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      Critical acclaim for Elmore Leonard

      
      ‘Like no one else in the business, Elmore Leonard tells his readers a story’ 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

      
      ‘The crime laureate’ Independent

      
      ‘Dialogue like broken glass, sharp and glittering, and a raft of low-lifes individualised in primary colours like hard-edged
         pop-art’ Julian Rathbone, Independent

      
      ‘He’s the boss, the grandmaster, the chief, the big cheese, and anyone with even the faintest interest in crime fiction cannot
         afford to ignore him’ New Musical Express

      
      ‘Elmore Leonard is up there at the top of the list’ TLS

      
      ‘The hottest thriller writer in the US’ Time

      
      ‘The best writer in crime fiction today’ USA Today

      
      ‘A superb craftsman … his writing is pure pleasure’

      
      Los Angeles Times Book Review

      
      ‘Crime fiction doesn’t get any better’ Publishers Weekly

      
      ‘Elmore Leonard can write circles around almost anybody active in the crime novel today’ New York Times Book Review

      
      ‘Leonard’s stories are as contemporary as the crime rate, as quick and spare as a no-frills flight to Detroit’

      
      Los Angeles Times
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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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      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 for a six-pack of beer on the counter and the 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 mustache.
         The khaki shirt was neat too, freshly laundered, faded, the cuffs of the sleeves turned up once, shirttails hanging out, aviator
         sunglasses hooked to one of the flap pockets. Onetime 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, then half-closed, squinting.
      

      
      ‘Is it October already?’

      
      It was almost November.

      
      He filled in another line of information about himself, looked up and stared directly at Moran, deadpan.

      
      ‘This is the Coconut Palms Resort Apartments. Is that correct?’

      
      ‘That’s correct,’ Moran said, just as dry.

      
      Nolen Tyner’s gaze shifted to the inside window of the office that looked out toward the Atlantic Ocean, past the oval-shaped
         pool and empty lounge chairs. His sleepy eyes returned to Moran.
      

      
      ‘Then why don’t I see any palm trees?’

      
      ‘Some bugs ate ’em,’ Moran said. ‘I had to have six trees removed.’
      

      
      ‘It doesn’t bother you,’ Nolen Tyner said, ‘you call this place the Coconut Palms there isn’t a single palm tree out there? Isn’t that false advertising?’
      

      
      ‘The high rise on the south side of us, nine stories, is called the Nautilus,’ Moran said, ‘but I don’t think it’s a submarine.
         The one on the other side, it’s ten stories, is the Aurora. Tell me if you think it looks like a radiant glow in the upper
         atmosphere. That’ll be thirty dollars. You’re in Number Five, right next to the office.’
      

      
      Nolen Tyner continued to stare at Moran. He nodded. ‘Okay. How about if I sit out by the pool and drink my beer and I don’t
         take a room? How much is that?’
      

      
      ‘That’s also thirty dollars,’ Moran said. ‘For the ambience and the music.’

      
      ‘I don’t hear any music.’

      
      ‘I haven’t turned it on yet,’ Moran said. ‘I’ll tell you what though. You can take your six-pack up the road, you might find
         something more to your liking. Maybe even less expensive.’
      

      
      Nolen Tyner was looking at Moran’s beard, his white T-shirt and cutoff jeans. ‘You work here or own the place?’

      
      ‘Both,’ Moran said. ‘My desk clerk’d stand here and chat with you all afternoon, but he’s off today.’

      
      ‘Being courteous to people who come in off the street,’ Nolen Tyner said, smiling a little, ‘I imagine that can be a pain
         in the ass at times, huh?’
      

      
      ‘It can if you let it,’ Moran said.

      
      Moran looked at the reservation card.

      
      Nolen Tyner, 201 Alhambra Circle, Coral Gables, Fla. 33134. Make of car: ’76 Porsche. No license number.
      

      
      Written in an arty back-leaning style, half-printed. Give him an ‘A’ for neatness but an ‘F’ for lying about his home address,
         since 201 Alhambra Circle was a big glass building, the Ponce de Leon Plaza, where his former wife’s lawyer had his offices.
         It wasn’t more than a mile from where Moran had lived during the seven years of the marriage.
      

      
      If Nolen Tyner did live in Coral Gables or had an office there and he liked to sit outside in the afternoon and drink beer,
         why didn’t he go to Bayfront Park? Why come all the way up to Pompano, an hour’s drive, pay thirty bucks for a room and then
         sit outside? Which the guy was doing now. Lying in a lounge chair on the afternoon shadyside of the pool. Holding a can of
         beer on his chest, moving it almost in slow motion when he’d take a sip. Wearing his sporty safari shirt, but also wearing,
         Moran noticed, very unsporty black socks with his open-toed sandals. If he wasn’t meeting a woman here – and after about an
         hour and three cans of beer it didn’t look like it – then he was either hiding or looking for action.
      

      
      But if he was hiding he’d stay inside. Wouldn’t he?

      
      And if he was looking for action and had heard something about the Coconut Palms’ SECRETARY SPECIALS – advertised twice a year in big-city papers up north – it was possible he’d come with the idea of picking up some poor secretary
         who was here by herself, bored out of her mind. Except that October was a very lean month for secretaries compared to February
         and March. And the guy had not said anything clever or hinted around about looking for girls.
      

      
      So maybe he was looking for somebody in particular. And if that was the case, without checking the guest chart Moran knew
         who it would be. Not the secretaries from Dayton in Number Three. Not the ones from Fort Wayne in Four. Or the elderly couple
         who wanted Seven so they could keep an eye on their Buick parked on the street. No, it would have to be the afternoon lovers
         in Number One, the lower oceanfront apartment.
      

      
      They had been meeting here every afternoon except the weekend for the past eight days: the young Cuban-looking guy who wore
         rings and chains, gold-rimmed sunglasses up in a nest of thick hair, and the stylish woman who was about ten years older than the guy and probably married to a Cuban businessman
         in Miami. The guy had signed in Mario Prado and Moran, taking in the guy’s glistening hairdo, said, ‘Haven’t I seen you on TV?’ Mario Prado said yeah, he did guest shots
         on Tony Marvin’s show; he was playing cocktail piano at the Sheraton on Palm Beach; his manner so bored, relaxed, Moran was
         afraid the guy might collapse, melt into a puddle of grease. Mario took Number One oceanfront for a month, paid fifteen hundred
         cash in advance, without Moran asking for it, and the mystery woman appeared a short time later. Mario Prado waited on the
         street, sunglasses over his eyes now, until the gray Mercedes pulled up. He took a case of champagne out of the trunk. After
         that they arrived separately each afternoon between one and two and usually left about five, not much later. Neither of them
         ever spent the night.
      

      
      One time, a few days ago, the woman arrived on schedule, but the piano player failed to show. Moran watched her come out of
         Number One to stand by the low cement wall that separated the yard from the beach, the woman in a white sundress and heels,
         her dark hair shining in the sunlight, tied back with a violet scarf. She had her arms folded and seemed impatient, though
         she didn’t move much. Moran went out in his T-shirt and cutoffs to get a look at her.
      

      
      He said, ‘Mrs Prado, how’re you today?’

      
      She appeared to be in her late thirties, about Moran’s age, stylishly thin, holding a languid model pose now, wrist bent on
         her hip, as she studied Moran from behind big round violet-tinted sunglasses.
      

      
      ‘That’s not my name,’ the woman said, with an edge but only the hint of an accent.

      
      ‘It’s the name your husband signed,’ Moran said.

      
      ‘My husband?’ the woman said. ‘You think that’s my husband?’

      
      ‘Well, whoever you are, we’re glad to have you,’ Moran said. ‘You like me to put some music on? We’ve got outside speakers.’
      

      
      ‘I like you to beat it and leave me alone,’ the woman said and turned to look at the ocean. She had a nice profile, thin,
         straight nose, her hair pulled back tight to show round white earrings.
      

      
      ‘Well, enjoy your stay,’ Moran said and got out of there. He couldn’t imagine her being much fun. Maybe that was why they
         brought all the champagne, get her loosened up. Lula, Moran’s part-time maid, would come out of Number One in the morning
         with a plastic bag of trash and give him a report. ‘ ’Nother dead soldier and the brandy’s near touching bottom. Should see
         how they tear up a bed.’ Moran never went into occupied rooms out of curiosity, to see how people lived or what they’d brought
         with them; he respected their privacy. But he did consider sticking his head into Number One, some quiet evening after the
         lovers had gone. Inspect the setting on the off chance it might reveal something about them. Still, it had to be a purely
         sexual relationship, and if that was the case then what would he be looking for, pecker tracks? He could think of a lot more
         important things to do – if he put his mind to it.
      

      
      The day following the brief meeting with the woman the piano player came into the office, his pink shirt open to show his
         chains and said to Moran, ‘I understand you try to make the moves on the lady with me. I’ll tell you something, man, what’s
         good for you. Stay away from her. You understand?’
      

      
      At this point the piano player and the woman had used up only about two hundred of the fifteen-hundred-dollar advance. The
         numbers registered in Moran the innkeeper’s mind as he considered grabbing the piano player by his pink shirt and throwing
         him out on the street, and the numbers gave him pause. It wouldn’t hurt to be polite, would it?
      

      
      Moran said, ‘I’m sorry if I gave Mrs Prado the wrong impression. I didn’t much more’n say hi to her.’

      
      ‘You ask her if she want to dance with you.’

      
      ‘No, I’m not a dancer,’ Moran said. ‘I asked if she wanted me to turn some music on.’ He grinned in his brownish beard. ‘I suppose a lady as attractive as your wife has guys hitting on
         her all the time. I can see where she’d become, well, defensive.’ Which was not an easy thing for Moran to say. Now if the
         piano player would accept this and leave …
      

      
      But he didn’t. Mario Prado spread his ringed and lacquered fingers on the counter like it was a keyboard, like he was going
         to play Moran a tune, and said, ‘I hear you go near her again you going to be in deep shit, man. You got it?’
      

      
      Moran said to him, no longer grinning, ‘Mario, there’s a certain amount of shit you have to put up with in this business,
         but you just went over the limit. You want, I’ll give you the rest of your money back. But if I do I’ll probably pick you
         up and throw you in the swimming pool, and with all those fucking chains you got on you’ll probably sink to the bottom and
         drown. But it’s up to you. You want your money back?’
      

      
      The piano player squinted his dark eyes and got hard drawn lines around his nostrils. This, Moran assumed, was to indicate
         nerves of ice banking the Latin fire inside. Moran wondered if the guy practiced it.
      

      
      The piano player said, ‘Just wait, man. Just wait.’

      
      That was a few days ago and Moran was still waiting for the Cuban’s revenge – the guy and the woman in the apartment right
         now doing whatever they did. While Mr Nolen Tyner reclined in a lounge chair on the shady side of the pool, beer can upright
         on his chest, as though he might be sighting the beer can between the V of his out-turned sandals, aiming his attention directly
         at oceanfront Number One. Keeping an eye on the Latin lovers who, Moran had decided, deserved one another.
      

      
      Wait a minute. Or was Nolen Tyner watching out for them, protecting them? Hired by the piano player.

      
      Christ, he could be keeping an eye on you, Moran thought. It gave him a strange feeling. It reinforced the premonition he’d been aware of for a couple of weeks now,
         that he was about to walk into something that would change his life.
      

      
      Except that it wasn’t time for Moran’s life to take another turn. He was thirty-eight, not due for a change until forty-two.
         He believed in seven-year cycles because he couldn’t ignore the fact that every seven years something happened and his life
         would take a turn in a new direction. Only one of his turns was anticipated, planned; the rest just seemed to happen, though
         with a warning, a feeling he’d get. Like now.
      

      
      When he was seven years old he reached the age of reason and became responsible for his actions. He was told this in second
         grade, in catechism.
      

      
      When he was fourteen a big eighteen-year-old Armenian girl who weighed about thirty pounds more than he did took him to bed
         one summer afternoon; she smelled funny, but it was something, what he learned the human body liked.
      

      
      When he was eighteen he misplaced the reason he had acquired at seven and joined the Marines, Moran said to get out of being
         drafted, to have a choice in the matter, but really looking for action. Which he found.
      

      
      When he was twenty-one, back on the cycle and through with his tour, he left the Marines and his hometown, Detroit, Michigan,
         and went to work for a cement company as a finisher, to make a lot of money. This was in Miami, Florida.
      

      
      When he was twenty-eight Moran married a girl by the name of Noel Sutton and became rich. He went to work for Noel’s dad as
         a condominium developer, wore a suit, bought a big house in Coral Gables and joined Leucadendra Country Club, never for any
         length of time at ease in Coral Gables high society. He couldn’t figure out how those people could take themselves and what
         they did so seriously and still act bored. Nobody ever jumped up and said, ‘I’m rich and, Christ, is it great!’ Moran knew
         it was not his kind of life.
      

      
      And when he was thirty-five Noel, then thirty, divorced him. She said, ‘Do you think you can get by just being a hunk all
         your life? Well, you’re wrong, you’re already losing it.’ Answering her own question, which was a habit of Noel’s. Moran told
         her answering her own questions was a character defect. That and trying to change him and always being pissed off at him about something. For not wearing the outfits she
         bought him with little animals and polo players on them. For not staying on his side of the court when they played mixed doubles
         and she never moved. For ‘constantly’ bugging her about leaving her clothes on the floor, which he’d mentioned maybe a couple
         times and given up. For drinking beer out of the can. For not having his Marine Corps tattoo removed. For growing a beard.
         A lot of little picky things like that. He did shave off the beard, stared at his solemn reflection in the mirror – he looked
         like he was recovering from an operation – and immediately began growing another one. Henry Thoreau had said, ‘Beware of all
         enterprises that require new clothes.’ Moran believed those words ought to be cut in stone.
      

      
      The divorce was not a bad turn in the cycle. Moran had never been able to say his wife’s name out loud without feeling self-conscious
         or thinking of Christmas. So that was a relief, not having to say her name. Also, not having to look bright and aggressive
         when he was with her dad. Or look at beachfront property and picture high-rise condominiums blocking the view.
      

      
      He had certainly been attracted to Noel, a petite little thing with closely cropped dark hair and a haughty ass: she seemed
         to be always at attention, her back arched, her perfect breasts and pert can sticking out proudly; but he wasn’t sure now
         if it was love or horniness that had led him to marriage. In the divorce settlement Noel got the house in Coral Gables and
         a place her dad had given them in Key West and Moran got their investment property, a twelve-unit resort motel in Pompano
         Beach, the Coconut Palms without the palm trees.
      

      
      Sort of a U-shaped compound, white with aqua trim. Two levels of efficiencies along the street side of the property. A wing
         of four one-bedroom apartments, two on each level, that extended out toward the beach. The apartment wing was parallel to
         a white stucco one-bedroom Florida bungalow that also faced the beach. And the oval swimming pool was in between, in the middle of the compound.
      

      
      Moran moved into the bungalow and found he liked living on the beach and being an innkeeper, once he’d hired a clerk-accountant
         and a part-time maid. He liked meeting the different people. He liked being in the sun most of the day, doing odd jobs, fishing
         for yellowtail and snapper once a week. Renting the efficiencies for fifty a day in season and the apartments for seventy-five
         Moran grossed around eighty thousand a year. Taxes, utilities, upkeep and salaries ran thirty-five to forty, so Moran wasn’t
         exactly socking it away. Still, it was a nice life and he was in no hurry to change it.
      

      
      Then why did he feel it was about to take another turn on him?

      
      He was planning a trip next week: fly down to Santo Domingo in the Dominican Republic, a vacationland Moran had invaded with
         the Third Battalion, Sixth Marines in 1965 when a revolution broke out and Johnson sent in Marines and Airborne to safeguard
         American lives and while you’re at it run out the Communists. ‘I’m not going to have another Cuba in the Caribbean,’ the president
         said. In his thirty-day war Cpl. George S. Moran, Bravo Company, Third Platoon, a First Squad fire-team leader, shot a sniper,
         was wounded, taken prisoner by the rebels, got a Purple Heart and met a Dominican girl he would never forget. He wanted to
         walk those streets again without sniper fire coming in and see what he remembered. He might even look up the girl who had
         once tried to kill him. See if she was still around.
      

      
      Maybe it was the anticipation of the trip that Moran mistook for a premonition of something about to happen.

      
      But maybe it was something else. Something winging in at him out of the blue.
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      The following afternoon at the municipal tennis courts, Moran worked his tail off to win two hard sets, hanging in there against
         a kid with a vicious serve and a red headband who’d try to stare him down whenever Moran called a close shot out of bounds.
         Moran was only in doubt about his calls a couple of times. He dinked the kid to death with left-handed backspin junk, sliding
         the kid around on the clay, until the kid threw his racket at the fence and dug out a ten-dollar bill folded to the size of
         a stamp. Moran said to him, ‘You’re all right, kid. Keep at it.’ He had always wanted to call somebody ‘kid’ and today was
         the first time.
      

      
      When he got back to the Coconut Palms there was Nolen Tyner out by the pool with a six-pack.

      
      Jerry Shea, sitting at the office desk with a pile of bills, was whistling as he made entries in the ledger. Moran never knew
         the songs Jerry whistled. He asked him today, what’s the name of that? And Jerry said, ‘This Year’s Crop of Kisses.’ Jerry
         was a retired insurance salesman, sixty-seven, who cocked his golf cap to one side, slapped his broken blood vessels with
         Old Spice and went after lonely widows who’d invite him up to their condominiums for dinner, happy to cook for somebody again,
         have some fun. Moran pictured withered moth-eaten flanks, or else globs of cellulite getting in the way. Jerry said there
         was more active poon around than you could shake a stick at. With the fat ones, you rolled them in flour and looked for the
         wet spot.
      

      
      Moran said, sitting down, taking off his tennis shoes and socks, ‘That guy out there drinking beer—’

      
      ‘Mr Nolen Tyner,’ Jerry said. ‘Works for Marshall Sisco Investigations, Incorporated, Miami. Actually their office is in Coral
         Gables.’
      

      
      ‘He told you that?’

      
      ‘Ask a person what they do, they generally tell you,’ Jerry said. ‘Especially since I recognized the address. We used to use
         Marshall Sisco on insurance investigations from time to time; it’s a good outfit. Nolen says he’s been with them a year, but
         I think he’s part-time help. Before that played dinner theaters up and down the coast and says he’s been in movies. He was
         an actor.’
      

      
      ‘I think he still is,’ Moran said. ‘He checked in yesterday about two and left at six, didn’t use the room.’

      
      ‘Well, when he come in today,’ Jerry said, ‘he took it for a week. Number Five. I asked him was he taking some time off and
         he says well, you could say that. Sort of combining business with pleasure.’
      

      
      Moran got up and turned to the window to look at Nolen lounging in the shade. The two secretaries from Fort Wayne had their
         recliners on the cement walk out by the wall, aimed at the sun that soon would be hidden behind the condo next-door, the Aurora.
         Moran’s gaze moved from their pink corrugated thighs to Number One.
      

      
      ‘How about the lovers?’

      
      ‘They’re in there.’ Jerry swiveled around from the desk. ‘The woman got here first for a change. Then, when the piano player
         come, Nolen Tyner got up and went over to say something to him. They talked a few minutes, the piano player goes on inside
         Number One, then comes out again and has another talk with Mr Tyner.’
      

      
      ‘Arguing?’

      
      ‘I don’t believe so. A lot of nodding, both of ’em, getting along fine. Then the piano player goes back inside and Mr Tyner
         returns to his beer.’
      

      
      ‘This is a nice quiet place,’ Moran said. ‘I don’t want some husband coming here with a gun.’

      
      ‘Maybe they’re friends,’ Jerry said. ‘Or she’s a rich woman and Nolen Tyner’s her bodyguard; why he thinks it’s pretty good
         duty, combining, as he says, business with pleasure.’
      

      
      ‘Maybe,’ Moran said. ‘But I better find out.’

      
      He didn’t want to talk to the guy in his sweaty whites, barefoot; it wasn’t his natural image. It reminded him of the country
         club, standing around in whites in polite conversation, waiters coming out with trays of tall drinks. Moran followed the walk
         to his bungalow, passing behind the figure reclined in the lounge chair, waved to the two 40-year-old secretaries from Fort
         Wayne and went inside. He drank a beer while he showered and changed into jeans, a T-shirt and dry tennis shoes, old ones
         that were worn through and he slipped on without socks. He got a fresh beer from the refrigerator, then on second thought
         another one and took them, one in each hand, out to the Marshall Sisco investigator lying in the shade.
      

      
      ‘You must like the place you sign up for a week.’

      
      Nolen Tyner opened his eyes behind the aviator sunglasses, startled, about to rise, then relaxing again as he saw Moran extending
         the beer.
      

      
      ‘Cold one for you,’ Moran said. ‘Yours must be pretty warm by now.’ Four empty cans stood upright on the ground next to the
         lounge chair with two full ones still in the cardboard casing.
      

      
      ‘That’s very kind of you,’ Nolen said. He jerked the backrest of the chair up a notch and reached for the can of beer that
         was beaded with drops of ice water. His sleeve rode up to reveal a bluish tattoo on his right forearm, a two-inch eagle with
         its wings raised.
      

      
      While on Moran’s left forearm, also extended, was his faded blue Marine Corps insignia.

      
      They looked at each other. Nolen said, ‘From the halls of Montezuma, huh?’ Smiling, popping open the can of beer.

      
      ‘And I take it you were airborne,’ Moran said. ‘Not by any chance the Eighty-second?’

      
      ‘That’s the one.’
      

      
      ‘Second or Third Brigade maybe?’

      
      ‘Third. You’re leading up to something, aren’t you?’

      
      ‘As a matter of fact,’ Moran said. ‘I wonder if you were in Santo Domingo sixteen years ago. Sitting on the bank of the Ozama
         River by any chance?’
      

      
      ‘Sitting high on the east bank, up on the grain elevators,’ Nolen said, smiling some more. ‘You don’t mean to tell me you
         were there?’
      

      
      Moran pulled a recliner over with his foot and sat down, straddling the leg rest, now eye to eye with Nolen. ‘You had a weapons
         squad up there, didn’t you? Up on the silos, or whatever they were. With a one-oh-six recoiless rifle?’
      

      
      ‘We had a bunch of ’em up there.’

      
      ‘And one day you’re using your one-oh-six trying to hit a sniper, firing across the river at this one guy. He was in a building the corner of Isabella Catolica and Luperon.’
      

      
      Nolen raised his eyebrows. ‘Marines weren’t ever that close to the river. Were they?’

      
      ‘I got excited,’ Moran said. ‘The heat of the chase.’

      
      ‘You mean you fucked up,’ Nolen said. ‘Got suckered.’

      
      ‘The dinger would fire a round, then disappear,’ Moran said. ‘You never knew where you’d get shot at from next.’

      
      ‘I remember snipers,’ Nolen said. ‘Yeah, and I remember the troopers talking about they took this guy out. Little fucker with
         an M-one.’
      

      
      ‘It was a medium-size fucker with an M-fourteen,’ Moran said. ‘It was me they got. We’re chasing the dinger, I run upstairs, he’s gone. I look out the window and a fifty-caliber tracer round nearly
         took my head off.’
      

      
      Nolen was nodding again. ‘Fired from the spotting rifle.’

      
      ‘I know what it was fired from,’ Moran said. ‘Followed by a screaming one-oh-six. I had a mitt I could’ve stuck my hand up and caught
         it.’
      

      
      ‘Didn’t kill you, huh?’

      
      ‘It took out the back end of the third floor and the stairs. I got hit here, below my flack jacket and down my leg. Fifteen pieces of iron they dug out and gave me a Heart,’ Moran said. ‘So
         you were Airborne. What’d I bring you a beer for?’
      

      
      ‘You felt something, a kinship,’ Nolen said, ‘one grunt sniffing another. I’ll tell you what. Even if it wasn’t me I’ll buy
         you a drink later on. Make it up to you.’
      

      
      ‘I’m going down there next week,’ Moran said.

      
      ‘Where?’

      
      ‘Santo Domingo.’

      
      ‘Jesus Christ, what for?’

      
      ‘Walk my perimeter, see if it looks the same. Stay at the Embajador – we were bivouacked right there. Maybe look up some people.
         There doesn’t seem to be anything going on; now it’s El Salvador.’
      

      
      ‘If there’s any place down there we can go in and fuck things up,’ Nolen said, ‘Reagan and Haig’ll find it, don’t worry.’

      
      ‘You been back to the D.R. since?’

      
      ‘I ate that chow just one time and got Trujillo’s Revenge,’ Nolen said. ‘I partied with one girl, one and took home a dose. I take a vacation, man, I go to Las Vegas where everything’s sanitary.’
      

      
      They took a sip of their beers. Looking at Moran Nolen Tyner said, ‘Well, well …’

      
      ‘I’m not gonna say it’s a small world,’ Moran said, easing back in the recliner to get comfortable, crossing his sneakers,
         the strings hanging loose.
      

      
      ‘You want to know how small it is,’ Nolen said, looking across the pool. ‘You got a couple Dominicans right in that end apartment.
         The piano player and the broad, the lovers. Though my sheet says the piano player might be Puerto Rican.’
      

      
      ‘I thought they might be Cuban,’ Moran said, ‘all the Cubans in Miami. “Your sheet” – what do you mean by your sheet?’

      
      ‘The IDs of people I got under surveillance. The broad, for example. She’s married to a guy by the name of Andres de Boya.
         Miami big bucks, I mean big.’
      

      
      ‘Wait a minute,’ Moran said. ‘The woman in there?’

      
      ‘They got a house on Biscayne Bay looks like that Polynesian restaurant in Lauderdale, the Mai Kai, only bigger.’
      

      
      Moran agreed, nodding. ‘That’s right. But the woman isn’t Mrs de Boya.’

      
      Nolen gave him a funny look, guarded. ‘How would you know?’

      
      ‘Mrs Andres de Boya’s from the same place I was originally,’ Moran said. ‘Detroit. And she’s no more Dominican than I am.
         She’s a very nice-looking woman. In fact she’s … well, she’s a nice person.’
      

      
      Nolen was looking at the holes in the toes of Moran’s sneakers, the left one larger than the right. He didn’t seem too sure
         about Moran.
      

      
      ‘Maybe it’s a different de Boya, a relative.’

      
      ‘How many Andres de Boyas are there?’ Moran said. ‘He was in Trujillo’s government, something like twenty years ago, right
         up to the time Trujillo got shot on the way to see his girl friend.’
      

      
      ‘Twenty-seven times they hit him,’ Nolen said. ‘A prick like that, I guess you have to be sure.’

      
      Moran was patient. ‘De Boya came to Miami – I imagine with a few million he’d scored. He was a general in charge of something
         or other …’
      

      
      ‘Something or other – try head of the secret police,’ Nolen said, ‘the Cascos Blancos, the white helmets. You’re a poor Dominican
         you see a guy wearing a liner painted white you run for the fucking hills.’
      

      
      ‘I thought he owned sugar mills,’ Moran said.

      
      ‘That’s how he got rich. Trujillo used to pass out sugar mills for good behavior. Three days after the old dictator’s killed,
         de Boya’s on his yacht bound for Miami. With all the U.S. dollars he could get his hands on.’ Nolen was looking at Moran’s
         sneakers again; his gaze thoughtful, still somewhat skeptical as it raised to Moran’s beach-bum bearded face.
      

      
      ‘How do you know him?’

      
      ‘Leucadendra Country Club. I played golf with him a few times. Actually it was twice,’ Moran said, ‘in the same foursome. That was enough.’
      

      
      ‘Too rich for your blood, uh, the bets? Little Nassau?’

      
      ‘No, the guy cheats,’ Moran said. ‘You believe it? Guy that’s worth, easy, forty fifty million, he cheats on a hundred-dollar
         round of golf and all the clucks, the guys that play with him, know it. I couldn’t believe it. They not only pay up they go,
         “Gee, Mr de Boya,” give him all this shit what a great game he plays.’
      

      
      Nolen said, ‘Yeah?’ Still a little hesitant. ‘What about you? You pay him?’

      
      ‘No, as a matter of fact I didn’t,’ Moran said. ‘My father-in-law at the time, I thought he was gonna have a stroke. “You
         out of your mind? You know who that is, for Christ’s sake?” I said, “Yeah, a guy that cheats. Fuck him.” My father-in-law
         goes, “A hundred bucks, Christ, I’ll give you the hundred.” I tried to explain to him that wasn’t the point, but my father-in-law
         was nervous because de Boya was putting money in his condominium developments and I worked for him, my father-in-law. So he
         was afraid it would look like he was siding with me, not making me come across. I told him that was too bad, I wasn’t gonna
         pay any tinhorn hacks his way out of the rough like he’s cutting weeds, three-putts the hole and says he took a five. Bullshit.’
      

      
      ‘You belong to Leucadendra?’ Nolen’s tone of skepticism was giving way to mild surprise.

      
      ‘Not anymore,’ Moran said. ‘De Boya tried to get me blackballed. He not only didn’t like the way I played golf, he hinted
         around I was trying to hit on his wife.’
      

      
      ‘Were you?’

      
      ‘No. I told you, she’s a very nice person. Her name was Mary Delaney, worked for de Boya’s lawyer before they got married.’

      
      ‘Change her luck and marry a spic, uh, with fifty million. Shit, I’d marry him too.’

      
      ‘Be careful,’ Moran said.

      
      Nolen grinned. ‘Got a little soft spot there? I won’t say another word.’
      

      
      ‘De Boya didn’t get me blackballed,’ Moran said, ‘but it didn’t help my standing at the club any. Then when my wife divorced
         me for not playing the game, her dad helped give me a shove and there went the club membership. Which was fine, I never liked
         golf that much anyway.’
      

      
      ‘So you were married to bucks, too.’

      
      Moran shrugged. ‘It might’ve worked, it didn’t, that’s all. The last time I saw de Boya – he came by here about six eight
         months ago like nothing had happened, like he hardly knew me, and offered to buy the place, build a condominium.’
      

      
      ‘What’d you tell him?’

      
      ‘I turned him down. I got real estate people calling here every week. They’re trying to build a solid wall of condos from
         Key West to Jacksonville.’
      

      
      ‘I won’t ask you the last time you saw his wife,’ Nolen grinned to show he was kidding around.

      
      Moran didn’t grin. He said, ‘Good. We leave her out of this.’ He said, ‘I understand you had a talk with the piano player
         today.’
      

      
      ‘You got eyes even when you’re not here,’ Nolen said. ‘Yeah, actually I felt sorry for him. I told him I had him under surveillance
         with a woman he wasn’t supposed to be with. Then, before he started to sweat I told him he was perfectly safe, I wasn’t gonna
         turn him in. Even though I was taking a terrible risk.’
      

      
      ‘You made him understand,’ Moran said, ‘the risk ought to be worth something.’

      
      ‘Like fifty a day. Why not.’

      
      ‘And you don’t even give ’em clean towels,’ Moran said. ‘What do you do when you’re not hanging out?’

      
      ‘I rest,’ Nolen said. ‘I got rid of my goals, decided to take it one day at a time. Don’t overdo it, never drink more than
         a case of beer or a fifth of booze in any given day. Unless there’s a party.’
      

      
      ‘I’ve always admired restraint,’ Moran said. ‘Not over-reaching your capabilities.’
      

      
      ‘There you are,’ Nolen said. ‘I was an actor for twenty years. Well, ten years professionally. Some film work in New York,
         mostly dinner theater down here. You’re trying to act, the audience’s sitting there trying not to break wind out loud. They
         want to leave, go home, but not any more’n I do. I played either the lead guy’s buddy or the broad’s brother. You know, just
         a straight asshole type of guy, wrings his hands a lot, opens his eyes real wide: “Gee, Scott, I don’t know if I’d do that.” Doesn’t ever know what the fuck’s going on. I start playing the guy as a drunk, give the part a little dimension. Or I’d
         play it, give it just a hint the guy’s homosexual. But the asshole directors on that dinner circuit, to get any respect from
         them you had to be Forrest Tucker … Doug McClure. You know what I mean? That type.’
      

      
      ‘I imagine it’s tough,’ Moran said, ‘when you think of all the Doug McClures out there.’ He saw Nolen eying the two Fort Wayne
         secretaries, their chairs backed up to the low cement wall, the high-rise shade now up to their knees.
      

      
      ‘I’m at a motel in Golden Shores,’ Nolen said, looking at Moran again. ‘It’s not bad, three bills a month, it’s fairly clean.
         The thing is, I’d like very much to give you the business—’
      

      
      ‘I think you are,’ Moran said.

      
      ‘But even your off-season rate, thirty bucks a day, and you know, come on, that’s not only steep it’s unrealistic. Maybe not
         for transients, no. But what I’m offering you is the assurance of a permanent tenant.’
      

      
      ‘How permanent?’

      
      ‘What have you got? With the lovers and the secretaries you got about four units out of twelve rented, am I right? And it’s
         like that I bet eight nine months of the year. Okay. For a fair rate you’ll have guaranteed occupancy of Number Five the year
         ’round. I’ll even help you out keeping the place up. Skim the pool, cut the grass—’
      

      
      ‘We don’t have any grass.’

      
      ‘Feed the chickens – I don’t know what you do around there. You tell me.’

      
      ‘Six hundred,’ Moran said.

      
      Nolen said, ‘George, six hundred, I can get a furnished two-bedroom apartment for six hundred.’

      
      ‘Maybe over at the Seminole Indian Reservation. Not on the beach you can’t.’

      
      ‘How about three? For old time’s sake, the Dominican Republic,’ Nolen said. ‘I’ll entertain the secretaries, teach ’em how
         to sit up and roll over. Listen, I’ll even sign a year’s lease.’
      

      
      And leave in the dead of night, Moran thought. But what would he be out? He liked Nolen. He didn’t trust him especially, but
         he didn’t have to. Moran said, ‘Okay, but no smoking in bed. You promise?’
      

      
      Saturday Nolen Tyner moved into Number Five with everything he owned. Two old suitcases and several cardboard boxes loaded
         with magazines, letters, glossy photographs of himself in different outfits and poses, a hair dryer. A liquor case that held
         bottles of scotch, vodka and rum, most of them nearly empty. A lot of clothes, soiled-looking, out-of-style shirts, trousers
         and sport coats doubled up over bent hangers. A big Northern tissue box of sporty shoes, tan ones and white perforated ones
         that caught Jerry’s eye and Nolen told him he could have any pair he wanted if they fit. The man’s life was in cardboard boxes
         he carried from one motel to another.
      

      
      Jerry left with his shoes and Nolen poured Moran and himself a scotch to mark the occasion.

      
      He said, ‘You’re right, that Dominican broad is not de Boya’s wife.’

      
      ‘You find out who she is?’ Moran sat at the Formica table with his drink.

      
      ‘She’s de Boya’s sister. I see the address, Bal Harbor,’ Nolen said, ‘I guess I assumed they’re separated and she moved out.
         So this morning I ask Marshall, “Why’d you tell me it’s the guy’s wife?” He goes, “I didn’t tell you that. I told you her name’s Anita and who the client is, that’s all. You musta decided
         she’s his wife.” Marshall’s one of those guys, he’s never wrong. He gives me the information on the back of an envelope.’
      

      
      ‘His sister,’ Moran said. ‘I didn’t know he had one.’

      
      ‘Anita’s forty-two, divorced for the third time.’ Nolen poured himself a little more scotch. ‘She starts fooling around de
         Boya calls Marshall. “Anita is doing it again with some-body.” De Boya protecting the family name. “Find out who she is fucking
         and let me know.” This’s been going on for years. One time he follows her all over Miami, she keeps giving him the slip. Marshall’s
         sitting in his car in front of a place over on Collins Avenue, a store where he knows she went in. He looks in his rearview mirror, Christ, here she comes up behind him in her Mercedes, slams into the ass-end
         of Marshall’s car, backs up, doesn’t give a shit her grille’s all smashed in, and gives him the finger as she drives past.
         Gives him the old finger … Another time, Anita starts out she’s balling this jai-alai star in Dania. Right in the middle of
         the investigation, Marshall’s moving in, getting the goods, she switches over to a bongo player with some reggae band doing
         a gig on the Beach. This broad, she’s got gold fixtures in her bathroom, I mean gold, man, and she’s fucking this guy wears a wool cap pulled down over his dreadlocks out in the sand. They don’t even get a room.’

      
      ‘Love is funny,’ Moran said.

      
      Sunday night Moran saw lights on in Number One and checked with Jerry. Jerry said it was the Latin lovers, they’d paid for
         the place they could come anytime they wanted, couldn’t they? Moran was always patient with Jerry; he said yeah, but why at
         night all of a sudden when up till now they’d only come afternoons from one to five? Jerry said, don’t ask me; those Cubans,
         you never know what they’re up to. Moran checked with Nolen and Nolen said the piano player was off Sunday and Monday. Moran said well, maybe they were seeing what
         it was like at night, like regular folks. He wouldn’t worry about it.
      

   
      
      3

      
      
      
      Moran was watching Monday Night Football on television, Detroit Lions and the Chicago Bears fighting it out for the obscurity
         award, Moran trying to decide if he’d rather be a wide receiver or a free safety … whether he should have another beer and
         fry a steak or go to Vesuvio’s on Federal Highway for spaghetti marinara and eat the crisp breadsticks with hard butter, Jesus,
         and have a bottle of red with it, the house salad … or get the chicken cacciatore and slock the bread around in the gravy
         … The phone rang.
      

      
      Moran got up out of his chair and walked barefoot across the vinyl tile floor. It felt sticky and he thought again of carpeting
         the living room, redecorating the place and getting rid of the dumb furniture that was here when he moved in: the jungle floral
         print, black and pink and green, curved bamboo arms on the chairs and sofa. He could hear the wind outside, that overpowering
         ocean pounding in out of the night. Sometimes it made him feel daring to live on the edge of it, fifty yards away watching
         a professional football game in color. The phone was on the end of the high counter that separated the kitchenette from the
         rest of the room. He said, ‘Coconut Palms …’ and expected to hear the voice of a secretary calling from up North somewhere.
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