing or on a stage, all by yourself.”


“I’ve got two teenaged daughters at home, and I’ll tell you, that’s not being all by myself.”


“But no man around.”


“We were divorced.”


“How long ago?”


She hesitated. “Three years.”


The next question in Rosen’s mind—“You fool around?”—remained there. “I see the trip, all those thin lines there, but I don’t see you with a group. I see you as sort of a loner.”


“If it’s your cup,” the tourist lady said, looking at him now, “shouldn’t it be your fortune?”


Rosen gave her a nice grin. “I didn’t think you’d notice that.”


“So it’s not me who’s the loner, it’s you. Am I right?”


“Well, in some ways, maybe. But I’m very friendly and easy to get along with.” He smiled and offered his brown hand. “Al Rosen.”


And the nice-smelling divorced lady on a tour with an elderly group from Columbus, Ohio, was Edie Broder; in Israel for twenty-two days, her first vacation in three years, more interested in the life of the country today than in looking at old stones from Biblical times, though she was dying to see Jerusalem.


And Rosen actually lived there?


Most of the time.


It must be tremendously exciting, being here with all that’s going on. It must be fascinating.


That’s why I’ve stayed, Rosen said.


It was something she could already feel, the vitality of the people, their purpose.


It’s something, all right, Rosen said, thinking she should see them getting on a bus in Dizengoff Street.


When you consider all that’s been accomplished since just ’48. It’s fantastic.


Unbelievable, Rosen said. Maybe she’d have a cocktail?


Edie Broder hoped she didn’t sound like a tourist. She couldn’t help it. It was what she felt, being here, experiencing it in the light of Judaic history, witnessing the fulfillment of a four-thousand-year-old dream. And on and on for several minutes, Edie Broder from Columbus letting out what she’d been feeling about Israel for the past few days.


Rosen wasn’t sure he followed all of it. He nodded, though, paying attention, seeming to enjoy her enthusiasm.


She was kind of sorry now she was stuck with the tour group, when there was so much to see.


Rosen followed that all right. He straightened in his chair, waiting.


She would like to see more of how the people lived and learn what they thought. Maybe even stay on a kibbutz for a few days, if that was possible. Talk to the real people.


“How about a drink?” Rosen said. “Or a glass of wine?”


“Israeli wine?”


“Of course.” Rosen raised his cigar to the owner or manager, who was standing inside the café. “The Grenache rosé, Car-mel. Nice and cold, uh?”


The manager came out to them. “Please, you want the rosé wine?”


“Car-mel Avdat,” Rosen said, in front of the tourist lady. “Israeli wine.”


“Yes please. For two?”


“For two,” Rosen said, and he smiled. See? He was patient, very easy to get along with.


Edie Broder leaned toward him on the table again, holding her arms. “Do you speak Hebrew?”


“Oh, a little. Actually, there’s only one word you have to know, at least when you’re driving. Meshugah.”


“Meshugah?”


“That’s it. It means ‘Idiot.’ You yell it at the other drivers,” Rosen said and smiled to show he was kidding. “You feel they have spirit, wait till you drive against them.”


“Well, I won’t have to worry about that,” Edie said, almost with a sigh. “I’ll be on the big red tour bus.”


“I suppose it’s comfortable,” Rosen said, “but a little slow, uh? I mean a lot of waiting around.”


“It takes them forever, the older folks, to get on the bus. But they’re dear people and I love them.”


“One of them slips and breaks a hip, you’ve got another delay,” Rosen said. He eased lower in the hard chair, getting comfortable. “I think the way to see Israel is in an air-conditioned Mercedes. Start in the north, in the Galilee. There’s a little town up there built on a cliff, Sefad, with a great artist colony. And a kibbutz near there, at Sasa. Come down to Tiberias, on the Sea of Galilee. Visit Jericho on the Dead Sea, the oldest city in the world. Hebron, the city of patriarchs, where Abraham’s buried. Maybe Ramallah—”


“You make it sound fascinating.” Giving him her full attention.


“Spend a week in Jerusalem, then drive through the Negev to the Red Sea, follow the Sinai coast to an oasis on the southernmost tip, Sharm el Sheikh.” There, he’d gotten it in again. He paused and looked at her and said quietly, “Why don’t you let me be your tour guide?”


She hesitated, knowing he wasn’t kidding. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”


“Uh-huh.”


“But you must be busy, have things to do,” Edie said, staring back at him.


“Nothing I can’t put off.” He hoped she wouldn’t laugh and say something dumb, like they hardly knew each other.


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


Rosen decided to push on. He said, “I’ve got an idea. I’m at the Four Seasons. Why don’t we take the wine and go sit by the pool, get away from the commercial atmosphere?”


“I’m at the Park,” Edie Broder said after a moment. “Why don’t we go to my room instead?”


“Well now,” Rosen said, straightening.


“I mean we aren’t getting any younger,” Edie Broder said.


In room 507 of the Park Hotel, at two-twenty in the morning, Rosen said, “I’ll tell you something. Nothing surprises me anymore. You know why? Because I’m never disappointed, no matter what happens.”


“You weren’t shocked?” A subdued voice coming from the bed. Rosen was over by the bank of dressers in the lamp glow, looking for cigarettes in his super-brief white Jockeys.


“No, I wasn’t shocked. Not at all.”


“I was,” Edie said. “Hearing myself. I’ve never done that before in my life. But I thought, It’s going to happen. I was sure it was because I felt comfortable with you. So I thought, why be coy about it? Like not kissing on the first date.”


Rosen was feeling through the pockets of his safari jacket. Passport, sunglasses, a disposable lighter but no cigarettes. “Listen, I thought it was great, except for the last part—‘We’re not getting any younger.’ Don’t put yourself down like that.”


“I’m facing facts,” Edie said.


“Fine, but don’t use facts as a putdown. We all have a birthday every year, fine,” Rosen said. “I’m forty-five and there’s nothing I can do to change it, but so what? Why would I want to?” Rosen paused. “I’ve got a new theory and I don’t know why—it’s amazing—I never thought of it before. You want to hear it?”


“Sure.”


“You believe in God?”


She took a moment. “I suppose I do.”


“This has to do with God’s will,” Rosen said, “and you either get it right away, what I’m talking about, or you don’t.”


Edie pushed up on her elbow to look at Rosen in his Jockeys. “Are you a religious person?”


“No, I never was what you’d call religious.”


“But you went to temple once in a while, you were Bar Mitzvahed.”


“No, as a matter of fact I never was. But listen, living in Jerusalem three years—the Jewish, Christian, and Moslem religions all jammed together there in the Old City—all these holy places, everything directed to the worship of God—maybe some of it rubbed off on me. I started thinking about God and what it might do for me. Then I started thinking about God’s will and how people referred to it. Somebody dies, it’s God’s will. Somebody gets wiped out in business—God’s will. You find out you’ve got cancer or multiple sclerosis—you know what I’m saying?”


“I know,” Edie said. “It’s supposed to make it easier to accept those things when they happen.”


Rosen was ready. “Fine, but nobody says, a person swings a million-dollar deal, it’s God’s will. It’s always something bad. So I decided, wait a minute. Why can’t the good things that happen to you also be God’s will? Like making a couple hundred grand a year tax free.”


Yes, and like scoring with stylish ladies who appreciated you and absolutely fucking loved it and knew you weren’t going to spread it around or tell the folks back home in Columbus.


“Or like you and I running into each other.” He paused, looking toward the open balcony. “Tomorrow evening we’ll walk the wall of the Old City, past the Armenian Quarter, and see, across the rooftops, the Dome of the Mosque bathed in moonlight.” He turned from the balcony. “No, I wasn’t surprised, and not because I had you figured out in any way. But as you said, you knew it was going to happen. I did too, and I accepted it as God’s will.” Rosen picked up his trousers from the chair and felt the pockets. “I thought I brought some cigarettes.”


“I don’t know if I can handle that,” Edie said, “bringing God into it. I can’t say I was thinking about God at the time.”


“You don’t have to. See, what you do, you aim in the direction you want to go, or to get what you want. But you don’t manipulate or force people to do anything. What I mean is, you have to be honest with yourself. You’re not out to con anybody; you let things happen and you don’t worry about it. That’s the key—you don’t worry. Something happens or it doesn’t.”


“What about when something bad happens?” Edie said.


“What’s bad? A week later you’re telling somebody about it; you’re laughing.”


“Like if you find out you have terminal cancer.”


“Then you’re fucked,” Rosen said. “No, I’m kidding. There’s nothing you can do about that, right? So why fight it? That’s the secret. Accept what comes and don’t worry about anything you know you can’t change.”


“It’s that simple, huh?” Edie eased back down to the pillow. “Maybe for some people.”


“For anybody,” Rosen said. “Listen, you didn’t know me before. I’ve learned to be patient. I’ve almost quit smoking. In fact, it looks like I have. I haven’t had a Gelusil in almost a year. And now you and I’ve met and we’re going to have a wonderful time together.… You don’t smoke, uh?”


“I quit two years ago.”


“You don’t happen to have a mashed-up pack in the bottom of your purse?” Rosen went into the bathroom and closed the door to take a leak.


It was getting easier to explain his revolutionary Will of God theory. A few months ago it hadn’t sounded as clear or foolproof when he’d brought it out in the open. Like the time he’d told the lady at the Jerusalem Hilton about it—in that big, active cocktail lounge—their second day together, and she’d said, “Jesus Christ, I was worried you were a gangster, and you turn out to be a religious freak.” He had put down in his mind: Never talk philosophy with tourist ladies. Then qualified it later: At least never talk philosophy with ladies who stay at the Hilton.


And don’t overdo it with any of them. Edie seemed content—why confuse her?—lying in bed with her bare arms and shoulders out of the sheet, watching him as he came from the bathroom into the lamplight again.


“Were you smoking in there?”


“No, I told you, I don’t have any.” He looked on the low bank of dressers again, catching his reflection in the mirror, the deeply tanned hard body—relatively hard for his age—against the brief white Jockeys.


“I thought I smelled cigarette smoke,” Edie said. “Guess not.… Is there any wine left?”


“All gone.” Rosen came over and she moved her hip to give him space to sit down. “We can call room service.”


“I think it’s too late.”


“You don’t want the waiter to see me. Listen, they’ve seen everything. You can’t shock a room-service waiter.”


“I really do think it’s too late.”


“I can get us a bottle somewhere.” He was touching her face, letting his hand slide down to her bare shoulder.


“Isn’t everything closed?”


“If you want more wine, I’ll get it,” Rosen said, though he had no idea where.


“Do we need it?”


Quietly, caressing her: “No, we don’t need it.” She looked ten years younger in bed, in the lamp glow from across the room. Her breasts were good, hardly any sag—right there under the sheet—and her thighs were firm, with no sign yet of dimples, and not likely to develop any during the next ten days.


Edie sniffed. “I still smell something.”


“It’s not me,” Rosen said. “Must be somebody else.”


“No, like smoke. Don’t you smell it?”


Rosen sniffed. He got up from the bed and walked across the room sniffing. He stopped. “Yeah—like something burning.” He walked through the short hallway to the door, opened it—“Christ!”—and was coughing, choking, as he slammed the door against the smoke billowing in from the fifth-floor hall.


“Christ, the place is on fire!”


He was coughing again, then seeing Edie Broder out of bed naked, seeing her terrified expression as she screamed.
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TUESDAY, TEN-FORTY A.M.: Rosen was the Acapulco’s only customer. He sat with his coffee and pack of cigarettes in the row of tables nearest the street, at the edge of the awning shade. Across the square, above the shrubs and palm trees, the façade of the Goldar Hotel showed its age in the sunlight. Some of the guests from the Park Hotel had been moved there. Others were at the King Solomon. Mr. Fine had taken Edie Broder and the rest of the Columbus group to the Pal Hotel in Tel Aviv, to be near the U.S. Embassy and whatever attaché handled legal matters for American citizens.


It was getting complicated. Why go to Tel Aviv? She could move in with him at the Four Seasons. But Edie felt she should stay with the tour until they decided what they were going to do, and made sure she’d have a flight home if they left, and all that. Rosen said that was the tour leader’s responsibility. Edie said yes, except all Mr. Fine talked about was suing the hotel. She’d be back Tuesday afternoon, promise, ready for Al Rosen’s super five-star Mercedes tour of Israel.


Ordinarily the new Rosen would have accepted this quietly. If she came back, fine. If she didn’t, that was all right too. But there was a problem. Edie had his short-sleeved safari jacket, with his passport and prescription sunglasses in the pocket. Up in 507, before getting the wet towels, he’d jammed his shirt and jacket into her suitcase, on top of her clothes, and sailed the suitcase from the balcony, out into the night and straight down five stories to the pavement. All she had lost were some bathroom articles and makeup. He’d lost his sandals.


He should have driven down to Tel Aviv yesterday and picked up his passport and stuff.


That’s where most of the cars were still coming from—Tel Aviv, sightseers. The cars passed close to the café, following the circle around the parkway, then turned off on the beach road north and crept past the fire-gutted hotel, everybody gawking up at the honeycomb of empty balconies and at the places where the cement was singed black. Saturday, the Shabat, had been the big day, the cars bumper to bumper all around the square, coming and going.


There were relatively few cars this morning—now that he thought about it—coming from the street to the parkway. There were no cars standing along the curb by the café. It gave Rosen a nice view of the square.


Sunday he had read the account of the fire in the Jerusalem Post and looked through the Hebrew dailies, Ma’ariv and Ha’arez, for pictures. There had been photos in all three papers of firemen fighting the blaze, and “before” and “after” shots of the hotel. But no pictures of rescued tourists, or of Rosen walking around without a shirt. So he didn’t have to worry about becoming a celebrity.


Still, he was keyed up, experiencing old anxieties, smoking again, into his third pack of cigarettes since Saturday morning. Getting away for a while with Edie felt like a good idea.


He saw the white sedan go past, moving toward the beach. With an Arab driving? It was possible, but not something he was used to seeing. Arabs were usually walking along the road, old men wearing the head scarves, the kaffiyeh, and drab, thrown-away clothes, old suitcoats that had never been cleaned. The one in the car wore the traditional kaffiyeh—the white with black checkered lines that gave the cloth a grayish look, a doubled black band holding it to his head.


The white car turned left and crept around the circle to the other side of the parkway, the driver maybe looking for something or not knowing where he was going. Rosen could see the front end now on an angle, two vertical ovals on the grille. A BMW. The higher-priced model that would cost roughly thirty thousand in Israel, maybe more. An Arab driving an expensive German automobile around Netanya, an expensive resort town.


Rosen lit a cigarette, keeping an eye on the BMW, waiting for it to come around this end of the circle. When it went past he’d try to get a look at the Arab. He wasn’t suspicious, he was curious; he had nothing better to do. He heard the BMW, across the parkway, downshift and pick up speed.


It would probably keep going now and duck into the main street, away from the beach.


But it didn’t. The BMW was coming around the near end of the circle. In second gear. Rosen could hear the revs, the engine winding up. He heard the tires begin to screech, the BMW coming through the circle now toward the café, Rosen looking directly at the grille and the broad windshield, thinking that the Arab had better crank it now, and knowing in that moment that the dark face under the kaffiyeh looking at him through the windshield had no intention of making the curve. Rosen pushed the table as he lunged out of the chair. He saw the owner standing inside the café and the expression on his face, but Rosen did not turn to look around. He was to the walk space between the café and the tables when the BMW jumped the curb and plowed through the first row of tables and kept pushing, taking out part of the second row before the car jerked to a stop and the dark man in the kaffiyeh was out, throwing an end of the scarf around the lower part of his face and bringing the heavy Webley military revolver from beneath his coat, aiming it as the owner of the café dropped flat to the tile floor, aiming at Rosen, who was inside now, running toward the back of the place between the counter and a row of tables, and firing the heavy revolve, firing again down the aisle, steadying the outstretched revolver with his left hand and firing quickly now, three times, before Rosen banged through a doorway and the door slammed closed.


In the ringing silence the man with the Arab scarf across his face stared into the café, making up his mind. He looked down at the owner of the Acapulco on the floor, his face buried in his arms. The man with the Arab scarf turned and looked up the sidewalk in the direction of the shops that sold oriental rugs and jewelry, where the sidewalk passed beneath the arches of a street-front arcade, where people were standing now, watching him. He got into the BMW and backed out, dragging a chair that was hooked to the front bumper, braked hard, and mangled the chair as the BMW shot forward, engine winding, taking the curve into the business street east; and then it was gone.


The owner of the Acapulco got to his hands and knees and looked out toward the street for a moment, then scrambled to his feet and went to the phone behind the counter. No—he remembered the customer—the customer first, and he hurried to the back of the café and opened the door with the sign that said TOILET.


Rosen was standing in the small enclosure, his back to the wall. There was a sound of water, the toilet tank dripping.


“He’s gone,” the owner of the café said. Rosen stared at him, his eyes strange, and the owner of the café, frightened and bewildered, wasn’t sure Rosen understood him. “That man, the Arab, he’s gone now.” He wanted to say more to Rosen and ask him things, but he could only think of the words in Hebrew. Finally he said, “Why did he want to do that to you? The Arab. Try to hurt you like that.”


“He wasn’t an Arab,” Rosen said.


The owner of the café tried to speak to Rosen and tried to make him remain while he called the police. But that was all Rosen said before he walked out.


“He wasn’t an Arab.”


Edie Broder, with Rosen’s shirt and jacket in her big suitcase and his passport in her tote—anxious, antsy, hardly able to sit still—took a taxi back to Netanya from Tel Aviv and paid one hundred twenty Israeli pounds, almost twenty dollars, for the ride.


It was worth it, arriving at the Four Seasons just a little after one o’clock, in time to have lunch with her new boyfriend, God, as eager as a twenty-year-old but not nearly as cool about it. Her daughters would die. They wouldn’t understand a mother having this kind of a feeling. They’d like him, though. He was kind, he was gentle, he was funny. He wasn’t nearly as patient as he thought he was. She had to smile, picturing him in his Jockey shorts looking for cigarettes, holding his stomach in and glancing at himself in the mirror. (Telling her he was forty-five when his passport said fifty.) Then very cool with the whole building on fire, knowing exactly what to do, keeping everyone calm as he led them through the smoke. He was great. He might even be perfect. She wouldn’t look too far ahead, though, and begin fantasizing about the future. No, as Al Rosen would say, relax and let things happen.


The doorman asked Edie if she was checking in. She told him just to put the bags somewhere, she’d let him know, and went to a house phone to call Rosen’s room. There was no answer.


She made a quick run down to the corner of the lobby that looked out on the pool. He wasn’t there. He wasn’t at the bar, or, looking past the bar, in the dining room.


At the desk she asked if Mr. Rosen had left a message for a Mrs. Broder.


The desk clerk said, “Mr. Rosen—” As he started to turn away, an Israeli woman Edie recognized as a guide with Egged Tours reached the desk and said something in Hebrew. The clerk paused to reply. The tour guide had him now and gave the clerk a barrage of Hebrew, her voice rising, intense. When the clerk turned away again, Edie said, “Mr. Rosen. Did he leave a message—” The clerk walked down to the cashier’s counter and came back with something, a sheet of paper, and began talking to the Egged tour guide, who seemed in a rage now and reached the point of almost shouting at the indifferent clerk. The Egged tour woman stopped abruptly and walked away.


“Mr. Rosen,” Edie said, trying very hard to remain calm. “I want to know if he left a note for me, Mrs. Broder.”


The clerk looked at her vacantly for a moment. “Mr. Rosen? Oh, Mr. Rosen,” the clerk said. “He checked out. I believe about an hour ago.”
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MEL BANDY SAID to the good-looking Israeli girl in the jeans and white blouse and no bra, “Actually, the flight was ten minutes early coming into Ben Gurion. So what do they do, they take you off the 707 and pack you on a bus with everybody and you stand out there for fifteen minutes to make up for it. How’d you know I was Mr. Bandy?”


“I asked the air hostess,” the girl said. “She point you out to me.”


“And you’re Atalia.”


“Yes, or Tali I’m called.” She smiled. Nice smile, nice eyes and freckles. “We write to each other sometime, now we meet.”


“You got a cute accent,” Mel Bandy said. “You’re a cute girl,” looking down at the open neck of her blouse. Not much there at all, but very tender. Twenty-one years old, out of the Israeli Army, very bright but seemed innocent, spoke Arabic as well as Hebrew and English. She didn’t look Jewish.
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