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1
THEY WERE WATCHING Ryan beat up the Mexican
crew leader on 16mm Commercial Ektachrome.
Three of them in the basement room of the Holden
County courthouse: the assistant county prosecu-
tor, who had brought the film; a uniformed officer
from the sheriff’s department operating the projec-
tor; and Mr. Walter Majestyk, the justice of the
peace from Geneva Beach.

Right now they were watching Ryan holding the
softball bat, bringing it up to his shoulder and not
taking his eyes from Luis Camacho, who was be-
yond him on the screen, crouched and edging to the
side but gradually, it seemed, closing in on Ryan.

“The guy’s doing a movie on migrant workers,”
the assistant prosecutor said. “He happens to be
there, he gets the whole thing.”

“There was a picture in the paper,” Mr.
Majestyk said.

“The same guy. He ran out of movie film and
started shooting with his Rollei.”
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2 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

On the screen Ryan was moving with Camacho,
following him closely; he seemed about to swing,
starting to come through with it. Camacho lunged
and pulled back; Ryan checked his swing and
chopped, and the assistant prosecutor said, “Hold
it there.”

The sheriff’s patrolman flicked a switch on the
projector and the action on the screen stopped,
slightly out of focus.

“Do you see a knife?”
“He’s behind him,” Mr. Majestyk said. “You

can’t tell.”
The action continued, coming into focus: Cama-

cho still edging, holding his left arm tight to his
side, and Ryan moving with him. Ryan was raising
the bat again, his hands coming back to his shoul-
der, and the assistant prosecutor said, “Right there.
The one that broke his jaw.”

The stopped-action on the screen showed Ryan
coming through with the bat, stepping with the
swing, body twisting and arm muscles tight and
straight and wrists turning as he laid the bat against
the side of Luis Camacho’s face. The face did not
resemble a human face but a wood-carved face, an
Aztec doll face without eyes or before the eyes were
painted in. Camacho’s wraparound hell-cat sun-
glasses were hanging in space but still hooked to
one ear, and though the framing of the picture did
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not show his lower legs, Camacho seemed to be off
the ground hunch-shouldered, suspended in air.

“Larry,” the assistant prosecutor said to the
sheriff’s patrolman, “keep that but give me some
light. Walter, I want to read you Luis Camacho’s
statement.”

The overhead fluorescent light washed the
sharpness and detail from the figures on the screen,
but the action remained clear. Mr. Majestyk, the
justice of the peace from Geneva Beach, blinked
twice as the light came to full brightness but kept
his eyes on Jack Ryan.

“He gives his name,” the assistant prosecutor
began, “and when it happened, July twenty-sixth,
about seven P.M., and then Officer J. R. Coleman
says: ‘Tell us in your own words what happened.’
Walter, you listening?”

“Sure, go on.”
“Camacho: ‘After supper I went out to the bus

and waited, as Ryan had promised to do some re-
pair work on it for me. When he did not appear, I
looked for him and found him in the field where
some of the men and kids were playing baseball.
The men had some beer and most of them were
playing baseball. Ryan was with them, though he
wasn’t playing. There were some girls there Ryan
was talking to. I asked him why he was not fixing
the bus and he said something back that is unprint-
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4 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

able. I reminded him that servicing the bus was part
of his job, but he told me again to do the unprint-
able thing. One reason—”

“Excuse me,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Larry, are
those the words the guy used?”

The sheriff’s officer hesitated. “They’re, you
know, writing words, the way you write it in a re-
port.”

“What’d Ryan tell him?”
“To go bag his ass.”
“What’s unprintable about that?”
“Walter—” The assistant prosecutor was look-

ing at Mr. Majestyk, marking his place with the tip
of his ballpoint pen. “Camacho goes on to say:
‘One reason I allowed him to join my crew in San
Antonio was because he said he was a mechanic
and could fix the bus if it broke down. I hired him
but was suspicious because I believed all he wanted
was a free trip as far as Detroit—”

“He’s from Detroit?” Mr. Majestyk seemed sur-
prised.

“From Highland Park,” the assistant prosecutor
said. “The same thing. So then Camacho says:
‘When I asked him again to fix the bus, he picked
up the bat and told me to get out of there or he
would knock my head off. I told him to put down
the bat and we would settle this, but he came at me
with it. Before I could defend myself or disarm him,
he struck me in the arm and in the face.’ ” The as-
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sistant prosecutor paused. “That’s the part, Walter.
Listen. ‘Before I could defend myself or disarm
him—’ ”

“He got flattened,” Mr. Majestyk said.
“ ‘—he struck me in the arm and in the face. I fell

to the ground but was not unconscious. I remember
many of the people there looking down at me.
When the police came, they called an ambulance
and I was taken to the hospital at Holden, Michi-
gan.’ ” The assistant prosecutor went on, reading it
faster. “ ‘This statement is sworn to before wit-
nesses and bears my signature that all facts related
are true and took place as I have described them.’ ”
The assistant prosecutor straightened, looking at
the Geneva Beach justice of the peace. “Walter,
what do you think?”

Mr. Majestyk nodded, looking at the washed-
out image on the screen. “I think he’s got a level
swing, but maybe he pulls too much.”

Bob Rogers Jr. didn’t bring Ryan’s pay envelope un-
til almost half past eleven Sunday morning. He told
J. R. Coleman, the sheriff’s officer on duty, what it
was and who it was for and Coleman said he
thought it was supposed to have been dropped off
yesterday; they were waiting to get rid of this guy
Ryan. Bob Jr. said he was busy yesterday and that
another day in jail wasn’t going to hurt Ryan any.
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6 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

He left the envelope on the counter and went out
adjusting his curled-brim straw cowboy hat, loos-
ening it on his head and setting it straight as he
walked down the courthouse steps and across the
street to the dark green pickup truck. He’d have
about fifteen minutes to wait, so he U-turned and
drove up Holden’s main street to Rexall’s and
bought a pack of cigarettes and the big Sunday edi-
tion of the Detroit Free Press. By the time Bob Jr.
got back to the courthouse, U-turning north again
and pulling up in the no parking zone, he figured
they’d be just about now giving Ryan his shoelaces
and telling him to take off.

“Sign it at the bottom,” J. R. Coleman said. He
waited until Ryan had signed the form before he
took Ryan’s wallet, belt, and pay envelope out of a
wire basket and laid them on the counter.

When Ryan opened the wallet and began count-
ing the three one-dollar bills inside, J. R. Coleman
gave him a no-expression look and kept staring
while Ryan worked his belt through the loops of his
khaki pants and buckled it and shoved the wallet
into his back pocket. Ryan picked up the pay enve-
lope then and looked at it.

“That’s from the company. They dropped it off,”
J. R. Coleman told him.

“It isn’t sealed.”

o
c

“

p
p
su
“

to

s
s

se

B
tr
si

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 6



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 7

ut
s-
he
he
ve
d
d
i-
r.
n
d
es

He
he
a

t-
n
g
is
et
e-

”

“It wasn’t sealed when they brought it.”
Ryan read the pay period and the amount typed

on the envelope. He pulled out the bills and
counted fifty-seven dollars.

“That’ll get you home,” J. R. Coleman said.
“Two blocks up’s the Greyhound station.”

Ryan folded the envelope and put it in his shirt
pocket. He hesitated then and began feeling his
pants pockets, his gaze moving over the counter
surface. As he looked up at J. R. Coleman he said,
“I had a comb.”

“There isn’t any comb here.”
“I know there isn’t. Why would anybody want

to swipe a comb?”
“You didn’t have a comb.”
“No, I had one. I always have a comb.”
“If it isn’t here, you never had one.”
“You can buy a new comb for ten cents,” Ryan

said. “A clean one. Why would anybody steal
somebody else’s comb?”

J. R. Coleman said, “I’ll put you on the bus my-
self if you want me to.”

“That’s all right,” Ryan said. “I’ll see you.”
“You better not,” J. R. Coleman said.

Bob Rogers Jr. waited for Ryan to spot the pickup
truck. He couldn’t miss it with the white-lettered
sign on the door: RITCHIE FOODS, INC., GENEVA
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8 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

BEACH, MICH. But Ryan was looking around, up at
the trees and up the street, acting casual as he came
down the courthouse steps. Bob Jr. sat with his el-
bow out the window. As Ryan approached the
truck Bob Jr. adjusted his straw cowboy hat, raising
the funneled brim and squaring it over his eyes,
then laid his wrist over the top of the steering wheel,
resting it there. He knew Ryan was going to open
the door and he let him do it, let him get that far.

“You wanted a ride somewhere?”
Ryan looked up at him. “You’re going north,

aren’t you?”
“That’s right,” Bob Jr. said. “But you’re going

south. One hundred and fifty miles due south to
Detroit.”

“I thought I’d get my gear first.”
“You don’t need your gear. All you need’s a bus

ticket. Or go over cross the street and stick your
thumb out.”

Ryan looked up the street north, frowning in the
sunlight, at the stores lining the street and the cars
angle-parked in front. He looked at Bob Jr. again
and said, “You got a cigarette?”

“No, I don’t.”
“What’s the square thing in your pocket?”
“That’s a square thing in my pocket,” Bob Jr. said.
“Well, I’ll see you.” Ryan slammed the door and

started along the sidewalk.
Bob Jr. watched him. He waited until Ryan was
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almost to the corner before flicking the column
shift with the tip of his finger and edging along
close to the curb, his hands resting lightly on the
thin steering wheel. When he was even with Ryan,
he said, “Hey, boy, I wasn’t finished talking to
you.” He rolled past him before stopping so Ryan
would have to come up to him.

“I want to tell you something.”
“Go ahead.”
“Come here a little closer, I don’t have to shout.”

Bob Jr. folded the Sunday paper next to him and
leaned toward the window with his arm on the
backrest of the seat.

“What?” Ryan said.
“Listen, the two weeks you lived with the spiks

we never did talk much, did we?”
“I don’t guess we did.”
“That’s right. So you don’t know me, do you?”
Ryan shook his head, waiting.
“We never talked because I couldn’t think of any

reason I needed to talk to you,” Bob Jr. said. “But
I’ll tell you something now. Go on home. I’ll tell
you it for your own good, because if you’re not a
white man, at least you look like a white man and
I’ll give you that much credit.”

Ryan kept his mouth shut, staring at the grown
man with the cowboy hat down over his eyes, the
farm-hick Geneva Beach hot dog with the big arms
and thirty pounds and maybe ten more years of ex-
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1 0 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

perience on his side. And a pure white forehead,
Ryan was thinking, if he ever took that dumb hat
off. He had never seen Bob Jr. without the hat.

“You don’t work for me no more,” Bob Jr. was
saying, “so legally you don’t have to do what I tell
you. But I’ll give you the best reason I know for
clearing out as quick as you can. You know what
it is?”

Jesus Christ, Ryan thought. He said, “No.
What?”

“Lou Camacho.” Bob Jr. paused to let it sink in.
“You don’t beat up a crew leader in front of his
men. He finds out you’re still here, he’ll have some-
body stick a knife in you so fast you won’t even feel
it go in.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Ryan said.
“That happens and I’m up to my ass in so many

sheriff’s cops and state police, I don’t get my cu-
cumbers in till Christmas,” Bob Jr. said. “You see
what I mean?”

Ryan nodded. “I hadn’t thought of the cucum-
bers, either.”

“It’s the reason you’re a free man today,” Bob
Jr. said.

Ryan nodded again. “I see.”
And Bob Jr. kept staring at him. “No, you don’t

see. You’re too dumb. But I’ll tell you,” Bob Jr.
said. “Ritchie Foods got you loose because Ritchie
Foods makes pickles. They make sweet pickles and
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dills and hamburger slices and those little gerkins.
They put the pickles in jars and sell them. But, boy,
what they don’t put in jars and sell are cucumbers.
Big grown cucumbers. That means they got to get
the cucumbers picked before they’re full-grown.
That means they got to hurry this time of year to
get the crop in. But they ain’t going to get it in with
the goddamn pickers sitting around in any god-
damn courtroom. You see it now?”

“Well, the quicker I get my gear, the quicker I’m
gone.” Ryan smiled his down-home smile for Bob
Jr. “So why don’t you give me a lift to the camp? I
mean if you’re going that way.”

Bob Jr. shook his head to show what an effort it
was getting through to this guy. He said finally, “All
right. You pick up your stuff and take off. Right?”

“Yes, sir.” Ryan grinned. “Thanks a lot.”

On the way he read the front page of the Sunday
funnies—Dick Tracy and Peanuts; Bob Jr. wouldn’t
let him open the paper and mess it up; he said he
was taking it to Mr. Ritchie. It didn’t matter to
Ryan. It was only about six miles up to the camp,
off the highway to the left. He wondered if Bob Jr.
was going to drop him off and go on into Geneva
Beach—another two miles north, where the high-
way ended abruptly on Lake Huron—but Bob Jr.
made his turn at the gravel road that went in to the
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1 2 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

camp, maintaining his speed and holding tighter to
keep the pickup from sliding in the ruts. That was
all right too. Let him show off if he wanted. Ryan
felt good. When something was over, it always felt
good. After seven days in the Holden jail, even the
cucumber fields, spreading into the distance on
both sides of the road, looked good. He could re-
lax, take his time; wash up, get his stuff together,
and walk back to the highway. By four or five this
afternoon he should be in Detroit. He started
thinking about what he’d do when he got home.
Take a hot shower and eat, maybe go out after and
have a few beers. Maybe just go to bed in a real bed
for a change.

Up ahead now he could see the company build-
ings. They reminded him of a picture he’d seen in
Life of a deserted World War II Army post—the
weathered barracks and washhouse and latrines in
a hard-packed clearing; gray walls standing beyond
their time; boarded windows or pushed-out screens
and old newspapers and candy wrappers caught in
the weeds that grew close to the buildings. It was
funny he didn’t see any kids in the road. There were
always kids. Not many grown people outside un-
less they were coming in or going out to the fields,
but there were always kids; hundreds of them, it
seemed like, among the eighty-seven families living
here this season. He remembered then it was Sun-
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day. The kids would be at Mass or getting ready for
it or hiding out in the woods somewhere.

That was it. He saw people now crossing from
the shacks to the elm trees that lined the left side of
the road. The priest who came on Sunday always
set up his card-table altar in the elm shade. He’d
park his Olds over there off the road and put his
vestments on behind the car while a couple of the
women dressed the card table with a white cloth
and a crucifix and the priest’s missal.

“Right here,” Ryan said.
“Which one?”
“The shed.”
Bob grinned as he braked, looking back through

the rear window. “The bachelor quarters.” He let
Ryan out, saying, “Remember, now—”

Ryan walked back toward the shed. He heard
the pickup starting off and a moment later heard
the squeal of brakes as it stopped again, but Ryan
didn’t look around. He’d seen enough of the hot
dog and heard enough of him and as far as he was
concerned, Bob Jr. was gone forever. He opened the
door of the shed and went into the mildew-smelling
gloom of the place. It had once housed machinery
or equipment; now there were newspapers spread
over the dirt floor and the papers covered with
pieces of burlap and an old straw rug. Three of
them had lived in here. Now Billy Ruiz and Frank

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 13



1 4 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

Pizarro could have it to themselves. He was glad
they weren’t here.

With the door open the first thing Ryan saw was
the picture of himself on the wall clipped from the
Free Press and pinned there between Al Kaline and
Tony Oliva: Ryan holding the bat and Luis Cama-
cho on the ground. The caption said:

MIGRANT WORKER HITS CREW LEADER FOR RAISE
A difference of opinion resulted in Jack C.
Ryan putting the wood to Luis Camacho,
crew leader of a group of migrant cucumber
pickers from Texas this month working in the
fields of Michigan’s Thumb area. Luis Cama-
cho has been hospitalized. Ryan has been ar-
raigned on a charge of felonious assault and is
awaiting examination.

And something else about the guy making the
movie who happened to be there, but Ryan didn’t
read the rest. He took off his shirt going over to his
cot. His soap and safety razor were on a wall shelf;
he picked them up in one hand, laid a towel over
his shoulder, and went outside again.

The pickup was still in the road. Bob Jr. was out
of it, beyond the front end and standing at the driv-
er’s side of a dark green Lincoln convertible point-
ing this way. Ryan had never seen the car with the
top down before or—walking past the truck now—
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he had never seen it this close. Before, it had always
been a dark green car in the distance trailing dust.
In the field they would straighten up over the cu-
cumber plants; somebody would say, “There goes
Mr. Ritchie,” and they would stare after the car un-
til it was gone.

Coming up past the truck, he got a good look at
Mr. Ritchie—not a bad-looking guy, about forty-
five, sun-glasses and a high, tan forehead, his dark
hair starting to go. Then he was looking at the girl
next to Mr. Ritchie with the big round Audrey
Hepburn sunglasses; she was reading the Sunday
funnies and as Ryan watched her she moved her
dark hair away from her face with the tip of one
finger: straight dark hair and long, down past her
shoulders. She looked young enough to be Mr.
Ritchie’s daughter, but for some reason Ryan knew
she wasn’t.

Mr. Ritchie and Bob Jr. were watching him and
now, one hand on the doorsill and the other on his
hip, Bob Jr. gave a little side-motion jerk of his head
to call Ryan over. He could hear music coming
from the Lincoln convertible and off beyond them
in the elm shade he could see the priest in green
vestments and the people kneeling before the card-
table altar.

Bob Jr. said, “Mr. Ritchie wants me to remind
you you’re not needed around here anymore.”

“I’m going as soon as I clean up.” He was aware
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1 6 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

of the girl looking up from the funnies on her lap,
but he kept his eyes on Bob Jr. Then, when Mr.
Ritchie spoke, he turned a little—with the towel
over his shoulder and holding the end of it in front
of him—to let the girl see his arm, the slim brown
muscle bunched tight against the side of his chest.

“You’re not a picker, are you?” Mr. Ritchie
asked him.

“Not until a few weeks ago.”
“Why’d you join them?”
“I needed something to do.”
“Weren’t you working in Texas?”
“I was playing ball for a while.”
“Baseball?”
“Yes, sir, that’s what you play in the summer.”
Mr. Ritchie stared at him. “I understand you’ve

been arrested before,” he said then. “For what?”
“Well, one time resisting arrest.” Ryan paused.
Mr. Ritchie said, “What else?”
“Another time B and E.”
“What’s B and E?” the girl said.
He looked right at her now, at the nice nose and

the big round sunglasses and the dark hair hanging
close to her face.

“Breaking and Entering,” Bob Jr. said.
The girl kept her eyes on Ryan. She said, “Oh,”

and again brushed aside her hair with the tip of one
finger, a gentle, almost caressing gesture.

She would be nineteen or twenty, Ryan decided:
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slim and brown in white shorts and a striped blue
and tan and white top that was like the top of an
old-fashioned bathing suit, sitting there with her
ankles tucked under her and moving the funnies
now so Ryan or Bob Jr. or anybody who wanted to
could see her nice tan legs.

“We’re taking the boat out,” Mr. Ritchie was
saying to Bob Jr. “We might leave it at the beach
place, I don’t know.”

Bob Jr. straightened. “Right. I’ll have it picked
up if you do.”

“I’ll be going back to Detroit about four thirty.
You can check on the boat anytime after that.”

“Right,” Bob Jr. said. “You’ll be back Friday?”
Mr. Ritchie was looking at Ryan. “We don’t mean

to keep you, if you want to pack and get going.”
“I didn’t know if you were through with me,”

Ryan said.
“We’re through.”
“Just remember,” Bob Jr. said.
Ryan kept his eyes on Mr. Ritchie. “I was just

wondering, you said you were driving to Detroit—”
“What’d I tell you!” The curled brim of Bob Jr.’s

cowboy hat jutted toward him. “I said now. You
know what that means? It means you leave now.
This minute.”

Ryan felt the girl watching him. His gaze shifted
from Mr. Ritchie’s solemn expression and he gave
her the Jack Ryan nice-guy grin and shrugged and,
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1 8 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

just as he saw her begin to smile, walked off toward
the washhouse.

When he came out into the sunlight again,
shaved, cleaner, feeling pretty good, the convertible
and the pickup were gone. He glanced over toward
the elm shade at the priest in green vestments and
the people kneeling before the card-table altar and
he felt a little funny going by with his shirt off. He
wanted to hurry, but he made himself take his time.
Hell, he wasn’t in church. If the priest wanted to
use this place as a church, that was up to him.
Faintly, far away, he heard the words “Sursum
corda” and the deeper sound of the people re-
sponding “Habemus ad Dominum.” The priest did
not speak Spanish and the people had persuaded
him, weeks before, to say the Mass in Latin. “Gra-
tias agamus Domino, deo nostro,” the priest said.

Dignum et justum est. Ryan heard the words in
his mind. He had about fifteen minutes to get out
while they were still at Mass. Some of the people
who had become his friends would stand out in the
sun talking to him forever if he let them. He didn’t
see Marlene Desea but decided she must be over in
the elms. It would be just as well he didn’t see her.
He hadn’t promised Marlene anything, but he
didn’t know what he’d say to her and he’d proba-
bly end up telling her he’d be down to San Antonio
to see her and a lot of crap like that. He didn’t
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worry about Billy Ruiz or Frank Pizarro. He didn’t
give them a thought until he saw Pizarro’s panel
truck, a blue ’56 Ford turning purple and rusting
out along the under edge of the body and wheel
housings.

They were waiting for him inside the shed, Billy
grinning at him with his awful teeth and Frank
Pizarro stretched out on a cot in his boots and
sunglasses.

Billy Ruiz said, “Hey, Frank, look who’s here.”
Pizarro was looking directly at Ryan; still he

raised his head a little, acting it out. “Man, just in
time, uh?”

“Like he know what we found,” Billy Ruiz said.
“Sure,” Pizarro said. “He got a nose for it.”
Ryan spread open his canvas suit-pack on his

cot. He put on a clean shirt and stuffed everything
else he owned into the bag.

“He think he’s leaving,” Pizarro said. “We better
tell him what we found.”
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2
“THERE IT IS,” Billy Ruiz said. “It’s brown, you
can’t see it much in the trees.”

“I see it,” Ryan said.
“The people with the sailboat? They’re from the

house. And the ones making the fire, I think.”
“How many would you say?”
“I don’t know. Twenty cars. Frank say they must

have start coming before noon.”
“I like it so far,” Ryan said. He was smoking a ci-

gar, a thin one that was now half smoked. He
looked all right with it because he was at ease; his
jaw clamped it lightly and he didn’t fool with it or
keep blowing out smoke.

They were walking along the shoreline where the
water would wash in and leave a strip of sand wet
and smooth. They walked barefoot with their pants
rolled to their knees and sneakers in their back
pockets; they wore sunglasses and peaked fishing
caps and walked along taking their time, taking it
easy, two guys from one of the cottages or the pub-
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lic beach out getting a little exercise, looking
around at the boats and the people on the beach,
looking at the cottages that were up on the slope,
back a good two hundred feet from the water. By
now most of the swimmers and sunbathers had
gone in, though there were children still playing
and digging in the sand and a few people walking
along the shore.

“How would you like some of that?” Billy Ruiz
said. “The red two-piece.”

“Maybe in a couple of years,” Ryan said.
“Man, young and tender.”
“There’s one.”
The girl was coming down from a beach-front

store. She wore sunglasses and a white sweatshirt
that reached to her tan thighs and covered her
bathing suit.

“You can’t see what she’s got,” Billy Ruiz said.
“She moves nice.”
“Now you can see the house good,” Billy Ruiz

said.
The house was a brown-shingled, two-story

house that seemed as old and permanent as the
pines closing in on it. A square of white interrupted
the dim look of the house, a sign, a canvas banner
strung between two of the porch posts. It became a
sign as they drew nearer the house.

ANNUAL ALPHA CHI ALUMNI OUTING—red letters
on the white field. There were a few people on the
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porch, but most of the alumni and their wives
seemed to be on the beach; in a gypsy camp of
lounge chairs and beach towels or in small groups
standing by the beached sailboat and around the
cookfire they were building, each one holding, el-
bow at his side, a paper cup or a bottle of beer.

“I like it,” Ryan said. He squinted toward the
house, chewing a little on the end of the cigar.

“We better cut up, uh, before we get there?”
“No, we’ll walk past. Then up through the

trees.”
“I wouldn’t mind another beer.”
“Just take it easy.”
They approached the group by the sailboat. Billy

Ruiz started to walk out into the water to go
around them, but Ryan touched his arm and he fol-
lowed Ryan past them on the beach side, Ryan
pausing to look at the fiberglass catamaran hulls of
the boat and Billy Ruiz thinking, God, he’s going to
talk to them. When they were beyond the people,
Ruiz said, “You want them to see you?”

“I never saw a boat like that,” Ryan said. “You
see it? Like two hulls.”

“Man, why don’t you ask them for a ride?”
Ryan grinned with the cigar in his mouth, glanc-

ing back at the house. “Come on, this is far
enough.” And now they crossed the beach, climb-
ing the rise to a deserted stretch of frontage that
was overgrown with brush and young pines. They
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stopped to put on their shoes, then made their way
through the trees to the private drive behind the
cottages. They could hear cars passing on the high-
way, the Shore Road off beyond a stand of trees,
but they couldn’t see the cars from here. The pri-
vate drive was good and private: no cars except for
the ones parked near the brown house, parked in
the yard and on both sides of the road and in front
of the sign nailed to a tree. YOU’RE HERE! the sign
said, and something smaller beneath the two
words.

“A nice turnout,” Ryan said. “A nice active
group.”

Billy Ruiz was looking up the drive toward the
cars. “That goddamn Pizarro,” he said.

Ryan felt a little tight feeling in his stomach, but
it was natural and there wasn’t anything you could
do about it; he stood at ease with his hands in his
pockets and watched Billy Ruiz: Ruiz squinting and
frowning, his bony shoulders hunched, walking a
few steps and turning, kicking a stone, pulling a
cigarette out of his shirt pocket now, and taking
three matches to light it.

It was about a quarter after four. If he had left
the camp by one, he would be in Detroit now. But
Pizarro and Billy Ruiz had talked him out of it.
They had stopped in a place about noon for ciga-
rettes and all these guys were in the store buying
cases of beer and ice and all kinds of mixes. Pizarro
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and Billy Ruiz had followed them to the house on
the beach and there it was, man, waiting for them,
just like they had talked about it over the wine and
tequila all those Saturday nights. Man, he couldn’t
go home now. Later, maybe. Now he had to at least
look at it. So they had picked up a case of cold beer
and had driven past the place, out to the state park,
where they drank three beers each and talked about
it, Ryan wanting Pizarro to go in the house with
him but Pizarro insisting that he drive the truck be-
cause it was his truck. (“You can drive after,” Ryan
had said. But Pizarro had said no, “I drive it all the
time. Nobody else.” “Frank,” Ryan had said, “if
Billy dents the son of a bitch, we’ll pay you for it.”
No, Pizarro wasn’t having any of that. “I drive,” he
had said, “nobody else.”) All right, Ryan had
thought. No arguing. It would have been good to
let him have one in the mouth and wake him up,
but the better thing was to get it over with and get
out. So he and Billy Ruiz had taken off down the
beach.

“He’ll be here,” Ryan said now.
“He don’t know we’re going to take so long.”
“Then, what’re you blaming him for?” As he

said it they heard a car door slam and saw the car
backing out of the yard behind the brown house. It
moved off in the other direction.

Billy Ruiz stood rigid. “Where is he going?”
“He’s going to get some mustard,” Ryan said.
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“They brought the charcoal and the hamburger and
the paper plates, but his wife forgot the mustard.”

He was watching the car and saw it edge close to
the side of the road as Pizarro’s panel truck, coming
this way, squeezed past. “Here comes a friend of
ours,” Ryan said. He heard Billy Ruiz let his breath
out in a sigh of cigarette smoke and both of them
stood waiting for the truck.

“You were supposed to be here,” Pizarro said. “I
come by before, you’re not here.”

“It took longer than we thought,” Ryan said.
“All right?” The first and last time, he was think-
ing, and said to Pizarro, “You wait here. If some-
body comes, you still wait here.”

“What if it’s cops?”
“What if we forget the whole thing?”
“Listen, I want to be sure. That’s all.”
“Who’s sure?” Ryan said. He went to the back

of the truck and brought out the beer case. The full
bottles and empties had been taken out. He glanced
at Billy Ruiz and the two of them walked away
from the truck toward the brown house, Ryan still
with the little stub of cigar in his mouth.

“What if somebody’s watching?” Billy Ruiz
asked.

Never again, Ryan thought. He said, “Billy,
what are we doing? We’re delivering beer.”

They walked past the cars parked in the road, cut
between them, and were in the yard. “Here’s where
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you wait,” Ryan said. “You watch for the sign. If I
don’t give you the sign, you don’t come. But if I give
it to you, then you come now, you understand?”

Billy Ruiz nodded, concentrating. He watched
Ryan go up a narrow aisle between the cars parked
in the yard, carrying the beer case now with both
hands as if it were full. He watched Ryan step up
on the porch, put the case down, and knock on the
screen door. Ryan waited. He put his face close to
the screen, shading out the light with one hand. He
picked up the case again and went inside.

Billy Ruiz waited. This, he knew, would be the
worst part. He heard cars on the Shore Road be-
yond the trees. He turned and looked up and down
the private drive and saw Frank Pizarro standing
by the truck, looking this way. Get inside! God, the
idiot, standing there! Ruiz’s gaze swung to the
house and now there was no time to worry about
Frank Pizarro. Ryan was standing in the doorway
motioning to him. He hurried past the cars and up
onto the porch, trusting Ryan now, putting it all in
his hands.

Ryan picked the cigar stub from his mouth and
drew Billy Ruiz close to him with a hand on his
shoulder.

“Somebody’s in the living room,” Ryan said.
“But I think we’re all right. It’s at the end of the hall
and the stairs are about halfway. I go up first. You
bring the case and follow me but not right behind.
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If you hear me talking to anybody, walk out. I
mean walk.”

That was it. Simple. Like a huddle in a touch
football game. You go out deep and cut. You go
short and buttonhook. I’ll throw to whoever’s
clear. Maybe it’ll work, maybe it won’t.

Billy Ruiz followed Ryan through the kitchen he
had never seen before to the hall and now heard a
voice in the living room, a woman’s voice, and
laughter. The hall was dim, but the stairs were in
light that came through two windows at the land-
ing. He saw Ryan go up and turn the corner. He fol-
lowed and when he reached the upstairs hall, Ryan
had already found the room where the men of the
Alpha Chi alumni had changed into their bathing
trunks. Ryan stepped in and locked it.

“Look in the bathroom,” Ryan said. He took the
beer case from Ruiz and placed it on the bed, laid
his cigar stub in an ashtray on the nightstand, and
began going through the shorts and trousers on the
bed and chairs and on the dresser, removing the
wallets and dropping them in the beer case, then
checking the pockets for loose bills; he did not take
silver. He looked around the room as he fished
through the pockets, noticing the two windows
that would be at the side and the back of the house.
Good. The back window would open onto the
porch roof.

“Another bedroom,” Billy Ruiz said. He seemed
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surprised, but part of it was fright. “The women’s
clothes are in there.”

“I’ll check it,” Ryan said. “You wait here.” He
moved through the bath to the adjoining bedroom,
closed the door to the hall and locked it and turned
to the clothes on the bed, in neat piles and messy
piles, just as the men’s were. Who goes with who?
Ryan thought. That would be something if you had
time. Try to match them up. There were seven
purses on the dresser; he carried them into the
men’s bedroom and dropped them on the bed and
began removing the wallets from those that had
wallets and checking side pockets for rolled-up
wads of bills. They would take all the wallets and
go through them later.

When he had cleaned out the purses, he took
them back to the women’s bedroom. Just once have
all the purses in one place. Man. Seven here, the
rest would be scattered all over the house and when
it’s time to go, a couple of the women, half loaded,
will be running around saying, “I can’t find my
purse.” And the guy, more in the bag than his wife,
will say, “Well, where did you put it?” He checked
sweater pockets quickly but found nothing except
tissues and a couple of combs.

He paused in the bathroom to open the medicine
cabinet. It was funny about medicine cabinets—all
the stuff in them, medicines and cosmetics he had
never seen before. He took a bottle of Jade East
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from the shelf and studied the label going into the
bedroom.

Billy Ruiz looked at him, still with wide-open
eyes. “What are you doing?” Ryan was rubbing the
after-shave lotion over his jaw.

One of Ryan’s fingers, upright, moved to his
mouth and he stood still. He waited, and then be-
gan rescrewing the cap gently and dropped the bot-
tle to the bed. There was a sound from the stairs.
Steps now in the hall. The doorknob turned.

Ryan, on the far side of the bed from the door,
saw the doorknob and Ruiz’s expression at the
same time. Get to him, Ryan thought. Get a hand
on him. He moved quietly to Ruiz’s side at the foot
of the bed and touched his arm, held it.

The knob turned again, back and forth; the knob
was jiggled, pushed, and pulled.

“Hey, who’s in there?” A pause. “Come on, let
me in.”

Ryan waited. He said, “Just a minute,” and
moved to the closet and began going through the
sweaters and sport coats and pants hanging inside.
He found three billfolds and put them in the beer
case.

“What’re you doing? I got to go to the bath-
room.”

“Use the other one.”
“Hey, who is it?”
“Look, we’ll . . . get out if you’ll go away.”
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“Who’s we?”
Silence. Let it sink in, Ryan thought. He wants to

say something, but now he’s not sure.
Ryan waited until he heard steps in the hall and 

a door close—the other bathroom. Now, Ryan
thought, he’ll open it again quietly, the son of a
bitch, and wait to see who comes out. How about a
guy like that?

“Time to go,” Ryan said. He moved to the back
window that looked out on the porch, unfastened
the screen, and motioned Ruiz to get the beer case.
They climbed out. Ryan went down on his stomach
at the edge of the roof and listened, not moving. Af-
ter this he did not hesitate again; he rolled over the
edge holding the gutter and dropped. Billy Ruiz
lowered the beer case to him and followed and they
went into the brush and trees at the side of the
house, pointing now toward the private drive and
Pizarro’s truck. They walked, they didn’t hurry;
they walked because Ryan said that’s the way it
was done.
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FRANK PIZARRO TURNED LEFT on the Shore Road to-
ward Geneva Beach four miles away and was doing
forty as he shifted into third gear. Ryan, behind him
in the panel compartment, sitting on his canvas
suit-pack and opening the beer case, touched
Pizarro’s shoulder.

“Hey, come on.”
Pizarro glanced at the outside rearview mirror,

then at the two-lane road ahead and now he had to
slow down because of the Sunday-afternoon traffic.
Ryan watched through the windshield. No hurry.
Never hurry. He straightened to look out the back
window. Nothing. A few cars trailing, creeping
along. Billy Ruiz moved in closer on his knees as
Ryan emptied the beer case, dumping the wallets
and billfolds on the floor, and Billy Ruiz spread
them out with his hands, playing with them, enjoy-
ing the feel of them.

“How many do you think?” Ruiz said.
“I don’t know. Thirty-five.”
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“We missed some.”
“Some. Some guys didn’t change. Or they

changed in another room.”
Billy Ruiz grinned. “I’d like to see that guy’s face,

the one in the bathroom, uh?”
They cleaned out the wallets one by one, going

into the card pockets and the cellophane sections to
be sure, but taking only the bills and putting the
empty wallets back in the beer case. Billy Ruiz
handed Ryan what he had found. Ryan separated
the bills by denominations, stacked them again,
and began counting.

“A good day,” Ryan said.
Over his shoulder Pizarro said, “How much?”
“A good day,” Ryan said again.
There was seven hundred and seventy dollars

even. They had been lucky. Even with the uneasy
feeling before, it had come off all right. Even the
amount seemed like a sign of luck. Seven hundred
and seventy.

He counted off two hundred dollars. “For
Frank,” Ryan said to Billy Ruiz. But he hesitated,
held it. He counted off a hundred and handed him
that much. He counted two hundred again. “This is
for you.”

“Hey”—Pizarro was holding the bills open on
the steering wheel—“what kind of cut is this?”

“Your cut,” Ryan said.
“How much you get?”

fi

lo
lo

w
a
fo
d
w
w
e
b
h
se
sk

b
w
a

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 34



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 3 5

y

e,

g
o

he
iz
d
n,

rs
y

he
d

or
d,
m
is

n

“Seven hundred.”
“And I get a hunnert, that’s all?”
“That’s scale for waiting in the truck.”
“Man, I told you. I owe Camacho four hunnert

fifty dollars.”
“That’s right,” Ryan said. “You told me.”
Billy Ruiz was staring at him. Ryan felt it and

looked at the bony, yellowish face with its stained-
looking, wide-open eyes.

“I didn’t sit in no car,” Billy Ruiz said.
“Are you complaining, Billy?”
“I went in with you.”
“Would you have gone in without me?”
Ruiz said nothing. He stared out through the

windshield now, watching the road and the car
ahead of them. Ryan’s eyes dropped to the money,
folding it, but he could still see Billy Ruiz. The
dumb bastard; the dumb cucumber picker. Ruiz
wouldn’t have gone near the house alone. He
wouldn’t have walked past it. Dumb skinny blank-
eyed little weasel that tells you all the places he’s
been and how much he can drink and all the broads
he’s had, with his pants too long and sagging in the
seat, too dumb to know how dumb he looks, how
skinny ugly baggy-assed dumb.

He peeled two twenties and a ten from the roll of
bills and nudged Ruiz’s arm. Ruiz looked at him
with the blank look. He looked down at the money
and he grinned. He was happy. Fifty bucks. God.
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Pizarro could shove it. He was through with
them now and everybody was paid.

But it stayed in his mind. You never should have
let them into this, he thought, then told himself to
forget it. In time this would be past him and he
wouldn’t worry about it or think about it again.
Look at all the things you’ve done that you never
think about anymore, he said to himself.

“Hey, this is the place,” Billy Ruiz said. He was
kneeling up against the front seat, his head lowered
and pointing to the left side of the road. “See, the
golf course along here. Then”—he waited as they
moved past the fairways and scattered greens—“up
there, see? The road goes in. See the sign?” It was
an Old English–looking board sign hanging from a
chain between two posts and painted green. On it
in white letters were the words THE PONTE, and be-
low them, smaller, PRIVATE.

“Remember, I was telling you?” Billy Ruiz said.
“This is the place. All along here where the rich
ones live. Man, they got homes back in there—big,
big—Christ, make that brown one look like a god-
damn chicken house.”

Ryan looked out the back window as they
passed the entrance road and continued along an-
other stretch of fairways. He noticed the same cars
following them.

“You’ve been back in there?”
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“I tole you,” Billy Ruiz answered. “Last year we
go in take a look around, they kick us out.”

“Who kicked you out?”
“I don’t know. Some guy.”
“Police?”
“No, no. Like a gatekeeper. There used to be a

little house there where the road go in? He come af-
ter us.”

“I don’t know,” Ryan said. “I’d have to see it.”
“I tole you, it’s perfect.”
“If you say so.” Let it die, Ryan thought. He

hunched forward and watched the road ahead. In a
couple of minutes it would be over; he’d pile out
with his bag and that would be it. But there was
one more thing to make sure of.

He waited until they were passing the motels on
the outskirts of Geneva Beach, passing the Putt-
Putt Golf now and the Dairy Queen, and could see
the stores and the signal light a couple of blocks
ahead. The IGA supermarket was on the right.

“There,” Ryan said. “You see the IGA?”
“It’s closed,” Pizarro said.
“Remember it.” Ryan watched as they covered

another block. Now he could see the PIER BAR sign
on the left, the white building and the boat docks be-
yond it. Maybe a couple of beers, he thought. And
something to eat. He’d still be in Detroit by nine.

“Right here,” he said to Pizarro.
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“What?”
“I’m leaving you,” Ryan said.
“Man,” Billy Ruiz said, “how can you go? We

got things to do.”
They were approaching the Shore Road—Main

Street intersection and Pizarro was slowing down
now for the traffic signal. “You go around the block
to the back of the IGA store,” Ryan told him. “You’ll
see a lot of boxes and junk piled up. That’s where you
dump the beer case. You got that? Nowhere else.”

“Listen,” Pizarro said, “I tole you, I got to make
some more money.” He was stopping now behind a
car at the intersection.

Billy Ruiz was frowning. “What do you go for?
We can make this every week.”

“You and Frank do it,” Ryan said. As the panel
truck came to a full stop he had the rear door open
and was out, dragging his canvas bag after him.

Billy Ruiz was close behind him, crouched in the
open doorway now. “Wait a minute. Man, we
should go somewhere and talk.”

Ryan said, “Watch your fingers, Billy,” and
slammed the door. Walking across the street to the
Pier Bar, he heard Pizarro call something and heard
a car blowing its horn and then another one, but he
didn’t look back. No, sir, that was over.

Bob Jr. said, “What do you mean he took your
keys?”
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“I mean he took the keys,” the girl said. “So I
can’t drive the Mustang.”

“Well, sure, because of last week.”
“The creep,” the girl said.
“He doesn’t want you getting in any more trou-

ble.”
“I like the way you stick up for him.”
“Well,” Bob Jr. said. “It’s his car.”
“It is not. It’s in my name. I made sure of that,

Charlie.”
“Well, he gave it to you.”
“Big deal.”
“When do you go to court?”
“I don’t know. Next month.”
“I understand one of the boys is really hurt.”
“That’s too bad,” the girl said.
“I guess it’s his own fault.”
“You bet it is,” the girl said.
Bob Jr. eased lower in the white lounge chair.

“Listen, why don’t you come on over here?” he
said to the girl, whose name was Nancy and who
had been living in Mr. Ritchie’s house since early
June. “Why don’t you sit down and relax a while?”

“I’m going to go in and get a sweater.”
“Bring me one.”
“None of Ray’s would fit you.”
“I was just kidding. I don’t need any sweater.”
He turned, shifting his weight, to watch Nancy

walk toward the house. She could stand about ten
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pounds but, damn, that was a nice little compact
can in the white shorts and the striped top you
could see down, and she knew it too, whenever she
bent over. He watched her slide open the glass door
that led into the activities room. That’s where the
bar was. Maybe she’d bring out some drinks.

That’d be something. Get her to loosen up and
relax. It was quiet now except for once in a while
the faint, faraway sound of a boat motor; quiet and
nice with the patio and swimming pool and most of
the lawn in the shade; quiet and private with the
stockade fence on both sides of the yard and, out in
front, against the sky, the edge of the steep slope
that dropped down to the beach: forty-eight steps
and two landings. He ought to know because he
had put the new stairway in the end of June with
the two pickers helping him and Nancy lying
around in the little two-piece outfit with her belly
button showing. He had been coming back ever
since.

Today he had waited until 5:30, giving Mr.
Ritchie plenty of time to start back to Detroit. If
Mr. Ritchie had still been here, Bob Jr. figured he
could always say he’d come to check on the boat.
Mr. Ritchie did that a lot on Sunday: he and Nancy
would go out and fool around a couple of hours
then tie up at the house instead of the yacht club so
Mr. Ritchie could change, get right in his car, and
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head for Detroit. Then Bob Jr. would have to call
the yacht club for somebody to come over and pick
up the boat—a beauty sitting out there now, a
thirty-eight footer, white with dark green trim,
white and pickle green, like everything Mr. Ritchie
owned: white house with a green sun deck over the
lower level, green shrubs, green tile around the
pool, green Mustang, green Lincoln, all the farm
equipment green, a green and white Swiss-looking
hunting lodge up back of the farm property. It was
all right, Bob Jr. had decided, if you liked green and
white, but his favorite colors, personally, were blue
and gold, the colors of the uniforms they had worn
at Holden Consolidated.

She came out in a light blue crew-neck sweater
that looked nice with her dark hair, taking her time
and not carrying a bottle or glasses, damn it. It was
strange she walked so slow, a girl as itchy-bitchy as
she generally was.

“I thought I had another set of keys,” Nancy
said, “but I don’t.”

“I’ll tell you what. I’ll let you use the pickup.”
“That son of a bitch. He expects me to sit here

all week waiting for him.”
Bob Jr.’s head was turned to watch her. “Isn’t

that part of the deal?”
“The deal, Charlie, is none of your business.”
“Why don’t you get us some drinks?”
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“I want to do something.”
“Well, let’s see,” Bob Jr. said. “We could go out

in the boat.”
“I’ve been out in the boat.”
“What do you do out there?”
Nancy stood with her arms folded, looking out

past the edge of the bluff, at the lake that reached to
the horizon. She didn’t bother to answer him.

“You do some fishing?”
She gave him a look.
“I know what. You go swimming bare-ass and

then he chases you around the boat.”
“Right,” Nancy said. “How did you know?”
“Come on, let’s go out. Just till dark.”
“Your wife will be wondering about you.”
“She went down to Bad Axe to visit her mother.”
“With all the little kiddies? While Daddy—what

do you tell her Daddy’s doing?”
“Come on, let’s go out in the boat.”
“I don’t want to go out in the boat.”
“Then, get us something to drink. Hey, some

Cold Ducks.”
“I want to do something.”
“That’s something.”
“I want to go out.”
“And ride some boys off the road?”
She was looking at him now. “You wouldn’t

have enough nerve.”
“I know something better to do.”
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“You wouldn’t have the nerve to take me out,”
she said then. “Would you? You’ll sneak in here
when Ray’s gone, but you wouldn’t take me out,
would you?”

“Like where?”
“Out. I don’t know.”
“There’s no reason. You got everything you

want right here.”
“I want to go out,” Nancy said. “Do you want

to go out with me or do you want to go home?”

It was almost seven by the time they reached
Geneva Beach. Bob Jr. said well, tell me what you
want to do, you want to do something so bad.
Nancy told him she’d let him know.

“Well, if we’re going driving, I got to get some
cigarettes.” Bob Jr. angled-parked near the drug-
store and went inside.

Nancy waited in the pickup truck, her gaze mov-
ing slowly over the people who idled past on the
sidewalk. After a minute or so she sat up on the seat
and began combing her hair in the rearview mirror.
When she stopped, the comb still in her hair, she
edged to the side, looking past her own reflection.
For a moment she sat still. Then she turned so she
could look at them directly: Jack Ryan and the
heavyset man standing by the restaurant across the
street. They moved along the sidewalk, waited for
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the Shore Road light, and crossed over toward the
Pier Bar.

When Bob Jr. came out of the drugstore, her hair
was combed and she said to him, “I know where I
want to go.”
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WHEN NANCY HAYES was sixteen she liked to babysit.
She didn’t have to babysit, she could have had a
date almost any night of the week. She didn’t need
the money, either; her father sent her a check for
$100 every month in an envelope marked PER-
SONAL that came the same day her mother received
her alimony check. Nancy babysat because she
liked to.

It was while she and her mother were living in
Fort Lauderdale in a white $30,000 house with
jalousy windows and terrazzo floors and a small
curved swimming pool in the yard, not quite seven
miles from the ocean. Not far from them, on the
other side of the Ocean Mile Shopping Center, the
houses were larger, on canals, some with cruisers
moored to the dock. The people who lived here
were not year-round residents but stayed usually
from January through Easter. They went to several
parties a week and those with young children, if
they were lucky, got Nancy Hayes to babysit for
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them. They liked Nancy: really a cute kid with the
dark hair and brown eyes and cute little figure in
her T-shirt and hip-huggers. She was also polite.
She stayed awake. And she usually brought a book.

The book was a good touch. She would bring
one of the Russians or an autobiography and leave
it on the coffee table by the couch until it was time
to go, moving her bookmark thirty or forty pages
before the people came home. What Nancy liked
to do the first few times she sat for someone was
look through the house. She would wait until the
children were asleep, then she would begin, usually
in the living room, and work toward the master
bedroom. Desks were good if they had letters in
them or a checkbook to look through. Kitchens
and dining rooms were boring. Florida or family
rooms had possibilities only. But bedrooms were
always fun.

Nancy never found anything really startling, like
letters from a married man under the woman’s un-
derwear or dirty pictures in her husband’s drawer.
The closest she came to that was a copy of a nudist
magazine beneath three layers of starched white
shirts and—one other time—a revolver in with the
socks and handkerchiefs. But the revolver wasn’t
loaded and there weren’t any bullets in the drawer.
It was usually that kind of letdown, expecting to
find something and not finding it. Still, the actual
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looking was fun, the anticipation that she might,
one of these evenings, discover something good.

Another thing Nancy liked to do was break
things. She would drop a glass or a plate in the
kitchen every once in a while, but the real bounce
was breaking something expensive, a lamp or fig-
urine or mirror. Though it couldn’t be two houses
in the same neighborhood or more than once in the
same house—or at all if the child she was taking
care of was old enough to talk. The best way was to
sit on the living room floor rolling a ball to the two-
or three-year-old, then pick the ball up and throw it
at a lamp. If she missed, she would keep trying.
Eventually she would shatter the lamp and little
Greg would be blamed. (“I’m terribly sorry, Mrs.
Peterson, he was pulling on the cord and before I
could get to him—”) Gosh, she was sorry.

Another thing that was fun she did with the fa-
thers when they drove her home. She didn’t always
do it, or with all the fathers. To qualify, the father
had to be in his thirties or early forties, a sharp
dresser, good-looking in a middle-aged way and at
least half in the bag each time he drove her home. To
do it right required care and patience over a period
of months, during a dozen or so rides home. The
first time she would be very nice, her book in her
lap, and not speak unless asked a direct question. If
asked a question, it was usually about the book or
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how’s school. Somehow, then, in answering—telling
her grade in school or describing the book, which
seemed pretty deep for a young girl—she would let
him know she was going on seventeen. During the
next several rides home she would be increasingly
more at ease, friendly, outgoing, sincere; she would
come off as a serious reader, a bright girl interested
in what was going on in the world, especially the
teenage world with its changing fads and attitudes.
Sometimes the discussion was so interesting they
would arrive at Nancy’s house and, parked in the
drive, continue talking for another ten or fifteen
minutes. Sooner or later then, usually between the
fifth and eighth ride home, talking as they pulled
into the drive, she would zap him.

It would be an apparently innocent question,
part of their conversation. Like: “Do you think
it’s all right for teen-agers to make out?” He
would act casual and ask her to define making out
and she would say: “You know, parked some-
where.”

“Well, if you’re just parked, listening to the 
radio—”

“Of course I mean if they’re in love, or if they
feel at least a strong physical attraction.”

“You wonder if it’s all right for them to do a lit-
tle smooching?”

“Uh-huh, not necessarily going all the way or
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sexing around too much, but maybe frenching and
letting him touch you, you know, here.”

Then the timing. Just as he said, “Well—” she
would look at her watch and say, “Oh my gosh, I’d
better get in!” And with a thanks-a-lot, slam the
door in his face.

Then the next time steer the conversation or wait
to see if he steered it to making out—or smooching
or necking, as he called it. If he didn’t she would
move in quickly and zap him again.

“But why are boys always, you know, so anx-
ious?”

“It’s just the way they are physiologically. I sup-
pose psychologically too.”

Innocently, a sincere girl in search of knowledge:
“Are older men that way?”

“Sure older men are. Not too old but older.”
“I’ve wondered about that. Like young girls who

marry older men.”
“Well, if they’re too old—”
“There was a movie star recently—I can’t think

of his name—he’s fifty and the girl I think is twenty-
two. That’s, gosh, twenty-eight years difference!”

“If they get along, have mutual interests, a rap-
port, then why not?”

“Uh-huh. I guess so. If they love each other.”
Now watch the serious, rationalizing father

turning it over in his mind in the dark car with the
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dash lights and the radio low and her tan legs in the
short shorts. “What are you, seventeen? That
would be only eighteen years difference between
us,” he would say, knocking anywhere from three
to six years from his age. “Could you imagine—say
in a couple of years, and if I weren’t married—
could you imagine you and I going together?”

“I hadn’t thought of it that way.”
“But it could happen, couldn’t it?”
“Gee, I guess it could.”
Within one December to April season, six after-

the-party, half-in-the-bag fathers, who lived within
a mile of one another but were not acquainted (she
made sure of that), had reached the verge and real-
ized the clear possibility that cute little Nancy
Hayes with the cute little figure could be more to
them than a babysitter. Three escaped: they did
nothing about it; they seemed interested in her; they
liked talking to her; they teased themselves with the
possibility of her; but they did nothing about it.

Three did not escape.
One of them, taking Nancy home, turned off the

road before reaching her street and rolled dead-
engine into the willows that grew along a deserted
stretch of canal. He pulled her to him across the
console-glovebox between the bucket seats, with
the faint sound of Sinatra coming from the instru-
ment panel, and with a sad, aching look in his eyes
kissed her gently, lingeringly on the mouth. When
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they parted, Nancy nestled close and put her head
on his shoulder.

The second one happened to run into Nancy late
one afternoon at the Ocean Mile Shopping Center,
at the paperback rack in the drugstore, and asked
her if she’d like a lift home; then, because it was
such a terrific afternoon, asked if she’d like to drive
over to Bahia Mar and watch the fishing boats
come in. They stopped at Bahia Mar long enough
to buy a sixpack and drove up the beach, almost to
Pompano, where a row of new condominium
apartments were under construction, empty con-
crete shells in the 5:30 sunlight, rising out of the
cleared land. They parked in the close shadow of
what would soon be the east wing of The Castile
and the father drank three of the beers, giving her
sips, bigger and bigger sips, telling her it was funny
how much easier it was to talk to her than to his
wife, how she seemed to understand him better. He
was gentle when he put his arm around her and
raised her chin gently but studied as he kissed her,
his palm against her cheek. Her head tilted to his
shoulder, her eyes warm and holding.

The third one came home from golf in the early
afternoon to find his wife in Miami shopping and
Nancy babysitting: Nancy in a dry two-piece white
bathing suit watching the four-year-old at the shal-
low end of the pool. She could go now, but he asked
her to stay awhile, to put the youngster in bed for
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his nap while he changed. The father had three gim-
lets and swam one length of the pool while Nancy
watched from a lounge chair. He came out to stand
over her dripping, sucking in his stomach as he
rubbed a towel over his body. He said, hey, haven’t
you been in yet? Nancy said she had to go. The fa-
ther said come on, don’t be chicken. He pulled her
up. Nancy fought him just enough, laughing, and
felt him sneak a feel as he threw her in the pool.
When she went into the house, he followed her,
stopping in the kitchen to make another gimlet.
Nancy went to the guest room, where she had
changed. She closed the door, took off the top of
her bathing suit and began drying her hair. She
didn’t have long to wait. He said, “Are you decent?”
opening the door as he said it. Nancy squealed and
turned away from him. In the dresser mirror she
watched him come up behind her. She felt his hands
on her hips, then slide around her waist. She let her
head sink back to rest on his shoulder.

And to each of the three who did not escape,
close to them, her head on their shoulders, she said,
“Do you know what I’m going to do?”

Each one of the three whispered. “No. What are
you going to do?”

And she answered, “I’m going to write to your
wife and tell her you were seen taking advantage of
a sixteen-year-old girl, that’s what.”

She did, too.
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* * *

Ray Ritchie, father number two, the one who had
taken Nancy for the ride up toward Pompano,
looked at the note and said to his wife, “I like girls,
you know that. But I draw the line.” That would
serve as his statement. Ray Ritchie almost always
had something going on the side, from out-of-town
weekends to downtown year-rounders, and he
knew his wife wasn’t going to make a case out of
this one. He was busy, he traveled a lot, he had in-
terests in several companies in addition to Ritchie
Foods; his wife had a $150,000 home, live-in help,
clubs, charge accounts, their one child in a good
school and she could believe whatever she liked.

Nancy didn’t see Ray Ritchie again until the next
season. She wasn’t babysitting anymore, she was
working in a casual shop at Ocean Mile. This time
when Ray Ritchie ran into her, he didn’t take her to
Bahia Mar or up toward Pompano. He took her to
the Lucayan Beach Hotel on Grand Bahama for the
weekend, Saturday through Tuesday.

The following 4th of July, Nancy was Miss Perky
Pickle; she wore a dark green bathing suit and dark
green high heels and rode through Geneva Beach
behind the Holden Consolidated Marching Band,
waving to everybody from the top of Ray Ritchie’s
Continental. In August she wrote to her mother to
say she was taking a job in Ritchie Foods’ P.R. de-
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partment. She wrote the letter from her $400-a-
month apartment overlooking the Detroit River.

As Miss Perky Pickle, she attended conventions,
promotional parties, and store openings. She went
to Cleveland, Chicago, and Minneapolis with Ray.
She posed with Ritchie Foods’ displays and passed
out samples. She waited in hotel suites for Ray. She
raced to airports with Ray. She sat with Ray and his
group at bunny clubs and key clubs, usually the
only girl at the table. She listened to the radio or
record player all day when she was in the apart-
ment. She switched her allegiance from the Hermits
to the Loving Spoonful to the Blues Magoos and
the Mamas and the Papas. She read Vogue, Bazaar,
and ’Teen. She walked around the apartment and
looked at herself in the mirror. She looked out the
window, at the winter stillness of the Detroit River,
at the factory warehouse skyline of Windsor, On-
tario. She fooled around with an account rep from
Ritchie Foods’ ad agency who pretended to be re-
laxed but kept looking toward the door. She sat
alone weekends when Ray was in Fort Lauderdale
with his family. She was thinking of going down
herself, to see what old Mom was doing, when Ray
asked if she wanted to spend the summer at the
beach house—he’d be up quite a bit and it would be
cooler than Detroit.

There was sunlight in the windows and on the
pale blue carpeting, an afternoon in late May,
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quiet in the apartment because Ray had turned
off the radio when he came in. He had ten min-
utes to change and pack an overnight bag for
Chicago; forty minutes to get to the airport. She
had fixed him a Scotch and soda and now sat on
the couch while he changed his clothes, came out
of the bedroom several times with the drink in his
hand, took two phone calls and made a call, and
finally stopped long enough to mention the beach
house.

“What about your wife, doesn’t she go up?”
“A couple of times, maybe. She stays home and

plays golf. She plays golf every morning and drinks
gin and tonic in the afternoon.”

“What do I do when she comes?”
“You go to the hunting lodge. Or come back

here if you want.”
“Slip out the back door as she comes in the

front.”
“If you don’t like the way it is,” Ray Ritchie said,

“I’ll have somebody drive you to the airport.”
“It’s nice to know you can’t live without me.”
“Did I make any promises to you? We’re square

right now aren’t we, if you want to take off? Do I
owe you anything?”

“The businessman.”
“Right, a deal. Have I said it was anything else?”
“You’ve never said what it was.”
“You’re a cute kid, Nancy,” Ray Ritchie told her.
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“If I had to replace you, it would probably take me
a week.”

She remained on the couch after he had gone,
aware of the afternoon stillness and aware of her-
self alone. She sat quietly while Ray and his group
whipped off to Chicago to attend the dumb meet-
ing or look at the dumb plant and make big impor-
tant decisions about their dumb business.

Wow. And she sat here waiting for him.
He would call tomorrow, sometime in the after-

noon, and show up about seven with one or two of
his group. She would broil steaks as they continued
making big important observations and decisions
until about eleven. Then she and Ray would be
alone and the corporate executive turned lover
would say something unbelievable like, “Come
here, doll. Miss me?” God. And the big passion
scene would get under way. She would give him a
look with her hair slanted across one eye, then go
around turning off lights and taking glasses into the
kitchen and by the time she got to the bedroom, he
would be waiting with his one-button Italian-cut
suit on the floor, his stomach sucked in, and Scotch
and Lea & Perrins on his breath.

Unbelievable.
And he can replace you in a week, she thought.

Did you know that?
Okay. She could pack her clothes right now and

walk out.
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She could smash the lamps, the glasses, and the
dishes and then walk out.

She could have Ivory Brothers come in the morn-
ing and move out all the furniture and put it in
storage.

But she didn’t. She got up and turned the radio
on and started thinking about the beach house,
wondering if she would like it and if there would be
enough to do. After a year with Ray Ritchie the
severence pay would have to be more than furni-
ture and a few clothes. You bet your ass it would,
Raymond.

During the first part of June she was content to lie
in the sun by the pool and work on her tan; but by
the end of the month there had to be more to do
than lie around or play house with Ray when he
came up.

The target pistol was fun for about a week. It
was a long-barreled .22 Woodsman she had bought
in Florida because she liked the look of it or just to
have, to know she had a gun; maybe that was it.
Her first target was the window of a grocery store
way out the Shore Road. She would remember
driving by in the early evening, then turning around
and coming back about forty miles an hour, seeing
it on the left side of the road, closed but with a light
on, coming up on it and holding the gun extended
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in her left hand, arm resting on the door sill, not
sighting but pointing in the general direction. She
fired three times and heard the plate glass shatter as
she sailed past, flooring the accelerator to get out of
there. The game was to see if she could knock out a
window without really aiming, with the right or
left hand, at cottages, storefronts, signs, going by at
speeds up to seventy: a shooting gallery in reverse.
She had tried boats, firing at them from the trees or
vacant frontage, but the boats were usually too far
out and it was hard to tell when she scored a hit.
Officially Nancy went shooting only four times in
June, but it was enough to make front-page “Phan-
tom Sniper” stories, with pictures of broken win-
dows, in the Geneva Beach and Holden papers. She
looked through the Detroit papers but never found
a single mention.

Once, she had almost told Bob Jr. about it but at
the last moment decided not to. He wouldn’t have
got it. He would have frowned and said something
dumb. It had been fun though, in the beginning,
turning him on.

While Bob Jr. worked on the new stairway
down to the beach, putting in the support posts
and nailing on the side rails and steps, Nancy sun-
bathed on the beach. It took him a week, though
she was sure he could have finished the job in a
few days. Nancy would lie on a straw mat in her
faded light blue bikini and every once in a while
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look up at him: Bob Rogers Jr. bare to the waist
with his cowboy hat and his apron full of nails.
His body was dark reddish brown and the hair on
his chest and arms glistened in the sun. He wasn’t
bad-looking at all, very animal, though his stom-
ach was beginning to hang over his belt and in a
few years he’d be a slob.

The afternoon of the third day Nancy didn’t go
down to the beach. But about three o’clock she
stood on the crest of the slope with a bottle of beer
in one hand and a good crystal glass in the other,
standing in sort of a slouch with her legs apart. He
came up and they went over by the pool while he
drank the beer and they talked. Nancy fooling
around drawing things with her toe and then look-
ing up at him and smiling, once almost losing her
balance on the edge of the pool and reaching out to
grab his arm and feeling him tighten his muscle.
The jerk. He smoked two cigarettes and took little
sips of the beer, making it last.

Bob Jr. was wearing a clean sport shirt when he
came back the next afternoon. He had mislaid his
level and wondered if he’d left it here.

After a trip down and up the stairs, acting it out,
looking over the rail along the slope, he said, nope,
it must be in the truck and he just didn’t see it. But
since he was here would she like to go for a ride or
something?

“Where?” Nancy asked.
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“I don’t know. Down the beach.”
“Why not stay here?” Nancy said and added,

looking up at him with the bedroom brown eyes,
“No one’s home.”

“You talked me into it.” Bob Jr. grinned.
She wasn’t sure at this point what she wanted

him to do. Still, she brought him along, serving him
beer on the patio and giving him the basic treat-
ment: the down-under look with dark hair slanting
across one eye, putting her foot on the edge of his
chair near his leg, leaning over to fool with her san-
dal strap and letting him look down the front of her
blouse. He was on his third beer when he happened
to say something about his kids. Why hadn’t she
thought of it before? Of course he was married;
thirty-two or three, living in Geneva Beach all his
life, what else would he do?

“Is your wife from Geneva Beach?”
“No, she’s a Holden girl.”
“But you went to school together.”
“Yeah, how did you know?”
“And you’ve been married about—ten years?”
“Nine.”
“Let’s see, three children.”
“Two, a boy eight and a boy six.”
“Are you their big buddy? Take them fishing and

camping?”
“We go out, well, once in a while. I got this boat
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a couple years ago, eighteen footer with a big
ninety-five-horse Merc on it.”

“Sounds like fun.”
“We can go way out with it. I mean way out.”
“And do what?”
“Fish. Whatever you want.” He was staring at

her. “I’ll have to take you out sometime,” Bob Jr.
said.

“When?” Nancy asked. Like that, nailing it
down.

After the first time, when he had to come in
close because she didn’t know his boat, Nancy
swam from the beach and Bob Jr. let the boat drift
in to meet her, watching her nice easy strokes,
then pulled her glistening out of the water, his
stomach tightening and his shoulder muscles pop-
ping out.

Then heading out full throttle, Bob Jr. sat side-
ways at the wheel under the canvas top and Nancy
stretched out in a plastic chair back in the deck-
well by the 95-horse Merc, giving him something
to think about when he was home with his wife
from Holden and the boy eight and the boy six.

The third time out she gave him something to
think about the rest of his life. While he was look-
ing forward, watching the bow take the lake swells,
Nancy took off the bra of her bikini and sat back
again closing her eyes.
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She would love to see his reaction when he
looked around, but that wasn’t the way to do it.
This was the way: eyes closed, very casual, a kind
of natural innocence. Finally the motor was shut
off and she could feel the boat drifting and his
weight on the deck.

“Boy, you take a sunbath, you like to get it all
over.”

She opened her eyes. “Uh-huh.”
“I’ve heard about topless suits—but, man.”
He was standing over her and now eased down

to one knee and rested an arm on her chair. “You
don’t realize how tan a person is,” he said, “till you
see the difference, huh?”

“I’d like to be tan all over by the end of the
summer.”

“Well, listen, go ahead. Nobody’s going to see
you out here.”

“I don’t think I could.”
“Come on, who’s going to see you?”
“You would.”
“Me? Hell, you think I haven’t seen a girl with-

out any clothes on before?”
“Sure,” Nancy said. “Your wife.”
Bob Jr. laughed. “Some besides her even. Hey,

come on.” Serious again.
“Please,” Nancy said. “Let me get to know you a

little better.” She smiled, almost shyly. She closed
her eyes, leaning back and resting her head on the
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aluminum frame, giving him a good profile from
nose to navel.

After a minute passed, she knew he wasn’t going
to grab her. He wasn’t going to risk it. He had
something here that had never been within his
reach before and he wasn’t going to blow it by
grabbing her the first time out.

They swam off the boat for a while and on the
way back in Bob Jr. said why didn’t they do it again
tomorrow? Nancy said she was sorry, she was ex-
pecting Ray to call. She avoided him the next few
days, watching from the bluff as the boat came nos-
ing in out of the deep water, then stepping back out
of sight as he lowered the revs and rumbled close to
shore.

The following week she pulled up next to his
pickup at a Geneva Beach stoplight, seeing his va-
cant expression crack open into a big dumb grin as
he looked her way and leaned out the window.

“Hey! Where you been, stranger?”
Going out the next day, Bob Jr. was relaxed and

smiling, smoking one cigarette after another as he
pointed out cloud formations and identified land-
marks along the shore and commented on how nice
the boat was handling.

“You know,” he said finally, cutting the motor,
“I don’t think I ever met a girl like you before.”

“Maybe it’s just a feeling,” Nancy said.
“Sure it’s a feeling, a pretty good one.”
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“Maybe I understand you better than your wife
does.” She thought: And he says—

“You know, it’s funny you should say that.”
“I’ve never met a man quite like you before,”

Nancy said.
Bob Jr. drew on his cigarette and flicked it over

the side, way out, then looked at her again.
“You going to take your top off?”
“Not today.”
“What do you mean not today?”
“It’s too cold.”
“Too cold! For Christ sake, it’s eighty-nine de-

grees out!”
“I don’t know,” Nancy said. “I must have a chill

or something. Do you have a sweater?”
He didn’t say much on the way in. He kept look-

ing at her sitting back there with her legs tucked
beneath her and his sweatshirt down over her
knees. She would smile at him every once in a
while, letting him know that if he wanted her
badly enough, it was going to take more than a
boat ride, buddy.

Now, while Bob Jr. was still trying to find out
what exactly it would take, Nancy had shifted her
interest.

She had a clear mental picture of Ryan standing
by Ray’s car showing her his muscle. She had met a
few Jack Ryans before, in Florida, and she could
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see him at the dresser combing his hair, looking at
himself in the mirror, or in the kitchen opening a
can of beer: dark brown and stringy hard above
and below the tan lines, thin and slow-moving, a
poser.

But there was more to him than that, more to
him than the posing and the police record—the re-
sisting arrest and breaking and entering and what
he did to the crew leader. Nancy had a feeling about
Ryan. Not an emotional feeling, a girl-boy feeling,
but a clearly focused zeroed-in feeling, a seeing-
him-and-knowing-right-away feeling that Jack
Ryan, or someone just like him, was the answer:
her way out of here with a lot more than furniture
and a few clothes.

The idea had come to her suddenly right after
seeing him at the migrant camp. The idea was wild,
so far out she had only smiled at first, thinking of
what it would do to Ray Ritchie. But the more she
thought of the idea, the more she liked it. It was
fantastic, way out, and beyond anything she had
ever done before. The trouble was, the whole thing
would depend on Ryan. It would depend first on
whether or not he was staying around Geneva
Beach instead of going home, and second, it would
depend on his nerve. She had a feeling that if he re-
ally wanted to stay, if he had a good reason to stay,
he would.
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If he didn’t have a reason to stay, she might have
to give him one. Which shouldn’t be too hard. Then
play with him to see what he was really like.

But the whole deal, staying and going along with
her idea, both, depended really on how much nerve
he had.

Which she would have to find out.
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“HEY, YOU GOT TIME to have one with me?” Mr.
Majestyk was swiveled around, heavy legs apart,
his heels hooked in the rungs of the bar stool.

Ryan had noticed him, three stools away: the guy
looked like an ex-pro guard hunched over the bar,
leaning on his stubby arms and a dead cigar in the
ashtray. He had been talking to the bartender about
fishing, how the perch must have all been asleep to-
day, and Ryan had listened because they were close
and he could hear them. He was going to have an-
other beer, so if the guy wanted to buy, it was okay.
He could leave anytime he wanted. The guy moved
over and it was funny how they got to talking right
away: Mr. Majestyk mentioning the picture in the
newspaper, Ryan with the baseball bat, and saying
how he had recognized Luis Camacho.

“Sure, I see that spig before,” Mr. Majestyk said.
He had kicked Camacho and a girl spik off his

private beach about two weeks before. “People
walk by, that’s all right, along the water. But this

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 67



6 8 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

guy spread out a blanket and him and the girl are
laying there on private property. I tell him nice he’s
got to leave, this is private property. And he gets
abusive. Christ, you should hear the language.
You’ve heard it, but I mean in front of the people
staying at my place. I want to deck the son of a
bitch, but how does that look? What kind of a
place is this, the owner gets in a fight? You have to
handle it better than that.”

“What have you got?” Ryan asked. “Cabins?”
“Cabins? The Bay Vista out on the Shore Road.”

Like, what’s the matter with you? Cabins. “We got
fourteen cabana units with two bedrooms, bath,
living room and kitchenette, all with a screen
porch, and seven motel units. We also got a swim-
ming pool, shuffleboard, and play area for the
kids.”

“So what’d you do about Camacho?”
“Well, the girl, she’s nervous as a whore in

church and says something to him and they leave.
But walking away, he turns and sticks his finger up
in the air, you know, like this is what you can do,
buddy. I almost took after him.”

“He was begging for it,” Ryan said. “If it wasn’t
me, it would’ve been somebody else.”

“That’s what I thought,” Mr. Majestyk said.
“You got time for another?”

“I guess so.”
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“How about at a table? We can stretch out
more.”

Ryan went along. It was nice here. There was a
smell of beer in the place, but it was not a small-
town tavern or a shot and a beer kind of bar. It
was a beach bar, a marina bar, with a fishnet and
life preservers and brass fixtures on white walls
and a good view of the boat docks. It was quiet
but not too quiet. There was record music and
people were talking, having a good time, nobody
dressed up: people who’d been out in their boats
and stopped off for a couple. It was a nice place.
He had spotted the waitress right away and that
was nice too: blond ponytail and tight red pants.
She had passed close to him going to the service
section of the bar, where there were curved
chrome handles like the top of a swimming pool
ladder.

Then at the table with a pitcher of Michelob and
a couple of bags of Fritos and some beer nuts: Mr.
Majestyk asking questions about Camacho and
what kind of a crew leader he was—saying spig for
spik and hid for hit, like “when you hid the son of a
bitch”—talking easily but talking a lot.

Then he didn’t say anything for maybe a minute.
Ryan looked around and sipped his beer and finally
Mr. Majestyk said, “Listen, do you want me to tell
you something?”

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 69



7 0 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

“Go ahead.”
“Sitting at the bar, I wasn’t going to say anything

to you. And then I figured what the hell.”
“Yeah?”
“Do you know they got a movie of you belting

the guy?”
“I heard about it.”
“I saw it the other day. Three times.”
Ryan was looking at him now. “What’d they

show it to you for?”
“Well, if they hadn’t dropped the charge and you

came to trial? It would’ve been in my court.” Mr.
Majestyk paused. “I’m the J.P. here, justice of the
peace.”

Ryan kept his eyes on him.
“I’m telling you why I saw the movies, that’s all.”
“What’s the beer for?”
“I’m on the Chamber of Commerce.”
Ryan didn’t smile. “I got to get going.”
“Buddy, if you’re nervous about it, maybe you’d

better.”
“I’m not nervous about anything.” Ryan sipped

his beer.
“But they told you you had to leave.” Mr.

Majestyk waited, letting him relax a little. “There’s
no charge against you. How can they make you
leave if you want to stay?”

“They phony something up. Vagrancy or some-
thing.”
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“You got money?”
Ryan looked at him. “Enough.”
“So how can you be arrested for vagrancy? You

ever been picked up for that?”
“No.”
“They said something about you were arrested a

couple of times. Car theft?”
“Joyriding. Suspended.”
“What about this resisting arrest?”
“A guy was giving me a hard time. I hit him.”
“The cop?”
“No, before.”
“With what?”
“I hit him with a beer bottle.”
“Broken one?”
“No, this guy tried to pull something. I didn’t get

arrested for hitting him. It was after, when the cop
told me to drop the bottle.”

“You didn’t drop it quick enough.”
Ryan was looking at the waitress. She had the

masked look a lot of waitresses put on, telling noth-
ing, letting you know you weren’t anything special.
Probably a stuck-up broad who was dumb and
didn’t know it. Broads like that burned him up. She
looked nice, though: starched ruffled blouse and
the tight red pants, like a swordfighter outfit. She
came over with another pitcher of beer. He
watched Mr. Majestyk give her tail a little pat and
she didn’t seem to mind.
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“What’s your name, honey?” His big hand rest-
ing gently on her red hip.

“Mary Jane.”
“Mary Jane, I want you to meet Jack Ryan.”
“I’ve seen him before,” she said, looking at Ryan

as she placed the pitcher on the table. He saw her
eyes and it gave him a funny feeling. She had seen
him before. She knew about him. She had decided
things about him. He watched her turn to the bar
again, the nice tight shape of the red pants.

“Some guys I’d like to have taken and used a
beer bottle on,” Mr. Majestyk said. “I had a tavern
in Detroit—oh, fifteen years ago now. These guys
would come off the shift from Dodge Main. They
come in, every one of them, a shot and a beer. Set
them right down the bar, every stool, then go back
and pour another shot right down the bar again.”

Ryan’s gaze followed the waitress. A nice little
black ribbon tied around the ponytail. Nice, the
black with the blond hair.

“Then go back,” Mr. Majestyk said, “boom
boom boom, pick up the dough. The third time just
hit the guys that want another. This guy I don’t
know is there one time and he says, ‘God damn,
how do you remember what everybody’s drinking?’
Amazed. I just shrug like it’s nothing. Every Polack
in the place is drinking Seven Crown and Strohs.
Sixty-five cents.”

Ryan left his canvas bag at the bar and they went
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to a restaurant over on the main street for dinner,
Estelle’s: a counter and booths with Formica tops
and place mats that illustrated Michigan as “The
Water-Winter Wonderland.” They ordered steaks
with American fries after Ryan bet they wouldn’t
have boiled potatoes and they didn’t.

Mr. Majestyk stared at him, hunched over with
his arms on the table edge. “You like boiled pota-
toes?”

“Boiled potatoes, just plain or with some pars-
ley,” Ryan said. “It’s like a real potato. I mean it’s
got the most potato taste.”

“Right!” Mr. Majestyk said, with a tone that
said it was the correct answer.

“When I was at home,” Ryan said, “on Sunday
my mother would have veal roast or pork roast and
boiled potatoes. Not mashed or fried or anything.
Boiled. You’d take two or three potatoes and cut
them up so they covered about half the plate? Then
pour gravy all over it. But try and get a boiled po-
tato in a restaurant.”

“Where did you live in Detroit?”
“Highland Park. Just north of where Ford Trac-

tor was. Up by Sears.”
“I know where it is. Your father work at

Ford’s?”
“He worked for the DSR, but he’s dead now. He

died when I was thirteen.”
“I had some friends worked for the DSR. Hell,
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they started when they still had streetcars. All re-
tired now or doing something else.”

“I don’t think my dad ever ran a streetcar. What
I remember, he drove a Woodward bus. It’d say
RIVER going downtown, you know? And FAIR-
GROUNDS coming back.”

“Sure, I’ve ridden it.”
They didn’t talk much eating the steaks and fries.

Ryan pictured the Sunday dinners again in the din-
ing room that was also his bedroom: his mother
and his two older sisters and most of the time one
or the other’s boyfriend; his dad not always there,
not if he had to work Sunday. It was a two-
bedroom apartment on the fourth floor, the top
floor, of an old building; his mother and dad in one
bedroom, the two sisters in the other one, which
was always messed up with clothes and magazines
and curlers and crap. He slept in the dining room
on a studio couch with maple arms and kept his
shirts, socks, and underwear in the bottom drawer
of the secretary in the living room. He’d be sitting
there at the dining room table doing his homework
hearing the television in the living room, and his
dad would come in carrying his changer, his blue-
gray DSR hat on the side of his head and crushed in
like a World War II fighter pilot’s hat. If he had
stopped for a drink, just a couple, you could tell it.
On his day off his dad would sit at the dining room
table with a clean sport shirt on, his hair combed
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and his shoes shined, and play solitaire. He would
play it most of the day, with a cigarette in the cor-
ner of his mouth, his head raised and his eyes look-
ing down half closed. In the afternoon he would
drink beer and read the paper. The paper was the
only thing he read.

“You want some A-one?”
“No, just ketchup.”
His dad never looked like a bus driver. He was

nice looking. Dark hair. Sort of a slick guy. Good
dresser. But he was a bus driver in his forties, mak-
ing about a hundred and a quarter a week with a
wife and three children and living in an apartment
building with kitchen smells and peeling plaster out
in the hall. He could crush in his hat and wear it
hotshot on the side of his head and pretend he was
piloting a 707 or a truckload of explosives up the
Alcan, but it was still a DSR bus and there was no
way to make it something else.

“How about dessert?”
“I don’t think so.” Ryan sipped his water. “You

know, my dad died when he was forty-six.”
“Well”—Mr. Majestyk was looking at his hand

on his water glass and now Ryan’s eyes dropped to
the hand, a thick, toughened hand with swollen
knuckles and cracked, yellowed nails, a hand that
made the heavy restaurant tumbler seem thin and
fragile—“I don’t know. I guess a person just dies.”

“Yeah, I guess we all have to die.”
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“I don’t mean that,” Mr. Majestyk said. “I don’t
mean it that way. I mean we’re supposed to die.
You can’t kill yourself, but that’s what we’re here
for, to die. Are you a Catholic? With your name, I
mean—”

“Yeah. I was.”
“Well, don’t you know what I mean?”
“I never was an altar boy or anything.”
“You don’t have to be an altar boy, for Christ

sake. You were taught, weren’t you? You went to
church.”

“Let’s not get into all that.”
Mr. Majestyk’s serious gaze held, then began to

relax, and he smiled with his perfect-looking false
teeth. “What’re we talking about dying for. Come
on, let’s go over the Pier.”

He didn’t see the waitress in the red pants. She was
gone and a dumpy Indian-looking waitress was
serving the tables. There were girls scattered
around the place, but none of them seemed to be
alone. There was more noise, the lights were on and
there were a lot more people now. There was a long
table of beer-drinking college-looking Hermans
who had probably been out sailing or cruising
around in their cruisers and were loud and never
shut up. It wasn’t as good as before.

When they were at a table again with a pitcher of
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beer, he saw Bob Jr. come in with the girl. He didn’t
recognize the girl right away because he was watch-
ing Bob Jr. as they moved through the people down
to the end of the bar. Bob Jr. was all slicked up in a
real slick checkered sport shirt with the collar tips
pointing out to his shoulders, short sleeves turned
up once, silver expando watchband and everything,
big can hanging over the bar stool now and his hair
combed back like Roy Rogers. The girl with him
went on to the ladies’ room.

“You get these guys from Dodge Main off the
shift,” Mr. Majestyk was saying. “But get them in
at night, that’s the trick.”

Bob Jr. looked this way, toward the front end of
the bar, and, sure enough, his forehead was pure
white.

“Well, it was August, so we figure how about
fresh corn? All you can eat for fifty cents with this
sign out in front. Now we only have one pot,” Mr.
Majestyk was saying. “On purpose. One that
would hold maybe a dozen and a half ears. So the
guys come in and order the corn; they’re going to
see how much they can eat, see? Fifty cents, you
can’t beat it. But they got to wait because only with
the one pot we can’t cook more’n a dozen and a
half ears. So while they wait they’re drinking, I
mean throwing it down. We make money on the
booze and, listen, we make money on the corn. Be-
cause, see, we get it for twenty-five cents a dozen
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out by Pontiac and these guys, they pay fifty cents,
right?” Mr. Majestyk sat back, the winner. “But
none of them eat more than twelve, fourteen ears
apiece!”

Ryan smiled and laughed a little bit, but he
wasn’t picturing any Polacks eating corn; he was
watching the dark-haired girl coming back from
the ladies’ room, recognizing her and suddenly hav-
ing a funny feeling shoot through him from his
scalp right down to his hind end.

Ryan let the smile fade and said, “You know Bob
Rogers, works for Ritchie?”

With a heavy knuckle Mr. Majestyk was wiping
the moisture from his eye. “Bob Junior? Sure, his
old man and I play pinochle.”

“He’s down at the end of the bar.”
Mr. Majestyk glanced around. “Yeah, I see him.”
“Who’s the girl with him?”
Now Mr. Majestyk straightened and looked

over his shoulder again. He came back slowly, gaz-
ing around, so no one would think he was staring.
He took a sip of beer. “That little lady’s in some
trouble.”

“Who is she?”
“I forget her name. Nancy something. She’s sup-

posed to be like a secretary to Ritchie, but that’s a
bunch of crap.”

“He keeps her here?”
“That’s the word, buddy. He keeps her.”
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“Whereabouts?”
“In this place he’s got on the beach. His wife

comes up, he moves the broad over to his hunting
place up by the farm.”

“She looks young.”
“How old do you have to be?”
“I mean for him. Ritchie.”
“Ask him—how should I know?”
“What’s she doing with Bob Junior?”
Mr. Majestyk glanced around again. “That

dumb bastard. He’s got a good job, a nice family, a
speedboat. His old man leases all the cucumber
land to Ritchie Food and all Bob Junior’s got to do
is work the crews—”

“He’s a horse’s ass.”
Mr. Majestyk shrugged, making a face. “He’s all

right, he’s a big kid. He thinks he’s the Lone god-
damn Ranger or something.”

“You said the girl was in some trouble.”
“Reckless driving. She’s got to appear in my

court sometime next month.”
“What’s so bad about that?”
Mr. Majestyk leaned over the table on his fore-

arms. “I’m not talking about running a red light.
She almost killed a couple of kids.”

“You know it was her fault?”
“All right. These two Geneva boys are out in

their car, a piece of junk just riding around looking
to raise some hell, you know, or somebody to race.
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They spot the broad cruising along in her Mustang,
so naturally they pull up alongside and start giving
her the business, making remarks, asking her if she
wants to race or go in the bushes, I don’t know.”

“So what happened?”
“Well, they don’t get a rise out of her, so they

pass and go on wherever they’re going. But a cou-
ple of miles later they’ve turned off the Shore Road
and they’re on this county road, gravel, and they
see these lights coming up behind them. They ex-
pect the car to pass, but the car doesn’t pass, it
bangs into their rear end. They don’t know what’s
coming off. They speed up and the car—it’s the
broad—gets right on their bumper and guns it.
These guys they try to go faster, they try to shake
her off, you know, swerving, but she hangs on and
now she’s pushing them sixty, seventy miles an
hour.”

“Yeah?”
“They try to brake and they burn the linings

right off. They can’t do anything, this crazy broad
keeps pushing, gunning it, and she’s going a good
seventy—they both swear to it—when she backs
off. She must have seen it: the road dead-ends at a
crossroad and beyond is this plowed field. Well,
these guys try to swerve, they fly over the ditch and
hit the plowed field and roll over three times.”

“What happened to the guys?”
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“One of them’s okay, a few cuts. The other kid’s
got two broken legs and some internal injuries.”

“How’d they know it was her?”
“They saw her, for Christ sake.”
“I mean they could be lying.”
“Yeah, with her front end all banged the hell in.”

Nancy said, “I thought you told him to leave.”
“Who?”
She brushed the hair from her eye, nodding to-

ward Ryan’s table. “The one today. You know.”
“Son of a gun. I don’t believe it,” Bob Jr. said.
As Bob Jr. looked around, his broad back, the

checkered shirt tight across his shoulders, was close
to her and she rested her hand lightly on his arm.

“He’s taking his time about it, isn’t he?” the girl
said.

“He’s taking more’n I gave him.”
“Maybe he’s decided to stay.”
“He’ll leave if I got to run him down the high-

way with a stick.”
“Maybe he’s not afraid of you.” She ran her

hand up his arm to the shoulder. “Look what he did
to the Mexican.”

“He doesn’t have to be afraid,” Bob Jr. said.
“Just have some sense.”

“Are you going to talk to him?”
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“If he isn’t out of here before we leave.”
“I’m ready anytime,” Nancy said.

Mr. Majestyk was studying his glass. He said, “Lis-
ten, what I was thinking—what if you came to
work at the Bay Vista?” He looked up at Ryan, as if
surprised at what he had said. “Hey, what about it?
Forty bucks a week—no, I’ll pay you fifty, also you
get room and board, nice room you can fix up.”

“Doing what?”
“Anything needs to be done. Painting, taking

care of the beach, repairs. I got this arthritis in my
hands. See them knuckles?”

“For the rest of the summer?”
“Rest of the summer, maybe longer. I’m thinking

of staying open for hunting season. Get these guys
up from Detroit, give them nice rooms, feed them.
You ever cook any?”

“I worked in a place once. Like a White Tower,
only bigger.”

“You cook, huh?”
“Fry chef.”
“After hunting season, I don’t know. If we had

good hills for the skiers, but that’s all up by
Petoskey.”

“Who’s there, just you and your wife?”
“She’s been dead two years. But my daughter,
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she lives in Warren, comes up a couple times a year
with the kids. Ronnie and Gayle—boy, those kids.
It was my daughter fixed the place up for me, you
know, picked out the drapes and the studio couches
and all the pictures, everything.”

“Yeah, well I don’t know.” The girl with Bob Jr.,
Nancy, was looking at him again and it gave him a
funny feeling, as if, like the waitress in the red
pants, she knew all about him. More than he knew
about her. He watched her slide off the bar stool
and he watched Bob Jr. stand up and look right at
him.

Mr. Majestyk leaned into the table. “Do you
want me to tell you something?”

“Just a second. I think we got company.” Mr.
Majestyk straightened and looked up as Bob Jr.,
coming first, edging past the people at the bar,
reached the table. The girl stood by the bar, waiting
for him.

“What’re you trying to pull?” Bob Jr. said to
Ryan. “Are you trying to get cute with me?”

“Jesus Christ,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Who would
want to get cute with you?”

“Hi, Walter.” Bob Jr. was serious. He didn’t
smile.

“Hey, where’s your Lone Ranger hat?”
“Walter, you mind if I have a word with this

guy?”
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“Let me see,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Yes, I think I
would.”

Bob Jr. was looking at Ryan, not listening to
Majestyk. “You know what I told you this morn-
ing. I said at the time I wasn’t going to tell you
again.”

“Then, what are you telling him for?” Mr.
Majestyk asked.

Bob Jr. said to Ryan, “We better step outside a
minute.”

Mr. Majestyk moved his hand across the table
toward Ryan. “Stay where you are.”

“Walter, this is company business.”
“What company? Does he work for your com-

pany?”
“We paid him off and he agreed to leave,” Bob

Jr. said. “On the strength of that agreement, I’m go-
ing to see he lives up to his end.”

“Hey, Bob,” Mr. Majestyk said, “don’t give me
any agreement crap, all right? You paid him be-
cause you owed him the dough. Now he don’t
work for you anymore and there isn’t anything
you can do to make him leave if he don’t want
to.”

“Walter, you’re a friend of my dad’s and all, but
this is between me and him.”

Ryan finished the beer in his glass and poured it
full again. He was keeping a good hold, but it was
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almost too much, and it would be easy to let go,
Bob Jr. standing close to the table with his hands on
his hips and his big silver cowboy belt buckle shin-
ing level with his eyes.

Ryan said, not looking up, “Why don’t you quit
standing there? Why don’t you and your friend sit
down and have a beer?”

Mr. Majestyk smiled. “Now, that’s a nice sugges-
tion. Bob, what do you say? It’s early.”

“We’ve had ours. We’re leaving now and I ex-
pect this fella’s leaving the same time we are.”

Ryan looked up at him. He said, “Don’t press it,
all right? Not anymore.”

“Listen, boy, if I didn’t have somebody with me,
I’d pick you up and carry you out.”

“No you wouldn’t,” Ryan said.
Mr. Majestyk was watching him. His gaze

shifted to Bob Jr. and he said, not hurrying it but
before Bob Jr. could say anything, “I invited this
guy to have a beer with me. I’m not through yet and
he’s not through. Maybe we’ll have a couple more
pitchers, maybe we’ll have ten more. I don’t know.
But what I want to know is if you’re going to stand
there until we’re finished.”

“Walter, I told this guy this morning what he had
to do.”

“Fine, you told him. Now, Bob, either sit down
or stand someplace else, all right?”
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“You’re saying I’m butting in. Walter, I’m saying
this guy and I have business.”

“Let’s say we’re both right,” Mr. Majestyk said,
“and neither of us will give in to the other. Mean-
while you left that nice-looking young lady stand-
ing by herself. Is that nice, Bob? What would your
father say? What would your wife say?”

Bob Jr. hesitated long enough to show them he
wasn’t being forced into anything he didn’t want to
do. And when enough time had passed, looking at
Ryan and slowly moving his gaze to Mr. Majestyk,
he said, “I’ll run her home, but don’t be surprised if
you see me again.” He had to give Ryan another
look before turning away.

The girl waited with her arms folded, watching
Ryan, then looking up at Bob Jr.’s tight, serious ex-
pression as he came toward her. She said, “Wow,”
and walked out ahead of him.

“Do you want to know something?” Mr.
Majestyk said. His eyes were a little watery; he
was feeling the beer, but he spoke quietly, well
enough controlled. “You probably wonder why I
want to hire you. Why you. Do you want me to
tell you why?”

“Go ahead,” Ryan said. The guy was going to
tell him anyway.

“This might sound nuts, I don’t know, but I saw
the movies, right? And I talked to the sheriff’s cops
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about you and I said to myself, ‘That’s a good kid.
He stands up. Maybe he’s had a rough life,
bummed around, and had to work. No chance to
go to college, no trade—’ You don’t have a trade,
do you?”

“Not that pays anything.”
“Right,” Mr. Majestyk said. “No college educa-

tion, no trade. I think to myself, ‘What’s he going
to do? He’s a good one. He’s got something other
guys don’t have. The son of a bitch stands up. But
listen, I know this. It isn’t easy always to keep
standing up. I mean, it’s better if you got somebody
to help you once in a while. You understand what I
mean?”

Just picturing the girl standing there, waiting by
the bar, and the way she looked at him before she
walked out, gave him the funny feeling again.

“Do you understand what I mean?”
“Yeah, I understand.”
“So I said to myself, ‘Do you want to see him

throw his life away, bumming around, getting into
trouble, or you going to help him? Give him an op-
portunity, a place to live, something to do.’ ”

“That’s what you said to yourself.”
“Maybe not in those words.”
“I go to work at the Bay Vista.”
“Say till Labor Day, then we see what happens.”
“Janitor at a motel.”
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“Not a janitor.”
“Handyman. I become your handyman and I’m

all set.”
“Listen, I’m not giving you anything. You come

to work for me you work. Maybe I find out you’re
a bum and I got to throw you out.”

“If I take the job.”
“If you take the job, right.”
“You going to protect me from Bob Junior too?

See nothing happens to me?”
Mr. Majestyk stared at him. He did not move or

show anything in his eyes, though a line seemed to
tighten down the sides of his nose. He sat hunched
forward, not taking his eyes from Ryan, and finally
he said, “You can stand up, but Jesus Christ you’re
dumb, aren’t you?”

“I never asked you to stick up for me.”
“Forget it,” Mr. Majestyk said. “All right?” He

said it quietly, his expression dead. “I’m going
home. Come with me or stay, I don’t care. If you
feel like it, think over what I said and if you want to
work, come by my place tomorrow morning eight
o’clock. If you don’t want to, don’t. Either way
you’ll do what you want.”

He went to the bar to settle their bill and walked
out without looking back.

“What’s the matter?” the Indian-looking wait-
ress said to Ryan. “Doesn’t he feel good?”
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“He went home, that’s all.”
“He said you could have whatever you wanted.”
Ryan looked at her. “I never asked him for any-

thing.”
“Who said you did?” The Indian-looking wait-

ress took away the empty pitcher and glasses. A few
minutes later she watched Ryan pick up his bag and
walk out.
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THE PICTURE WINDOW of Cabana No. 5 looked out
on the shallow end of the swimming pool, a de-
serted pool at nine in the morning, partly in shade,
unmoving.

Virginia Murray had been up since a quarter to
seven. She had eaten breakfast: orange juice, toast,
and Sanka, straightened the kitchenette, made her
bed, showered, removed the curlers from her hair
and combed it out, and had put on her aqua
bathing suit and terry-cloth robe. She had also
written to her mother and father, telling them, oh,
was it ever good not to have to get up and rush to
work. She didn’t mind at all now the other girls not
coming. It was more of a rest being alone.

Sitting on the couch across from the picture win-
dow, and with the floral print draperies drawn
open, she could look straight out to the swimming
pool and the cabanas across the way and see it all
framed as a scene, a stage set, while she remained in
the darkness of the audience. She thumbed through
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McCall’s. She looked at her watch: a little after
nine. She pulled at the bra of her one-piece aqua
bathing suit where the edge dug into her chest. She
looked in the straw bag next to her to make sure
the Coppertone was inside. And the Kleenex. And
comb, which she took out of the straw bag now
and went into the bathroom and combed her hair
again in the mirror, her head turned, cocked
slightly, the corner of one eye watching the move-
ment of the comb, the eye now and again meeting
the eye in the mirror and looking away. She re-
turned to the couch and sat on the towel she had
spread over an end section. As she picked up Mc-
Call’s again she saw two little boys standing at the
edge of the pool.

The Fisher boys from No. 14, one of the cabanas
facing the beach. In a few minutes their teenage sis-
ter would come to watch them; then the father
would come and later on, about eleven, the mother.
By that time most of the Bay Vista people would
have appeared: the children first, the children sud-
denly everywhere, the adults coming out gradually,
saying good morning and carefully choosing
lounge chairs, moving them closer together or far-
ther apart, turning them to face the swimming pool
or the sun or away from the sun.

The Fishers would come to the pool.
The couple on their honeymoon would come to
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the pool. From No. 10, the cabana directly across
from Virginia Murray’s.

The family with the little dark-haired children,
probably Italian, would come to the pool and the
mother would talk to Mrs. Fisher, the two women
with heavy legs and beach coats and straw hats
with ornaments in the bands that looked like pine
cones.

The people in No. 1 would stay on their lawn at
the umbrella table and from the shade watch their
children on the beach.

The two young couples in No. 11—without chil-
dren or away from them—who were building a
wall of empty beer cans along the railing of their
screened porch (Virginia Murray had counted and
estimated over 100 cans by Sunday evening) would
go down to the beach at ten; one of the men would
come up for the Scotch-Kooler of beer just before
noon; they would all come up for lunch at one, re-
turn to the beach at two, and begin drinking beer
again at four, at ease, the men saying funny things
and all four of them laughing.

The woman in No. 9, the redhead who wore
makeup to the pool, would come out with her little
girl about eleven, though the little girl would have
come out several times before to watch the other
children. Sometimes the little girl would beg to go
down to the beach and play in the sand, but her
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mother would tell her, Cheryl Ann, it was too
sunny today.

There were other people at the Bay Vista, in the
cabanas and in the motel units facing the Beach
Road, who would be at the swimming pool some-
times and at the beach sometimes. Virginia Murray
recognized most of them, but she had not labeled
them or decided anything about them.

There was Mr. Majestyk, too. He seemed nice.
Friendly in a brusk, uneducated sort of way; walk-
ing around in his undershirt—always the under-
shirt and a baseball cap—always going somewhere
to fix something or moving the diving raft farther
out or driving his bulldozer around the beach.

And since yesterday morning, Jack Ryan.
There was no doubt in Virginia Murray’s mind

now; he was the one in the newspaper picture with
the baseball bat. It was amazing that she still had
the paper, over a week old, and yesterday, wrap-
ping her grapefruit rind in the paper, seeing him in
the picture and then seeing him here. She had
watched him all yesterday afternoon; the same one
all right.

She sat on the couch in her aqua bathing suit,
gazing out the picture window of No. 5, waiting
for the day’s activity to begin and trying to think of
who Jack Ryan reminded her of. Sort of the type
who’d wear a black leather jacket. Sort of. But he
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wasn’t dirty or greasy-looking. It was the way he
stood. Like a bullfighter. That was it—like the one
on the poster in their rec room at home: Plaza de
Toros de Linares and below it the bullfighter stand-
ing with his feet together, his back arched and his
cheeks sucked in, looking down his chest at the bull
twisted around his body.

She had not seen him speak to anyone but Mr.
Majestyk and she wondered what it would be like
to talk to him, though she knew they had nothing in
common; he wasn’t her type. She pictured herself
alone in Cabana 5. Late at night. She saw herself
reading in bed, then turning off the light and lying
in the dark. It wouldn’t happen right away. But af-
ter a few minutes she would hear the sound, the
scratching sound—no, more of a creaking sound—
the screen door opening. She would lie in the dark
with her eyes open and hear someone moving about
the front room. She would hear him in the hall, then
see his dark shape in the bedroom doorway. She
would wait until he was in the room before switch-
ing on the light. “Can I help you?” Virginia Murray
would ask. It would be Jack Ryan, a kitchen knife
in his hand as he came toward the bed.

She would have to think about the next part a lit-
tle more. It was still not clear exactly what she
would say. Her voice would be calm, not soothing
really but having the same effect, and her eyes
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would hold his, showing not fear but understand-
ing. Gradually he could relax. He would put the
knife down. He would sit on the edge of the bed.
She would ask questions and he would begin to tell
her about himself. He would tell her about his past
life, his problems, and she would listen calmly, not
shocked by anything he said. He would ask her if
he could speak to her again and she would touch
his arm and smile and say, “Of course. But right
now you’d better run off to bed and get a good
night’s sleep.”

Something like that. She pictured the two of
them sitting on the beach, but it was a glimpse of a
scene. That would be later on. There would be time
for that later.

Now, sitting on the couch, she saw him coming
out from between No. 10 and 11 carrying the long
aluminum pole with the fine net on the end of it.
She looked at her watch. Nine twenty.

She watched Jack Ryan dip the net in the water
at the deep end and walk the length of the pool
with it, skimming the surface to pick up leaves and
dead insects. He said something to the two Fisher
boys and they grinned at him and jumped into the
water, trying to touch the net end of the pole. He
moved gradually back to the deep end, intent on
what he was doing, his elbows out and his arms
rigid, holding the pole: a boatman, not a bull-
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fighter, a dark gondolier with no shirt or shoes or
belt—he should have a big wide black belt—and
not khaki pants cut off above the knees, some other
kind, whatever gondoliers wore. Virginia couldn’t
remember. It had been four years ago with her
mother and father, the year she had graduated from
Marygrove College.

When the Fishers’ teenage daughter appeared,
walking along the side of the pool, Virginia Mur-
ray got up and went into the bedroom. In front of
the mirror she tied a kerchief loosely over her hair,
the eyes not looking into the eyes in the mirror but
aware of the fixed semiexpectant expression of her
face. She turned to go out. But now she went to
the window next to the bed, unlocked it, and tried
to raise it from the bottom. No, it wouldn’t budge.
It still wouldn’t budge. Virginia returned to the
front room, folded the towel over her arm, picked
up the straw bag, and stepped out of No. 5, letting
the screen door close gently. Putting on her sun-
glasses, looking up at the sky and the trees this
beautiful morning, she strolled over to the swim-
ming pool.

“Just the bugs and crap,” Mr. Majestyk said. “You
can vacuum the bottom tomorrow.”

“What else?”
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“The beach. Rake it up where the kids had the
hot dog roast. Maybe you should do that next.”

“It doesn’t matter to me.”
Mr. Majestyk looked at him. “Then the shower

head in Number Nine. She says it just drips out.
Leaks up in the ball joint.”

“I don’t know how to fix any shower.”
“You clean it out. You take it off and bring it

over the shop, I’ll show you how to clean it. The
tools are in the storage room next to yours.”

“What else?”
“I got to check. I’ll let you know.”
“I haven’t had any breakfast yet.”
“So get up in the morning. I eat at seven. You

want to eat, you eat at seven.”
“Thanks a lot.”
“Don’t mention it,” Mr. Majestyk said. He

walked off between 11 and 12.
Ryan worked a flat, almost empty pack of

Camels out of his pants pocket and lighted one
with the aluminum pole angled down into the wa-
ter from under one arm. The first drag tasted awful
because he hadn’t had any coffee or anything to eat.

He started along the edge again, holding the alu-
minum pole rigid.

Virginia Murray said, “I wonder if you might
have time—”

But he was past her, the pole angled into the wa-
ter and the net skimming the surface.
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She waited for his return pass. Almost to her
lounge chair. Now.

“I wonder if you could look at my window?”
“What?”
“I have a window I can’t budge. It won’t open

at all.”
“What one are you in?”
“Number Five.”
“Okay, I’ll look at it.”
“It’s all right when there’s a breeze from the

front. I can leave the door open and just lock the
screen.”

“I’ll look at it. Number Five.”
“When do you think you could?”
“Well, I’ll finish this, then I got another thing.”
“Thank you very much.” Her eyes dropped to

McCall’s and she turned a page. She had spoken to
him.

Ryan circled the pool, around the diving board,
and moved down to the shallow end. That was
enough bug-catching for one day. He carried the
pole across the shuffleboard courts to the equip-
ment storage room in the motel, mounted it on its
wall hooks and picked up the toolbox, then cut
across to No. 9 and knocked on the door. A little
girl came and stood looking up at him through the
screen.

“My mother’s still asleep.”
“I just want to fix the shower.”
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The place smelled funny; it needed to be swept
out and the kitchen cleaned. The little girl’s milk
and cereal were on the table with an open loaf of
bread and open jars of peanut butter and grape jelly.

“You had your breakfast?”
“Uh-huh.”
“I haven’t had mine yet,” Ryan said. “Hey, you

know how to make a peanut butter and jelly sand-
wich?”

“Course.”
“Why don’t you make me one while I’m fixing

the shower?”
The bedroom door was open, but he didn’t look

in going past it. The bathroom was a mess, sand
and dirty towels on the floor, the top of the toilet
tank heaped with curlers and cosmetics. He had
noticed the redhead yesterday, alone here with her
little girl, not bad looking and built, but now he
crossed her off as a possibility. He got the shower
head loose with a wrench—easier than he thought
it would be—and went back to the living room.

“Hey, that looks good. You’re a good sandwich
maker.”

“My mother taught me,” the little girl said.
“It’s perfect. Listen, I’m going to take it with me,

okay?”
He got out of there. He ate the peanut butter and

jelly sandwich on the way over to Mr. Majestyk’s,
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cutting around behind the cabanas, taking his time.
The Bay Vista wasn’t a bad-looking place: two
rows of identical tan-painted cement-block cot-
tages extending to the beach and hidden from the
Shore Road by a seven-unit motel. Ryan was in No.
7, the end one behind the office. All of the cottages
faced in on the swimming pool or the patio or the
shuffleboard courts or the barbeque grilles except
No. 1 and No. 14; they looked out over the beach
and rented for twenty dollars a week more than the
other units.

Mr. Majestyk’s tan ranch house was on beach
frontage adjacent to No. 1. His beige Dodge station
wagon was in the garage next to his light-duty bull-
dozer with a scoop on the front. Mr. Majestyk was
in the breezeway between the house and the garage,
in the screened area he used as a workshop.

“Here’s the shower thing.”
Mr. Majestyk nodded. “You got the beach

done?”
“I’m going to do that next.”
“I’ll show you how to clean this.” Mr. Majestyk

wiped his hands on a rag and took the shower
head. “It’s got to be freed up. Clean out all the cor-
rosion and crap.”

“Maybe I better do the beach first, you know, be-
fore a lot of people get down there.”

“Yeah, what if the lady wants to take a shower?”
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“I don’t think she ever does.”
“Who the hell are you?”
“Well, what would she take a shower for now?

Ten o’clock in the morning?”
“Go on do the beach. I’ll clean it. Listen, we eat at

noon or six, depending whether I got to be in court.”
“I forgot you’re a judge.”
“J.P. Today we eat at noon.”
Ryan went to the garage and came back. “I don’t

see the rake.”
“It’s around by the front.”
Ryan moved off again, rounding the corner of

Mr. Majestyk’s house into sun and evergreen shade,
the sun hot on the thermopane picture window,
flower beds edged with stones painted white: an
Army-post garden except for the birdhouse and the
plastic flamingoes feeding beneath it.

He picked up the rake and went down to the
beach and started cleaning up, raking the charred
wood and wrappers and pop bottles left from the
hot dog roast. He’d have to get a box or something.
But first he’d work along the beach and make
about five or six piles. It was good being in the sun,
hot, with a nice breeze every once in a while. He
put on his sunglasses and lit a cigarette. There
weren’t many people around. The beer drinkers
from No. 11 were still quiet, not talking yet. The
couple from No. 10 were on a blanket, off by them-
selves. The little kids from No. 1 were playing in
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the sand and a few boys were fooling around with a
plastic baseball and bat.

He watched the ball sail up against the sky in a
high arc, an easy one, the kind you camp under that
Colavito would punch his glove waiting for; as the
ball came down he saw the girl in the bathing suit
walking along the edge of the water, a good fifty
yards off, but Ryan knew right away who it was:
the dark hair and sunglasses, the slim dark girl fig-
ure in a yellow two-piece suit that was almost but
not quite a bikini: flat brown stomach and the little
line of yellow, good legs, thin but good.

She looked his way, brushing her hair aside with
the tips of her fingers. She saw him, he was sure;
but it didn’t mean she recognized him, he could be
just a guy raking the beach. Maybe he should wave
or move down to the water to meet her, but he de-
cided right away that would be dumb. He let her go
by, watching now as she moved away, until she was
so small she blended into the shapes and colors far
down the beach.

If Ray Ritchie’s beach house was in that direc-
tion, she was going home. If it was the other way,
she’d be back. He thought about her looking at him
in the bar and he thought about what Mr. Majestyk
had said, about Ray Ritchie keeping her. He had
never known a girl who lived with somebody. He
knew all kinds of girls, but not one like that. She
should have blond hair and great big jugs and be
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taller and older and wear high heels. And he re-
membered Mr. Majestyk saying, “How old do they
have to be?” He wondered how old she was and
where she was from and where she had met Ray
Ritchie and how he had got her to live with him,
how he had put it when he asked her.

He would say something to her if she came back,
but he couldn’t think of what to say and began
smoothing the sand again with the rake.

Just relax, he told himself. What’s the matter
with you? It was funny, he knew she was going to
come back. It didn’t surprise him at all to see her, fi-
nally, a spot of yellow in the distance, coming
slowly, taking forever, but he still couldn’t think of
anything. He said in his mind, “Hi, how you do-
ing?” He said, “Well, look who’s here.” He said,
“Hey, where you going?” He said to himself, “For
Christ sake, cut it out.”

Ryan moved closer to the water and started rak-
ing the sand, smoothing it, not looking at the girl
but still seeing her, the slim dark legs and long hair.

He timed it right, straightening up when she was
only a few yards off, to lean on the rake like a
spearman.

She looked at him, then, unhurriedly, away from
him. Ryan waited until she was past, so she would
have to turn around.

“Hey.”
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She took two or three more steps before turning
half around slowly, legs apart, and looked at him.

“I’ve been wanting to ask you something,” Ryan
said. He gave her time to say what?

But she didn’t. She waited.
And finally Ryan said, “I was wondering what

you were looking at me for in the bar?”
She waited a moment longer. “Are you sure I was

looking at you?”
Ryan nodded. “I’m sure. You think it’s about

time we quit fooling around?”
She smiled but barely. “What’s the matter with

fooling around?” The wind blew her hair and she
brushed it from her eye, the hair slanting across her
forehead, dark brown and probably brown eyes.

“I mean wasting time,” Ryan said.
“I know what you mean.”
She was at ease, studying him; he hung on to the

rake handle and stared back at her.
“I’m surprised to see you,” Nancy said. “Bob Ju-

nior doesn’t scare you?”
“If I want to stay around here, I guess it’s up to

me.”
“How did you get the job?”
“I don’t know. The guy offered it to me.”
“For the summer?”
“I don’t know. I guess.”
“You’re not too sure of much, are you?”
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He stared at her, waiting for the words, and she
stared back at him. He had never had trouble talk-
ing to people, especially girls, and the feeling tight-
ened him up. He didn’t like it and he thought, What
are you being so nice for?

Nancy kept watching him, not smiling or rub-
bing it in, but watching him. She said, “Do you
want to start over?”

“I don’t know,” Ryan said.
“You could come to my house and play.” She

raised her arm and pointed. “That way, almost a
mile. White stairs and a lamppost at the top.”

“I guess Mr. Ritchie’s not here.”
“Nope.”
“Who’s there with you? I mean, a maid or

something?”
“Nobody.”
“Don’t you get scared, alone?”
She shook her head, touching her hair again. “I

like it.”
“What do you do?”
“Different things.”
“Like what?”
“Come tonight and find out.”
“I don’t know.”
He watched her shrug and turn away. She was

expecting him to say something. He was sure she
was waiting for it and that was good. He watched
her walk off waiting for it, not able to look back

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 106



now. They could shake their tail and expect the guy
to sit up, but he had done enough sitting up for one
day. She’d come by this afternoon or tomorrow,
same time, same station. So why get excited?
Right?

You’re damn right, Ryan thought.
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7
ONCE WHEN JACK RYAN WAS THIRTEEN, he hung from
the roof of their apartment building, four stories
above the alley, to see if he could do it. The first
time he tried it, he didn’t hang all the way. He sat
down on the edge, in the back of the building where
there was no cornice, and rolled over and held on
with his chest and forearms, his face close to the
dry tar surface of the roof and his legs over the side.
He pushed himself up, pressing his hands flat, until
he could hook a knee over the edge and the rest was
easy. He walked around the roof for a while, taking
little breaths and letting his hands hang limp and
flexing the fingers, the way a sprinter does before he
turns and walks over to his lane and sets himself on
the starting block. It was a summer morning and he
was alone on the roof, above the round tops of the
elms and the peaks of the houses and the chimneys
and television antennas. He could hear cars on
Woodward Avenue a half black away and a car be-
low him in the alley moving slowly, squeaking, tak-
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ing a long time to pass the building. When he was
ready, he moved to the edge of the roof again and
sat down with his legs hanging. He could do it and
knew he could do it if he was careful and didn’t let
himself get scared or do anything dumb. But just
knowing he could do it wasn’t enough.

After, he would put on his dark blue sweatshirt
with the cut-off sleeves and his baseball cap that
was creased and squared the right way and go to
Ford Field for practice. He would stand seven feet
off third base in the sun and dust during batting
practice and, with each pitch, crouch a little with
his arms hanging loose, then wait for the next
pitch, adjusting the squared cap, looking down at
the good pocket in the Japanese glove and smooth-
ing the ground in front of him with the toe of his
spikes.

After practice and after lunch, sometime in the
afternoon, he would bring some guys up on the
roof and before they knew what he was doing he
would be hanging from the eaves trough, four sto-
ries up. He could see their faces as he pulled himself
up.

Do it or don’t do it, he thought, sitting there that
morning, and he did it: rolled over on his stomach
and let himself down gradually, holding the edge of
the trough, which was round and comfortable in
his hand and didn’t sag, until his arms were stiff
above him, his toes pointing to the alley. Count to
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ten, he thought. He counted to five slowly, then be-
gan counting faster and almost started to pull him-
self up too quickly. But he made himself relax again
and pulled himself up slowly, carefully, until his
arms were over the edge and he was lying on his
chest.

When he was up, away from the edge of the roof,
he thought: Why tell anybody? If you can do it and
know you can, what more do you want? That was
a funny thing, he never did tell anybody or even
hint at it. He kept it to himself. But every once in a
while he would take it out and think about it.

He thought about it several times that morning
while he raked the beach.

“If you’re not doing anything tonight,” Mr.
Majestyk said, “stop in and watch some TV.”

“I don’t know. I might do something.”
“What’s her name?” Mr. Majestyk grinned,

sticking a hunk of pork chop in his mouth. Chew-
ing it, he said, “McHale’s Navy is on. That son of a
bitch—you ever watch it?”

“I’ve seen it.”
Donna had set the table on the porch: pork

chops, scalloped potatoes, peas, applesauce, beer,
homemade bread, fruit Jell-O for dessert. Ryan
could hear her in the kitchen doing the pans.

“It reminds me of when I was in the service,”
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Mr. Majestyk said. “It isn’t real, McHale’s Navy. I
don’t mean we did things like McHale’s. But it re-
minds me. You know the Seabees?”

“I think so,” Ryan said.
“C.B. Construction Battalion. We maintained

this airstrip on Los Negros in the Admiralty Is-
lands. You ever hear of it?”

“I don’t think so.”
“New Guinea?”
Ryan nodded. He could picture it on the map,

above Australia.
“Okay, north of New Guinea maybe four hun-

dred miles,” Mr. Majestyk said. “That’s the Admi-
ralties. We’d take and make bracelets and
watchbands, you know, I.D. bracelets—all out of
stainless or aluminum and put in these cat-eyes you
get from the gooks. Little round stone like half a
marble, brown, black, and white, maybe some
green. Then we’d sell this junk to the Navy Air
Force guys and, Christ, clean up. Just junk, but the
hotshots would trade you a bottle of whiskey you
could get thirty-five bucks for, for a piece of junk.
The First Cavalry, they secured the island before we
got there. But not on horses.”

“They’re in Vietnam,” Ryan said. “I know they
don’t have any horses.”

“This place,” Mr. Majestyk said, “they went in I
think on the west side of the island, where it was all

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 112



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 1 1 3

coconut trees and crap; then these Seabees would
knock the goddamn coconut trees down with bull-
dozers to cut machine gun lanes. There was a
story—these guys, the First Cavalry, were still there
before they went up to the Philippines and we used
to sell them all kinds of crap—they were trying to
take the airstrip, dug in on one side, and these
Japanese Geisha babes would come walking across
the strip toward them bare naked, not a stitch on,
honest to Christ, and these guys would yell, ‘Throw
up your hands.’ But they wouldn’t do it, they’d just
keep on coming. So they let go wham, wham—
started shooting them down, and as the babes fell
these grenades started going off that the babes were
holding in their armpits. See what they were going
to do? Get in among the American guys and then
just lift up their arms.”

“Really naked, uh?”
“Not a stitch on.”
“They probably made them do it.”
“Well,” Mr. Majestyk said, “you know you al-

ways think of the American guys doing brave
things, but the guys on the other side they must’ve
done some brave things too.” Mr. Majestyk fin-
ished his Jell-O, scraping the rim of the dish. “Were
you in the service?”

“I tried to enlist, but I got turned down. This
buddy of mine went in and got into Special Forces,
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but they wouldn’t take me. I wrecked my knee in
school playing football and then I wrecked my
back.”

“You had an accident with it?”
“No, it was just sore for a while, my back. Then

one time I got out of the shower—I was playing
Class C ball then—”

“You played ball?”
“In high school and then Class C.”
“Yeah? I managed a team in Legion.”
“I never played Legion. I played high school and

Detroit Federation. Then Class C down in Texas. I
was getting out of the shower and dropped the
towel. I bent over to pick it up and it was like some-
body put an icepick in my back—you know, down
the lower part?”

“Sure, I had that.”
“I was in bed two weeks. I couldn’t move. You

try to roll over it’s the worst pain you ever had.”
“Yeah, that’s the sacroiliac.”
“This doctor said I had a slipped disc.”
“Sure, the sacroiliac, right down at the base of

the spine,” Mr. Majestyk said. “I’d get it and go to
this osteopathic doctor. He’d work on it and I’d feel
good as new.”

“It doesn’t bother me much now,” Ryan said.
“But every once in while I know it’s there.”

“Well, you don’t have to go in the service.”
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Ryan spooned his Jell-O, not looking up. “I
don’t know, I thought maybe I might like it.”

“Well,” Mr. Majestyk said, “the service is all
right if you like that kind of life.”

As they were finishing, one of the beer drinkers
from No. 11 came in, knocking first on the screen
door, and asked Mr. Majestyk if he could cash a
check. Mr. Majestyk said he’d be glad to and the
guy from No. 11 wrote one out for a hundred
dollars.

Ryan watched Mr. Majestyk go into the living
room. He watched him open the cabinet above the
desk and take out a metal box. He watched him
count out several bills, then close the box and turn
the corner into the hall.

“You always think you’ve brought enough,” the
guy from No. 11 said, “but you always need
more.”

“That’s right,” Ryan said.
The guy from No. 11 was looking into the liv-

ing room.
“You got a nice place.”
“If you like purple,” Ryan said.
He remembered Mr. Majestyk saying his daugh-

ter from Warren had picked out everything. The
place wasn’t decorated like a house in the north
woods at all. There was purple-looking carpeting,
only lighter. Purple and yellow and gray drapes. A
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purple-and-black-striped couch with silver streaks,
or threads, in it, and two matching chairs. On the
table in front of the window there was a lamp made
out of driftwood. There were prints on the walls of
streets that were probably supposed to be in Paris,
with white frames. There was a hunting dog pic-
ture, too, over the black marble fireplace. There
was a white portable Sylvania TV and facing it,
Mr. Majestyk’s chair. It had to be his chair, a black
vinyl Recline-O-Rama, because Ryan could see
Mr. Majestyk sitting in it in his undershirt watch-
ing TV with a picture pillow of the Mackinac
Bridge behind his head. His daughter from War-
ren, Michigan, may have decorated the house, but
Mr. Majestyk himself must have added all the
signs on the built-in cupboard doors and other
places:

DANGER, MEN DRINKING
THERE’S ONLY ONE THING

MONEY CAN’T BUY—POVERTY
I MISS IKE. HELL, I EVEN MISS HARRY

And over the desk the miniature red carpet with
the gold crest. OFFICIAL RED CARPET WELCOME.
WE’RE MIGHTY GLAD YOU CAME!

The signs were all right, but they didn’t seem to
go with the furniture. That was it, the place looked
like it should be in Detroit, not up here. He should
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have, like, maple furniture you could put your feet
on and a stone fireplace with the white stuff be-
tween the stones, the mortar.

Ryan watched Mr. Majestyk come into the living
room from the hall. He opened the metal box
again, taking a roll of bills out of his pocket.

“I don’t want to put you out,” the guy from No.
11 called in.

“No trouble at all,” Mr. Majestyk said.

There was a piece of vacant frontage next to Mr.
Majestyk’s house. It wasn’t owned by Mr. Majestyk,
but he told Ryan to police it up anyway and bury all
the debris. It was close to the Bay Vista and looked
lousy with the beer cans and what was left of beach
parties. Ryan fooled around with it, picking up cans
and throwing them into the brush where the V.C.’s
were dug in. He’d have to get the bulldozer to clear
the heavy stuff, the charred logs and stones, and to
dig a hole with. Come across the beach with the
blade high, as a shield against the V.C. automatic
weapons. Imagine doing that, cutting the machine
gun lanes while the mothers were shooting at you.

He picked up a beer can, took two half steps,
and threw it on a line into the brush.

“Nice arm,” Mr. Majestyk said. He was at the
edge of his front lawn; Ryan hadn’t seen him come
up.
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“I used to have one. I don’t know where it
went.”

“What’d you play?”
“Third mostly. Three summers in Class C. Then

two summers I didn’t play because of my back. I
tried out again in June; my back felt okay and I fig-
ured I could make it.”

“Yeah?”
“But just two years out of it, sitting around,

made a difference.”
Mr. Majestyk grinned. “You feel it already. Just

wait, buddy.” He looked up at the sky and said
then, “It’s going to rain. When it starts to blow like
that.”

Ryan looked up. “The sun’s out.”
“Not for long,” Mr. Majestyk said. “You might

as well go into town and get the paint; you won’t be
able to work outside.”

“What paint?”
“Paint. What do you mean, what paint?”
“How do I know what paint you’re talking

about?”
“I’ll tell you,” Mr. Majestyk said. “How will

that be?”
Dumb bastard. He was right about the rain,

though. Ryan had the windshield wipers going be-
fore he was halfway to Geneva Beach. By the time
he was in town and had found a place to park, the
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sky was overcast and the rain was coming down
steadily.

There was more traffic for a weekday, more peo-
ple with the same idea: in town because there was
nothing to do. People, mostly kids and teenagers,
running for stores and standing in the doorways,
the cars creeping along and stopping double-
parked to let them out or pick them up. It was
funny how people didn’t like to get wet. Ryan
walked, he didn’t hurry; and if he got wet, so what?
What was wrong with getting wet?

He got the paint, then stopped in the drugstore
for cigarettes, a bottle of Jade East, and the new is-
sue of True. Coming out he saw the sky was clear-
ing, brightening, with the sun beginning to show.
He put the paint in the back of the station wagon,
got in, and started the engine. A little sooner
maybe, or later, he probably would have missed
Billy Ruiz, but there he was coming toward the car,
running hunch-shouldered and grinning. Billy Ruiz
got in and slammed the door.

“Man, I thought you left!” He was touching the
seat and the edge of the dashboard. “You got a car!”

“The guy I work for.”
“Work—where you working?”
“A place out the Beach Road.” Ryan hesitated,

watching Billy Ruiz and seeing the surprise and the
grin still on his face. “The Bay Vista.”
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“Sure, I know where that is. You work there,
uh?”

“Since yesterday.”
“Man, pretty soft.”
“I’m not staying there, I work there.”
“Yeah, with all that stuff walking around in the

bathing suits, uh?” Billy Ruiz’s grin stretched
wider. “Don’t tell me, baby.”

“It beats picking cucumbers.”
“Anything would beat it.”
“You almost got them in?”
“A few more days,” Billy Ruiz said. “They bring

out these nice boys from Bay City and Saginaw as
pickers yesterday? Christ, they can’t pick their
nose. Half of them don’t show up this morning.”

“More work for you.”
“I got enough. Hey, you didn’t hear about

Frank?”
“What’d he do now?”
“He got laid off.”
“Come on, you’re shorthanded.”
“I mean it. He’s been drunk all the time, you

know, with the money? He don’t show up yester-
day. He don’t come out this morning, so Bob Junior
fires his ass and tells him to get out.”

“What’s he drinking for?”
Billy Ruiz frowned. “Because he’s got money,

what do you think?”
“Dumb bastard.”
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“Sure. Tell him that.”
“Did he go home?”
“He say his truck won’t make it to Texas.”
“All he’s got to do is get on a bus.”
“You can’t tell him anything, that guy.”
Ryan drove Billy Ruiz to the migrant camp—to

the road leading into the camp—dropped him there
and headed back to Geneva thinking about Frank
Pizarro and his slick hair and his sunglasses and his
big mouth. Frank Pizarro was a mistake. He’d re-
member him with all the other mistakes he had
made and promised never to make again. It was
easy to make promises, but, God, it was easier to
fall into things.

He turned at the Shore Road and at the last sec-
ond turned left again at the first block and came up
behind the IGA store. There were so many cars in
the parking lot he had to drive in to get a look at
the throwaway stack of boxes and cartons near the
door. And when he saw it, it was a pile of boxes like
any pile of boxes. It could have been the same pile
that was here Saturday—except that he didn’t see a
red Stroh’s beer case.

Driving out the Beach Road, he kept thinking
about the beer case, wondering about it, until he
told himself to either do something about it or for-
get it, but quit thinking. He couldn’t trace an
empty beer case that had been thrown away two
days ago, so forget about it. What he couldn’t for-
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get completely was Frank Pizarro. He shouldn’t
have ever let him get close. He should have known
Frank Pizarro the first time he ever saw him. It
wasn’t a good feeling to have something hanging
over you. Something you shouldn’t have done but
did.

Or something you should have done but didn’t.
He remembered it as soon as he saw the girl from
No. 5.

He had put Mr. Majestyk’s car in the garage and
was walking up the lane behind the cabanas to his
room when he saw the girl and remembered it. She
was backing out of her carport, edging out, in her
shiny tan Corvair. Then she was looking right at
him, waiting for him to reach her.

“I wondered—I thought you were going to fix
my window.”

He wouldn’t have remembered her if she had not
been coming out of No. 5. She was dressed up: white
beads, a white beaded clip in her hair, sunglasses
with white rims and little pearls, made up and
dressed up, sweater and purse on the seat next to her.

“The window,” Ryan said. “Listen, I haven’t for-
gotten. I got tied up.”

“Do you think tomorrow?”
“First thing.”
“Well not too early. I am on vacation.” She

laughed.
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“Anytime you say.”
“Fine, then.” She hesitated. “Can I give you a

lift? I’m going into Geneva.”
“I just got back.” She didn’t look bad. About

third string, but not really bad dressed up.
“Well, then, thank you,” Virginia Murray said

and backed out a little more, slowly, before finally
pulling away.

What was she thanking him for?
The back door to No. 5 and the window that

was supposed to be stuck were right there. Ryan
looked at the window, not closely but from a few
feet away. He walked off toward his room.

Later on he went up the road to the A & W
Drive-In for cheeseburgers and root beer and then
played a couple of rounds of Putt-Putt golf. The
redhead from No. 9 was there with her little girl,
the woman in tight slacks and big white earrings
and a band in her hair. She looked pretty nice, but
Ryan let her go; he didn’t like the idea of the little
girl there. By the time he got back to the Bay Vista,
it was after eight. A couple of men were on the pa-
tio smoking cigars and some kids were playing
shuffleboard, but most of the people were inside
now, playing cards or putting kids to bed. He
thought about stopping in to see Mr. Majestyk, but
then he thought, What for? So he went to bed with
True, the Man’s Magazine. He read “The Traitor
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Hero France Forgave,” skipped “The Short Happy
Life of the Kansas Flying Machine,” and got part-
way through “Stalin’s $10 Million Plot to Counter-
feit U.S. Money” before he said the hell with it and
picked up his sneakers and went out.
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HE LIKED BEING ALONE. Not all the time, but when he
was alone, he liked it. He liked it now with the surf
coming in and the wind stirring in the darkness. He
could be alone on a beach anywhere. The houses
back up in the trees were dark shapes that could be
the huts of a village. The boats lying on the beach
could be sampans used by the V.C. The word was
they had brought in a load of mortars and auto-
matic weapons, Chicom supplied by the Chinese,
and he was on a one-man recon patrol up north of
Chu Lai somewhere; get in and chart the V.C.
ammo dumps and radio positions to the fleet sitting
five miles out in the stream. It was funny people
were afraid of the dark. What some guys did in the
war, Underwater Demolition or the Special Forces
guys, moving through the jungle at night with an
M-16 and their faces black, one false step and
you’ve got a pungi spike up your behind. And some
people would be afraid to be out here. If you could
buy the nerve to sneak up on people who were

y
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r-
d
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waiting to kill you, then it wasn’t much to sneak up
on people who were afraid of the dark. It was
funny, but it was also a good thing people were
afraid of it.

You got used to it, that was all. You made up
your mind you were going to be good at it and not
panic. It was something you developed in your
mind, a coolness. No, cooler than cool. Christ,
everybody thought they were cool. It was a cold-
ness you had to develop. The pro with icewater in
his veins. Like Cary Grant. Pouring champagne for
the broad or up on the rooftop and the guy with the
steel hook instead of a hand coming at him, he’s the
same Cary Grant. No sweat. That was good when
he threw the guy and as the guy fell his hook
scraped down the metal slant of the roof, making
sparks.

Cary Grant was a good jewel thief. But it never
showed what he did with the jewels after he stole
them. There was an Armenian guy in Highland
Park who would take TV sets, clothes, furs, things
like that; but what if you brought him a $100,000
diamond necklace? “Harry, I got this $100,000 di-
amond necklace. What’ll you give me for it?”
Could you see Harry?

But no more of that. Without a car and 150
miles from a pawnshop, they could keep their TV
sets and suitcases. No, no more of that anyway.

During the time he had worked with the colored
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guy, Leon Woody, they would look for the easy
ones first: newspapers on the front steps, or houses
that were dark in the early evening with the shades
down, or houses where the lawns needed to be cut.
They would make notes on the houses they liked.
They would note down what lamps were on at
what time, and if the same lamps were on two or
three nights in a row—one or two downstairs and
one up—they would go to the front door and ring
the bell and if no one answered, they’d go in.

Leon Woody’s favorite way was to go up to a
house in the afternoon and ring the bell. If someone
answered, he would tell the person they were look-
ing for odd jobs—painting or wall washing or
cleaning up the yard. The person, the lady, would
almost always say no, and Leon Woody would ask
about the people next door, if the lady knew if they
were home or not. Sometimes the lady would say
no, they were away for the summer or in Florida,
handing it to them. Leon Woody would shake his
head slowly and say, “Doggone, we is sure doin’
poorly,” putting on his dumb-nigger act but look-
ing at Ryan and just barely almost smiling. If the
lady did have work for them, Leon Woody would
say, “Oh, thank you, ma’am. We sure do ’preciate
it. But seein’ it’s so late, maybe we best come back in
the morning.” And walking away from the house,
he would say to Ryan, “In the morning, she-it.”

If no one answered, they would park in the drive
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and knock at the back door. If still no one an-
swered, they would go in, usually through a base-
ment window, and look for luggage first, something
to put stuff in. Then they would walk out the front
door carrying the suitcases full of clothes, fur coats,
silver, and the TV’s and radios—whatever they
thought was worth taking—and throw it in the car.

They had always stayed cool during the B & E’s,
not showing each other anything but feeling it in-
side. One would never say to the other, “Come on,
let’s go.” Or look anxious to get out. The idea was
to walk through it, take your time, pick up what
you wanted. Once Ryan walked into the den and
Leon Woody was sitting down reading a magazine
with a drink in his hand. That was about the
coolest until the afternoon the guy came with the
dry cleaning. Ryan went to the door: he took two
suits and a topcoat from the guy, thanked him, and
put the clothes in a suitcase. Thanking the guy was
the touch. It was a hard one to beat. Leon Woody
came close the time he answered the phone and the
guy calling wanted to know who the hell this was
speaking and where his wife was. Leon Woody
said, “Waiting for me up in the bed, man. Where do
you think?” And hung up. They gave themselves a
few more minutes, just enough time, and were up in
the next block when the cop car pulled in front of
the house.

Once Leon Woody brought along a set of power
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tools he had stolen somewhere and they plugged
into the porch light and drilled the lock out of the
front door. Ryan said it made too much noise. Leon
Woody said yeah, but it seemed more like the pro-
fessional way. It was good to vary the style, he
maintained, so all your B & E’s didn’t look alike.
He was a funny guy, a tall skinny jig who had
played basketball in high school and got college of-
fers but couldn’t pass the entrance exams even at
the jock schools. Leon Woody’s problem was
heroin. He was strung out most of the time Ryan
knew him and it was costing him fifteen, twenty
dollars a day. But he was a good guy and he would
have gotten a kick out of the job Sunday, walking
into the house with fifty people out in front eating
hamburgers.

There were lights in the darkness, but they were
pinpoints, cold little dots off somewhere in the
night, as far away as stars and not part of the
beach, not part of now.

There was another light, faint orange, above him.
The lake frontage had climbed gradually from the
low rise at the Bay Vista to a steep bluff above the
beach: a brush-covered slope rising out of the sand
and lined every two hundred feet or so by wooden
stairways that reached up into the darkness.

Ryan stared up at the slope as he walked along,
as the realization that he was wasting his time sunk
in and became a fact. Finally he stopped. He should
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have stayed in bed. What was he supposed to do,
guess which stairway led to her place? Then what,
if you found it? Go up and knock on the door and
act casual and say, “Hello, I just happened to be
walking by.” The hell with it.

Nancy watched him. Above him, up on the bluff,
she had watched him pass. She had watched him
stop and stand for a moment gazing up the slope;
now he was coming back. Nancy walked into the
orange glow of the post lamp—a girl in a dark
sweater and shorts and sneakers—and out of it, a
dark figure again moving down the stairs to the
beach.

She waited, one hand on the railing. He was star-
ing up at the slope and not until he was almost even
with her did his gaze drop and there she was, stop-
ping him only a few strides away.

“Well, Jack Ryan,” Nancy said. “What a sur-
prise.”

Ryan walked up to her and she didn’t back away
or shift her position. She was at ease. She had been
waiting for him, expecting him, and he could feel it.

“I was taking a walk,” Ryan said.
“Uh-huh.”
“You think I was looking for you?”
“Uh-unh, you were taking a walk.”
“Just up the beach, nowhere special.”
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“I believe it,” Nancy said. “Do you want me to
walk with you?”

“I was going back.”
“Why don’t you relax a little?”
Walking along the beach, doing something, he

felt better; though he was still aware of himself
walking along next to her. They didn’t talk much at
first, just little probing introductory questions that
Nancy asked about the migrant camp and Cama-
cho and picking cucumbers. He answered them
simply: The camp was okay. He didn’t worry about
Camacho. Yes, picking cucumbers was hard work.
They stopped to light cigarettes and he felt her hair
against his cupped hands as she leaned in and saw
her face clearly for a moment in the glow of the
match. She was really nice looking. The rich girl in
the movies.

“You look like somebody in the movies,” Ryan
said.

“Who?”
“I can’t think of her name.”
“What type is she?”
“Like you. Dark hair, long.”
“Is she sexy?”
“Yeah, I guess so.”
“What was she in?”
“I can’t remember right off.”
“I probably didn’t see it anyway. I don’t go very

often. Just sometimes.”
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They walked along in silence and Ryan said,
“Do you watch any television?”

“Hardly ever. Do you?”
“If it’s something good.”
“Like what?”
“A war movie, something like that. Or spy

stuff.”
“Wow, real-life fakey drama.”
“They don’t have to be true, long as they’re

good.”
“They’re boring.”
“Well, what do you like, then?”
“Doing something.” She looked up at him with

the dark hair slanting close to her eye. “Something
that makes an impression. Something that leaves a
mark.”

“Like what?”
“I don’t know. A bullet maybe. That would be a

good clean example.”
“Shoot somebody?”
“Shoot something—hear it go off.”
“How about dynamite?”
“Beautiful. I think dynamite would really be

fun.”
“But you have to put in your detonators and

wire the charge and string the wire out—how
about a grenade?”

“Oooo, a grenade, yes! Just pull the pin and
throw it.”
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“Or hook it up to a trip wire,” Ryan said. “As a
joke.”

“I think I’d rather throw it,” Nancy said. “The
other way you might have to wait too long.”

“Okay, but where’re you going to throw it?”
“I’ll have to think about it,” Nancy said. “I pic-

ture throwing it up on a porch or through a win-
dow. Isn’t that funny?”

“A guy was telling me, during World War Two
the Japs would send these Geisha girls over to our
lines bare naked but with grenades under their
arms; then they’d come in and the American guys
would tell them to put up their hands and wham.”

“Do you believe that?”
“A guy told me that was there.”
“I don’t believe it.”
“Why not?”
“Why would they walk in? Why not just throw

them?”
“Because they were ordered to. The Geisha

girls.”
“Why no clothes? I think your friend’s putting

you on.”
“He’s not a friend. He’s just a guy I know.”
“I’ll bet he wasn’t even there,” Nancy said.
“I don’t care,” Ryan said. “Maybe it happened,

maybe it didn’t. I don’t care one way or the other.”
Nancy was looking up the slope. She stopped,

her gaze holding on the bluff, and Ryan stopped
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with her. “How about rocks?” she said then.
“What if we used rocks and pretended they were
grenades.”

“And do what?”
“Throw them.”
“You want to throw rocks.”
“Find some, come on.”
A nutty broad. God, looking for rocks. Very seri-

ously in the dark looking for rocks. It was a dumb
thing to do, but he was feeling pretty good now.
“Little rocks or big ones?”

“I think a little smaller than my fist,” Nancy
said. “They shouldn’t be too heavy.”

“No,” Ryan said. “You can’t have them too
heavy. How many you need?”

“Just a few. We’ll make them count.”
Very nutty broad. They took their rocks and

went up the next stairway they came to, up to the
lawn of a house that was totally dark, partly ob-
scured, and shadowed by trees and shrubbery.

“They’re probably at the club,” Nancy said, her
voice low and close to Ryan.

“You know them?”
“I don’t think so. Everyone along here belongs.”
“You’re going to throw a rock at that house?”
“Uh-huh, right through the picture window.”
“Why this house? If you don’t know them—”
“Because it’s there,” the girl said.
“Maybe they’re asleep.”
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“What difference does it make?”
They were crouched on their knees at the edge of

the bluff. As the girl rose Ryan held her arm with
the back of his hand.

“Wait a minute. What do you do after you throw
it?” He had taken his sneakers out of his back
pockets and was putting them on now.

“I don’t know. Run, I guess. Don’t you run?”
“Where? You got to know where you’re going.

You got to have a plan.”
“We’ll keep going around to the front.”
“To where?”
“Don’t worry about it. Just stick with me,

Jackie.”
Jackie. Man, he started to think, what are you

doing here? But Nancy was up, running crouched
across the open lawn, and he was following her,
running crouched because she was. It was dumb.
There was no reason to hunch your shoulders. You
walked in and walked out. Hunching your shoul-
ders didn’t make it work better. You don’t hide
hunching your shoulders.

Nancy stopped within twenty feet of the picture
window, which would cost three hundred dollars to
replace, and threw the rock in her left hand, throw-
ing it like a right-handed man throwing left-
handed. The rock fell short, landing in the
shrubbery. “Damn!” Nancy said the one word
clearly. She moved in closer, somewhat crouched,
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turning sideways and throwing in the same motion,
and the picture window, a dull reflection in the
night, exploded in a shower of glass. She was gone,
somewhere around the left side of the house. Ryan
raised the rock in his right hand shoulder-high; he
started in set to throw as he would for a play at the
plate. What the hell are you doing? he thought, and
threw in a quick, short motion, not looking at the
window, and heard the rock strike somewhere in-
side the house as he took off after the girl.

“Here!” A whisper hissed from the pines near
the road.

She was out of breath, her shoulders moving as
she breathed. As Ryan reached her she said, “Did
you hear it?”

“Did I hear it? They heard it in Geneva.”
“Loud? Wow. Imagine a real grenade.”
“You know, you throw like a girl. It’s funny, I

didn’t think you would.”
“Did any lights go on?” She was looking out

through the branches, calming down now.
“I don’t see any. I guess you’re right, they’re at

the club.”
She looked up at him. “Let’s do it where people

are home.”
“You think that’d be fun, uh?”
“See their reaction.”
“Just stand around and watch.”
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“I don’t know.” An irritable little edge in her
voice. “Let’s pick the house first.”

The Pointe was old and overgrown with trees, a
village of comfortable homes in the north woods,
large homes set back from the elm trees that lined
the beach drive, smaller but expensive homes on
the winding lanes among dense pines and stands of
birch. There were more houses than Ryan had pic-
tured, dim shapes now in the tree darkness, soft
lamplight showing windows and screened porches
beyond well-groomed lawns. Here and there in
driveways Ryan picked out the metal shine of auto-
mobiles, but there were no cars moving, no head-
lights creeping along the drive or coming suddenly
through the trees. In his mind it seemed quieter
than naturally quiet after the shattering sound of
the window.

They followed the row of elms, drawn toward
the house lights, Nancy leading, then quickly
across the road to the pines that bordered one side
of a two-story brick and frame Colonial.

“You like it?” Ryan asked.
“I don’t know.” She studied the house for a time.

“Lights but no people.”
“They’re in back. In the kitchen. They’re having

a glass of milk before they go to bed.”
“Let’s give them one anyway. For practice.”
She didn’t hesitate. She took off across the lawn
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on an angle that would take her within twenty feet
of the house; she crossed the walk that led to the
front door, stopped and turned to throw left-
handed. In a natural forced-play-at-second position
he threw hard sidearm and heard his window ex-
plode a half count behind Nancy’s: one-two, but al-
most as one sound. He followed her into the trees
on the other side of the yard and they worked their
way back to the road, crossing quickly to the elm
shadows.

“There,” Ryan said. “Coming out the front
door.”

They watched the man standing in the porch
light, coming down to the walk and looking
around, then going over to the two windows.
Within one of the broken windows they could
make out another figure, a woman.

“She’s telling him to come in the house,” Ryan
said. “She’s saying come in, you don’t know who’s
out there in the dark.”

“Just us chickens,” Nancy said. “I’d like to really
hear what they’re saying. We’re too far.”

“He’s going in to call the cops now.”
“You think he will?”
“What would you do?”
“Yes, I suppose. Hey, what if we wait for the po-

lice car and when it comes—zap-zap.”
“What if we went and got a beer?”
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“We have to get closer to one,” Nancy said.
“Come on.”

She moved off again through the tree shadows
with Ryan behind her, watching her legs and the
ground, stopping close to her when she stopped,
putting his hand on her shoulder and feeling her
collarbone, frail beneath his fingers. She smelled
good; not of perfume but maybe powder or soap.
She smelled clean.

“There it is,” Nancy said. “Perfect.”
He followed her gaze across the road and the

deep lawn to the new-looking, low-roofed house
trimmed with grille work and bathed in a soft gray-
pink spotlight rising out of the shrubbery. Dim
lights showed in every room and on the screened
porch that extended along the right side of the
house, facing a stand of birch trees.

“A quiet party,” Nancy said. “A few friends over
for a tightener after dinner.”

Ryan counted five on the porch. Three women.
A man appeared from inside the house, coming out
with a glass in each hand.

“Fresheners,” Nancy said. “Tighteners and
fresheners. Sometimes drinkees or martin-eyes.”

“Duck,” Ryan said.
Headlights, turning onto the drive, swept the

trees. Close to them, as the car hurried past, they
saw the Sheriff’s Patrol insignia on the door. The
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car’s rear lights moved into the darkness and, a
block from them, turned bright red.

“They’ll be there ten minutes,” Ryan said.
“Then start prowling.”

“How do they expect to find anybody in a car.”
“They have to go through the motions.”
“Dumb official nothing.”
“What?”
“Listen, this time you go around to the back of

the house and put one through the kitchen win-
dow,” Nancy said.

“Yeah?”
“Don’t you get it?”
“You’ll be in the trees by the porch watching?”
“Very good.”
“We’ll only have about five minutes.”
“All we’ll need.”
“Wait a minute,” Ryan said. “I don’t have any

more rocks.”
Nancy handed him one. “If you promise to pay

me back.”
She moved off. Ryan watched the two red dots

of light down the street as he crossed over. There
were bushes here separating the houses, and a tall
hedge. He moved along close to it, along the edge
of the yard all the way to the house, then across the
backyard, partly lit by the kitchen and breakfast
room windows, to the side of the garage. If he ever
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ran into Leon Woody again, if Leon Woody ever
got out of Milan and he ran into him, he’d say to
Leon, “Hey, man, I got a new thing.” Leon Woody
would say, “What’s that, man?” And he’d say,
“Breaking windows, man. You go around at night
breaking windows.” And Leon Woody would say,
“Breaking windows. Uh-huh, yeah, that sounds
pretty good, man.” For Christ sake, Ryan thought,
and threw the rock through the window before he
could think about it anymore.

He stepped back to the corner of the garage,
partly behind it, and watched. When the man ap-
peared in the kitchen—the man coming in and
looking around and not knowing what to expect,
and now the rest of them coming behind him—
Ryan left. He went into the birch trees and worked
his way up along the porch side of the house. He
tried to pick out the girl among the trees, the shape
of her in the darkness. He came up even with the
porch. The girl wasn’t in the trees.

She was on the empty porch. She had a bottle in
her hand and two glasses, trying to pick up some-
thing else. Finally she put the bottle under her arm.
Then with the two glasses in one hand and an ice
bucket in the other and the bottle under her arm
she pushed open the screen door with her fanny
and walked across the lawn toward Ryan at the
edge of the trees. See, Leon, you don’t just bust the
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windows. You bust them and then you go in and
steal a bottle of whiskey and some ice. And Leon
Woody would say, “Uh-huh, sure, man, you got to
have the ice.”
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“I LIKE CRACKED LIPS.”

“From the sun,” Ryan said. “Out in the sun all
day.”

“They’re more fun. I think kissing hard and slid-
ing around is nothing.”

“Yeah, well some people think it gets you up
there quicker.”

“Up where?” Close to him in the sand Nancy
leaned in, nuzzling in, brushing the side of his face
with her mouth and gently biting his lower lip.

“I’ll go your way,” Ryan said.
“All the way?”
He was taking his time; he wasn’t going to rush it

and look like some hick, but it wasn’t easy to do.
He said, “Do you want another drink?” Nancy
shook her head. He pushed up on one elbow and
put his hand in the ice bucket. “Water,” he said.
“How about bourbon and cold water?”

“I thought I was taking Scotch.”
“You did all right.”

d
n
o
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“Thank you.”
“The walking away from the porch was good.

I’ve got a friend would have liked that.”
“Someone you worked with?”
“Cleaning carpets.”
“I mean the other thing. B and E. I like B and E,

the sound of it. Isn’t that funny? I mean it sounds so
simple, two little letters.”

“Why don’t we get some ice at your place?”
They were a little way down the beach from the or-
ange post lamp on the bluff. Sitting up, Ryan could
see the point of light against the sky.

“I feel like something else,” Nancy said.
“Like what?”
“Cold Ducks. But there aren’t any in the house.”

She pushed up next to him then. “I know where
there are some though. Come on.”

Like that. Ryan collected the bottle and ice
bucket and glasses and followed her down the
beach, aware that he was following her, and hur-
ried to catch up. She was looking out at the lake, at
the deep dark of the water and the lighter dark of
the sky.

“There it is,” Nancy said.
“I don’t see anything.”
“The boat.”
He saw the white shape that must be a cabin

cruiser lying about fifty or sixty yards out. At the
same time he realized they were opposite Nancy’s
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house, with the orange glow of the light high on the
bluff above them.

“That’s Ray’s, uh?”
“Somebody from the club was supposed to pick

it up,” Nancy said, “but they haven’t.” She looked
at Ryan. “We won’t need any of that.”

“What do I do with it?”
“How about putting it down?”
“And somebody finds it in front of your house?”
“So?”
“I’ll bury it.”
At the foot of the bluff he dug away enough

sand to cover the ice bucket and glasses and the
bottle. Coming back across the beach to the water,
he saw Nancy was nowhere in sight. Her clothes
were in a pile.

He took off his shirt and pants, folded them, and
put them on the ground next to Nancy’s sweater—
and shorts that were dropped there; he went into
the water wearing only his shorts, making himself
go right in without fooling around touching the
water with his toes. It wasn’t deep; he was halfway
to the boat before the water was up to his waist,
but God, it was cold without the sun. He had to go
in and get wet all the way and dove out, swimming
under water to get used to it. Coming up, he swam
sidestroke, reaching the stern of the boat on the
starboard side, pulling himself up on the side rail
and ducking under the canvas top of the afterdeck.
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“Where are you?”
“In here.”
He followed the sound of her voice through the

open hatch, down three steps into sleeping quar-
ters, through a short passage into the lamplight of
the galley. She stood in the narrow aisle opening a
bottle that looked like champagne, her wet hair
straight and pressed to her face. She was wearing a
sweater, a black ribbed V-neck sweater that hung to
her thighs.

“I like it,” Ryan said.
“My party dress.” Looking right at him.
“I meant the boat,” Ryan said. Very good. Don’t

give her anything. She was waiting for him to move
in, leading him along with the sweater and the
look. She was playing with him and he was stand-
ing there with his cold wet shorts sticking to him.

“There’s a towel in the biffy.”
He came back in drying himself, looking at the

polished overhead and the brass lamp. Past the
refrigerator and the stainless steel sink there was
another sleeping compartment forward. It was
good, the brass and the polished wood, the table
hinged to the wall. Snug quarters. You didn’t
need champagne—or Cold Ducks. He could see
the label as Nancy filled two glasses.

He sat down at the table, aware of a creaking
sound and the motion of the boat pulling against its
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anchor. It was good, all right. You could live on a
boat like this and go anywhere you wanted.

“How much does a boat like this cost?”
“About twenty-five.”
“Twenty-five what?”
“Thousand.” She was watching him.
“Let’s go for a cruise,” Ryan said. “Down to

Nassau.”
“I’ve been there,” Nancy said.
“On a boat like this?”
“No, a ketch, a sailboat. There were nine with

the crew. Friends of mother’s.”
“You’d sleep right on it?”
“Most of the time.”
“That’d be something,” Ryan said.
“Uh-huh, sitting around all day while everybody

got stoned. By five o’clock they’d be freaked out of
their minds.”

“You were with your mother and dad?”
“I was between dads. My mother would say,

‘Darling, why don’t you go below and take a rest?’
Or, ‘Why don’t you go swimming or look for inter-
esting shells.’ Or slash your wrists—that’s what
she wanted to say. Everything was interesting at
that time. ‘Why don’t you go talk to that
interesting-looking boy. He’s about your age,
dear.’ ”

“How old were you?”
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“Fourteen.”
“Do you get along with her now?”
“I don’t see her now.”
“Does she know what you’re doing—I mean,

where you are?”
“Did you tell your mother you stole things?”
“I don’t do that anymore,” Ryan said.
“When you were B and E-ing, or whatever you

call it? Did you tell her?”
“No.”
“I told old Mom I was shacked up with Ray

Ritchie,” Nancy said. “But she won’t think about
it. She likes everything nice.” Nancy stretched the
word out sweetly.

“Well, what do you expect?”
“I don’t expect anything. She’s not real. I mean

on the surface she’s not.” Nancy felt the cigarette
package and squeezed it in her fist. “Damn it,
we’re out.”

“What do you mean she’s not real?”
Nancy was thoughtful, curled on the bench

across from him in the oversized sweater. “She pre-
tends to be the perfect lady. She is Perfect Lady on
the outside, leading a perfectly normal perfect life.
But the real person is inside the perfect lady looking
out and she’s as screwed up as anybody, with three
screwed-up marriages to prove it.”

Ryan said, “She’s inside this person, uh?”
“She won’t admit she’s in there, but she is. You
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can see her looking out.” Nancy smiled. “That’s
fun, to get her to look out. She does that a lot, and
sometimes she’ll even stick her head out a little.
But I’ve never been able to get her out all the
way.”

“I don’t get it,” Ryan said.
“It doesn’t matter. I wish we had cigarettes,” she

said then. She sipped her Cold Duck and filled their
glasses again. “You like?”

“It’s all right.”
“But you’d rather have a shot and a beer.”
“One or the other.”
“Good old Bob Junior is strictly beer. Ray is

martinis.”
Ryan hunched forward, resting his arms on the

table edge. “Can I ask you a question?”
“What am I doing here,” Nancy said.
“Something like that.”
“Just letting it happen, I guess,” Nancy said.

“Looking for the bounce, like everybody else.”
“Why Ray Ritchie—a guy twenty years older

than you are?”
“Twenty-five, Charlie.”
“All right, but why?”
“Why do you steal?”
“I told you, I don’t anymore.”
“Did you ever steal money?”
Ryan hesitated. “Sometimes, if there was some

laying around.”
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“What was the most you ever got?”
“Seventy-eight bucks.”
Nancy was turning the stem of her glass between

her fingers slowly. “What if you came across fifty
thousand laying around?” She looked up at Ryan.
“Between fifty and fifty-five thousand. Would you
have the nerve to take it?”

Ryan sat relaxed, keeping his eyes on her eyes,
aware of the faint creaking sound again and, for
what it was worth, waiting for her to make some-
thing out of the silence and the way he was looking
at her. He didn’t smile or make a remark or try to
be funny; he didn’t have to ask her if she was seri-
ous. He knew as soon as she said it that this is what
it was all about: why she was here and why he was
here.

Nancy said, “If you’d rather not talk about it—”
“Whose fifty thousand, Ray’s?”
“Uh-huh.”
“Where?”
“In his hunting lodge.”
“He keeps fifty thousand in his hunting lodge.

Sitting there.”
“He does the night before he pays the migrants.”

Nancy watched him. “Multiply three hundred and
fifty workers by a hundred and fifty dollars each.
Isn’t that the average?”

“About.”
“It comes to fifty-two thousand, five hundred.
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Not checks, money. In pay envelopes. Three hun-
dred and fifty envelopes in two cardboard boxes.”

“How do you know?”
“From last year, and when they were paid this

year after planting, or whatever they did.”
“Ray brings the money? How does it get

here?”
“I’m not sure,” Nancy said. “Last year we were

at the lodge, a police car drove up and Bob Junior
got out with the boxes and put them in Ray’s office,
in the den.”

“The money’s already in the pay envelopes?”
“Uh-huh. Then the next day Bob Junior sits at a

card table and they line up and he pays them.”
“How do you know they always bring it the day

before?”
“Bob Junior told me.”
“You asked him?”
“Making conversation. He said it’s the way they

always do it.”
“And they leave the money there, forget about it

all night.”
“Not exactly.” Nancy paused. “Bob Junior said

he stays with it. I don’t know if in the same room
but in the lodge.”

“Well, if he’s sitting on the boxes, how’re we
supposed to get them?”

Nancy shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe you wait
till he goes to the bathroom.”
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“There’d have to be a way to get in,” Ryan said.
“If you have only a minute, you can’t fool around
breaking something to get in.”

“What if we went in the day before and
arranged it?”

Ryan finished the Cold Duck in his glass. “You
sure there aren’t any cigarettes?”

“I looked before.”
“How long have you been thinking about this?”
“It didn’t come to me until after I saw you Sun-

day.”
“Why me?”
“Don’t be modest. Because it’s your bag.”
“Fifty thousand isn’t a TV set.”
“It’s lighter,” Nancy said. “Think of it that way.”
“I mean, why think about it at all? You’ve got

about everything you want.”
“And things I don’t want.” Nancy leaned in, let-

ting her hair fall close to her face. “Let’s not go into
all the whys, all right?”

Ryan put his mind back on the fifty thousand.
“Are you talking about splitting?”

“Of course. I’m not greedy.”
“What if I take the whole thing?”
“Because you know I know and you wouldn’t

sleep at night until you were arrested.”
“After we get it, then what? How do we get

away?”
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“We don’t,” Nancy said. “We hide the money.”
“Where?”
“In the beach house.”
“Come on.”
“Really. It’s the best place; right under Ray’s

nose. You stay in Geneva Beach until Ray closes
the place for the summer, then break in and get it.
I’ll stay with him for about two weeks after we’re
back in Detroit, then we’ll have a fight and I’ll
leave him.”

“We meet in Detroit,” Ryan said. “Then what?”
Nancy smiled, hunching her shoulders like a lit-

tle girl. “I don’t know. What do you want to do?”
“I think I’d want to rest awhile.”
“Or take a cruise. The kind I was telling you

about?”
“I could get my own boat.”
“And a car and new clothes. Anything you

want.”
Ryan nodded, thinking about it. “Just about

anything.” He looked at her. “What about you?
What do you want?”

Nancy took a sip of Cold Duck. “Do you really
want to know?”

“Sure, tell me.”
“I might go out to Hollywood. I think twenty-

five thousand would be just enough of a stake.”
“You mean it?”
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“Why not? Hook myself a producer. A nice rich
producer.”

“Just like that.”
“I think I could fake most of them out of their

socks in about four minutes.”
“You mean out of their jocks.”
She shrugged. “I bet I could.”
“Do you know how to act?”
“Fake that too,” Nancy said. “That’s what act-

ing is, isn’t it?”
“You’re not planning on us staying together,

then.”
Nancy shrugged again. “I don’t know. Right

now I don’t need a lover, Jackie, I need a breaking
and entering man.”

Jackie again. He didn’t say anything.
“I want the money,” Nancy said. “If I have to

justify wanting it, then it’s because I think Ray
owes it to me. You can do it for whatever reason
you like. I’m not your conscience.”

“All right, you want me to think about it?”
“If you can’t say yes or no right now.”
“You’ve been thinking about it awhile, I

haven’t.”
“It’s fairly simple,” Nancy said. “You either

want it or you don’t.”
“I have to look at the lodge first,” Ryan said.

“Then I’ll let you know.”
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“Tomorrow’s Wednesday. If they’re bringing the
money Friday, you won’t have much time.”

“Maybe I can borrow this guy’s car I work for.
Go over there sometime tomorrow. Tell him I got to
get something in town.”

“Creepy Ray,” Nancy said. “He took my keys or
you could use mine.”

Ryan nodded. “I heard you had a car.” He tried
to picture her running the two guys off the road
and he wanted to ask her about it, but he said,
“What if I could start your car?”

“Without a key?”
“If you can get me some wire, it’s done.”

It was a friend of Ryan’s, Bud Long, who had
taught him how to jump wires: how to short out
the starter and run a wire from the battery to the
coil making sure to hook it on the right side of the
coil so it wouldn’t burn out the points. Bud Long
worked for a loan company in Detroit, on Liver-
nois, up among the miles of used car lots, and most
of the paper the company carried was for car loans.
When a customer got behind in his payments and
wouldn’t acknowledge receiving the payment no-
tices, Bud Long would go out at night and repos-
sess the car with a jump wire. Sometimes Ryan and
one or two others would go with him for some-
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thing to do and Bud Long would let them jump the
car. Usually they drove off and that was it. But a
couple of times, when somebody saw them, they
had to leave the car fast with the hood up and the
wire hanging, cutting between houses to Bud
Long’s car parked on the next street. Once they
took a 16-gauge shotgun blast in the rear quarter
panel, but they got away. (Bud Long said the son of
a bitch probably owed money on the shotgun too.)

That was all right, jumping cars with Bud Long;
it was legal, or at least it seemed legal, and Bud
knew what he was doing. But then a couple of the
other guys started jumping cars when they wanted
to go somewhere and didn’t have a ride and it was
dumb to get involved in that. Ryan rode with them
a few times when they came by for him. They’d
drive the car downtown or wherever they were go-
ing and leave it. But one time—two thirty in the
morning on East Jefferson near the Uniroyal
plant—the dumb son of a bitch he was with, Billy
Morrison, threw an empty beer bottle out the win-
dow with a cop car a half block behind them. They
were pulled over, checked, and taken to the station
on Beaubien and charged with car theft. Ryan
called the older of his two sisters, Marion, whose
husband was a lawyer, and told him what hap-
pened, and his brother-in-law, Carl, a sweetheart,
told him to stay in jail, maybe it would teach him a
goddamn lesson. He was arraigned on the warrant
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the next day, pleading not guilty; his bond was set
at $500. But because he couldn’t afford the bond
without his brother-in-law’s help, he spent eight
days in the Wayne County Jail. At the Examina-
tion, Carl talked to Billy Morrison’s lawyer, the two
of them standing, nodding at each other with the
briefcases under their arms, and before he knew it,
he and Billy Morrison had copped a plea of guilty
to the charge of Unlawfully Driving Away an Auto-
mobile, UDAA, and were sent to Morning Sessions
Court. Because it was their first offense, they were
both placed on a year’s probation and his brother-
in-law took him out to lunch so they could “have a
little talk.”

The next day—and this, Ryan figured, must be
the world’s record for poor timing—he was back in
Morning Sessions sitting on the bench in the
fenced-off section with the stew bums and colored
hookers waiting to go before the same judge. Not
Billy Morrison and Jack Ryan this time. Just Jack
Ryan.

It was poor timing and it was also dirty rotten
luck of the worst kind because it should never have
happened.

He had gone to lunch with Carl for the little talk;
he had gone to a movie and then home. He had to
go home sometime, so he went home.

They were still living in the apartment in High-
land Park: he and his mother and, for the past seven
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months, his other sister, Peggy, and her husband,
Frank, who worked at a bakery on the night shift.
Ryan was sleeping on the studio couch in the dining
room again. The three of them were there when he
got home. His mother told him how worried she
had been and how Carl had told her not to visit him
in jail or go to the court hearing. He remembered
they had already eaten. (They ate at 5:30 because
Frank had to leave for work by quarter to seven
and he liked to sit and watch TV and let his dinner
digest.) But they hadn’t saved anything because
they didn’t know Jack was coming home. He re-
membered his mother looking in her purse, then
asking Frank didn’t she loan him five dollars last
week?—asking him twice because he was watching
TV, sitting in his T-shirt with his stringy neck and
his dark hair combed in a high roll, his sister Peggy
sitting next to Frank, sitting straight with bobby
pins in her mouth, putting her hair up, and Frank
finally saying he had already paid her back. Ryan
said he had money and he remembered his mother
saying don’t go to Major’s, go down to Safeway,
the hamburger was three pounds for a dollar ten
this week. He remembered her saying that pork
roasts were on sale, too, and if he saw a nice one
and had enough extra money, they could have it for
Sunday; Frank was bringing home a pie. He re-
membered her saying she wished there was an A&P
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in the neighborhood and he remembered, going out
the door, his sister saying yes, A&P was all right,
but you didn’t get any stamps there.

He didn’t go to Safeway. He went to a bar on
Woodward up near Seven Mile and drank beer.
Maybe they were still talking about the A&P. The
way it was before and the way he would always re-
member it, his father would be in the dining room
playing solitaire and his mother would be in the liv-
ing room with the radio on, the thin, slick-haired
man and the lady beginning to get fat. They hardly
ever spoke to each other. His mother would bring
up the worn carpeting or that she had seen a nice-
looking graduation dress for Peggy and his dad
would say, “Uh-huh, all right. Fine.” With the ciga-
rette smoke curling up past his eyes, squinting
down at the cards. Ryan had wondered if they ever
made love. The slick-haired man with his hair
combed and his teeth brushed and the beginning-
to-get-fat lady lying there wondering if they should
trade the Bendix washer in or try to get another
year out of it. The man would be smoking a ciga-
rette after and the lady would finally say, “You
know, we’ve had that Bendix nine years.” Ryan
couldn’t picture them first meeting or dating or the
way they were before he was born. But something
must have happened. Something, and he would bet
anything it was because of money. Counting pen-
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nies to buy hamburger. Maybe that tightens you up
and once it does, you stay tightened. His dad was
different sometimes when they were alone. He
would seem to know about things. He would say
ask me a capital and Ryan would ask it and his dad
would know it. Even Central America. He would
know all about places like Guadalcanal and
Tarawa and tell about times men had lost their lives
because the brass had screwed up, miscalculated,
though he had not been in the war himself. He
would tell what was wrong with the DSR, how
they didn’t have enough buses and how the jigs
were getting all the good runs because the big shots
were afraid of the racial situation. (Later, when
Ryan was working with Leon Woody, he won-
dered what his dad would have thought of it. He
wondered if he would have started breaking into
houses if his dad hadn’t died. And then he would
think: Why? What’s that got to do with the price of
anything? And he would think about something
else.)

When Billy Morrison came into the bar, he felt
like decking the son of a bitch, but Billy was grin-
ning and looked really glad to see him, so they
drank beer and celebrated the neat way they’d beat
the larceny charge. About 11:30 Billy Morrison
said how about a little action? Ryan thought he
meant pick up some broads somewhere, but Billy
said, man, they didn’t have time for that; it had to
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be a sure thing. Not if it costs money, Ryan said.
Billy said come on, it’s a new kick, and Ryan went
with him to a gas station over on John R.

A gas station. This was about the craziest thing
he’d ever heard of. Billy Morrison said, man, like
getting your oil changed. The station attendant di-
aled a number. They waited about twenty minutes
smoking cigarettes before a Pontiac station wagon
pulled in with two guys in front, young guys, and a
girl in back about sixteen with long, tangled brown
hair and a tight skirt way up on her thighs. After
you, Billy Morrison said, and Ryan got in the back-
seat with the girl. She was pretty, but she had on
too much perfume and he didn’t like her hair; he
didn’t like the two guys; he didn’t like anything
about it, sitting in the dark with the three of them
as they drove south on John R toward Six Mile.
The guy next to the driver asked him if he wanted a
beer. Well. Why not? He took the warm beer from
the guy and the guy said that would be a buck.
Ryan said nothing; he paid him. He asked the girl if
she wanted some and she said no. That was all she
said in the car. The one word. The two in front
talked sometimes but mostly to each other and
Ryan couldn’t hear what they were saying. He re-
membered how quiet it was in the car. Then the
sound of his own voice asking where they were go-
ing. The guy next to the driver said over by a school
yard. Sometimes they went to a park or over to a
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lumber yard, but tonight it was the school yard.
There was a blanket in the back, the guy said. Ryan
sipped the warm beer. After a minute, breaking the
silence again, he asked how much it would be for
all this great service and everything and the guy
next to the driver, without turning around, said ten
bucks.

Ryan said they had better drive him back, he
wasn’t buying anything today after all. Ahead of
them he could see the stoplight at Six Mile Road.
They were approaching it, but the car slowed down
and turned left into an alley before they reached the
corner. The car stopped; the headlights beamed
down past trash cans and incinerators and the
shadowed back walls of stores. The headlights
went off and the guy next to the driver, thin-faced
with long hair, about Ryan’s age, turned with his
arm on the backrest. He said it would cost ten
bucks. He said whether they took Ryan to the
school or back to the gas station or anywhere, it
would cost ten bucks. Ryan said no, he had
changed his mind. The guy looking at him said,
man, nothing was free. Everything cost ten bucks.
Ryan said okay, I’ll make you a deal. You don’t
have to drive me back. I’ll get out here.

The inside light went on as the driver opened
his door. Ryan remembered seeing the girl, her
hair lighter than he thought it would be; he re-
membered feeling the beer running up his sleeve,
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colder than it had tasted, as he raised the bottle by
the neck and saw the guy next to the driver drop
behind the backrest. Ryan was out, slamming the
door, moving along the car to the rear, then sliding
in the gravel and changing his direction. As the
driver came past the front end Ryan went into
him, chopping the bottle against the side of his
head backhanded so that the guy fell against the
hood.

The bottle didn’t break. In the movies the bottle
breaks, but this one didn’t. He held on to it and ran,
all the way down the alley and right, past the brick
side of a store to Six Mile, across the street and east
along the sidewalk, not aware that he was still
holding the bottle. He was in the next block when
he felt the car moving along next to him. He didn’t
want to look at the car, he wanted it to pass and he
wanted to keep walking.

But the car didn’t pass and he did a dumb thing.
He looked at the car because he had to, a car that as
soon as he looked at it was a black-with-yellow-
lettering police car. And he ran. He didn’t think, he
ran. Later, thinking about it, he realized what a
dumb thing he did and made a resolution it would
never happen again; but later was too late. He ran
to the corner and around it; he ran down the length
of a cyclone fence, down to the end of it and up
over the fence. He hid in the darkness and silence
against the wall of the lumber company, in the aisle
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between ten-foot stacks of two-by-fours, and he
was standing there with the beer bottle in his hand
when they put the flashlight on him. He held the
beer bottle half raised at his side, the light in his
eyes, and finally he let go of it.

The judge at Morning Sessions, a nice calm-
looking guy with his hair starting to get gray at the
sides, gave him sixty days in the Detroit House of
Correction.

He had had enough bad luck. It was time to have
some good luck. There had to be a beginning to the
good luck if he was going to have any, and maybe
this was the beginning. It was good to have a car
again. It was good driving along at night with the
radio on. It was good rolling into the Bay Vista and
angle-parking in front of the office. If this was the
beginning of the good luck, he would have to
watch and be ready and, finally, at one point, if it
still looked good, he would have to say yes and step
into it and do it, go all the way.

Why would it be any harder than going into a
house for TV sets and fur coats? Or any harder
than walking into his own room.

From the bed, sitting across it against the wall
and his cracked curl-toed boots sticking out over
the side, Frank Pizarro said, “Hey, Jack, how you
doing?”
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“Get off the bed.”
“What’s the matter with you?” Pizarro pushed

himself to the edge and sat with his legs hanging,
not touching the floor.

“How’d you know I was here?”
“Billy tole me. What’s the matter with you?”
“I mean this room.”
“A guy outside, when I came. I ask him.”
“He tell you to walk in, make yourself at home?”
“No, I wait out there awhile, then I think

maybe you sleeping and don’t hear me, so I try the
door and it’s open. Listen, I got fired from my
job.”

“I heard.”
“From Billy. But he didn’t tell you about the bus.”
“Frank, I’ll see you, okay?”
“Listen, Camacho wants me to drive the bus

back for the money I owe him. Drive him in it and
leave my truck because the goddamn thing’s busted
anyway.”

Ryan hesitated. “That’s fine with me.”
“Sure, but how do the rest of them get home?

See?”
“In the bus.”
“No. Camacho say, ‘I don’t have to take them

home.’ I say, ‘But they already pay you to take
them.’ He say, ‘That was when I was crew leader.
But I’m not crew leader no more, so I don’t have
to take them.’ He say then, ‘But if they want to
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pay my bus company five hunnert dollar and give
me money for the airplane, then I leave the bus
here.’

“Come on. They believe that?”
“What are they going to do? They tell him they

don’t like it, Camacho leave them here.”
“What do you care? You’ve got a ride.”
“What do I care? They all my friends.”
“Come on, Frank.”
“I mean it. I work with them seven years.”
“All right, so why come to me?”
“Man, we been friends, right? Billy say, ‘Why

don’t we borrow the money from Jack?’ Pizarro’s
flat, open face stared up at Ryan.

“Five hundred dollars.”
“Billy say you got it. He say if you spent it, you

can get some more easy.”
“Where is Billy?”
“He don’t want to come. You know, to ask you.”
“It doesn’t bother you any.”
“Listen, I don’t ask you for the money. Billy say

that. I want to borrow it from you and we pay you
back.”

“You think I have five hundred?”
“You don’t, you can get it. Easy.”
“If I loaned you what I have, you’d pay it back,

uh?”
“You know that. Sure.”
“When?”
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“Next year when we come up.”
“It’s been nice knowing you, Frank.”
“Man, we got these families. How they going to

get home?”
“Come on—I’ve got this family.”
“You don’t care what happens to all those 

people?”
“Hey, Frank, I’ll see you.”
“Okay, buddy,” Pizarro said. He came off the

bed slowly. “Screw you too.”
Pizarro moved past him and opened the door;

narrow shoulders and drooping pants seat, check-
ered pants that were worn and dirty, shapeless,
with slash continental pockets and a snappy snap-
around elastic waist.

“Wait a minute,” Ryan said. “You got your
truck?”

“I tole you, it’s busted.”
“You going to walk?”
“No, I’m going to rent a goddamn Hertz car.”
Ryan hesitated, watching Pizarro holding the

door open, but only a moment. He said, “See you,
Frank.”

Pizarro noticed the mustang in front of the office.
He looked at the car as he walked past it and some-
thing about it was familiar. There were a lot of dark
green Mustangs, but there was something else
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about a Mustang that stuck in his mind. He walked
down to the first side road beyond the Bay Vista
and got his panel truck out of the trees and headed
for Geneva Beach as fast as the rusted-out panel
would move. But by the time he got there, the bars
and liquor stores were closed and the town was
locked up for the night. Goddamn Ryan.

Waiting for Ryan and not finding anything to
drink in Ryan’s place, he had thought of getting a
bottle of something, tequila or gin. Or a bottle of
red. If he bought wine, he’d have a few bucks left
over. He had four dollars and sixty cents of the
hundred Ryan had given him as his cut. Sure he had
waited in the truck. But, goddamn, it was his truck;
he was the one to drive it. At the time he should
have pulled off the road and laid it on him. “Hey,
man, where’s my cut? No chickenshit hunnert dol-
lars, my cut.” Lay it on him and let him know.
Ryan had been lucky with Camacho; but that
didn’t mean he was always lucky.

He had never liked Ryan. Ever since San Anto-
nio, at the gas station: Ryan standing there with his
bag looking for a ride, standing there with his
hands on his hips looking them over as they pulled
in—the bus, the panel truck, and two cars, all mi-
grants; then talking to Camacho for a while and
getting in the bus. Ever since then. Ever since, on
the trip up, Ryan started going into the stores
where they had trouble being served to get the pop
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and stuff to make sandwiches. Ever since in the
town in Oklahoma talking the gas station man into
letting them use his stinking broken-down wash-
room, thinking he was a big shot because he did it.
Ever since he started talking to Marlene Desea and
before they were out of Missouri had got her to
leave the panel truck and ride in the bus with him.
Somebody else, one of the other girls, had said,
“Frank, I would love to ride with you.” But he had
told her nothing doing, nobody was riding with
him now.

Camacho was right—what he said after they had
reached the cucumber fields—that Ryan only
wanted a ride. He got what he wanted and there
was nothing to keep him—not Marlene Desea, not
anything. He used the truck. He used Billy Ruiz. He
used everybody and once he got what he wanted,
he left. Sure, that’s the kind of guy.

Beyond Geneva Beach, on the highway south, he
turned off on the dirt road that pointed through 
the fields to the migrant camp.

Goddamn cucumbers. He was through with the
cucumbers. He could pick ten times more than
the goddamn kids they sent up from Saginaw and
Bay City, but if they wanted the kids instead of
him, that was up to them. He had drunk a little too
much since Saturday, a hundred dollars worth al-
most, but buying the others a lot of it too. It was
gone, the hundred, and he owed Camacho four
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hundred fifty dollars and he didn’t have a job and
San Antonio was sixteen hundred and seventy
miles away.

But Ryan wasn’t gone. Man, he had Ryan. All he
had to do was think of a way to tell him, a good
way to tell him without getting his jaw broken.
Like:

“Hey, Jack. You know that beer case with the
wallets you tole us to throw away? We don’t throw
it away, man. I got it hid somewhere.”

Then Ryan would say something and he would
say to Ryan, “How much you give me for that beer
case, buddy? So somebody don’t find it with your
name on it.”

That would be the difficult part, to tell Ryan so
he would see clearly that he had no choice but to
buy the case of wallets. “Look, you swing at me,
you never see the beer case, you understand?”

The son of a bitch, you didn’t know what he
might do. Tell him quick, “Something happen to
me a friend of mine take the beer case to the police.
How you like that, buddy?”

Then tell him how much. Five hundred dollars
for the case. No, six hundred dollars. He don’t
have it, he has to work for it then, go in some
places.

He had planned to tell Ryan tonight. Begin with
the phony story about the bus and see if he could
get some money that way, the easy way. Then tell
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him about the beer case. But when Ryan came in
and was standing there, he couldn’t do it.

Maybe get some paper and write it to him. Buy
the paper and get a pencil somewhere. Write it
clearly and some night put it under his door. But he
would have to see Ryan sooner or later, or else how
would he get the money from him? Goddamn, why
did it have to be so hard to do?

For a reason Frank Pizarro would never be sure
of—other than he might have seen the car with the
girl in it going past the camp, going past this shed
where he was now stopping—he remembered the
dark green Mustang and remembered at once who
owned it. Mr. Ritchie’s girlfriend. Sure, the same
green Mustang with the dents in the front end, the
same dents in the same car in front of Jack Ryan’s
place.

Pizarro turned off the engine and the head-
lights, but he didn’t get out right away. He kept
thinking about the green Mustang because he
knew goddamn well Jack Ryan had something to
do with it.
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“IT’S A GOOD DEAL,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Thirty
bucks a week she comes in every day but Sunday.
Sunday I like to cook a steak outside on the grill,
nice sirloin, this guy at the IGA cuts it about two
and a half inches thick.”

Mr. Majestyk sliced off a piece of kielbasa and
dipped it in chili sauce. He pushed the fork into his
sauerkraut and heaped it over the sausage with his
knife. Chewing, he took a piece of bread and but-
tered the whole slice. Still chewing, he said, “She
bakes it herself. At home, bakes two, three times a
week and brings it in fresh. I mean fresh.”

“It’s all right,” Ryan said.
“She keeps the place clean. Vacuums twice a

week.”
Ryan was eating fast. He had missed breakfast

again and he was hungry. The idea had been to get
up early and drive over to Ritchie’s hunting lodge
and look it over, before anybody was around. But
he’d overslept and missed breakfast. He’d have to
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drive out there after work, but he was too hungry to
think about that now. “She can cook,” Ryan said.

“I wouldn’t let her if she couldn’t,” Mr.
Majestyk said.

“You got something going with her?”
“With Donna?” Mr. Majestyk glanced toward

the doorway into the living room. “Christ, what do
you think, I’m hard up or something?”

“She’s old, but she’s not too bad looking,” Ryan
said. “I mean, better than nothing.”

“You’re young, you got it on the brain.”
“Well, it’s natural, isn’t it?”
“Natural doesn’t mean you got to think about it

all the time.”
“Is that right? What do you think about?”
“I got plenty of things,” Mr. Majestyk said. “For

example, should I stay up here year-round? I mean,
what’s in Detroit? I might as well live here. I men-
tioned keeping the place open for hunting season?”

“You said something about it.”
“Well, I got another idea. A hunting lodge.”
“Like Ritchie’s?”
“Naw, that’s a farmhouse he fixed up. You know

what an A-frame is?”
“I’m not sure.”
“Like a Swiss-looking place—a steep roof almost

comes down to the ground? For people who ski.
They’re building them all over up north. Prefab.”

“I’ve seen pictures.”
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“Take two of them,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Big
ones, each sleeps about ten with the loft upstairs,
and join them together with a central heating 
system.”

“You already got the cabins,” Ryan said.
“I’d have to put in new heating units. It gets

twenty below, them little units in there would quit.
No, I don’t mean here. There’s some property I
know a guy wants to sell—off by itself, woods, a
lake. You know the road there it goes through the
migrant camp and up past Ritchie’s lodge?”

“Yeah?”
“Go past it about a half a mile, you see a sign,

ROGERS, turn left and follow the road up the hill
through the woods.”

“Out away from everything.”
“Right. Build the A-frames there, get twenty

hunters, twenty-five bucks a day each—three full
meals, all the mix and ice and everything included
for twenty-five bucks a day.”

“That’d be all right.”
“In the heart of deer country. But you see with

the lake you got the bird hunters too. These guys—
Christ, I know a dozen guys I could call, they
wouldn’t hesitate. And they all got friends who
hunt.”

“Why don’t you do it?”
Mr. Majestyk stared at Ryan, then shrugged.

“Maybe. I don’t know.”
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“You’d make five hundred bucks a day.”
“Gross. Yeah, but I’d need a guy, maybe a couple

of guys who could cook, you know, and knew how
to handle guns.”

“What’s the problem?”
“No problem, just finding the right guys. You

know anything about guns?”
“I used to sell them,” Ryan said. “Hunting rifles,

shotguns, at this sporting goods store.”
“I thought you were a cook?”
“Yeah, I did that too. Fry chef.”
“Are you a good cook?”
“Sure. It was mostly these chefburgers, but

lunchtime you’d have everything going—filets,
fried eggs, pancakes, club sandwiches. The wait-
resses would call the orders and you had to keep it
all going.”

“For a young guy,” Mr. Majestyk said, “I guess
you’ve done a few things.”

“A few.” He told Mr. Majestyk about working
at The Chef and the sporting goods store and at
Sears but didn’t mention the carpet cleaning job be-
cause that was where he had met Leon Woody.

A friend of Ryan’s had the job first. The friend
wanted to quit and go to electronics school, but he
didn’t want to let his boss down, he said, so he told
Ryan about it. Good pay, not too hard, these big,
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beautiful homes you work in, and the women,
these rich babes, honest to God you wouldn’t be-
lieve it what some of them wear around the house,
showing you the goodies, boy, some of them just
asking for it. Ryan said, yeah? And his friend said,
you know, bending over to do something and no
bra on? Or these babes that let their housecoats
come undone?

Ryan never did see anything like that. He seldom
saw anyone at all except when they arrived and
when they left. He realized after a few weeks that
the guy had been pulling his chain about the
women, but that was all right. He liked the job.
What he liked about it especially was being in a
strange house and seeing personal things that be-
longed to people he didn’t know. It wasn’t the same
as being in a friend’s house. It gave him a funny
feeling, especially when he was alone in a room, in
the silence after he had turned off the machine, or
alone going up the stairs to do a bedroom. It was a
feeling as if something was going to happen.

Until this time Ryan hadn’t stolen anything since
grade school when they used to steal combs and
candy bars from the dime store. The only big things
he had ever stolen and ever thought about were a
baseball glove, hat, spikes, and a green jersey with
yellow sleeves from Sears. It wasn’t too hard.
Everybody on the 8th-grade team did it, making
about four trips each at different times with rain-
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coats or shopping bags, twelve guys and not one
was caught, though two guys got the wrong color
jerseys and when they went back, they were out of
the green and yellow.

It was a time Ryan was working in a room alone
that he thought of coming back to the house later.
The woman happened to mention they were leav-
ing for Florida the next day. Ryan thought about it
while he worked, trying to imagine the feeling of
being alone in the house at night. He began to won-
der then if he had enough nerve to go into a house
while the people were sleeping, or not knowing if
they were asleep or awake or what. God, you’d
have to be good to do that. But if you were sure of
the layout of the house, if you were sure there
wasn’t a dog, and if you had a good way to get in, it
could be done.

He was working with Leon Woody when he
thought of the way to do it. They would move the
furniture out to the middle of the floor and sham-
poo the carpeting around the walls first, then move
the furniture back and put aluminum foil pads un-
der the legs. Ryan positioned an end table, reached
into the draperies, and unlocked a side window. He
pulled his hand out and saw Leon Woody watch-
ing him.

Leon Woody shook his head, grinning. Ryan
said, “What’s the matter with you?”

Leon Woody said, “Nothing,” still grinning.
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He didn’t bring it up until they were in the truck.
He said, “Man, why would you want to get the
company in trouble? You want to go in, pick a
house we haven’t been to.”

Ryan told him he was crazy or didn’t know what
he was talking about. Something like that.

“You think I don’t know?” Leon Woody said.
“I’ve been watching you looking around. Let me
tell you something. You go in where they’re home
and sometime some hero is going to blast your ass,
man. You go in when they’re not home, when you
know it and have it in writing they’re not home.”

“You’ve done it?”
“Do it, man. I do it.”
“I’ve only done it once.”
“And about to do it again.”
“I wasn’t going to take anything.”
Leon Woody looked at him. “Then, why do you

want to go in?”
“I don’t know.” It sounded dumb. “Just to see if

I can, I guess.” It still sounded dumb.
“Like, man, a game?”
“Yeah, sort of.”
“You know what you get if you lose the game?”
“That’s part of it. The risk. There’s got to be a

risk.”
“What’s the other part?”
“Seeing if you can do it, I guess.”
“No baby, that’s not the other part. The other
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part is a white Mercury convertible and fifteen
suits and twelve pairs of shoes and I don’t know
how many chicks I can call anytime of the night.
Anytime.”

“If you want money,” Ryan said, “that’s some-
thing else.”

“Man, it’s the whole something else. You going
to tell me you don’t want it?”

“Sure, everybody wants enough to live on. I
mean to live well.”

“Do you live well?”
“I get along.”
“Do you live well?”
“Not that you’d call, you know, comfortably.”
“Well, man,” Leon Woody said, “let’s make you

comfortable.”
It was hard, when he thought about it, not to

think of it as a game. A kick. He was breaking the
law and knew he was breaking it, but he never
thought of it that way. It was funny, he just didn’t.
It was wrong to break into somebody’s house,
okay, but he wasn’t taking anything they really
needed. A TV set, a mink jacket, a couple of
watches, all insured; maybe they’d get two-fifty,
three hundred for the load. The insurance company
pays off and the guy buys another TV set, another
fur for his wife, and a couple of watches, everything
at a discount because he’s a big shot and has all

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 180



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 1 8 1

kinds of ins. The guy probably got the money to
buy the stuff in the first place by screwing some-
body in business. It was all right in business, but it
wasn’t all right going through a basement window.
Why not?

Maybe that didn’t follow. Maybe you couldn’t
justify going through the window, but how many
things in your life did you bother to justify? If you
got caught, you got caught. No excuses. No trying
to skinny out. Right? That was the only way to
think about it. Though the best way was not to
think about it at all. Just do it and don’t make a big
thing out of it.

In spite of Leon Woody, he still had to go into a
place not knowing whether the people were home
or not, and finally he did it. The first time he stayed
downstairs, felt his way around, and left in a cou-
ple of minutes, not taking anything. The next time
he went up to the second floor, keeping to the side
of the steps, putting his weight gradually on each
step, until he was in the upstairs hall. He walked
into a bedroom where a man and a woman were
sleeping and took seventy-eight dollars out of a
billfold on the dresser. He was going to tell Leon
Woody about it, but at the last second, ready to tell
him, he decided to keep it to himself. Leon Woody
might think he was nuts.

Finally, though, he didn’t have to worry about
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Leon Woody or what he thought. Twice Leon
Woody was picked up on suspicion. Somehow the
police got onto him. They went into his place with
warrants and wanted to know how he could afford
the car and all the expensive clothes. Leon Woody
told them gambling—horses, man. The third time
Ryan and Leon were both picked up. They had
gone into a house and, on the way home, stopped
for a couple of beers. They weren’t in the bar a half
hour, but when they came out, two plainclothes-
men were waiting at Leon’s car with a warrant.
Ryan was arraigned with Leon on a charge of
breaking and entering and was given a suspended
sentence. Leon drew six months for possession of
stolen property. He also lost his job with the carpet
cleaner. After his release he was arrested again, this
time for possession of narcotics, and was sent to the
Federal Correction Institution at Milan. Ryan
wrote to him for a while, but Leon Woody hardly
ever answered. He probably had something going
at Milan and was too busy.

In eight months of part-time breaking and enter-
ing Ryan made about four thousand dollars. He
didn’t buy expensive clothes or move out of the
apartment because he knew his mother would sus-
pect something and ask questions. Though one
time he brought home a stolen TV set when the one
at home had blown a picture tube, and no one—

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 182



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 1 8 3

not his mother or his sister or Frank, his brother-in-
law—asked him where he got it.

In June, Ryan took a Greyhound to Texas for an-
other try at Class C ball.

“It’s being inside all the time that gets you,” Mr.
Majestyk said. “That’s why I sold the tavern. You
got to get out and do what you want to do and feel
you own yourself. You know what I mean?”

“When I quit the job at Sears,” Ryan said,
“that’s the way I felt.”

“Sure, I know what you mean. What about the
baseball?”

“I told you, I got this bad back.”
“I mean when did you play Class C?”
“It was just three summers, I thought I told

you,” Ryan said. “I’d work at these jobs the rest of
the year. Then two summers I didn’t play because
of my back. Then it felt okay and I tried out again
this June, figuring I could make it.”

“Yeah?” Mr. Majestyk was interested.
“But my back—I don’t know, it gave me a hitch

in my swing. A guy would curve me and I’d get all
out of shape. So I come home, figure forget it.”

“You drove up with the migrants, uh?”
“That’s right. This crew leader offered me a job,

so I figured why not?”
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“Christ, you sure belted him.”
“Well, he had it coming. If it wasn’t me, it would

be somebody else.”
Mr. Majestyk finished his beer and wiped his

mouth with a paper napkin. “What have you got
to do?”

“I’m still clearing that frontage, all the drift-
wood and crap.”

“Hey, we never figured your day off.”
“I thought Saturday,” Ryan said.
“Saturday’s out. That’s our busy day, people leav-

ing, new people coming in. Tomorrow or Friday.”
“Tomorrow’s all right. I don’t care.”
“You got nothing to do, take a run up and see

that property. ROGERS, the sign says.” Mr. Majestyk
paused; he made a decision, and looked right at
Ryan and said, “I see you got a car.”

“It’s just borrowed.”
“I didn’t think she gave it to you.”
When Mr. Majestyk paused again, Ryan waited;

he wasn’t going to help him; if the guy wanted to
stick his nose in, he’d have to think of a way to do it.

Finally Mr. Majestyk said, “That’s the car she
run the two guys off the road with.”

“I figured,” Ryan said, “from the dings in the
front end.”

“The one kid has got two broken legs and inter-
nal injuries.”

“You told me.”
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“Long as you remember,” Mr. Majestyk said. He
dropped it there.

Ryan had a cigarette and stretched out in the sun
for a half hour, then got going on the frontage
again, raking out the tangled brush and crap and
dragging it into a pile. He was burning it when Mr.
Majestyk came grinding across the uneven ground
in his bulldozer, a stubby yellow machine that Ryan
figured must be the smallest one made, though,
God, the diesel engine made a racket. Mr. Majestyk
showed him the gears and how to raise and lower
the blade and for the next couple of hours Ryan
played with the bulldozer, gradually digging out a
hollow to bury the junk in that wouldn’t burn.

When the beer drinkers from No. 11 came down
with the Scotch-Kooler, he knew it was after four,
time to knock off. He’d bury the junk tomorrow.
No, Friday. He was hot and sweaty from two and a
half hours in the field; he was wearing just his cut-
off khakis, so he walked out into the lake and
swam to the raft and back. He wasn’t a good swim-
mer; he had no endurance, but his form was good
and it wasn’t any harder than swimming out to the
boat last night. That was funny, he hadn’t thought
about her all day. He thought about a beer and
walked across the beach within ten feet of the beer
drinkers ready to say “hi” if they looked at him,
but they were laughing at something and didn’t
seem to notice him.
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“Hey, you got a phone call!” Mr. Majestyk was
crossing in front of No. 1 from his house.

“Where?”
“No, a message. I told her you were working.

She says to tell you six o’clock.”
“She give you her name?”
Mr. Majestyk’s solemn expression held on Ryan.

“Maybe you’re crazy, she isn’t.”
Ryan moved off. The hell with him and what he

thought.
He was near the swimming pool when Virginia

Murray came out of No. 5. He saw her waiting for
him and there was nothing he could do about it.

“Hi—I thought you were going to fix my win-
dow.”

She was in her aqua bathing suit. She had come
in from the pool, had seen Ryan, had wiped the oil
from her face, and gone out again.

“Hey, I forgot—no, I didn’t forget, I just couldn’t
get to it today.”

“Could you look at it now?”
Her figure was all right. Pretty good, in fact: nice

bazooms, good legs, not too fat, but sunburned and
sore-looking; over a week here and still sunburned.

“Listen, I would but I got to run. This person is
waiting for me.” He was moving away. “Tomor-
row for sure, okay?” She was nodding as he turned
and that was the end of it.
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* * *

He turned off the Shore Road and followed the
winding drive through the trees to Old Pointe
Road, then crept along until he saw the new-
looking white two-story house with the attached
garage and well-kept shrubbery. The name on the
mailbox, R. J. Ritchie, made him hesitate. He
hadn’t got a good look at this side of the house last
night. They had come around through the trees and
he had waited by the garage while Nancy went in
for the wire. He turned into Ritchie’s drive slowly.

“You’re late, Jackie.”
Her voice came from above. From one of the

second-floor windows. He saw her now, leaning on
the windowsill, looking down at him. “Walk in,”
she said. “The door’s open.” She was holding
something in her hand. Ryan pulled close to the
garage and stopped. Looking straight up now, he
saw the gun. Nancy was pointing it at him.
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RYAN WENT FROM THE KITCHEN into the living room,
taking his time as he looked around, the appraiser
getting the feel of the place: the white walls and the
dark wood in the quiet of early evening, the hard-
wood floor and the Oriental rug and the iron stair-
way that came up out of the living room floor and
curved once into the ceiling. The dining room, too,
through the open doorway was white and dark with
a heavy table and wrought iron things on the wall.

You would have to be a weight lifter to clean this
place. He walked over to the den and looked in. It
was paneled, stained a gray-green with canvas
chairs and big blue and green ashtrays. He wasn’t
sure of the paintings; maybe they were all right, but
he couldn’t put a price on them. The color TV he
could get a hundred and a half for. He came back
into the living room to the sliding glass doors along
the front wall. Below, out past the sun deck, he
could see the swimming pool and the lawn. Stand-
ing closer to the glass, he could see part of the patio.
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He turned as Nancy came down the stairs—
brown legs and a straw purse, then tan shorts and
sweater and her dark hair.

She said, “Did you go to the lodge?”
It came as a little shock feeling inside him that he

hadn’t gone out to look at Ray’s hunting lodge, that
he had forgotten all about it.

“I didn’t have time.”
She stared at him a moment and turned away.
“I got hung up with work,” Ryan said, following

Nancy down to the lower level, to the activities
room bar, then through the sliding screen doors out
to the patio: Ryan watched her drop the purse on
the umbrella table.

“Is it loaded?”
She was facing him now, her cool look gone and

smiling a little. “Of course it’s loaded.”
“What kind is it?”
“Twenty-two.”
“You going to shoot something?”
“We could. Windows are good.”
“We’ve done windows.”
“Not with a gun.”
“Have you?”
“Not in a while. Hey, are you hungry?”
“I guess so. Were the windows around here?”
“Uh-huh, when I first came up. I knew there

wouldn’t be anything to do.”
“So you brought a gun to shoot at windows.”
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“And boats. Boats are fun.”
“I imagine they would be. How about cars?”
“I didn’t think about cars.” She seemed pleas-

antly surprised. “Isn’t that funny?”
“Yeah, that is funny.”
“I just wanted you to know we have it.”
“There’s a difference,” Ryan said, “between

breaking and entering and armed robbery.”
“And there’s a difference between seventy-eight

dollars and fifty thousand dollars,” Nancy said.
“How badly do you want it?”

The telephone rang in the activities room.
Nancy’s gaze held on Ryan; she was watching for
his reaction. He showed nothing, keeping his eyes
on hers, and she smiled a little and walked off.

When she was inside, Ryan took the long-
barreled target pistol out of her purse. He knew the
kind; he’d sold them at the sporting goods store.
He extended his arm, aiming and putting the front
sight on the lamppost. He pulled the clip out of the
polished hickory grip; it was loaded, all right. Then
he shoved it back in and returned the gun to her
purse.

He walked out by the swimming pool with his
hands in his pockets, past the swimming pool and
across the lawn. He could still feel the polished grip
in his hand and the balanced weight of the gun. He
saw himself pulling the gun out of his raincoat as he
walked up to the cashier’s window—not a bank,
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God no—a small loan company like the one Bud
Long worked for, with two or three people behind
the counter. As he pulled the gun Leon Woody
would turn from where he was filling out a loan ap-
plication and go over the counter and clean the
place. They would have studied the place and timed
it so that he’d walk in a few minutes before closing.
Hit the place and then get out fast. They had talked
about it once. Just once. Because it would be rob-
bery, armed, and it could take all the nerve they had
ever used during all the B & E’s put together and it
still might not be enough to go in with a gun.

He walked to the edge of the lawn, to the bluff
that dropped steeply to the beach, down to all the
sand and water. The boat was gone; the guy from
the club must have come and picked it up.

It was quiet and the grass felt good. He turned
and started back. It was a funny thing, he had never
in his life cut grass. The lawn had been cut recently
and it was better than any infield he had ever
played on. You would have to play the ball differ-
ent on grass like this; it would skid and take low
hops. You’d have to get used to playing it and then
it wouldn’t be too bad.

Nancy was on the patio holding a tray, placing
it on the umbrella table now and looking out to-
ward him.

He felt all right but not completely at ease. It was
a before-the-game feeling, or a walking-through-
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somebody’s-house feeling. He wouldn’t show it;
he’d had enough practice not showing it; but he
couldn’t do anything about the feeling being there.
The girl and the swimming pool and the patio, but
something was wrong. For some reason it wasn’t as
good as sitting in the Pier Bar at six o’clock with an
ice cold beer and not having to think about any-
thing.

“Beer or Cold Duck?” Nancy was waiting for
him with two bottles of beer on the tray, a bottle of
mixed Cold Duck, and a pasteboard bucket of fried
chicken. “I phoned for it,” Nancy said. “It isn’t
very good chicken, but I didn’t imagine you’d be
taking me out to dinner.”

Ryan opened a beer and sat down in a canvas
chair. He lit a cigarette and now he waited. But she
outwaited him and he said, “Who was it? Ray?”

“Ray called this afternoon. It was Bob Junior,”
Nancy said. “He wants to come over.”

“What did you tell him?”
“I told him I’m tired and I’m going to bed early.

He said something clever and I told him if I saw his
truck drive up, I’d call his wife.”

“I don’t get that,” Ryan said, “going out with
him.”

“It was something to do.” She was pouring a
glass of Cold Duck at the table. “I guess to see if he
had the nerve more than anything else.”

“You’ve got a thing about nerve.”
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She turned with the glass in her hand. “What else
is there? I mean, that you can count on.”

“What if your nerve gets you in trouble? What if
Ray finds out?”

“About Bob Junior?”
“Of if somebody tells him they saw us together.”
Nancy shrugged, the little girl movement again.

“I don’t know. I’d think of something.” She pulled
a chair close to his and sat down. “Why all the
questions? A little nervous, Charlie?”

“You said Ray called earlier.”
“He won’t be up until Saturday. He has to go to

Cleveland.”
“What does that mean?”
“It means he’ll be in Cleveland and won’t be here

Friday night. How does that grab you?”
“But the money will.”
“It has to be if they pay them Saturday.” Nancy

waited. “That’s why I’ve decided we should sneak
in the lodge tonight.”

Ryan shook his head. “Not till I look at it in the
day.”

“You’ve seen it before.”
“Not with this in mind.”
“I’ve been thinking about it all day,” Nancy said.

“Sneaking in and going through it in the dark.”
“Tomorrow’s my day off,” Ryan said. “I can go

over sometime tomorrow.”
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“Okay, I’ll go with you. Then we’ll sneak in to-
morrow night.”

He wished he could ruffle her, shake her up a lit-
tle. “It might not work,” Ryan said. “You know
there’s that possibility.”

“But we’ll never know unless we try,” Nancy
said. “Will we?”

Ryan ate some of the chicken and with the sec-
ond bottle of beer began to relax. But as he relaxed
he became aware of something happening. Nancy
sat next to him, facing him, a brown knee almost
touching his chair. She would hold a piece of
chicken in both hands and take little bites as she
watched him. She would sip her wine and look at
him over the rim of the glass. She would move her
hair from her eye and let it fall back again. They ate
in silence and he let it work on him. Sitting low in
the chair and now lighting a cigarette, aware of the
dark-haired girl close to him, giving him the busi-
ness, and Ryan said to himself: You are being set up.

He was being offered the bait, shown what it
would be like. He had been taken up on a high moun-
tain by Ann-Margret and was being shown all the
kingdoms of the world, all that could be his. While
off from them, across clean tile, the underwater lights
of the swimming pool glowed in the dusk.

How do you get that sure of yourself? Ryan
thought.
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And then he thought, She makes it look easy.
She’ll do it one time and get fifty grand and never

know it’s hard.
He could break into a place and Leon Woody

could break into a place and all kinds of other guys
could break into places, most of the guys pretty
dumb or strung out, but that didn’t mean she could
do it. It wasn’t like throwing rocks and running, it
wasn’t a game; it was real and maybe she could do
it without clutching up, but how did she know un-
til she had done it and found out what it was like?
That’s what got him. If it was so easy, what did she
need him for? Like he was some stiff she was hiring
to do the heavy work. Like she could do it, but she
didn’t want to strain herself and get a hernia.

Ryan said, “If you were going to break into a
place, how would you do it?”

Nancy thought a moment. “I’d try the door
first.”

“What if somebody’s home?”
“Oh, I thought you meant the lodge.”
“Anyplace, if you wanted to break in.”
“I guess,” Nancy said, “I’d still try the door.”

She smiled a little. “Very quietly.”
“What if it’s locked?”
“Then I’d try a window.”
“And if the windows are locked.”
“I don’t know; I guess I’d break one.”
“You know how to do that?”
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“Hey, but in the summer you wouldn’t have to,”
Nancy said. “You could just cut a hole in the
screen.”

“If there’s a window open.”
She sat up. “Let’s do it. Break into somebody’s

house.”
“What for? There’s no reason.”
“For fun.”
And Leon Woody said, “Like, man, a game?”

And he said to Leon Woody, riding along in the car-
pet cleaning truck, “Yeah, sort of a game.”

Ryan said, “Have you ever done it?”
Nancy shook her head. “Not really.”
“What do you mean, not really? You either have

or you haven’t.”
“I’ve looked through people’s houses when they

weren’t home.”
“And you think it’s fun.”
“Uh-huh, don’t you?”
And Leon Woody said, “Do you know what you

get if you lose the game?” And he said to Leon
Woody, “That’s part of it. The risk.”

“How do you know if you have the nerve?”
Ryan said to her.

“Oh, come on.” Nancy reached toward the um-
brella table for a cigarette. “What’s so hard about
sneaking into a house?”

There.
Ryan waited. He watched her light the cigarette
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and exhale smoke to blow out the match. He
waited until she looked at him and then he said,
“Do you want to try it?”

“No rocks tonight,” Ryan said. “Okay?”
“No rocks,” Nancy said. “I’ve decided if there

aren’t any lights on, no one’s home. It’s dark
enough but it’s too early for people to be in bed.”

“Maybe they’re on the porch.”
“Maybe,” she said. “Of course where the lights

are on, they might still not be home. I always leave
a light on.”

“I guess most people do.”
“So we’ll have to go up close and take a look.”
She was at ease, Ryan could feel that. He

couldn’t imagine her not at ease. But she still could
be faking it. It was still talking and not doing and
there were a few miles of nerve between the two.

“Which house?” Ryan said.
“I was thinking that dark one.”
“Let’s go.”
He would remember, after, that he’d said it. She

didn’t have to plead with him or push him. She
stood relaxed, watching him, and when he said,
“Let’s go,” she smiled—he would remember that
too—and followed him across the beach, up into
the tree darkness that closed in on the houses, out
of the trees and across a front lawn and up the steps
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to the porch of the house that showed no lights, do-
ing it now and not fooling around, hoping he was
shaking her up a little.

Ryan pushed the doorbell.
“What do you say if someone comes?” Her voice

was calm, above a whisper.
“We ask if they know where the Morrisons live.”
“What if that’s their name?”
He rang the bell again and waited, giving them

enough time to come down if they were upstairs in
bed. He waited another moment, putting it off,
then opened the screen and tried the door. The
knob turned in his hand.

“I told you it wasn’t hard,” Nancy said. She
started past him into the house.

“Wait till I look.”
He went in, through the darkness to the back of

the house, to the kitchen, where he looked out the
window and saw the rear end of the car in the
garage. He moved back through the house.

Nancy was sitting on the porch rail smoking a
cigarette. He took it from her to throw it away, but
he saw the way she was looking at him and he took
a drag on the cigarette and handed it back to her.

“Well?”
“They’re close by. They won’t be gone long.”
“How do you know?”
“I just know. Okay?”
She shrugged, standing up. He saw the move-
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ment and maybe a faint smile, though in the dark
he wasn’t sure of the smile. She came down the
steps after him and they crossed the lawn to the
beach.

“If the car’s there,” Ryan said, “they’re not far
away.”

“I’ve been thinking, Jackie. If we go in where we
know they’re not home, what’s the fun?”

Ryan stared at her and he heard Leon Woody
say, “You go in when they’re not home, when you
know it and have it in writing they’re not home.”

He kept looking at her until she was about to say
something, until he said, “Come on,” and they
went up from the beach into the trees again, mov-
ing in on the house closest to them that showed
lights, running hunch-shouldered—the same way
they had gone in to throw the rocks—keeping to
the trees and bushes and deep shadows until they
were next to the house and could edge up to a win-
dow and look in.

“Playing cards,” Ryan said.
“Gin. She just went down and he’s mad.”
“Come on.”
There wasn’t anything to see. There wouldn’t be,

either, Ryan was sure of that. Not when you were
expecting something. Like the carpet cleaning job,
expecting to see the broads going around without
any clothes on. They moved along the beachfront
from one house to the next. They saw people play-
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ing gin, people reading, people watching television,
people eating, people drinking, people talking, and
more people drinking.

“Maybe we’ll catch somebody in bed,” Nancy
said.

“If they’re in bed, they’ll have the lights off.”
“Not everybody.”
“Would you like somebody watching you?”
“I’ve never thought of it,” Nancy said.
They saw people playing bridge and people sit-

ting, not doing anything. They saw a woman alone,
reading, and Nancy drew her fingernail down the
screen. The woman jumped visibly and sat staring
at the window, afraid to move.

When they were in the trees again, Ryan said,
“That was fun. Maybe we can find some old lady
with heart trouble.”

Ryan didn’t recognize the brown house when
they came to it. If they had come up from the
beach, he would have, even in the dark. He knew
the house was along here, but he wasn’t looking for
it and by the time they were across the side yard
and to the porch, he was too close to the house to
recognize it.

They moved around the far side, past dark win-
dows, and came to the back porch and he still
didn’t recognize the house. He was watching
Nancy now as she walked out to the garage and
looked in.
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As she reached him she said, “There’s no car in
the garage, but let’s go in anyway.”

Both the front and back doors were locked, but
it was still easy. They went in through a living room
window off the porch after Ryan poked a hole in
the screen with a stick and flicked open the latch;
Ryan first and then Nancy. She followed him to the
front hall and stood close while he checked the
back door, opening it and closing it quietly, feeling
better now with a way to go out on three sides of
the house.

The light, throwing a shadow on the wall, star-
tled him, turning him from the door.

Nancy had opened the refrigerator.
“Beer?” She was hunched over, looking in, offer-

ing him a can of beer behind her back. “They don’t
have a whole lot to offer.”

“They didn’t know we were coming,” Ryan said.
He popped open the top and took a good swallow
of the beer.

“Salad dressing, mustard, milk, pickles, jelly,
mustard—they’ve got enough mustard, God—four
jars, and catsup—two, three—they must live on
mustard and catsup.”

“Maybe they had a party.”
As he said it, moving toward the doorway to the

hall, he knew where they were and was sure of it
even before he stepped into the hall and saw the
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stairway on the right and the faint outside light
coming from the two windows on the landing.

“Kitchens aren’t much,” Nancy said. She was
behind him now. “I like bedrooms the best.”

It was funny being here. At first, realizing where
he was gave him an uneasy, on-guard feeling, as if
something were wrong. But it was all right. So it
was the same house. It could be the one next door
or down the beach; it was a house. Going into it
again didn’t mean a thing. Right? And Leon Woody
would say, “Right, man, it don’t mean anything.
You just walk in the same house and don’t know
it.” But kidding. He wouldn’t really mean it.

They went up the stairs holding the rail, Ryan
still in front. At the top he stopped a moment to lis-
ten, then went into the first bedroom on the right,
the one where he and Billy Ruiz had found the
men’s clothes. The room was familiar: the window
over the back porch, the dresser, the twin beds, the
night table where he had put his cigar. He remem-
bered now that he must have left the cigar in the
ashtray and he moved between the beds to see if it
was still there, not expecting to find it but curious.
Nancy went past him to the dresser and began go-
ing through the drawers.

Ryan sat on the bed, sipping his beer, watching
her. She had opened a drawer and was feeling in-
side, closing it gently now and opening the next
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drawer to dig her hands under the clothes and feel-
ing around in there thoroughly. “You see, what she
does she goes through everything to make sure no
valuables are hidden anywhere.” And Leon Woody
would say, “Yeah, the valuables. Say, man, did you
tell her about dumping the drawers on the floor to
get at all them valuables?”

No, he didn’t tell her about that. He finished the
beer and went through the bath to the adjoining
bedroom, the one the women had used Sunday, and
checked the tops of the dresser and the chest of
drawers. There were two more bedrooms across
the hall. He looked into each but saw nothing
worth taking, not a hundred and fifty miles from
Detroit without a car. He thought of something
then and went back through the second bedroom
to the bath and opened the medicine cabinet. The
Jade East was still there. He rubbed a few drops of
the lotion between his palms, then over his jaw,
staring at the mirror but barely making out his re-
flection in the darkness.

He went into the bedroom where he had left
Nancy—not hearing a sound in the room and not
seeing her at first because he expected to see her
standing by the dresser or by the closet. He looked
toward the door and as his gaze shifted he saw the
movement on the bed, in the bed, that’s where she
was, in bed with the spread pulled up to her chin.
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She was watching him, waiting for him to find her,
watching him now as he came around between the
twin beds and sat down on the empty one.

“I give up,” Ryan said. “What’re you doing?”
“Waiting for you,” she said, giving him the look

with her dark hair on the white pillow. “Guess if I
have any clothes on.”

“You’re kidding.”
“Guess.”
He began to nod then, slowly. “You would,

wouldn’t you?”
“You’re right,” Nancy said. “Know what you

win?”
“Listen, I know a better place.”
“Where?”
“My room.”
“Nope. Right here.”
“Why?”
“I don’t think it’s ever been done before.”
“I believe it and I’ll tell you why,” Ryan said.
“In other people’s houses after you’ve sneaked

in. That’s the new game.”
“I’ve heard it’s not as much fun, listening for

somebody to walk in.”
Nancy smiled. “Wouldn’t that be good? Can you

see the look on their face?”
“Just tell me why,” Ryan said. “Okay?”
“Why. That’s all you say. You know, Jackie,
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you’re really sort of a drag. I thought you might be
fun, but I don’t know—”

“Move over.”
“First you have to take off your clothes. It’s a

rule.”
“Shoes?”
“Everything.”
He began unbuttoning his shirt and pulling out

the tails, standing close to the bed now and looking
down at her.

“Everything,” Nancy said.
“In a minute.” Ryan eased down next to her and

her hands held the spread tightly up under her chin.
“Not till everything’s off.”
He leaned in closer, placing his hands on the pil-

low so that she was looking directly up at him now,
between his arms.

She sniffed. “What’s that?”
“Nice?”
“You put too much on.”
“You want to talk or what?”
“I told you the rule—”
He leaned in almost all the way, setting the angle

so that their mouths would fit just right and feeling
her strain a little toward him, and there he hesi-
tated, holding motionless.

Almost touching his mouth she said, “What’s the
matter?”

“Shhh.”
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Neither of them moved. The room, the house,
was silent.

“I didn’t hear anything.”
Ryan pushed himself up slowly, bringing his

hands off the pillow. He touched a finger to his
mouth as he rose and moved quietly around the bed
to the door. He stood with one hand on the door
frame, leaning into the hall, listening. He glanced at
her and now he was moving, closing the door and
locking it carefully, stepping to the window to look
out, hesitating, then pushing open the screen and
lowering it to the porch roof. Going out the win-
dow, ducking under, he looked at her once more.

“You going to wait for them?”
“Where are they?”
He motioned with one hand, pointing down to

the floor. “Come on.”
Then he was out, over the edge of the roof and

hanging a moment before dropping. He was in the
field bordering the yard, in the high brush, before
he turned to see Nancy coming out the window,
fully dressed. She stood looking down, undecided,
and Ryan smiled. He waited patiently, knowing she
would come down because she had no choice, and
right now seconds to her were like minutes. He
watched her go to her knees and look down again
and slowly roll over and let the lower part of her
body hang from the roof. It’s going to sting your
feet, Ryan thought, but it’s the only way. He
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watched her drop and stumble and stand motion-
less as she came to her feet.

From the edge of the bushes he called softly,
“Hey!” and waited for her to reach him. He took
her arm then and moved through the brush and
scrub trees toward the beach, almost running,
dragging her after him. As he reached the low rise
above the sand he turned to catch her, letting her
weight and momentum carry them over the edge so
that they fell down to the sand clinging to each
other, rolling and coming to a stop with Ryan lying
partly on top of her, one leg over hers, resting his
weight on his arms beneath her. He could feel her
breathing against him as she tried to catch her
breath, the nice nose and the partly open mouth
close to his face and her eyes closed. He waited un-
til her eyes opened, then waited a little more, look-
ing at her and feeling her body relax.

“You get dressed quick.”
Her expression was calm, but her gaze held his

expectantly, sensing something in his eyes or in the
tone of his voice.

“You didn’t hear anyone,” she said finally. “You
didn’t hear a thing.”

“Just for a while,” Ryan said, “let’s not talk,
okay?”

“If we’re going to not talk,” Nancy said, “I’d
rather not talk somewhere else.”

“You don’t like the sand?”
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“I’m not the outdoorsy type, Jackie. You might
as well know it.”

“I don’t think I can move.”
“Try,” Nancy said.

Ryan watched himself at certain times, sometimes
when he was alone—like standing seven feet off
third base and his hat on just right, or walking
along the beach or driving a car—but usually it
happened when he was with certain people. He
wasn’t aware of himself when he was with Mr.
Majestyk. But he was aware of himself almost all
the time with Nancy, seeing himself and hearing
himself and most of the time he looked dumb. Big
jerky dumb guy saying dumb things, trying to im-
press the girl. He couldn’t get in the right frame of
mind to feel sure of himself. He could fake it; he
could act like the big smooth-o; but he could feel
her watching him, still not impressed, maybe
laughing at him, and he never for more than a mo-
ment felt in control. He was pretty sure she was at
ease. But what if she was faking it? What if she was
someone else inside, the way she said her mother
was someone else looking out through her eyes?
Maybe she was faking it. She was being cool and he
was being cool, each trying to be cooler than the
other until pretty soon, Ryan decided, you get so
cool you can’t even move because of the chance
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that anything at all you might do might turn out to
be dumb—anything. What good was being cool if
you weren’t you? Whoever you are, Ryan thought.

He was at the wheel, aware of himself acting nat-
ural, not telling her where they were going and fi-
nally not having to tell her as they pulled in past the
big blue-lit Bay Vista sign with the small red NO VA-
CANCY glowing beneath it.

“I’ll show you where I live.”
He got out and waited for her and finally she

came with him, around the side of the motel to his
room.

“Wow,” Nancy said. She stood looking toward
the dark swimming pool and the closed-in area be-
tween the cabanas that extended out to the beach.

“What’s the matter?”
“I can just see everybody at the pool,” Nancy

said.
“All the tool and die makers sitting around in

their vacation outfits.”
“Some of them go down to the beach.”
“That’d be fun too. Like a Black Sea resort.”
He opened the door to No. 7 and she stood just

inside, looking around. Ryan had to move her to
close the door. Then he stood looking around with
her.

“Yes, it certainly is nice.”
“It’s all right,” Ryan said. “The bed’s comfort-
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able. The walls could use some paint. I don’t know
as I’ll bother, though.”

“Just hang some pictures.”
“I could do that, hang some pictures. Cover up

where it’s peeling.”
“Get some of those nice old master prints at the

dime store.”
“They have them there?”
“God, you probably would.”
“Well, to cover up the bad spots.”
“What else do you want to show me?”
“That’s all. I just wanted to show you where I

live.”
“Great,” Nancy said. She turned to the door.
“I thought we might just sit around here,” Ryan

said.
“Or lie around.”
Ryan smiled.
“Show me the rest first,” Nancy said.
Outside again she stood looking toward the

swimming pool and the trees and the lights show-
ing in the windows of the cabanas.

“The place really jumps, doesn’t it?”
“A lot of families are here. With kids.”
“Oh,” Nancy said, “with kids. That should be

fun.”
She walked out to the pool, Ryan following. She

stood at the edge looking into the water. A few
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steps behind her, watching her, Ryan thought: Boot
her in the ass and go get a beer.

And what would that prove?
Well, it might not prove anything, but it was a

thought. He could hear sounds now from No. 11,
the beer drinkers, their wall of cans showing faintly
in the darkness. He looked around. There was a
light on in No. 5 behind the closed drapes. No. 5,
the broad with the window. Or whatever her game
was. He could go over right now and knock on the
door and say, “Let’s see the window, honey,” catch-
ing her off-guard, and she’d probably say, “What
window?”

“I’m sorry,” Nancy said.
He could feel her close behind him and could

picture her waiting for him to turn around, the
good little dark-haired girl waiting patiently,
throwing it at him softly and getting him off-stride
again, like a goddamn change-up.

“What’re you sorry about?” He half turned as he
said it.

“I don’t know. I have the feeling you’re mad at
me.”

“I’m not mad.”
“I just didn’t feel like staying inside.”
“Well, you said you’re not the outdoor type.”
“Outdoorsy, I said. I’m just not in the mood.”

She edged a little to the side to work around in
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front of him. “I think I’ll be in the mood later. All
right?”

“I sure appreciate it.”
“Don’t be mad. Let’s do something.”
“Yeah, well, if you bust any windows around

here, you know who has to fix them.”
“That’s better.” She was smiling at him. “No—

let’s just look around.”
“At the dumb families and the dumb kids?”
She reached up, taking his face between her

hands, stretching up against him and pulling his
face down; she kissed his mouth lightly and quietly,
moving around a little but staying right in there
and applying pressure when his arms went around
her and his hands spread over her back.

She took his hand. “Come on, show me the Bay
Villa.”

“Vista.”
“All right, then show me the Bay Vista.”
They were walking toward the beach now, hold-

ing hands, Ryan standing off from them watching
them and glad it was dark.

“This is all there is to it. Fourteen cabanas—”
“Cabanas?”
“That’s what he calls them. And the motel.”
“Who’s he?”
“Mr. Majestyk.”
“Oh, the one you were with at the Pier?”
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“That’s right.”
“Where does he live?”
“In a house. Around the other side of Number

One.”
“Show me.”
“It’s just a house.”
A beam of light spread out from the bole of a fir

tree to flood Mr. Majestyk’s garden, illuminating
the neatly trimmed shrubbery and border of
white-painted rocks, the pale clean trunks of birch
trees, the pair of flamingoes feeding beneath the
birdhouse.

“Beautiful,” Nancy whispered. They were cross-
ing the lawn in the darkness beyond the spotlight.

“He’s home,” Ryan said. “He’s probably watch-
ing television.”

“I’m sure he is,” Nancy said. “I love the lamp in
the window.”

“His daughter decorated the place for him.”
“I want to see it.”
They were nearing the far edge of the lawn and

now Nancy started toward the house, approaching
the dark side that faced the empty field. A window
was open, showing a square of rose-colored light
through the screen.

Ryan caught her arm. “The door’s on the other
side.”

“I don’t want to go in.”
She pulled away from him and there was nothing
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he could do but follow her to the window. He stood
next to her, against the wall, as she looked in.

Mr. Majestyk was in his reclining chair facing
the television set. He was watching a Western
movie, watching intently, with a can of beer and a
cigar. He would lean forward to take a sip of beer,
his eyes holding on the screen, and the back of the
Recline-O-Rama chair would rise with him, fol-
lowing him to an upright position. Dragging on the
cigar, he would lean back again, pushing, bumping
hard against the chair, and both Mr. Majestyk and
the chair would settle back again.

“Wow,” Nancy said.
Ryan could hear the movie dialogue, a familiar

voice, a quiet, Western drawl, then a woman’s
voice. He recognized the drawl; he knew it right
away. He edged close to the window and looked in,
across the room, past Mr. Majestyk to Randolph
Scott in the good hat that was curled just right in
front. He couldn’t remember who the woman was,
not bad-looking but sort of old. She sounded tired,
like she had given up, saying she didn’t care what
happened to her. Then Randolph Scott saying,
“When you get done feeling sorry for yourself, I’ll
tell you something . . . you’re alive and he’s dead
and that makes the difference.”

“I love purple and silver,” Nancy whispered.
“And lavender.”

He had seen the picture before. He remembered
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it now, a good one. Richard Boone was the bad guy.
He and a couple of others hold up the stage and
take Randolph and the woman and her husband
prisoner, holding them for ransom because the
woman’s dad was rich. The husband’s a coward
and gets shot and you know they’re going to shoot
Randolph and the woman once they get the dough,
unless Randolph does something.

“The pictures,” Nancy said. “Those are the au-
thentic dime store reproductions I was telling you
about.”

“Shhh.”
“With white imitation antiqued frames. Beau-

tiful.”
Mr. Majestyk and his chair sat up. He twisted

around, looking over his shoulder, listening, and
they ducked away from the window.

There was silence. Ryan stood in the dark with
his back to the wall. He heard horses inside, the
sound of their hooves fading away. There was no
music or dialogue now. Something was about to
happen. Maybe the part where Randolph goes in
the cave after the guy named Billy Jack—that was a
good part—the guy in there after the woman while
his buddies are away. Randolph sneaks up behind
Billy Jack and is about to belt him when Billy Jack
turns and you think right away there’s going to be a
fight; but, no, Randolph jams the sawed-off shot-
gun under Billy Jack’s chin and wham the guy’s face
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disappears quick, the way it would happen, with-
out one of those fakey fights.

Nancy was looking in the window again. “Beau-
tiful,” she whispered and giggled.

“Let’s go,” Ryan said.
“Just a minute.”
“He’s going to hear you.”
Wham, the shotgun went off and Ryan looked

in. Yeah, that was the part. Randolph had the
sawed-off shotgun now and the babe was holding
her hands over her mouth, probably wetting her
pants.

“God, where do you suppose he buys his furni-
ture?”

“Come on, let’s go.”
“You have to see it to believe it. The lamp in the

picture window—”
“Come on.”
“—with the cellophane on the shade. Hey, did

you hear the one—do you know who won the Pol-
ish beauty contest?”

Ryan shook his head, pretending to be patient,
letting her talk.

“Nobody,” Nancy said.
She laughed out loud and Mr. Majestyk twisted

around in the chair, rolling out of it as the back
popped straight up. He started for the window but
turned abruptly and hurried across the room and
through the double doors to the porch.
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“He’s coming,” Ryan said. On the other side of
the house the screen door slammed.

Nancy was looking in the window again.
“You’re right. I think it’s time to cut.”

“Wait a minute—”
Before he could reach out for her, she was across

the narrow space of lawn and into the field, into the
darkness of the heavy brush, out of sight. For a mo-
ment he could follow her sound. He wanted to get
out of there quick, go after her. But he hesitated. He
waited. When he moved off, it was around to the
front of the house. Mr. Majestyk was coming
through the illuminated garden, past the two
flamingoes.

“Hey, was that you?”
“What?”
“Somebody laughing.”
“What do you mean?” Ryan said.
“I mean, somebody laughing. What do you

think I mean?”
“Maybe somebody on the beach.”
“Christ, it was like right outside the window.”
“I don’t know, I didn’t hear anything.”
Mr. Majestyk was staring at him. “You come

around from that side, you didn’t hear anything?”
“I was taking a walk.”
“You can’t hear when you’re walking?”
“I didn’t hear anything. How many times do I

have to tell you?”
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“You didn’t see a girl? It sounded like a broad
laughing.”

“I didn’t see any girl or anybody.”
“I don’t know,” Mr. Majestyk said. “Maybe it’s

me. Maybe I should get my goddamn ears
checked.” That seemed to end it. Mr. Majestyk
paused, about to turn and go back inside. He
looked at Ryan again. “Hey, you want to see a
good movie?”

“I saw it,” Ryan said.
As he heard himself and saw Mr. Majestyk

frown he wanted to keep talking, but there wasn’t
anything to say and a little silence hung there be-
tween them.

“How do you know you saw it?”
“I was walking by, I heard the TV. I remembered,

you know, it sounded familiar. What they were say-
ing. It’s a Western, isn’t it? Randolph Scott?”

“You hear a TV inside somebody’s house,” Mr.
Majestyk said, “but you don’t hear somebody
laughing outside, right where you’re at?”

“I didn’t hear anybody. You want me to write it
down and sign it, for Christ sake?”

“Take it easy.”
“Your ass, take it easy. You believe me or not?”
“Forget it.”
“I don’t forget it, you’re calling me a liar and I

don’t like it.”
“Hey, come on—I haven’t called you anything.”
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Ryan stood facing him. “You believe me or not?”
“Okay, I believe you,” Mr. Majestyk said. “You

want me to write it down and sign it?”
“Forget it,” Ryan said. He walked past Mr.

Majestyk, out of the light into darkness.

If Jackie didn’t follow her the beach way, Nancy de-
cided, he would come over in the car, race over to
arrive before she did, and be waiting with some
nifty remark like, “Where you been?” From then
on all his moves would be toward the bedroom.
Naturally. If a girl asked you to steal $50,000 with
her, she wasn’t going to say no to falling into bed,
for God sake. Ryan would think that way and there
was no reason he shouldn’t. Nancy looked at it as
part of the plot, the romantic portion of The Great
Cucumber Payroll Robbery. Or, Nancy and Jack at
the Seashore. Though it was really a lake. Or, Two
Mixed-Up Kids Trying to Make Out. They would
make out. Nancy was reasonably sure of that. But
if anything did happen, Ryan would be left with the
bag and she would deny, if she had to, ever having
seen him before. That part, if it ever happened,
would be called Tough Bananas, Charlie. Or, Some
You Win and Some You Lose.

It would be too bad if it happened, because she
liked Jack Ryan. She liked his looks. She liked his
face and his eyes and the smooth, tan leanness of
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him. She liked the way he stood with his hands on
his hips, a little phony but not too phony. She liked
the quiet way he talked and some of the dry things
he said. It was too bad Jack wasn’t Ray. If Jack
Ryan were Ray Ritchie, the whole view of her situ-
ation would be different. It didn’t mean she would
stay with Ryan forever, she would have to think
about the future; but at least the present would be
more fun. It really was too bad Jack wasn’t Ray. It
was too bad all the Ryans and the Ritchies in the
world couldn’t trade places.

When she got home, she would turn on one lamp
and the record player and watch Jackie lead up to
it. He would probably be very quiet and move
slowly but not waste much time, either. Maybe they
should go for a swim first, with nothing on: the ul-
timate test of how poised he really was.

Nancy climbed the stairs to the front lawn. The
pool did look sexy with the underwater lights turn-
ing the water green. If she knew for sure he was
here watching, she could give him a little preview
before the main feature. There were no lights on in
the living room. Of course not, he’d be sitting on
the couch in the dark, with a good view of the
front lawn and the pool, going over his nifty re-
mark and the way he’d say it. He could be watch-
ing her right now.

He was watching her; she could feel it.
Nancy walked to the edge of the pool. She took
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off her sneakers and dipped one foot into the water.
She peeled off the tan sweater and shook her hair.
She unbuttoned her blouse and felt the water again
with her toes, taking her time. He would be on the
edge of the couch now. As she took the blouse off
he would see she wasn’t wearing a bra and that
would bring him out of his seat. Okay, Jackie,
Nancy thought, get ready. She unbuttoned her
shorts and peeled to bare hips. Give him a little,
Nancy thought. She turned slowly toward the
house with her hands on her hips. She turned back,
just as slowly, and dove in.

She swam across the pool underwater, came up,
went down again, and pushed off against the side.
In the middle of the pool she came to the surface
and swam to the deep end with slow, easy strokes.
To the shallow end and back would give him time
to come down to the pool. She made her turn and
stroked leisurely toward the diving board and now
saw the figure coming out from the house, out of
the deep shadow of the patio. She dove underwater,
giving him time to reach the edge, and came up
breaking the water smoothly, seeing the beer case
he was carrying at his side, wondering why he had
brought out a whole case of beer and realizing in
the same moment that it wasn’t Jack Ryan, that it
was a man she had never seen before, a dark figure
standing now at the edge of darkness, the lights of
the swimming pool reflecting on his sunglasses.
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“Hey, come out of there.” Frank Pizarro
grinned. “I got something for you.”

Nancy stared up at him, one hand on the pool
edge. “Get out,” she said.

“Listen, don’t yell or scream or nothing, okay?”
“Mr. Ritchie has private police who come by

here and I think it’s just about time—”
“They come see you swimming like that, uh?

Goddamn,” Pizarro said. “I don’t blame them.”
“Tell me what you want,” Nancy said. “And

then leave.”
“I got something to sell you.”
“You’re trespassing,” Nancy said. “You’re wast-

ing your time and mine and if you’re still here when
the police come, you’re going to have a very hard
time explaining it. They’ll arrest you and put you in
jail without asking questions. Just your being here
will be enough to convict you.”

Pizarro waited patiently. “It’s wallets,” he said.
“What?”
“It’s wallets. I got some wallets I sell you for five

hunnert dollar.”
Nancy hesitated. He could be high on something

or he could be psycho. She said quietly, “I don’t
need a wallet, so will you go, please?”

Pizarro shrugged. “It’s okay. You don’t want
these wallets, then I got to take them to the god-
damn police.” He set the beer case close to the edge
and kneeled on it, hunching down closer to her.

r.
r.
n

he
ff
at
e,
er
e,
he
k,

p,
e.
ce
s.

me
d
w
of
r,
p
se
d
n
it
re
of

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 223



1
V
w
d
w
lo
e
ri
(T
sc
th
T
h
sk

to
a
tw
S
sh
m

2 2 4 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

“These wallets come from a place that was robbed.
You understand?”

She had decided there was no sense in trying to
understand him; but she wasn’t sure what to say to
threaten him, to make him leave. She said, “Yes,
you should take them to the police. They’ll appreci-
ate your help.”

“Sure,” Pizarro said, “I can tell them who stole
the wallets. Or I can leave the case somewhere the
police will find it. With the name of the person
written down inside.” Pizarro watched her. “You
know what I mean?”

“I know the private police should be here any
minute—”

“Hey,” Pizarro said. “No more bullshit about
the private police, all right? I been here three hours
waiting and this private police you got never come
by.” Pizarro grinned, trying to see her clearly
through the distortion of the water. “Come out of
there, okay,” he said. “So I can tell you something.”

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 224



12
VIRGINIA MURRAY WISHED THE WIRE or whatever it
was in the bra didn’t dig into her chest the way it
did. She loved the aqua bathing suit. It was neat
with the white buttons down the front; it made her
look trim. But it was so darned uncomfortable. The
edge of the bra support, which curved beneath her
right arm, dug in and left a welt you could feel.
(The first time she felt it, the first day here, she was
scared to death, because when her fingers touched
the welt, she thought it was a lump in her breast.)
The trouble was, the only other bathing suit she
had was the green and yellow print, and with the
skirt effect it made her look hippy.

She had already eaten breakfast. She had written
to her mother and dad: “Can’t believe it’s Thursday
already and almost time to come home. The past
two weeks have gone by so fast. Whew! Will leave
Saturday morning about ten or so (no hurry) and
should be home before two. I miss both of you very
much.”

d.

o
o
s,
i-

le
he
n
u

y

ut
rs

me
y

of
”

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 225



She had combed out her hair, put on the aqua
bathing suit, and combed her hair again. She had
taken her position on the studio couch to watch the
morning begin and had looked through the new
Cosmopolitan, which, she had a feeling, was get-
ting awfully sexy lately.

Virginia was surprised when Mr. Majestyk came
out to skim the pool instead of Jack Ryan. It was
the first morning this week he had not come out
about 9:15 or 9:20 with the aluminum pole.

He was probably doing something else. Perhaps
raking the beach.

She could walk down to the beach, but if she did,
she would have to stay at least for a short while and
she didn’t like to lie in the sand, even on a beach
towel. It was too hot and she would feel herself per-
spire. It was strange, though, she had pictured her-
self with Jack Ryan on the beach. Yes, because she
pictured them alone. It was late afternoon and she
was lying on her back with her eyes closed beneath
her sunglasses, very tan, with the straps of the aqua
bathing suit unfastened and off her shoulders. She
felt someone near her, she sensed it, and opened her
eyes to see Jack Ryan standing over her. She looked
up at him calmly, past the muscular curve of his
naked chest. Finally he said, “Do you mind if I join
you?” She told him please do. He dropped to his
knees and she sat up, holding the front of her
bathing suit against her chest. While they talked

2 2 6 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D
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about nothing in particular she could feel that he
wanted to tell her something. After a while they
swam out into Lake Huron together, side by side,
stroke for stroke; out about a half mile they rested
and came back in.

They would take her car and go down the beach
to a restaurant that looked out over the water and
have broiled lake trout and white wine and watch
the sun go down. On the way home he would try
to tell her. He would sound awkward because he
had never tried to express the way he felt. He had
never met a girl like her. The girls he knew were
out for whatever they could get. But she was dif-
ferent. She was, well, kind. Nice. No, not just nice,
more than that. She made him feel, you know,
good. Virginia would smile, not laughing at him,
but warmly and say, “That’s kind of you, but, re-
ally, I’m a very normal everyday sort of girl with
no special talents or desires.” He would say,
“Well, what is it, then?” And she would say, “Per-
haps the secret is that I see goodness in people,
which is really God’s love, you know, something
everyone can discover in himself”—smiling then a
little sadly—“if he would only take the time to
look.”

She wasn’t sure what would happen after that.
But, darn it, she was sure of one thing—pulling

at the bra where it dug into the side of her chest—
she was going to take off the aqua suit and put on
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the green and yellow print and be comfortable for a
change, even if it did make her look hippy.

She went into the bathroom. The green and yel-
low print was on one of the two outside door
hooks, hanging next to her terry cloth robe. The
door was a good idea: you could come right into
the bathroom from outside without tracking sand
all over the house; but you also had to be sure it
was kept locked.

Virginia stepped out of the aqua suit. Turning to
the door, she saw her reflection briefly in the medi-
cine cabinet mirror. She picked up the aqua suit,
glancing at the mirror again. The knock came as
she was reaching for the green and yellow suit, as
she stood naked by the door with the aqua suit in
her other hand—several knocks in quick succession
close to her, not two feet from where she was
standing.

Ryan drove into Geneva Beach for breakfast.
After walking away from Mr. Majestyk last

night, he had gone to his room to wait for Nancy.
The car was here and he couldn’t picture her walk-
ing home. So he lay on the bed to wait and read an
article in True about a guy in Norwich, England,
who had hooked, played, boated, and released
more than two thousand pike in 15 years. When he
realized Nancy wasn’t coming, he thought about
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driving over to her house. But if Mr. Majestyk was
still hanging around, he’d see him or hear him drive
off and know where he was going, because Mr.
Majestyk knew the car. Then Mr. Majestyk might
add it up and decide she was the girl he’d heard
outside his window. Maybe it didn’t matter. But
why give the guy anything to think about? Parking
the car in front of the Bay Vista had been dumb to
begin with. He could have left it there and walked
down to her house, but he’d see her tomorrow, all
day. There was a good article in True about how
Early Wynn used to dust batters and once even
knocked his own kid down when the kid hit a long
ball off him in batting practice. He read it and fell
asleep.

At Estelle’s he ordered eggs over easy and
sausage and a glass of milk, then had coffee while
he looked at the sports page of the Free Press. The
Tigers were playing Washington tonight, Boston
tomorrow night to open a five-game series. He
hadn’t seen a game yet this year. He hadn’t even
seen more than a few innings on television.

Maybe they could watch the game tonight, if it
was on. He couldn’t picture Nancy watching it, but
maybe she wouldn’t care if he did.

The plan for today was to drive by Ray’s hunting
lodge, look it over, and tonight go in, setting it up
for Friday night. Looking it over wouldn’t take
long. They could spend the day at her place. He
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could bring beer and the wine she liked and a cou-
ple of steaks and they could play house most of the
afternoon. It was too early to pick her up now. She
probably slept late.

Back at the Bay Vista after breakfast, Ryan
didn’t know what to do. He didn’t want to hang
around and maybe run into Mr. Majestyk and he
didn’t want to sit in his room and read. For some
reason he thought of the broad in No. 5, who was
supposed to have the stuck window.

Virginia Murray didn’t move. She wanted to. She
wanted to back away from the door, or reach the
terry cloth robe and put it on without touching the
door. But what if she made a noise? She should
have said something right away. “Just a minute.”
Or, “Who is it?” Then she could move around all
she wanted. But now it was too late.

The succession of knocks came again, loud and
startling, and she could see the edge of the door vi-
brate. Then silence. As it lengthened, Virginia be-
gan to relax. This was silly. She would simply wait
for whoever it was to go away. They weren’t going
to stand there forever. But as she saw the knob
turned and jiggled she jumped and heard her own
voice before she realized she had cried out.

“What do you want?”
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There was a moment’s hesitation. “I come to fix
your window.”

She had to say something. “Can you come back
later?”

“It’s my day off. I only got a little while.”
“Just a minute, please.”
Virginia put on the terry cloth robe, hurrying but

trying to be quiet and calm about it. She tied the
sash and looked in the mirror, pulling the lapels
closer together; but when she took her hand away,
the lapels came apart. She hurried into the bed-
room, taking off the robe, and immediately was
sorry she had taken it off, feeling herself naked and
picturing him outside waiting. If she took too long,
he would know she had been standing in the bath-
room without any clothes on. She had to hurry. She
had to think. (Mother of God, help me!) She had to
put something on. Something. Virginia reached
into the closet. She pulled a dress from its hanger.
Her light blue shift. My God, it was too thin. But
she was going to wear it, because it was in her
hand, because it was unzipped and she was step-
ping into it and zipping it up again, almost all the
way up, smoothing the dress over her hips and
glancing in the mirror. She was amazed. She looked
fine; she even looked calm.

It was not until she was opening the door that
she realized she was barefoot.
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“You said you had a window was stuck?”
“Yes, come in, please.” She hesitated. “It’s in the

bedroom.”
Ryan was carrying the metal toolbox. Closing

the door behind him, he saw her aqua bathing suit
lying open on the floor. He saw she wasn’t wearing
shoes with a dress on, and had to think about that
one as he followed Virginia into the bedroom. He
saw her stoop quickly next to the bed to pick up
something and saw the way the dress stretched
tightly but softly over her behind and smoothly
across her back without the little ridge that
brassiere fasteners make. By the time Virginia had
raised the shade, standing against the morning sun-
light coming in, Ryan knew damn well she didn’t
have anything on under the dress.

He put the toolbox on the floor. “Let me have a
look.”

Virginia was trying to raise the window, demon-
strating, proving it wouldn’t open. Ryan reached in
past her. She jerked her arm out of the way, hitting
her hand on the windowsill, and the bunched-up
ball of white she was holding fell to the floor. Ryan
looked down at her pants covering the toe of his
right foot.

He looked up now at her face. Not too bad.
Good skin. Greenish eyes. A nice smell—some
kind of lotion. A very clean-looking broad. And a
funny look in her eyes like she was really keyed up
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and ready, a broad who’d been here by herself al-
most two weeks, about twenty-seven, probably
married—not the best-looking broad in the world,
but she was a real living person and she had gone
to a lot of trouble.

Ryan put his hands on her shoulders and began
turning her away from the window. She kept star-
ing at him with the funny look, her eyes wide open.
He moved in closer, his hands sliding down her
arms and then working around her waist to her
back and pulling her against him; and when it felt
just right, he pressed his mouth against hers and
threw both of them across the bed.

At first he didn’t realize she was struggling. He
thought she was thrashing around, playing it up,
but then, still kissing her, pressed against her, he
opened his eyes and saw her eye like a giant eye
fixed on him, an all-seeing eye looking into him—
and filled with terror.

No, that wasn’t it. It was a frantic look, a way-
up-there look.

He nuzzled in, kissing her lightly about the
mouth and cheek, giving her the old Jack Ryan Spe-
cial and moving his hand over her hip and up under
her arm.

Very sloftly, barely taking his mouth from hers,
he said, “Close your eyes.” He kissed her cheek.
Her eyes closed and opened and closed again and he
kissed her eyelids, came down her nose and fooled
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around a little at the corner of her mouth and then
on her lower lip, the old left hand working up there
again under her arm, the cushion of his thumb mov-
ing in closer, yes, just starting to touch—and she
jumped, she winced, opening her eyes.

Still softly, close, holding on, Ryan said, “What’s
the matter?”

“I have a little sore there,” Virginia murmured.
She sounded half asleep, drugged.

“A sore?”
“From my bathing suit. It rubs.”
“Aww, I’m sorry.” He eased his hand away,

working it across her back, his fingers touching
gently until he found the zipper of her dress. He be-
gan pulling it down and could feel her bare skin as
it came open. She didn’t seem aware of what he was
doing until her dress was open to her waist. His
hand went in to rest on the curve of her hip and her
eyes, inches away from him, snapped open.

“Don’t.”
“Don’t what?”
She didn’t speak. She didn’t move. She kept star-

ing at him.
“Did I hurt you again?”
“Please don’t.”
“Don’t what?”
She kept looking at him.
“Just tell me why not?” Ryan whispered, gentle

and patient.
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Her voice was low, but very clearly she said, “Be-
cause it’s a sin.”

“What do you mean, a sin?”
“It’s a sin.”
“A sin—what are we doing?”
“You know what we’re doing,” Virginia said.
“It’s natural. I mean it’s the way we are—”
“If you’re married,” Virginia Murray said.
“We’re just fooling around.” Ryan smiled at her.
“To me it’s a sin.” Virginia hesitated before

adding, in a hushed tone, “I’m a Catholic.”
“Well, that’s all right,” Ryan said. “So am I.”
“You are not.”
“I am. Honest to God.”
“Say the Apostles’ Creed.”
“Aw, come on.”
“If you’re a Catholic, you know the Apostles’

Creed.”
“O my God I’m heartily sorry—”
“That’s the Act of Contrition!”
“I believe in God, the Father Almighty,” Ryan

said. “Creator of heaven and earth—come on,
what is this?”

“Will you get off me, please?”
“For Christ sake, you started it.”
“Please don’t use that language.”
“You parade around without any pants on.”
Virginia pulled away from him, turning out of

his arms, and put her hands over her face. Her
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hands muffled the words as she said, “Please
leave.”

“What?”
“Leave!”
“God, you think I’m going to stay?” Ryan

pushed up from the bed and straightened his pants.
“I think,” Ryan said, “you ought to make up your
mind, that’s all.”

“I thought you’d come back last night,” Nancy said.
Ryan was driving the Mustang. He glanced at

her and brought his gaze back to the road. They
had passed through Geneva Beach and were com-
ing out on the highway south, out of tree shade into
open sunlight. “I wanted to,” Ryan said, “but he
was still hanging around.”

“So?”
“I mean he was watching.”
“So what if he was?”
“I didn’t want him asking any questions.”
“Are you afraid of him?”
Ryan glanced at her again. “No, I’m not afraid

of him—why should I be afraid?”
“I love his house,” Nancy said. “God.”
“He likes it.”
“He’s the justice of the peace,” Nancy said. “Did

you know that?”
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“He told me you’re going to appear in his
court.”

“I can hardly wait.”
“What’d you do it for? Run the two guys off the

road.”
“Because they were asking for it, I guess.”
“You could have killed them.”
“I’ll have to decide how to handle your friend at

the hearing,” Nancy said. “Should I be the sweet
little girl or try to impress him?”

“I don’t know,” Ryan said. “I’ve never seen him
in court. Is Ray getting you a lawyer?”

“I suppose so. We haven’t discussed it.”
Off the highway, on the gravel road now, the

Mustang trailed a mist of dust that rose and
thinned to nothing in the sun glare. On both sides
of the road the fields stretched flat and empty to
distant trees.

“This has all been picked,” Ryan said. “They’re
working down a ways toward Holden now and I
sure hope Bob Junior’s with them.” He let the Mus-
tang crawl along, the gravel rattling against the
car’s underbody.

“Way over there”—Ryan pointed. “There’s some
pickers.” He waited until they were a little farther
up the road, coming even with the pickers. “See
how you straddle the row? These people are the
only ones who can work bent over like that all day.”
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“You did it,” Nancy said.
“I like to broke my back. After the first day I

thought I’d have to quit. I guess you have to be
raised a picker to be any good. Billy Ruiz, little
half-pint of a guy, he’ll outpick anybody.”

They moved along the ruts, Ryan squinting out
at the field lying still in the August heat and at small
groups of figures, far out, working slowly along the
rows but appearing to be standing in one place.

“They got to get the crop in this week,” Ryan
said. “A few more days and they’re too big for
pickles and all you’ve got are cucumbers—”

“I love pickle facts,” Nancy said.
Ryan looked at her. “Have you ever thought

about it?”
“All the time.”
“If the grower can’t get enough pickers, I mean,

good pickers to get his crop in on time, he loses his
shirt. That’s why he needs the migrants.”

“I love farm labor facts, too.”
The Mustang approached the barn and out-

buildings and beyond them the row of one-story
buildings that were weathered a clean gray and
stood in the open like a deserted Army post left to
rot. As they drew closer there were signs of life: the
clothes hanging on the lines and the sound of chil-
dren playing.

The children, in the worn, hard-packed field
next to the barn, stood for a moment watching the
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Mustang, then came running after it, yelling in a
mixture of English and Spanish. A woman in a 
T-shirt and blue jeans stood in the doorway of her
home; another sat on a turned-over washtub wear-
ing a man’s straw hat. There were women in the
shade of the washhouse and a woman in the open
sunlight, half turned, motionless, her arms raised to
the clothesline of faded denim and khaki, her gaze
following the Mustang and the children running in
its dust.

Ryan could hear the children and could feel the
gaze of the women. He said to Nancy, “See that,
like a tool shed? That’s where I lived, three of us in
there.”

“Nice.”
“I don’t know. It really wasn’t so bad,” Ryan

said. “It’s true what you hear about migrant camps,
the awful way the people live. But when you’re liv-
ing here, I mean everybody in it together, you get
used to it and laugh at different things and it really
isn’t so bad. We’d play ball in the evening or a guy
would get his guitar out and, you know, everybody
would sing.”

“Sounds like fun,” Nancy said.
Ryan looked at her. “All right, it wasn’t fun, but

it wasn’t so bad, either.”
“Are you ready?” She was pouring Cold Ducks

into a stem glass. She had brought the bottle in a
bag of crushed ice and two glasses.
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“Not right now,” Ryan said.
The road curved out of the camp area and made

a little jog and seemed to narrow with the trees
closing in on both sides. About a hundred yards up
the road they came to Ray’s place. It was in a clear-
ing with a circular drive leading in and out, a two-
story farmhouse that had been faced with
green-stained logs and converted into a hunting
lodge.

Nancy said, “Have you been inside?”
“No, this is the closest I’ve been.”
“He has deer heads and Indian blankets on the

walls.”
“Well, it’s a hunting lodge,” Ryan said.
He turned into the drive and followed it in low

gear as he studied the place. The drive was empty
and the place looked deserted; still, he kept going,
following the curved drive out again to the road.

Nancy was watching him. “You didn’t give it
much of a look.”

“I want to see if we can get up behind it,” Ryan
said.

He saw the sign down the road before he was
able to read it. The sign was on the right, a painted
board pointing across the road into the woods.
Ryan wasn’t looking for a sign and it didn’t mean
anything to him until they were close enough to
read it—ROGERS—and then he remembered Mr.
Majestyk telling him about the place up in the
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woods that would be perfect for a hunting lodge,
his plan to have a couple of big A-frames stuck to-
gether with a central heating unit; that was it.

As he turned left into the dirt road Nancy said,
“Now where?” She must have seen the sign, but
that was all she said.

“This ought to get us up there,” Ryan said.
It was a dirt road with deep ruts, narrow and

winding, so narrow in places the brush and tree
branches scraped the sides of the car. They moved
slowly, the springs squeaking and the flat shape of
the hood out in front of them rising and dipping
through the chuckholes. The road began to climb,
curving into switchbacks, the trees high overhead,
quiet in here and dim, with patches of sunlight and
glimpses of sky up through the branches. All the
way up neither of them spoke, not until they were
at the top and the road opened up, ending in a
cleared area, and Nancy said, “Well, now that
we’re here.”

God, it was quiet, a quiet you could feel. Ryan’s
door slammed loud and he stood there after he got
out. Then moving and hearing only the sound of
his shoes in the leaves. It was a good-sized area; it
had been cleared and people had been here. He no-
ticed a few rusted beer cans and a brown whiskey
bottle and bits of paper around. Some people knew
where it was, but God, it was quiet and away from
everything. The only woods he had ever been in
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were in Detroit, in Palmer Park and on Belle Isle,
and in those woods you could always hear people
outside of the woods having a picnic or playing
baseball. He had never been in real north-country
woods.

“Now what?” Nancy said.
He didn’t answer her. He walked around, over to

one side of the clearing that looked down on a lake,
a narrow curved lake that sat down there by itself
with thick trees growing up from its banks. He
walked along the edge of the clearing, looking
down into dense woods that you would have to cut
your way through, to the other side, and here
through an opening he could see the hunting lodge
and beyond it part of the cucumber fields and the
migrant camp, way down there far away, the build-
ings neat and orderly in the sunlight and edged
with clean shadow lines. He could see the junk-
heap cars back of the buildings and a little square
of yellow, Luis Camacho’s bus.

God, with about a hundred and twenty thou-
sand miles on it.

“You can see the camp,” Ryan said.
Nancy was still in the car, about twenty feet

away. She said, “Really?”
“Come here, you can see it good. There’s the bus

we rode up in.”
“Some other time,” Nancy said.
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“I don’t know how that bus ever made it. It was
the craziest ride I ever took. I mean, it wasn’t like a
bus ride, it was like living on a bus for four days.”
Ryan looked toward her, then walked over. “I’ll
have one now.”

She poured Cold Duck into a glass and handed it
to him. Ryan held it up, looking at the dark red
color, and smiled.

“It reminds me of Billy Ruiz; he always drank
rock and rye. You ever taste it? It’s awful.”

“Pop?”
“Terrible. It’s got a reddish color.” Ryan smiled

again, looking at the stemmed glass. “He was al-
ways holding it up to see how much he had left.
He’d be eating a lunch stick or something, take a
bite, take a swallow, and then hold the bottle up
and look at it, trying to make them come out even.
It reminded me of that.”

“Let’s go,” Nancy said.
Ryan had turned from the car. He was looking off

into the trees, in the direction of the migrant camp.
“I don’t know,” he said. “The way they live and

all, they always seem to get along. They don’t really
bitch about anything, they kid about it. I mean, I
think of them as being pretty happy. I don’t mean
simple, fun-loving folk, you know—”

“No,” Nancy said. “What do you mean?”
Ryan looked at her now. “I mean, they can take
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it. Maybe they take more than they should, I don’t
know. But even living the way they do, they still
have something not many people have.”

“I know,” Nancy said. “Dignity.”
“Forget it.”
“How about nobility?”
Ryan finished his drink, trying to do it calmly.
“Come on, I want to know.”
“Go bag your ass,” Ryan said.
She smiled and started to laugh, then put her head

back and laughed louder. Ryan watched her. Some-
thing was strange and he kept watching her until he
realized what it was. In the three days he had known
her this was the first time he had heard her laugh.

A fellow by the name of A. J. Banks, from the
Growers Association, called Bob Jr. and asked
him what it would cost to have the labor camp
torn down and hauled away so they could plant
that whole area next season. Bob Jr. said he wasn’t
a wrecking company, why ask him? And A. J.
Banks said if he could build it, goddamnit, he
could estimate tearing it down, couldn’t he? Bob
Jr. said he’d look it over and see what he thought.
That’s why he drove up to the camp and would
have sworn he saw Nancy’s Mustang heading out
the back road as he reached the migrant buildings.
Maybe not.
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But maybe it was her car. After he looked over
the buildings and got an idea how many truckloads
it would take to haul the lumber away, he drove out
the back road. Her car wasn’t at Mr. Ritchie’s
lodge. Beyond the lodge the road didn’t lead any-
where; it cut through pastureland and woods and
finally reached the lakeshore about fifteen miles
from Geneva Beach. Bob Jr. hadn’t been back here
since spring, since they decided to sell the woods
property and he put the sign up on the road. Once
in a while somebody, like Mr. Majestyk, would
look at the property, but usually the only ones who
came by were kids looking for a place to make out.
The tire tracks could be anybody’s; old ones. But
then he remembered it had rained the day before
yesterday.

When he saw the good clean impression of the
tracks turning into their private road, he knew
somebody had been back here recently. He wasn’t
thinking of Nancy now. He’d decided it couldn’t
have been her car he’d seen. But he was curious
about the tire tracks. That’s why he shifted into first
and headed the pickup truck up the private road.

The first thing Ryan did when he saw the pickup,
hearing it first and knowing it right away as it came
out of the trees, he placed his glass on the hood of
the Mustang and looked around. He wasn’t trying
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to be casual about it, but he wasn’t hurrying either.
He spotted a tree limb on the ground, over just a lit-
tle way, and by the time Bob Jr. was out of the
pickup, Ryan had snapped off a branch the size of a
broom handle and stood resting on it in his spear-
man pose.

In the car, holding her glass, her arm resting on
the doorsill, Nancy said, “Hi, Bob,” and waited to
see what would happen.

Bob Jr. looked over the situation. He saw Nancy
and the empty glass on the hood and out beyond
the car Jack Ryan holding his staff or club or what-
ever the hell it was. They were both waiting for him
to do something, like it was up to him to make the
next move. Ryan was standing there asking for it
and that part of it was simple: he’d told Ryan to
leave and Ryan was still here, so he’d have to teach
him a lesson. But with Nancy watching, he’d have
to make it look easy, like this bird wasn’t any trou-
ble at all. Bob Jr. took off his cowboy hat and his
sunglasses and put them in the truck, through the
window.

“Bob,” Nancy said, “do you want a Cold
Duck?”

“Not just now,” Bob Jr. said. He glanced at her.
“What’re you doing out here?” As he said it, it
didn’t sound right to him.

“I don’t know,” Nancy said. “He brought me.”
“Has he bothered you any?”
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“Let’s see—no, he hasn’t really bothered me.”
She was having fun.

“A ball bat or a stick,” Bob Jr. said, staring at
Ryan again. “You got to have something in your
hand, don’t you?”

Ryan didn’t answer. He stood waiting.
“Tough guy if he’s got a club in his hand. Hey,

boy, don’t you want to fight fair?”
Ryan frowned now. He said, “Fair? What is this,

the goddamn Golden Gloves?”
“A man fights with his fists,” Bob Jr. said.
“Yeah, well you come at me, buddy, and I’ll hit

you with the heaviest thing I can find.”
“I got a tire iron in the truck,” Bob Jr. said.

“Maybe I better get it.”
“If you did,” Ryan said then, “and we started

swinging at each other, tell me something, what
would we be fighting about?”

“Because you think you’re a tough boy and think
you can take me.”

“Did I ever tell you that?”
“You didn’t have to. I know your smart-ass type

the minute I see it.”
Ryan kept studying him. “You really want to

fight, uh?”
“You got something coming,” Bob Jr. said.
Ryan looked at Nancy then and said, “Tell him

he doesn’t have to.”
She was watching Ryan. “It’s not up to me.”
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“Tell him anyway.”
“Leave her out of it,” Bob Jr. said.
Ryan shook his head. “Boy, you must be awful

dumb or something. She wants a fight, don’t you
see that?”

“And you want to get out of it,” Bob Jr. said.
It was coming now and Ryan knew it. Every time

he had ever been in a fight since he was little, he
knew this time when his stomach tightened and he
could see in the other guy’s eyes they were going to
go through with it. He had thought about it a lot,
this moment, and he had come to realize that the
other guy must be feeling and thinking the same
thing, and no matter how big the other guy was, he
would probably be afraid or tightened up or ner-
vous, because nobody could ever be a hundred per-
cent sure. This moment, Ryan had decided, when
they weren’t quite ready, was the time to hit them.
Hit first and hit hard and maybe end it right there.

Bob Jr. made it easier. He took a couple of steps
back just as Ryan was ready to move and half
turned to reach into the pickup bed. He had to look
in to locate the tire iron or a wrecking bar and as he
glanced around again to check on Ryan he would
never have thought a man could move so fast; Ryan
was rushing him, steps away, and the goddamn
staff or club or whatever it was, up in the air, was
coming down on him.

Bob Jr. rolled against the side of the pickup box,
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getting his head behind a shoulder, and took the
first blow hard and solid against his forearm as he
brought it up.

His arm felt numb and he must have closed his
eyes. He didn’t see the club come at him again, he
was guarding his head, and the goddamn thing
whacked solid against his left knee. There was
nothing to do then but rush the son of a bitch and
he took another good one, stinging across his left
shoulder, before he got in close and got both hands
on the heavy tree branch and felt it hard and round
and the bark coarse in his hands, straining against
it to take it away from Ryan and then seeing Ryan’s
face right in front of his, the face tight and strain-
ing, looking right into his eyes.

“You’re through now, boy,” Bob Jr. said, and
barely finished saying it as Ryan’s left fist came off
the tree branch and jabbed straight into his face.

For Ryan it was right now—as Bob Jr. went back
and his face was raised and open—take it right now
quick was all he could think of, now while he was
pressing and had him, and he jabbed his left
straight into the face again, staying with the guy as
he went back, jabbing with the left and jabbing a
right to the face, setting it up and now, right now,
coming in with the long left hand from behind his
shoulder, hitting solid, feeling it all the way up his
arm and seeing the guy stumble back with blood
coming out of his nose, but God—and it was an
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awful feeling, the worst feeling you can have—the
guy didn’t go down.

He let go of the tree branch and stood there, his
face bloody, looking at Ryan, breathing, getting his
breath, wiping his hand across his mouth. Ryan
brought up his guard as Bob Jr. came at him, his
arms already heavy and tired.

Nancy took time to pour herself a little Cold
Duck and she sipped it while she watched them hit
each other. Bob Jr. was bigger, in fact Jackie looked
sort of frail next to him, but he had drawn blood
first and Bob Jr. was a mess, blood all over his
mouth and down the front of his checkered shirt.
He didn’t seem to care, though. She watched him
move in, taking Ryan’s jabs on his shoulder, then
another good one—wow—right in the mouth, but
this time he didn’t stop, he came in swinging that
big right fist and slammed it into Ryan’s face. It
must have stunned him; he hesitated and Bob hit
him again and again until Ryan dropped to his
knees.

That’s it, Nancy thought. Pretty good while it
lasted. She was surprised when Ryan came up, very
slowly at first; then, before Bob Jr. knew it, Ryan
was swinging at him. He got him hard in the face
and for a moment they stood close, both swinging
at each other with everything they had. Until Ryan
dropped.

He went to his hands and knees, his head down,
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and this time he didn’t try to get up. God, his hands
hurt, and his mouth. He wanted to touch his mouth
and his jaw, but he was afraid if he raised either
hand from the ground, he’d fall on his face. The
guy could stand there if he wanted; Ryan decided
he wasn’t getting up anymore.

But the guy wasn’t standing there. Ryan turned
his head to the side and the guy was sitting down
just a few feet away with his head back, looking up
at the sky with his eyes closed and pressing a hand-
kerchief to his nose.

Ryan rolled over to a sitting position. God, his
shoulders hurt too. He sat there looking at the guy
and finally he said, “That’s not the way to do it.”

Bob Jr. opened his eyes and looked over at Ryan.
“That doesn’t stop it,” Ryan said.
“Yeah,” Bob Jr. said in his handkerchief. “You

put your head back.”
“That’s a lot of crap,” Ryan said. “You blow

your nose and then hold it, pinch it, with your head
forward.”

“You’re crazy.”
“Everybody thinks you put your head back,”

Ryan said, “but you don’t, you put it forward. Go
on.”

Bob Jr. leaned forward and the blood dripped out
on the ground as he took his handkerchief away.

“Go on, blow it,” Ryan said. He watched him to
see if he did it right.
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After about a minute Bob Jr. said, “I never seen
so much blood since I dressed a buck I shot right
here last fall.” His voice was nasal and muffled in
the handkerchief.

“There’s a lot of deer in the woods here?”
“A lot? You go look at the game trails going

down to that lake where they water.”
“I never been hunting.”
“This buck I got, I walked up from the road and

he was standing here waiting.”
“What’d you use?”
“I use different guns. That time I had me an old

O-three, I mean old, but the son of a bitch’d shoot
from here to Holden.”

“This guy Walter Majestyk,” Ryan said, “he was
talking about a lodge up here.”

“You know him?”
“I work for him.”
“Hey,” Nancy said. She was still in the car. “Is

this the intermission or what?”
Ryan looked at Bob Jr. “I’m going to get in that

car and drive out of here. You got any objections?”
Bob Jr. said, “What do I care what you do?”
He was still sitting there when they left.
Neither of them spoke until they were down out

of the woods and moving along the back road to
the migrant camp. He could feel her watching him
and finally he said, “You got what you wanted,
didn’t you?”
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“That wasn’t very nice, trying to blame me.”
Nancy sat against her door, watching him. “How
do you feel?”

“Like I’ve been hit in the face.”
“You don’t look so bad. Here.” She handed him

her glass and watched him finish it, holding the
wine in his mouth and letting it burn before swal-
lowing it. His teeth felt sore and loose in his jaw;
when he worked it, he could hear a clicking sound
close to his ear. His hands hurt and they looked aw-
ful from hitting the guy in the face after he’d
started bleeding. Nancy took the glass from him
and he held the steering wheel low with one hand.
Up ahead he saw a group of pickers coming out of
the field, several of them walking along the side of
the road and looking back as they heard the car
coming.

“It settles one thing,” Ryan said.
“What?”
“I’m not going in that hunting lodge. I don’t care

how much is in there.”
Nancy stared straight ahead through the wind-

shield; she was in no hurry. Looking at Ryan finally,
she said, “I knew you were going to say that. I
didn’t know when or how you’d say it, but I knew
you would.”

“Well, you’re smarter than I am,” Ryan said,
“because I just found out.”

“No, you didn’t. You might have thought you
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were going to rob the place,” Nancy said, “but you
never would. I thought you might change, but you
haven’t. You’re a small-time breaking and entering
man, Jackie. That’s all you are. You can dream
about taking fifty thousand, but you’d never do it.”

“Look,” Ryan said, “he saw us up there. The po-
lice say to him, ‘Did you see anybody around the
place the last few days?’ And right away he remem-
bers us. He remembers me and he starts to put
things together.”

“You’re a little upset,” Nancy said.
“You bet I am.”
“You’re mad because you think I provoked the

fight.”
“That’s something else,” Ryan said.
“But the point is, Bob seeing us doesn’t prove

anything.”
“I’m not going to give it a chance to,” Ryan said.
“We’ll talk about it later, after I’ve cleaned you

up. How does that sound?”
“I don’t see there’s anything to talk about.”
They were coming up on the pickers now, who

were edging back from the shoulder of the road to
let the car pass. As they approached them Ryan
said, “Put the glass on the floor.”

Frank Pizarro came into the light of the shed door-
way after the car had passed and stood looking at
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the dust hanging in the air. Billy Ruiz was on the
other side of the road; he had come out of the field,
crossed the ditch and stood at the edge of the road
gazing after the car; now he crossed over to the shed.

“That looked like Jack,” he said.
“Sure it was,” Pizarro said. “Showing us his car

and his little chickie.”
“I wave to him,” Billy Ruiz said, “but he was al-

ready by me.”
“He saw you.”
“I don’t think so.”
“He saw you,” Pizarro said. “He saw all of us.”
“Then, why didn’t he wave?”
“He’s Mr. Jack Ryan in the car now.”
Billy Ruiz shook his head. “No, he didn’t see us.

He would have waved.”
“Christ, shut up with the waving! He don’t care

about you. He don’t see you anymore.”
Pizarro turned from the doorway into the dark-

ness of the shed. He found a cigarette and lit it and
then went down on his blanket to get away from
Billy Ruiz and the rest of them so he could think
about Ryan and the girl with no clothes on and get
something straight in his mind.

All right, he had sold the beer case of wallets to
the girl. Last night was something he couldn’t stop
thinking about: the girl coming out of the swim-
ming pool and drying herself in front of him, not
trying to hide herself, while they discussed Jack
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Ryan and the wallets. She put on the blouse and
the shorts and he told her again, five hundred, that
was the price. Then the girl going in the house and
coming out with eighty dollars, with her blouse
still unbuttoned. He should have kept the beer case
until she got more money, but there was the eighty;
it wasn’t any five hundred, but she was offering it
to him.

He should have sold her the wallets one at a
time. Go back once a week and she would have to
pay him without any clothes on.

He should have taken her in the house or put her
down on the grass. She had been asking for it and it
would be something to do it to her, Mr. Ritchie’s
girl; but because she was Mr. Ritchie’s girl, he had
not touched her, because he couldn’t believe it—the
not having any clothes on—and because he had
been afraid if he touched her, something would
happen. He didn’t know what. Something.

All right, he should have done a lot of things it
was too late to do. But he still had one thing left, if
he could get it straight in his mind how to say it to
her and make her believe it. He still knew about
Ryan and he could still call the police and tell them
it was Ryan that robbed the place Sunday.

So the idea was to go to her at night when Ryan
wasn’t there and tell her how much it would cost
for him not to call the police, sticking to the five
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hundred this time and not coming down to any
lousy eighty bucks.

He began to put words together, the way he
would say it to her. Like: “If you don’t have the
money, have your boyfriend steal you some. I don’t
care where you get it.”

The important words: “Get me five hundred or I
call the police.”

But as he lay on his blanket smoking the ciga-
rette, in this dim oven of a place with its tin-shed
roof and smell of mold, Frank Pizarro said to him-
self, Wait. What are you talking about the police
for? Why the police. Man, you see it? There’s some-
body better than the police.

Tell her, she don’t pay, you write a letter to Mr.
Ritchie.
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AT FIRST, opening his eyes and moving, feeling the
soreness in his shoulders, Ryan didn’t know where
he was. Settling again, stretching his legs and mov-
ing his hands over the cool aluminum arms of the
lounge chair, he had a good feeling from the sore-
ness, a feeling of having worked and finished some-
thing. He was glad he had fought the guy and it was
over. He was glad the guy had seen them.

Maybe he was never going in at all and it had
been just talk. Maybe if Bob Jr. hadn’t showed up,
he would have thought of some other excuse. Or
maybe when the time came he would have taken
off. He wasn’t sure.

Or maybe he was just tired. No, that wasn’t it.
He was tired all right, and sore; but that didn’t have
anything to do with it. It was something else.

It was a feeling of relief. He could come right out
and say to himself, You don’t have to break into the
place. You don’t have to take the money and go
through all that. You don’t have to get involved
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and worry about her bragging about it to some-
body. You don’t have to be waiting for something
to happen. You don’t have to even think about it
anymore.

He felt like a cigarette. He touched his shirt
pocket; it was flat. He couldn’t see if there were cig-
arettes on the umbrella table; it was too dark over
there. Turning to look at the table, he turned a little
more to look at the house. The room off the patio
was dark, though a faint light was coming from
somewhere in the back part of the room. The up-
stairs windows were dark. He wondered if she had
gone to bed. He didn’t know what time it was. Af-
ter ten anyway. He must have slept about three
hours. He thought about going for a swim to
loosen up but decided it would be too much trouble
and it wouldn’t help much. Tomorrow when he
woke up, he’d be so stiff and sore it would hurt to
move and there wasn’t anything he could do about
it. He wondered why she hadn’t left a light on.

Nancy heard him on the outside stairs and now,
sitting in the oversized chair in the dark, she saw
him on the sun deck; she watched him slide open
the glass door and come in; she watched him
pause, getting his bearings, then start for the den.
When he was within a few feet of her chair, Nancy
said, “Hi.”
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He didn’t answer right away. She had surprised
him and it took a few seconds for him to locate her
and think of something to say.

“I was going to surprise you,” Ryan said.
“I don’t sleep in the den.” Nancy waited.
Ryan leaned close to her chair to turn on the

lamp.
“Where do you sleep?”
“Upstairs.”
“Show me.”
“After,” Nancy said. “I brought up everything

we’ll need.”
“Like what?”
“From the bar.” Nancy watched him, her head

slightly lowered, her eyes raised. Ryan stared back
at her. It was her half-assed Ann-Margret look, but
it was all right.

“The beer’s in the fridge,” Nancy said. She
didn’t move.

“I don’t think I feel like anything.”
“I do,” Nancy said.
“I didn’t think you drank beer.”
“Sometimes. Will you get me one?” She watched

him go to the kitchen and in the corner of her eye
saw him reach in and turn on the light. She heard
the refrigerator door open and, after a moment,
close.

From the kitchen he said, “There isn’t any beer.”
Nancy stared at the sliding glass door, at the
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darkness outside, and the dim reflection of the
room. She could see herself sitting in the chair.
“Look in the cupboard next to the fridge. Bottom
shelf.”

“What’re you English, you like warm beer?”
“Put a couple of bottles in the freezer. It’ll only

take a few minutes.”
“Maybe we should have something else.”
“I don’t want something else, I want beer.”
Ryan looked in. “I believe you.”
She waited. She heard him open the cupboard.

There were faint sounds. Then silence. She counted
a thousand and one, a thousand and two, a thou-
sand and three, a thousand and four—

“You don’t have any beer,” Ryan said.
She looked over her shoulder, past the corner of

the backrest, to Ryan in the doorway.
“You’ve got a bunch of old wallets, but you

don’t have any beer.”
Nancy twisted around, leaning on the chair arm.

“Do you recognize them?”
He stared back at her. He stared thoughtfully,

taking his time. Finally he came into the living
room. He drew up the ottoman of Nancy’s chair
and sat down.

“I have never been mean to a girl,” Ryan said. “I
have never talked loud to a girl or ever hit a girl.”

“There’s beer downstairs,” Nancy said.
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“Maybe I’ll have something else.”
“Help yourself. Behind the bar. The beer’s in the

fridge underneath.”
“Do you always say that?”
“What?”
“Fridge.”
She frowned a little. “Not always.”
“It’s a dumb word,” Ryan said. He got up and

went down the circular stairs to the activities room.
A lamp at one end of the bar spread a soft pink
light over the polished wood. He found a bottle of
bourbon and poured some of it into an Old Fash-
ioned glass. He took ice and beer from the refriger-
ator, put two cubes into the glass, and opened the
beer. He lit a cigarette from a dish of filter-tipped
cigarettes on the bar; he blew the smoke out slowly
and took a sip of the bourbon.

Nancy had not moved. She waited as Ryan placed
the beer and a glass and the bottle of bourbon on the
table next to her and sat down on the ottoman.

“All right,” Ryan said. “Tell me the name of the
game.” He watched her patiently.

“You sound different,” Nancy said, “at different
times. I’ll bet you’re moody.”

“Tell me the game, okay?”
“Being moody is all right if you have something

to be moody about, but I think most people pre-
tend, like a pose.”
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Ryan drank the rest of his bourbon and stood
up. “I’ll see you.”

“The game,” Nancy said, “is called unless you’re
a nice boy and do what I tell you, I’ll go to the state
police with the wallets. It’s sort of a long name for a
game, but it’s fun.”

“It is a long name,” Ryan said. “Why do you
think I have anything to do with them?”

“Because your friend told me. Frank something.
He came here last night and said he’d go to the po-
lice unless I gave him five hundred dollars for the
wallets.”

“Five hundred?”
“He settled for eighty.”
“Why did he think you’d be interested?”
“I guess because he saw you with my car. He de-

cided we must have a thing going.”
“Well,” Ryan said, “that’s his story.”
“No, it’s my story now,” Nancy said. “I’ll say I

saw you come out of the house. I followed you and
picked up the case when you threw it away.”

“You’re going to a lot of trouble.”
“Because I need you.”
Ryan shook his head. “No, I think you’ve got the

wrong guy.”
“And I think if your friend was arrested,” Nancy

said, “he’d blame the whole thing on you.”
Ryan sat down again. He poured bourbon over
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the melting ice cubes and sipped it, seeing Frank
Pizarro in a straight chair with the sheriff’s cop,
J. R. Coleman, standing over him.

“I think you might have something,” Ryan said.
“Good.”
“Yes, I can see that.”
Nancy smiled. “Very good. I thought you might

be mad at first, but you’re taking it like a little man.”
“I want to get it straight,” Ryan said. “If I back

out of our deal, you’ll call the police and put them
on Frank Pizarro.”

“Right.”
“You don’t care about Bob Junior seeing us.”
“Not at all.”
“I’ll have to think about it,” Ryan said. He

raised his glass. “Can I get some more ice?”
“Help yourself.”
“I don’t guess you want another beer.”
“I hate beer.”
He got ice from the refrigerator in the kitchen

and came out carrying the beer case. Nancy
watched him drop it on the ottoman.

“I’ve thought it over,” Ryan said. “No.”
Nancy waited a moment. “Okay.”
“So I better take this with me.”
“Go ahead. I don’t need it.”
He sat on the edge of the ottoman, facing her, his

knees touching her legs tucked under her. “Look,”
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he said, “don’t do anything dumb, all right? People
start telling on each other it gets to be a mess. The
police start asking you questions and it gets in the
newspaper and whether you like it or not, every-
body knows your business. You don’t want that, do
you? I mean you got a good deal here, what do you
want to wreck it for?”

“I was just thinking,” Nancy said, “your little
job Sunday will be in the Geneva paper tomorrow.
They’ll be talking about it in town.”

“For a couple of days maybe.”
“Everybody will keep their doors locked.”
“That’s another thing,” Ryan said. “Bob Junior

will read about a robbery and have it on his mind. I
mean, our timing is bad.”

“Why don’t you relax?” Nancy said. She took
his cigarette and drew on it before settling back in
the chair. She gave Ryan her nice smile and a soft,
warm look with her eyes.

“I was just playing,” she said then. “Do you re-
ally think I’d go to the police?”

“If you thought it might be fun.”
“Jackie—” Sounding hurt, disappointed.
“And if you thought you could stay out of it,”

Ryan said. “But that’s what I mean. You can’t stay
out of it. They put your picture in the paper and
your life story and everybody knows your business.
It puts Ray on the spot and he dumps you, like
that.”

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 266



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 2 6 7

Nancy pressed close to one arm of the chair,
making room and patting the seat cushion. “Come
on over,” she said, and gave him her sympathetic
pout look. “Come on, let’s be friends.”

He had the feeling he shouldn’t move too fast—
like reaching out to pet an animal that might take
his hand off if he didn’t do it gently. All the wallets
were in the beer case with all the names in the wal-
lets of the people who had been robbed and a
minute before she had been holding the case over
him, ready to drop it on him. Now she was a girl
sitting there, being a girl, trying to hook him the old
way and pretty sure she could do it. And even turn-
ing on the fake girl stuff, she looked better than any
girl he had ever seen before.

What Ryan did, sliding in beside her, he put his
hands against the back of the chair and moved in to
get his mouth on hers, his hands supporting him
before sliding down to her shoulders, her hands
coming up around his neck and fooling with his
hair as she pressed against him. Their mouths came
slightly apart, giving her just enough room to say,
“Let’s go upstairs.”

He walked home carrying the beer case, along the
beach, along the cold-sand edge of the water, feel-
ing the night breeze and the soreness in his jaw and
shoulders. He saw himself walking along the beach
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in the darkness, then saw himself standing by the
bed buttoning his shirt and pushing it down into
his pants, Nancy a soft, dark shape against the
white sheets, lying on her back unmoving, one
hand on her stomach, her legs a little apart, her eyes
looking at him with a calm, nothing look. He had
dressed in front of girls lying in bed before. He had
said things that made them laugh or giggle or smile;
he had grabbed for them again and wrestled with
them and rolled off the bed with them and had
slapped their bare tails and said, “See you,” and
some of them he had seen again and some he
hadn’t. He liked girls. He had never forced a girl to
go to bed if she didn’t want to. He had never said,
“Come on, if you really love me.” He had had fun
with girls and the girls had had fun. He thought he
had had fun with Nancy. Now he wasn’t sure. Did
he have fun with her because he was with her or did
he have fun only because he’d gone through the
motions and only the motions were fun?

Every one of the other girls he could remember
had been a living person and now he wondered if
he had ever thought of Nancy as a person. He
couldn’t picture her when she was alone. He
couldn’t picture her yawning with no one watch-
ing. The broad in the backseat of the station
wagon, the ten-buck broad with the two guys and
the dollar-a-bottle beer—he didn’t picture her as a
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person, either. Thinking about it didn’t make sense
and he became aware of himself again, the sand
and the darkness and the surf coming in. He put 
the beer case down and cupped his hands against
the breeze to light a cigarette. He saw his hands 
in the glow of the match. He saw himself walking
along again: a hot dog Jack Ryan who had just notched
up another one and was now having his smoke.

And Leon Woody says—
No, Leo doesn’t say anything. Jack Ryan says it.

He says the hot dog only thinks he notched one up,
like any hot dog who thinks he’s a hot dog. But
what happened, he was notched. Hooked, notched,
and set up.

Whatever he did now, he had to do something
with the beer case first. He was approaching the
Bay Vista and he thought of the vacant field next to
Mr. Majestyk’s house.

Ryan was exactly the way Nancy imagined he
would be. Very basic but in control, and thorough.
Sort of a natural. Neat body—bone and muscle
and good moves—which he had probably been
working on since he’d first discovered there were
girls in the world. He had to pose after, taking his
time getting dressed, and she had pictured him do-
ing that too.
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Jackie was all right. It would be fun to grab the
money and meet him in Detroit and spend about a
week with him in Florida or on Grand Bahama and
then, before breaking it off, take him home to meet
Mother.

Lying on the bed, one hand on her stomach, her
other hand playing with a strand of her hair, Nancy
heard herself say, “Mother, this is Jack Ryan.” She
saw her mother in the shade of the palm tree, her
cigarette case, lighter, and vodka and tonic on the
glass-top table. She saw her mother lower the thick
novel to her lap, slip off her reading glasses, and
hold them, interrupted, under her chin, her eyes on
Ryan and her mouth forming the smallest gesture
of a smile. Her head would be cocked very slightly,
alertly, and she would seem to nod, a slight smile
and a pleasant hint of a nod, but not giving away
any of herself in the look: withdrawn, peering at
him through little brown stones, observing him and
sensing something was wrong.

“Jack’s from Detroit, Mother.”
Watch the eyes, the little brown stones. Watch

Jack Ryan. He looks away from Mother. Mother
isn’t bad-looking at all for a forty-four-year-old
mother, chic and slick and wearing white and
pearls to set off her tan. But Ryan isn’t sure about
her. She hasn’t said anything, but she scares him.
Little Mother pushes him off-balance with her
cool. He looks around the patio. He puts one hand
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in his pocket to show he’s at ease and looks at the
small, curved swimming pool and then toward the
white stucco house, trying to think of something to
say. It would be good, Nancy thought. It would be
fun to bring him in and let him loose. It would be
fun to watch Mother watching him: afraid he
might touch something or come toward her, watch-
ing him calmly but afraid to move, sitting perfectly
still and waiting for him to go away.

“Mother, this is Jack Ryan. He breaks into
houses and almost clubbed a man to death.” That
could shake her up a little.

Maybe. Though the thing with the two boys in
Lauderdale didn’t seem to shake her—the two boys
she had met at Bahia Mar and had brought home
because her mother was out and only Loretta, the
maid, would be there.

She was fifteen then. She could still see the two
boys standing with their hands on their hips in
shorts and tight football jerseys with numerals, 23
and 30-something. They were both over six feet
and could chugalug a can of beer in less than twenty
seconds, tall and slouchy with their hands-on-hips,
time-out pose, but still little boys. She didn’t put
them in the same class now with Jack Ryan. Size
didn’t count. Anyone under 21 or who wasn’t mar-
ried (a new qualification) or had never been ar-
rested for felonious assault, was still a minor.

They sat by the little curved pool with three six-
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packs and a transistor radio and the boys beat time
on the arms of their chairs when they weren’t
drinking the beer. Loretta, black face and white
uniform, would appear at the door leading into the
sunroom, frowning and trying to catch Nancy’s
eye. One of the boys said, “Your maid wants you.”
But Nancy pretended she didn’t see Loretta and the
two boys got the idea.

Nancy said, “It’s too bad we have to be spied
on. If we were alone, we’d probably have more
fun.” One of the boys said, “Yeah,” and the other
one said, “Like doing what?” And Nancy said,
“Like going swimming.” One of them said, “But
we didn’t bring any suits.” And Nancy said,
“So?”

She watched them each drink their beer while
they thought of a way to get rid of Loretta and while
Nancy knew all the time how they would do it. They
couldn’t lock her in her room; Loretta had the key.

So they used the box spring and mattress from
Nancy’s room, sliding them quietly over the tile to
Loretta’s open door. She didn’t see them. When she
did look up, and they heard her muffled voice in-
side, a wall of striped mattress ticking covered the
doorway. They laughed, Nancy laughed with them
leaning against the box spring while they brought
chairs to wedge between the mattress and the op-
posite wall in the hallway. Then they ran outside
and took off their clothes and dove in. The boys
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did. Nancy went to her room and put on a two-
piece semibikini. She turned off all the lights in the
house and the swimming pool lights too, hearing
the boys yelling hey, what’s going on! But when she
came out and they saw her, they grinned and one of
them whistled and the other one said, “Hey, now,
yes!” The wet young athletes in their wet, sagging
jockey shorts.

They played tag, with a lot of running dives and
grabbing under water, stopping for a swig of beer
every few minutes. After enough of that Nancy fell
into a lounge chair to rest, her chest rising and her
flat stomach sucking in as she breathed. They sat
staring at her until she got up and stretched, show-
ing them her stomach again, and said she was going
in to change.

Hey, but would one of them mind unhooking her
bra? It was so darn hard to reach.

They both went for it, and while they pushed
and wrestled for position, Nancy reached behind
and unfastened the strap. Walking to the sunroom
door, she knew they were watching. She went in-
side, closed the glass door behind her, and pressed
the lock catch. She took off the bra. She stood with
her back to the glass until she knew they were close
to the door and one of them was trying the handle.
Then she turned around.

One of them said, “Hey, come on. Open the
door.”
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Nancy looked from one to the other, the tall
stringy athletes trying to look casual in their wet
jockey shorts. She hooked her thumbs in the low
waist of the bikini and smiled.

“Come on. Open up.”
“What’ll you give me?” Nancy asked them.
“You know what.” They both laughed at that.
“Come on,” the other one said again.
“I’m going to bed,” Nancy said.
“Open the door, we’ll go with you.”
“What’ll you give me?” Nancy said again.
They were both looking at her, seriously now,

silent. Finally one of them said, “What do you
want, anyway?”

And Nancy said, “Fifty bucks, Charlie. Each.”
She could still see the dumb look on their faces.
And the look on her mother’s face a few days

later, the no-look look.
“Is it true, Nancy?”
Her mother had found out about the two boys

because one of them happened to have a buddy re-
lationship with his father. The little buddy told the
big buddy. The big buddy told his wife, who told a
friend, who told Nancy’s mother, the friend saying
she didn’t believe a word of it, but perhaps Nancy’s
mother would like to look into it. Then the scene—
her mother sitting in the living room, Loretta a few
steps behind her.

“Is it true, Nancy?”
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The brown stones in her mother’s solemn eyes
stared up at her and, watching her mother’s eyes
very closely, she said, “Yes, it’s true.”

The eyes did not seem to change expression. “Do
you know what you’re saying?” her mother asked.
“You want us to believe you offered yourself to
those boys?”

“Uh-huh.”
“Don’t say uh-huh, dear. Say yes or no.”
“Yes.”
“All right, tell me why.”
“I don’t know.”
“If you think this is cute—have you thought of

the consequences?”
Nancy hesitated, interested. “What conse-

quences?”
“That people,” her mother said quietly, “might

hear about it?”
Nancy began to smile; she couldn’t help it.

“Mother, you’re beautiful.”
“I don’t see anything amusing,” her mother said.

“I want to know what happened.”
Nancy looked at Loretta, who looked at Nancy’s

mother. “Whatever you heard is probably true.”
“Loretta said they left before midnight.”
“How long do you think it takes?” Nancy said.
Her mother’s solemn expression held. “I want

you to admit you thought this up as a not very
funny joke.”
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“Mother, I did. I propositioned them.”
“All right,” her mother said, rising, smoothing

her dress over her hips. “There doesn’t seem to be
much point in talking about it.”

“Really. It’s true.”
“It’s up to you,” her mother said. “But until you

admit the truth and start making sense, you won’t
be allowed out of the house.” Her mother turned
and started across the room.

“I’ll tell you everything we did,” Nancy said af-
ter her. “Do you want to hear it or not?”

Her mother didn’t. A few days later she told her
mother only part of the story was true, the part
about blocking Loretta’s door. Her mother said,
then the boys made up the rest of it as some sort of
perverted joke. Yes, Nancy said, and she was al-
lowed to go outside again and play.

It had been all right but very minor. She had been
a little girl then and now she was a big girl and had
to think as a big girl. Everything was relative. It be-
came relative as one changed one’s approach and
went on to bigger and better bounces.

Playing with the two boys had been fun.
Faking out the fathers taking her home from

babysitting had been fun.
Putting on Bob Jr. had been fun.
Fooling around with Jack Ryan and thinking of

how to take Ray’s fifty thousand had been fun. But
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even this was fairly low key compared to what she
had in mind now.

If she could set it up. If she could work out the
timing, it would be the biggest bounce of all.
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RYAN SKIMMED OUT the swimming pool, with the lit-
tle Fisher kids watching and asking him if they
could jump in and try and touch the end of the
skimmer, but he told them he had to hurry and
didn’t have time to fool around. He didn’t feel like
playing. He got the rake and cardboard box with-
out running into Mr. Majestyk and took them
down to the beach. There was no one down there
yet and it was a good place to think.

First, was there anything to worry about or not?
There was always something to worry about

when other people were involved.
Even before Nancy presented him with the beer

case, there was something to worry about. He had
gotten rid of the beer case. He had taken care of
that early this morning, burying it five feet deep in
the vacant lot. But he hadn’t gotten rid of Nancy.
He hadn’t gotten rid of Billy Ruiz or Frank Pizarro.
They were all hanging over him and could fall on
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him and maybe the only way was to run out from
under. Disappear.

He could still go into Ray’s lodge. It would still
be possible to pull it off.

It was a funny thing, he could see himself going
into the place, but he didn’t look right. He could
see himself going into other places with Nancy, the
great boy-girl burglary team, and that didn’t look
right, either. He looked dumb, doing it because she
wanted to do it. A game and not real at all. She
talked about real life. It wouldn’t be anything like
real life. It wouldn’t be anything like going into
places with Leon Woody. That had been real. But
now it seemed like a long time ago and something
that would never happen again. Like hanging from
the roof. He did it and still had it to take out and
look at, but he knew he would never hang from a
roof again.

He felt some sand inside his right sneaker. He
had the shoe off and was pouring the sand out
when he saw Mr. Majestyk coming across the
beach. He hadn’t seen Mr. Majestyk since Wednes-
day night, after they had looked in his window.
Ryan thought of it now, but he said to himself, the
hell with him, and looked right at Mr. Majestyk.

Mr. Majestyk’s gaze shifted beyond Ryan and
moved around the beach, squinting a little in the
sunlight. He said, “What’re you doing?”

“What am I doing? I’m raking the beach.”
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Mr. Majestyk was staring at Ryan now, for a mo-
ment frowning. “What happened to you?”

“Nothing.”
“I can see nothing.”
“This guy and I had a disagreement.”
“Boy, you get in an argument you start swinging,

don’t you?”
“I didn’t start it.”
“Listen, there’s some painting has to be done in

number five. I painted most of it in the spring, but I
didn’t get the kitchen.”

“What about the beach?” Ryan looked off in the
direction Nancy would come.

“Leave it,” Mr. Majestyk said.
“They’ll be coming down pretty soon.”
“That’s all right. It’s not bad.”
“I don’t know,” Ryan said. “There’s some junk

over there and up by the steps.”
“All right, just get that. Then I’ll give you the

paint. Just in the kitchen where the goddamn wall’s
messed up. Number Five.”

Ryan looked at him, realizing Mr. Majestyk had
said it before. “Five? The broad by herself?”

“Yeah, she checked out yesterday, so it’s a good
chance before the new people come tomorrow.”

“Number Five?”
“I said Five, didn’t I?”
“What time did she leave?”
“In the afternoon.”
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“What for? What’d she say?”
“How do I know what for. She says she’s leaving,

she leaves. I don’t ask her why. I say hope you en-
joyed yourself and come back. That’s all. Look,
pick up that crap and then come by, I’ll give you the
paint.” He started to walk off, then turned to Ryan
again. “What were you making all the goddamn
noise about this morning?”

“What noise?”
“With the bulldozer. Christ, seven thirty in the

morning.”
“I wanted to finish it up. I figured there’d be a lot

to do today.”
“Christ, seven thirty. I was about to come out,

you stopped.”
“Well, it’s done now,” Ryan said.
He dragged out raking the beach another half

hour, until Mr. Majestyk appeared again and yelled
to him to knock off for lunch. Looking up the beach
he still saw no sign of her. So quit worrying, he
thought. If she wanted him, she’d have to find him.

They had tunafish salad and onions, tomatoes
and peppers and some sweet corn and the home-
made bread, and a couple of beers each. They dis-
cussed whether beer was better in bottles or cans,
and then which was better, bottled or draft, and
both agreed, finally, that it didn’t make a hell of a
lot of difference. Long as it was cold.

Mr. Majestyk said hey, the game was on TV to-
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night. Detroit at Boston. McLain going against
McDermott.

“About eight or eight thirty I think it starts.”
“I’ll see,” Ryan said.

He wouldn’t take a job as a painter for anything,
though he didn’t mind it once in a while. It was
something different and it was quiet in here.

Ryan finished a cupboard door and got down off
the chair. He could see the broad’s face close to his.
He lit a cigarette and went into the bedroom. Putting
the cigarette in his mouth, he unlocked the window
and pulled up on it. He pressed in closer and pushed
up against the frame with the heels of his hands. He
banged them against the frame and pushed up again.
The window wouldn’t budge. He could see where
the dried paint held the frame to the sill. The win-
dow probably hadn’t been opened since spring.

He could see her face again, close, her eyes open
wide inches from his. To the great lover it had been
a look of wild-eyed passion. Now, in the empty
room, he knew it had been pure panic. The poor
broad had wanted her window opened and he had
almost raped her.

He wished he could run into her again, just for a
minute. He’d tell her: “Listen, I’m sorry we had that
misunderstanding. See I thought—” Maybe not
that; something like it. He’d have to say something.
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No he wouldn’t. He’d never see her again.
But he saw her in his mind every once in a while

as he painted and each time he saw her, he slapped
the paint on a little heavier.

She should have stayed another day. He could
have been nice to her. Polite. He could have taken
her out and bought her a Tom Collins and it
would have been the biggest thing that ever hap-
pened to her.

The other day he could have treated Billy Ruiz a
little better.

He began thinking about Billy Ruiz and the oth-
ers, wondering how they were going to get home if
they couldn’t pay Camacho for the bus ride.

If it was true about the bus—Camacho wanting
to charge them five hundred dollars.

And Pizarro wanting five hundred for the wal-
lets. What was this, everything costing five hundred
dollars? If he did anything, he should go out and
have a talk with Frank about the wallets and find
out about the bus.

Mr. Majestyk came in looking up at the freshly
painted light green walls.

“Inside the cupboards, too,” he said.
“Inside? Who’s going to see inside?”
“You got enough paint?”
“I guess so.”
“There’s a phone call for you,” Mr. Majestyk

said.
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“Yeah? Who is it?”
“Who do you think?”
He followed Mr. Majestyk to his house, wiping

his hands with a rag soaked in thinner. In the living
room he put the rag in his back pocket and picked
up the phone with the tips of his fingers. Mr.
Majestyk went over to his desk and opened and
closed drawers, then shuffled through a stack of
third-class mail.

“Hello?”
“Hi. I slept in this morning,” Nancy said. “After

the workout.”
“I wondered,” Ryan said. “I didn’t see you.”
“Are you coming over tonight?”
“I guess I could.”
“Nine thirty,” Nancy said.
“That late, uh?”
“I’ve got a surprise for you.”
“No, you haven’t,” Ryan said. “Not anymore.”
“Really. But you have to come on time.”
“Okay, then.”
“Will you come?”
“Yeah, okay.”
“Is someone there?”
“Uh-huh.”
“The one who answered?”
“Right.”
“I think he was mad he had to look for you. I

told him it was urgent.”
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“Uh-huh.”
“He’ll think I have hot pants.”
“Okay then, I’ll see you later.”
“Nine thirty,” Nancy said. “Come upstairs. I’ll

leave the door open. Okay?”
“Okay,” Ryan said.
She hung up.
As Ryan put the receiver down Mr. Majestyk

straightened up from the desk. “While you’re
here,” he said, “maybe you better take some more
paint.”

“I got enough.”
“Just in case.”
“I got plenty.”
“Listen,” Mr. Majestyk said then. “That broad

on the phone—”
“Yeah?”
Mr. Majestyk smiled, self-conscious, showing his

white perfect teeth. He shrugged then. “Why
should I say anything—right? You’re old enough.”

“I was about to mention it,” Ryan said. He
started out but stopped in the doorway and looked
back at Mr. Majestyk. “What was that broad’s
name in Number Five?”

After work he asked Mr. Majestyk if he could bor-
row his car to go get something to eat. Mr.
Majestyk said he could eat with him, cold cuts and
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potato salad. Ryan said thanks, but he had to get
some things at the drugstore anyway, so he might
as well grab a bite in town.

He didn’t stop in Geneva Beach. He headed di-
rectly for the migrant camp and pulled up next to
the shed. Billy Ruiz, his face opening up when he
saw Ryan, was alone inside.

Ryan looked around the room. He said, “Why
didn’t you put the beer case where I told you, be-
hind the store?”

The surprised expression remained on Billy
Ruiz’s face and Ryan said, “Where is it?”

“Frank said he got rid of it that night. He said it
would be better at night.”

“Where is he?”
“I tole you, he was fired.”
“I heard he was going to drive Camacho’s bus

back for him.”
Billy Ruiz frowned. “Why? He got his truck.”
“I heard his truck was busted.”
“It’s always busted, but he make it run. You

think he leave it here?”
“Who’s driving the bus, then?”
“I don’t know. We got a new crew leader, he pick

somebody knows how to drive it.”
“Then, you’re all set,” Ryan said.
“Sure we get paid tomorrow, go home. Come up

next year, hey, maybe we see you!”
“Maybe,” Ryan said. “You never know.”
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On the way back he decided why not grab a bite.
He stopped at Estelle’s, then went over to the Pier
Bar and had a couple while he watched the sun go
down. It was a good place.
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A FEW MINUTES BEFORE NINE Nancy undressed and
put on a pair of shorty pajamas. She left a lamp on
in the bedroom, then went downstairs and turned
off every light on the living room level, including
the kitchen; she made sure the back door was
double-locked. The door of the activities room,
downstairs, was also locked. The only unlocked
door in the house was the sliding door from the sun
deck into the living room. She slid it silently open
and closed it again.

Now the big chair with the ottoman. She pushed
it over a little so it would be more in line with the
door, closer but still in shadow, then worked the ot-
toman over. It was big and square and heavy, with-
out casters; she could sit down in the chair and prop
her feet against the inside edge of the ottoman and
it was heavy enough that it wouldn’t move away.

She sat down now and put her hand on the table
next to the chair. She took her hand away and put it
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on the table again and moved the lamp over a few
inches.

He could come anytime now. She had told him
9:30. He could be late if he had gone to The Pier
and had to walk back or had trouble getting a ride.
On the other hand there was a good chance he
would be early. Eagerly early. There was no ques-
tion in Nancy’s mind that he would come. He had
been coming back since Tuesday night and after
last night she considered Jack Ryan nailed down.
He could pose and declare his independence, but he
was like all the rest of them basically and she
couldn’t imagine him passing up a sure thing.

She began thinking about tomorrow and tried to
imagine the look on Ray’s face when he heard what
happened. She could picture his expression when
he walked in, the grim look. It would be hard not to
laugh, or at least smile.

Right now, though, she’d better look alive and
be ready and keep her eyes on the yard beyond the
dark shape of the swimming pool. The only outside
light was the orange bug lamp. He would pass
through it as he approached the house.

“Hey, where you going?” Mr. Majestyk was stand-
ing at the edge of his front lawn. Behind him, past
the thin birch trees, the spotlight held the flamin-
goes and painted stones in silent glare.
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“I thought it was you,” Mr. Majestyk said.
Ryan walked over. “I was just going up the

beach.”
Mr. Majestyk was lighting a cigar, puffing on it

and shaking out the kitchen match. “The ball
game’s on. I was watching it over to Fishers’, but
they’re putting the kids to bed.”

“Who’d you say, Baltimore?”
“Boston.”
“That’s right, McLain’s going. Maybe I’ll stop in

later.”
“No score in the second,” Mr. Majestyk said. He

added, almost without a pause, “Your buddy was
here about an hour ago.”

“Who’s that?”
“Bob Junior.” Mr. Majestyk drew on the cigar,

watching Ryan. “He says he saw you up at the hunt-
ing property and thought you were trespassing.”

“Is that what he said?”
“He says you told him you worked here and he

was checking on it.”
“You tell him I did?”
“You work here, don’t you? I told him you and

him should have a couple of beers sometime and
cut out the crap.”

“I can see that happening.”
“He isn’t a bad guy.” Ryan was silent and Mr.

Majestyk said, “What about the property? What
do you think of it?”
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“I don’t know. It looks okay.”
“You see the possibilities?”
“Well, he said he got himself a buck right there

with an O-three, so maybe it’s a good spot.”
Mr. Majestyk squinted in his cigar smoke.

“What were you doing, for Christ sake, fighting or
having a conversation?”

“I guess it was a funny situation,” Ryan said.
“It sounds it. Listen, I want to see the ball game,

you stop in if you want.” He puffed on the cigar a
couple of times, watching Ryan walk off into the
darkness. Finally, taking his time, he crossed the
lawn to his house.

Ryan walked past the vacant frontage a good
fifty yards before he had thought about it long
enough and stopped. He looked out at the lake, at
the distant pinpoints of light. He looked back to-
ward Mr. Majestyk’s house, at the garden and the
flamingoes in the glow of the spot. He could see the
side window, a square of light, where he and Nancy
had looked in. Not a Western tonight, the ball
game, the guy sitting there with a beer and not tak-
ing his eyes off the set. Ryan waited a couple more
minutes before making up his mind.

He cut across the vacant frontage then and ap-
proached the side of the house, hearing the TV
and recognizing the announcer’s voice—George
Kell, with the faintly down-home Arkansas
drawl—before he reached the window and saw
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the picture and Mr. Majestyk watching it, his
short legs stretched out on the fold-out ottoman.

Boston was at bat. McLain was pitching, looking
in and taking his windup and coming in with a hard
overhand fastball, grooving it past the hitter before
he could swing. George Kell, sounding pretty re-
laxed, said it was McLain’s fourth strikeout in three
innings. He said boy, when this youngster was on,
you just didn’t hit him. Ryan watched the Tigers go
out one two three in the fourth. With Boston com-
ing to bat and McLain taking his warm-up throws,
he decided, what the hell, sit down for maybe a
couple of innings. There wasn’t any rush.

Since five o’clock Frank Pizarro had finished two
bottles of red and almost half a fifth of vodka—
vodka because the goddamn store didn’t have any
more tequila, the guy saying, “The way you people
have been buying it . . .” Screw the guy, they would
leave in a couple of days and the guy would wonder
where his business went.

He had meant to save the vodka, to bring a
whole bottle, but the goddamn wine made him feel
tired an hour later and he used the vodka to get
some life back in him. He felt good now and saw
everything sharply, the houses in the darkness, the
lights in the windows through the trees. He felt
good, but he wished he had a cigarette.
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The girl would have a cigarette. Plenty. Maybe
Ryan would be there and he would have to wait. It
didn’t matter. Ryan would leave sometime and Mr.
Ritchie’s and Mr. Ryan’s girlfriend would be alone.
How about Mr. Ritchie’s and Mr. Ryan’s and Mr.
Pizarro’s girlfriend? He could show her something
she had never seen before with any Mr. Ritchie or
Jack goddamn Ryan.

He would wait and when it was only the girl—
what could she do about it? But it would be better
if he didn’t have to wait.

He would come out of the shadow of the house
and bushes and see the girl in the swimming pool,
her dark hair and her body shining in the water. He
would take the vodka and sit at the table this time
and raise the bottle when she came out of the water.

No, save the vodka. Have her towel. She would
come over with her hands on her hips and see him
holding the towel. He would get up then and say to
her, “Here, let me dry you,” holding the goddamn
towel open like a bullfighter.

Jesus, Pizarro thought. He could feel her coming
into his arms as he put the towel around her.

Get her nice and comfortable in there. He would
be fooling around a little drying her and she would
be laughing, putting her head back against his
shoulder, and he would mention it to her then. “I
want you to give me five hundred dollars.” And she
would say, “Why should I give you five hundred
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dollars?” And you say, “Because if you don’t, I tell
somebody what you been doing with Jack Ryan.”
She say, “What somebody?” and you say, “Mr. Ray
Ritchie somebody.”

But the goddamn house looked dark, like no-
body was home. He had parked on the other side of
the Shore Road and walked into the Pointe. It was
the house, he was sure of that; but no light showed
anywhere on this side. Then go around, he told
himself.

But what if Ryan was sitting by the pool and
heard him? He had been lucky the time before;
Ryan wasn’t there. But if he came up from the
beach side of the house—sure, he would be able to
look the place over better. He could go to the next
street and follow it to the beach and come around
that way. If she wasn’t home, that might be all right
too. He could wait or he could go in and look
around. Sure, maybe Mr. Ritchie kept some tequila
somewhere.

“You ready?” Mr. Majestyk asked.
Ryan was sitting forward on the couch. He

picked up the beer can between his feet and jiggled
it. “Not yet.”

“You know where it is.” Mr. Majestyk sat back
in his chair to watch the game and for a moment
was silent.

be
It
r.
e.
r.
g

or

—
er

se
l,

He
me

r.
d
m
o
n

g

d
d
is
“I
he
d

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 295



2 9 6 E L M O R E  L E O N A R D

w

h
th
G

a
y
ta
s

w
ta
th
y
e
a
in
W

to
M
th
d

“What’s the count?”
“One and one.”
“Two away, a man on second, the tieing run at

the plate,” Mr. Majestyk said. “How would you
pitch this guy?”

“Probably something breaking. Low and away
from him.” Ryan watched the Boston hitter foul off
the next pitch, a tapper down to the third base
coaching box.

“He’s not going to hit it,” Mr. Majestyk said.
Ryan kept his eyes on the set. “I don’t know.

That short left field wall, you lay a fly ball up there,
you got two bases.”

And George Kell, a voice coming out of the TV
set, said, “You got to pitch to everybody in this
ballpark.”

“In tight on the hands,” Mr. Majestyk said.
“Back the son of a bitch away. If he swings, he hits
it on the handle.”

“He better keep it low,” Ryan said.
When the batter bounced out to the second base-

man, Mr. Majestyk said, “I told you.”
George Kell said, “Going into the sixth with a

two-run lead, let’s see if the Tigers can put some
hits together and get something going. I imagine
Denny McLain wouldn’t mind that about now.”

“He’s good,” Mr. Majestyk said. “You know?”
“Kell,” Ryan said. “He was a good ballplayer.”

17642_ch01.qxd  1/7/03  8:39 AM  Page 296



T H E  B I G  B O U N C E 2 9 7

“You know, he got over two thousand base hits
while he was in the Majors?”

“Two thousand fifty-two,” Ryan said.
“Did you know they had a sign outside his

hometown? Swifton, Arkansas. You’re coming in
the sign says ‘Swifton, Arkansas—The Home of
George Kell.’ ”

Ryan took a sip of beer. “I don’t know if I’d want
a sign like that. Some guy comes along, he knows
you’re away playing ball, nobody home, he goes in
takes anything he wants. Or you’re in a slump and
some nut fan throws rocks at your windows.”

“That could happen,” Mr. Majestyk said. “But
when a guy is good, like Kell, you got to be able to
take a lot of crap and not let it bother you. So a guy
throws a rock. So you get the window fixed. Listen,
you hit three thirty, three forty like Kell, the pitch-
ers are throwing crap and junk at you all the time
and it’s worse than any rocks because it’s your liv-
ing, it’s what you do. You stand in there, that’s all.
When they come in with a good one, you belt it.”

“Or wait them out,” Ryan said.
“Sure, or wait them out. But either way you got

to stand in there. Maybe if you’d stayed in,” Mr.
Majestyk said then, “I mean, in baseball, maybe
they’d be putting a sign up for you one of these
days.”

“Sure.”
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“I mean if you didn’t have the bad back.”
“You want to know something?” Ryan said.

“Even if I didn’t have it, I never could hit a god-
damn curve ball.”

Nancy saw the movement at the far end of the
lawn: the figure briefly in the orange light and out
of it, out of sight for a moment, now moving across
the yard to the deep shadows of the pines, and her
finger continued to stroke the edge of her hair,
down across her brow. She sat comfortably with
her feet on the inside edge of the ottoman, her knees
up in front of her. She didn’t move. She wondered
momentarily why he was being so sneaky about it.
All he had to do was walk across the yard to the
house. When she saw him again near the swimming
pool, her right hand came away from her face.

The hand dropped to the side table and, without
groping, curved around the hard, smooth handle of
her target pistol.

Nancy waited. She began to wonder if he had
circled to the back of the house. There was no rea-
son he would, unless he wanted to look at the
garage or the street, just to be sure. There were no
sounds, inside or out.

She waited, because she knew he would appear
again. She also knew—sitting, facing the sliding
glass door that was sixteen feet from the front edge
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of her chair, her eyes on the glass now and not mov-
ing from it—exactly what she was going to do.

There were no sounds. Then a faint sound. A
scraping sound on the wooden stairs. She saw his
head appear, a dark shape against the sundeck, his
shoulders, his body. He stood for a moment look-
ing down at the yard. As he turned to the door
Nancy brought the pistol up in front of her and laid
the barrel on her raised knees. As he opened the
door, sliding the glass gently, and started to come
inside, Nancy said, “Hi, Jackie.”

She heard him say, “Is—” or something that
sounded like that but no more. With the pistol held
straight in front of her at eye level, held on him
dead center, she fired four times and continued to
fire as he stumbled back to the sundeck and went
down, and she would have sworn she heard the
sound of glass breaking on the patio, as if someone
had dropped a glass or a bottle.

Nancy pulled herself out of the chair she had
been sitting in for over an hour. She walked out to
the sundeck wondering if his eyes would be open or
closed.

“What’re they taking McLain out for? Jesus Christ,
a couple of hits and they pull him.”

“They were hard-hit balls,” Ryan said. “Both of
them.”
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“So they get a hold of a couple.”
“The leading run on second,” Ryan said, “they

got to be careful. Say, you know what time it is?”
Mr. Majestyk looked at his watch. “Quarter of

ten. I’d leave him in. How many hits they got off
him?”

“About six.”
“Six hits. What—all singles? You don’t hit this

guy solid.”
They watched the manager walk back to the

dugout. McLain remained on the mound, throwing
the ball into the pocket of his glove.

George Kell said, “Well, it looks like Denny’s
staying in. He’s got his work cut out for him now.
Two on, the potential leading run on second.”

Mr. Majestyk was pulling himself out of his re-
clining chair. “The best part,” he said, “and I got to
take a leak. You need a beer while I’m up?”

“I’m all set.”
“You want a highball? Whatever you want.”
“I was supposed to meet somebody at nine

thirty,” Ryan said.
Mr. Majestyk swung his feet down. “I thought

you already met her.”
“No, I was going to. Then I thought I’d see a

couple of innings first.”
“Is she going to be sore at you?”
“I don’t know.”
“Do you care?”
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“Well, I ought to talk to her sometime.”
“It’s up to you.”
“I better do it,” Ryan said. “Get it over with.”

Someone, Nancy decided, should do a piece on
Jack Ryan for the Reader’s Digest. “The Luckiest
Character I Have Ever Met in My Whole and En-
tire Life.”

At first, looking down at Frank Pizarro, she was
startled, disappointed, and finally angry. But, she
decided, as she dragged Frank into the living room
and slid the door closed, it wasn’t all bad. This one
deserved it as much as Ryan. She had to be philo-
sophical, accept minor disappointments like a big
girl. She didn’t have Ryan, but she had his buddy,
and the buddy should serve the purpose just as
well. He was dead and she had killed him.

The trouble was, she wasn’t sure if windows
weren’t more fun after all.

She turned on every light in the living room, then
the kitchen light and the desk lamp in the den. She
picked up the telephone, then put it down and
moved quickly to the table next to the big chair. She
had almost forgotten the props. She took her wal-
let, a watch, a pearl necklace, and several pins from
the table drawer and stuffed them into Frank’s
pockets. In her mind she heard a policeman or
someone say, “He was in your room?” And her
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own voice answering, “I heard him, but I didn’t
make a sound. I waited. I didn’t go downstairs un-
til I thought he’d gone. I don’t know what made me
take the gun. I’d bought it and I was going to give it
to my boss as a present. Mr. Ritchie.” She smiled at
this touch. Great. Especially if it got in the papers
word for word. “My boss.” Or “Uncle Ray.” That
might be better.

Nancy was in the den, once more about to dial
the phone, standing just inside the door and look-
ing out into the living room and this time when she
replaced the phone, she stepped back inside, out of
the doorway.

Wow. Jackie was coming in from the sundeck.
She gave him time to take a good look at Frank

Pizarro. She took a breath and let it out slowly and
straightened the V-neck of her shorty pajamas and
stepped into the living room as Ryan was getting up
from his knees. She watched him step over Frank
Pizarro’s legs and saw his gaze raise abruptly.

“Late again,” Nancy said. “Aren’t you?”
“I guess I am,” Ryan said. “Do you know he’s

dead?”
She nodded and was aware of Ryan’s gaze hold-

ing on her. “He came to ask for more money,”
Nancy said. “If I didn’t give it to him, he said he’d
tell the police about you.”

“You had a conversation and then you shot him.”
“When he came at me. After.”
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“You happened to have a gun.”
“When he knocked,” Nancy said. “I didn’t

know who it was, so I got the gun first.”
“Have you called the police?”
“Not yet.”
“What’re you going to tell them?”
She kept her gaze locked with his. “That I shot a

prowler.”
“Then, tomorrow,” Ryan said, “your picture’s in

the paper.”
“I didn’t think of that.”
“You might even get it in a magazine. Life

maybe.”
“Do you think so?”
“You wear dark glasses wherever you go and

people point to you and say, ‘That’s the one.’ ”
“Really?”
“Somebody in Hollywood sees the nice-looking

little girl with the nice little can and the long hair
who shot a man in her millionaire boyfriend’s
beach house and you’re there.”

“Hey, neat.”
“Ray’s in a mess because his wife and everybody

knows what he’s been doing, but you can’t worry
about Ray now, can you?”

“Those are the breaks,” Nancy said.
“You wouldn’t need any fifty thousand. You

shoot a cucumber picker and find happiness.”
“Sort of a Cinderella story,” Nancy said. “I like
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it.” She seemed to be picturing it, nodding, as she
stepped in front of the big chair and eased into it,
sliding low in the seat.

“How many times did you shoot him?”
“I don’t know. I didn’t count.”
“You shot him coming in.”
“No, I heard him. But I didn’t come out of my

room until I thought he had gone. Then when I got
downstairs, he was waiting for me.”

“You shot Frank coming in the door,” Ryan said.
“Seven times. He didn’t knock. He walked in.”

Nancy put on a little surprised look. “That’s
right. Because I left the door open for you. But he
did knock.”

“What I mean,” Ryan said, “you didn’t mean to
kill Frank.”

“Of course I didn’t mean to kill him.”
“You thought it was me coming in.”
“Sure.”
“You meant to kill me.”
Nancy sat quietly in the chair. “I did huh—why?”
“I guess there are a lot of reasons,” Ryan said.

“But mainly because you thought it would be fun.”
He waited, moving to the ottoman and sitting
down in front of her.

“Was it?”
“It was all right.”
“But not what you thought it would be.”
“Isn’t that funny?”
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Her eyes followed him as he rose now and
moved toward the den. “Where are you going?”

“Call the police.”
“I’ll do it.”
“You might get it wrong.”
“You tell on me, Jackie, I’ll tell on you.”
Ryan paused in the doorway. He felt tired and

shook his head slowly. He said, “Hey, come on,
okay?”

“I mean it. I’ll say you were with him. I’ll tell
them about the wallets.”

“All right,” Ryan said. “You tell them about the
wallets.”

He went into the den and picked up the phone
and she heard him say to the operator, “I’m calling
the state police.” There was a long silence. She
heard him say, “I want to report a shooting,” and a
silence again. Then the sound of words: “Out at the
Pointe . . . Ray Ritchie’s place . . . Huh? . . . No,
you’ll see when you get here.”

As he came out to the living room she said, “All
right for you, Jackie. Boy are you going to get it.”

With his foot Ryan pushed the ottoman over to
the walnut console model TV that he could get a
hundred and a half for and fooled with the dials un-
til the picture came clearly into focus to show
McLain still in there. George Kell said, “Two on,
two out, top of the ninth.” Ryan eased down on the
ottoman.
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Nancy leaned over the arm of the big chair to
watch him for long seconds, almost a minute.

“Jackie?” she said, and waited. “Jack, you nifty
lover, hey. What if I tell them you came in and sur-
prised him and you had a fight. Do you see it? You
even look like you were in a fight.”

Nancy waited.
“I’ll tell them you saved my life. You pulled him

off me and—listen—while you were fighting I got
the gun. Then he was about to hit you with some-
thing, the poker, and I had to shoot him.”

Her eyes opened with the little surprised look.
“Hey, Jack, then we both get our pictures in the pa-
per. And in Life—a big picture of us wearing real
neat sunglasses. And then both of us get in the
movies! Wouldn’t that be it?” She opened her
mouth and her eyes, faking it a little but actually
taken with the idea.

Ryan looked at her. He waited until he was sure
she was watching him and listening and he said,
“I’ve been in the movies.”

He looked back at the TV set, at McLain bring-
ing up his leg and throwing from the shoulder with
a man on base. The son of a bitch was good, but he
could sure get in trouble.

“Listen, I’m serious,” Nancy said. “It can work.
It would be more fun with somebody else.” She
waited, watching him. “Listen to me, will you?
Look at me. This could be great. We tell them
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what happened and in a couple of days we take the
car and go—wherever you want, just go. Jack, lis-
ten to me!”

McLain looked over at the runner on first,
paused, and delivered his pitch. “Fastball inside
and a little high,” George Kell said.

“We can make it look good,” Nancy said. She
paused, thoughtful, before pushing herself out of
the chair. “We’ll say he was violent. In fact”—her
hands went to the V-neck of her shorty pajamas—
“before I got to the gun, he grabbed me and tore
my pajamas off.” Her hands came down, ripping
the front of the pajama top to the hem. She held it
open and said, “Jackie, look what he did.”

Ryan looked. He nodded and looked back at the
set again.

Nancy was thoughtful for a moment. “Then, all
of a sudden, he went psycho and started smashing
things.”

She used the poker from the fireplace, bringing it
up swinging at the painting over the mantel, hack-
ing at it and smashing the light fixture. She de-
stroyed a glass cabinet in the living room and
worked her way into the dining room, smashing
every piece of glass and crystal and china she saw:
vases, ashtrays, figurines, a mirror vanished in a
sound of splintered glass. She shattered the entire
floor-to-ceiling thermopane that faced the sundeck,
chopping away the fragments of glass that pointed
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jaggedly out of the frame. She saved the lamps until
last, smashing them one by one, the room becom-
ing dim and finally dark. Only the flat white glow
of the TV picture remained.

A silence followed. Nancy stood near the big
chair in her torn shorty pajamas. She stood motion-
less, the silence lengthened, and the voice of George
Kell said, “All tied up in the bottom of the ninth
with Detroit coming to bat. If they’re going to put
something together now’s the—”

Ryan turned off the sound. He sat hunched in the
white glow of the picture tube. Behind him, Al Ka-
line silently swung two bats in the on-deck circle.

He said to her, “Have you broken everything?”
She seemed to nod. “I guess so.”
“Then, why don’t you sit down?”
“Jackie—”
“No more, all right? If you say any more, I

think I’ll bust you one and I don’t want to do
that.”

As Al Kaline stepped into the batter’s box and
took his stance, touching the end of the bat to the
plate and digging a foothold with his spikes, they
heard the first thin sound of the siren far up the
Shore Road.

“Sit down and relax,” Ryan said. “There’s noth-
ing more to think about.”

Nancy curled slowly into the chair, leaning on
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one of the arms and resting her face in her hand.
She stared out at the swimming pool and the lawn
and the orange pinpoint of light against the night
sky and a finger began stroking the soft, falling
edge of her dark hair.
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This section was prepared by the editorial staff of
PerfectBound e-books, who thank Mr. Gregg Sutter,
Elmore Leonard's longtime researcher and aide-de-
camp, for his unstinting support and help in the assem-
bling of this material.

Further riches await the reader at the website that Mr.
Sutter maintains, www.elmoreleonard.com, and in “The
Extras” sections of other PerfectBound editions of
Elmore Leonard’s novels (“All by Elmore” and “Selected
Filmography” come standard in each e-book).
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All by Elmore

The Crime Novels

#

(1977); The Hunted (1977); The Switch (1978);
City Primeval: High Noon in Detroit (1980); Gold
Coast (1980); Split Images (1981); Cat Chaser
(1982); Stick (1983); LaBrava (1983); Glitz
(1985); Bandits (1987); Touch (1987); Freaky
Deaky (1988); Killshot (1989); Get Shorty (1990);
Maximum Bob (1991); Rum Punch (1992); Pronto
(1993); Riding the Rap (1995); Out of Sight
(1996); Be Cool (1999); Pagan Babies (2000);
“Fire in the Hole”* (e-book original story, 2001);
Tishomingo Blues (2002); When the Women
Come Out to Dance: Stories (2002). 
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The Big Bounce (1969); Mr. Majestyk (1974); 52
Pickup (1974); Swag* (1976); Unknown Man 89



4

The Westerns

The Bounty Hunters* (1953); The Law at
Randado* (1954); Escape from Five Shadows*
(1956); Last Stand at Saber River* (1959);
Hombre* (1961); The Moonshine War* (1969);
Valdez Is Coming* (1970); Forty Lashes Less
One* (1972); Gunsights* (1979) Cuba Libre
(1998); The Tonto Woman and Other Western
Stories* (1998). 

As of November 2002: Unless otherwise indicated (*),
all titles are available from PerfectBound e-books. All
titles are available in print form in dazzling new edi-
tions by HarperTorch paperbacks, with the exception of:
The Moonshine War (1969); Swag (1976); “Fire in the
Hole” (2001). “Fire in the Hole” is available within
PerfectBound e-book and William Morrow hardcover
editions of When the Women Come Out to Dance
(2002). 
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The Crime Novels 

The Big Bounce (1969) 

Jack Ryan always wanted to play pro ball. But he
couldn’t hit a curveball, so he turned his attention
to less legal pursuits. A tough guy who likes walk-
ing the razor’s edge, he’s just met his match — and
more — in Nancy. She’s a rich man’s plaything,
seriously into thrills and risk, and together she and
Jack are pure heat ready to explode. But when sim-
ple housebreaking and burglary give way to the
deadly pursuit of a really big score, the stakes sud-
denly skyrocket. Because violence and double-
cross are the name of this game — and it’s going to
take every ounce of cunning Jack and Nancy pos-
sess to survive ... each other. 

Houston Chronicle: “[Leonard is] a sage poet of
crime.” 

From the novel: 

She was facing him now, her cold look gone and smil-
ing a little. Of course it’s loaded. 

“You going to shoot something?” 

5
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“We could. Windows are good.” 

“So you brought a gun to shoot at windows.” 

“And boats. Boats are fun.” 

“I imagine they would be. How about cars?” 

“I didn’t think about cars.” She seemed pleasantly
surprised. “Isn’t that funny? 

“Yeah that is funny.” 

“There’s a difference,” Ryan said, “between breaking
and entering and armed robbery.” 

“And there’s a difference between seventy-eight dol-
lars and fifty thousand dollars.” 

Nancy said, “How badly do you want it?” 

Mr. Majestyk (1974) 

Vincent Majestyk saw too much death in the jun-
gles of Southeast Asia. All he wants to do now is
farm his melons and forget. But peace can be an
elusive commodity, even in the Arizona hinterlands
— and especially when the local mob is calling all

6
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the shots. And one quiet, proud man’s refusal to be
strong-armed by a powerful hood is about to start
a violent chain reaction that will leave Mr.
Majestyk ruined, in shackles, and without a friend
in the world — except for one tough and beautiful
woman. But his tormentors never realized some-
thing about their mark: This is not his first war.
Vince Majestyk knows more than they’ll ever
know about survival ... and everything about
revenge. 

Bergen Record: “First rate ... an excellent thriller
... well-plotted and smoothly written and crackles
with suspense.” 

From the novel: 

Majestyk was running across the open scrub, weaving
through the dusty brush clumps, by the time Renda
got out of the car and began firing at him with the
automatic, both hands extended in the handcuffs.
Majestyk kept running. Renda jumped across the
ditch, got to the fence, and laid the .45 on the top of a
post, aimed, and squeezed the trigger three times, but
the figure out in the scrub was too small now and it
would have to be a lucky shot to bring him down. He
fired once more and the automatic clicked empty. 

7
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Seventy, eighty yards away, Majestyk finally came to a
stop, worn out, getting his breath. He turned to look at
the man standing by the fence post and, for a while,
they stared at one another, each knowing who the
other man was and what he felt and not having to say
anything. Renda crossed the ditch to the Jag and
Majestyk watched it drive away. 

52 Pickup (1974)

Detroit businessman Harry Mitchell had had only
one affair in his twenty-two years of happy matri-
mony. Unfortunately someone caught his indiscre-
tion on film and now wants Harry to fork over one
hundred grand to keep his infidelity a secret. And
if Harry doesn’t pay up, the blackmailer and his
associates plan to press a lot harder — up to and
including homicide, if necessary. But the psychos
picked the wrong pigeon for their murderous
scam. Because Harry Mitchell doesn’t get mad ...
he gets even.

Chicago Tribune: “A splendid thriller.”
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From the novel: 

The Gray Line sightseeing bus was approaching the
foot of Woodward Avenue when Bobby Shy started up
the aisle in his light-gray business suit and sun-glass-
es, past the thirty-six heads he had counted from his
seat in the rear. They were mostly couples, out-of-town
conventioneers and their wives, middle-aged or older,
almost all of them wearing glasses and name tags.

“That beautiful structure on the left is the City-Country
Building,” the driver was saying into the mike clipped
to his lapel. “And the statue in front is the world-
famous ‘Spirit of Detroit.’ Sitting there, that man is six-
teen feet high and weighs over sixteen thousand
pounds. Ahead of us now you see the Detroit River.”

As the bus turned left onto Jefferson, heads raised and
gazes shifted to look at the river and dismal gray sky-
line beyond.

“Across the way, beautiful downtown Windsor,
Ontario,” the drive said. “You can get over to Canada
by tunnel or bridge. There used to be a ferry, but I
believe he was arrested some time back. The amazing
thing is that, at this particular point, Canada is south
of the United States.”
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At the front of the bus now Bobby Shy ducked his
head to look out. Straightening again he reached
inside the jacket of his light-gray business suit, came
out with a .38 Colt Special and placed the barrel gen-
tly against the driver’s ear.

“Give me the mike, man,” Bobby Shy said.

Swag (1976)

Three guys with illegal expertise, a plan to snag a
tax-free hundred grand, and a taste of summertime
Detroit’s sweet life. But it means committing
armed robbery. And being smart enough to get
away with it. 

Publishers Weekly: “An electrifying novel ... with
a murderous, well-timed suspenseful finale.” 

The New York Times: “Leonard is nobody’s fol-
lower, and he has a style of his own. “Swag” is one
of the best of the year.”

From the novel:

There was a photograph of Frank in an ad that ran
in the Detroit Free Press and showed all the friend-
ly salesmen at Red Bowers Chevrolet. Under his
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photo it said Frank J. Ryan. He had on a nice smile,
a styled moustache, and a summer-weight suit made
out of that material that’s shiny and looks like it has
snags in it.

There was a photograph of Stick on file at 1300
Beaubein, Detroit Police Headquarters. Under the
photo it said Ernest Stickley, Jr. 89037. He had on a
sport shirt that had sailboats and palm trees on it.
He’d bought it in Pompano Beach, Florida.

The first time they ever saw each other was the night
at Red Bowers Chevrolet Telegraph when Stick was
pulling out of the used car lot in the maroon ’73
Camaro. Frank walked up to the side window as the
car stopped before turning out on the street. He said,
“You mind if I ask where you are going?”

Unknown Man #89 (1977) 

Detroit process server Jack Ryan has a reputation
for being the best in the business at finding people
who don’t want to be found. Now he’s looking for
a missing stockholder known only as “Unknown
Man #89.” But his missing man isn’t “unknown”
to everyone: a pretty blonde hates his guts and a
very nasty dude named Royal wants him dead in
the worst way. Which is very unfortunate for Jack
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Ryan, who is suddenly caught in the crossfire of a
lethal triple-cross and as much a target as his
nameless prey.

The New York Times Book Review: “Remarkably
ingenious ... Will keep you on the edge of your
chair.”

From the novel:

A friend of Ryan’s said to him one time, “Yeah, but at
least you don’t take any shit from anybody.”

Ryan said to his friend, “I don’t know, the way
things’ve been going, maybe it’s about time I started
taking some.”

This had been a few years ago. Ryan remembered it
as finally waking up, deciding to get off his ass and
make some kind of run.

His sister drove him down to the Detroit police car
auction where he bough a 1970 maroon and white
Cougar for $250. His sister didn’t like the Cougar
because it had four bullet holes in the door on the dri-
ver’s side. Ryan said he didn’t mind. Didn’t mind; he
loved them. 
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The Hunted (1977)

Al Rosen was doing just fine, hiding out in
Israel — until he decided to play Good Samaritan
and rescue some elderly tourists from a hotel fire.
Now his picture’s been carried in the stateside
press, and the guys he’s been hiding from know
exactly where he is. And they’re coming to get him
— crooked lawyers, men with guns and money,
and assorted members of the Detroit mob who are
harboring a serious grudge. Playtime in paradise is
officially over; Rosen’s a million miles from home
with a bull’s eye on his back. And his only ally is a
U.S. Embassy marine who’s been looking for a war
... and who’s damn well found one. 

Bergen Record: “Excellent ... fun to read ... a plot
and a chase as good as anything he has ever writ-
ten.”

From the novel: 

Rosen first noticed the tourist lady on Friday, the day
before the fire. He saw her and said to himself, New
York.
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She had the look — a trim forty-year-old who kept her-
self 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 over-
done, no camera case, no tourist lapel badge that said
“Kiss Me, I’m Jewish,” Rosen, watching her walk past
the cafe, liked her thin legs, her high can, and her
sensible breasts.

The Switch (1978) 

Ordell Robbie and Louis Gara hit it off in prison,
where they were both doing time for grand theft
auto. Now that they’re out, they’re joining forces
for one big score. The plan is to kidnap the wife of
a wealthy Detroit developer and hold her for ran-
som. But they didn’t figure the lowlife husband
wouldn’t want his lady back. So it’s time for Plan
B and the opportunity to make a real killing —
with the unlikely help of a beautiful, ticked-off
housewife who’s hungry for a large helping of
sweet revenge. 

Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking.... One of
Leonard’s best.”
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From the novel: 

Ordell brought out his box of Halloween masks set it
on the coffee table in front of Louis and said, “Now you
know how long I’ve been working on this deal.” 

They were in Ordell’s apartment, Louis stretched out in
a La-Z-Boy recliner with the Magic Ottoman up. He’d
been sitting here four days on and off, since Ordell
had met him at Detroit Metro and told Louis he was
coming home with him. Louis had said home where?
Some Place in Niggerville? Ordell said no, man, nice
integrated neighborhoods. Ofays, Arabs, Chaldeans, a
few colored folks. Ethnic, man. Eyetaliain grocery,
Armenian party store, Lebanese restaurant, a Greek
Coney Island Red Hot where the whores had their cof-
fee, a block of Adult Entertainment, 24-hour dirty
movies, a club that locked the doors and showed you
some bottomless go-go and a park where you could
play eighteen holes of golf. Does it excite you?” 

City Primeval: High Noon in Detroit (1980)

Clement Mansell knows how easy it is to get away
with murder. The seriously crazed killer is already
back on the Detroit streets — thanks to some nifty
courtroom moves by his crafty looker of a lawyer
— and he’s feeling invincible enough to execute a
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crooked Motown judge on a whim. Homicide
Detective Raymond Cruz thinks the “Oklahoma
Wildman” crossed the line long before this latest
outrage, and he’s determined to see that the hay-
seed psycho does not slip through the legal sys-
tem’s loopholes a second time. But that means a
good cop is going to have to play somewhat fast
and loose with the rules — in order to maneuver
Mansell into a Wild Midwest showdown that he
won’t be walking away from. 

Chicago Sun-Times: “Ranks with his very best.” 

From the novel: 

It was 2:50 a.m. Alvin Guy had been dead a little more
than an hour and Raymond Cruz, the acting lieutenant
in the navy-blue suit he had put on because he was
meeting the girl from the News, felt time running out.
He said, “Well, let’s knock on some doors. We’re not
gonna do this one without a witness. We start dipping
in the well something like this we’ll have people cop-
ping to everything but the killing of Jesus. I don’t want
suspects out of the file. I want a direction we can move
on. I want to bust in the door while the guy’s still in
bed, opens his eyes he can’t fucking believe it.
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Otherwise — we’re all retired down in Florida working
for the Coconuts Police Department, the case still
open. I don’t want that to happen.” 

Gold Coast (1980) 

When he kicked off, Florida mob boss Frank
DiCilia left his gorgeous widow Karen everything,
but with strings attached. She loses the millions, the
cars, the palatial Gold Coast mansion if she ever
gets involved with another man. And there’s a crazy
cowboy-wannabe thug named Roland who’s acting
a Frank’s eyes beyond the grave, making sure —
with serious muscle, if necessary — that Karen
doesn’t dally. But now Carl Maguire’s come into the
picture. A sexy, street-smart Detroit ex-con, Cal’s
got a line and a scam for every occasion. And he’s
got the perfect plan for getting Karen DiCilia her
money and her freedom ... if it doesn’t get them
both killed first. 

The Washington Post: “Leonard’s coolly satiric eye
for the loopy world of Florida’s Gold Coast is
unmatched in contemporary crime fiction.” 
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From the novel: 

“No more double standard, Frank,” said Karen. “If it’s
all right for you to fool around, it’s all right for me to fool
around. I may mot want to, but I’ll do it, buddy, and you
can see how you like it.” 

“Karen, Karen, Karen,” sighed Frank. “I could write a
book about paying back, then look at it and realize I left
a few things out.” 

Split Images (1981) 

Wealthy industrialist Robbie Daniels has discovered
something that gives him an even bigger kick than
his palatial homes in Detroit and Palm Beach: homi-
cide. He’s tried it, he likes it, and he’d like to keep
doing it — as often as possible — with the help of a
really bad ex-cop who quit the force one step away
from prison stripes. Motown detective Bryan Hurd
strongly suspects that Daniels has been getting away
with murder and figures a little Florida R&R might
be an ideal way to keep a close eye on the slippery
millionaire reptile. But Daniels has money, power,
no fear, and an awesome collection of guns — and
maybe Hurd’s about to get a little too close to the
action...
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Pittsburgh Post Gazette: “A dandy crime novel.”

From the novel: 

The squad car officer wondered at first if Mr. Daniels
was a movie star. He had the features and that kind of
sandy, curly hair some movie stars had and never
seemed to comb. The few lines in his face disappeared
when he opened his eyes that were pale blue and
seemed amazed in the telling of how he had actually
shot a man. Twice in the chest. 

“Sir how many rounds you fire?” 

“I’m sorry — what?” 

“How many times you fire your gun?” 

“Twice.” 

“What was he about, twenty feet away.” 

“Closer. Ten feet maybe. 

“Swinging the machete.” 

“What? Yes, raising it.” 
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“But he didn’t get a swipe at you.” 

“No.” 

Cat Chaser (1982)

The last time Florida motel owner George Moran
was in the Dominican Republic he was in a uni-
form and people were shooting at him. Years later
he’s back looking for a girl he lost — and finding
one he’d be better off without. But that doesn’t
matter to George while he’s sleeping with beautiful
Mary de Boya, but it does matter when he discov-
ers his lover is the wife of a former death squad
general in exile: one with sordid mob connections.
Now George is bringing big trouble back with him
to the Sunshine State — as his nostalgic trip down
memory lane has tangled him up in a cat’s cradle
of drug deals, swindles, vengeance and murder ...
and a love that’s not only blind but lethal. 

The New York Times: “A superior example of
gritty writing and violent action.” 
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From the novel: 

Moran’s first impression of Nolen Tyner: He looked like
a high risk, the kind of guy who falls asleep smoking in
bed. No luggage except a six-pack of beer on the
counter and a Miami Herald folded under his arm. 

He reminded Moran of a show-business personality
going to seed. Long two-tone hair thinning fast, what
was left of a blond pompadour receding from a sun-
burned peeling forehead. Moran could see dark roots
that matched his dark, neatly trimmed moustache.
The khaki shirt was neat too, freshly laundered, faded,
the cuffs on the sleeves turned up once, shirttails
hanging out, aviator sunglasses hooked to one of the
flap pockets. One-time dude over the hill at forty.
Maybe half in the bag. Dreamy eyes looked up from
the registration card to the calendar on the wall behind
Moran, half-closed, squinting. 

“Is it October already?” 

It was almost November. 
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Stick (1983) 

After serving time for armed robbery, Ernest
“Stick” Stickley is back on the outside and trying
to stay legit. But it’s tough staying straight in a
crooked town — and Miami is a pirate’s paradise,
where investment fat cats and lowlife drug dealers
hold hands and dance. And when a crazed player
chooses Stick at random to die for another man’s
sins, the struggling ex-con is left with no choice but
to dive right back into the game. Besides, Stick
knows a good thing when he sees it — and a gold-
en opportunity to run a very profitable sweet
revenge scam seems much too tasty to pass up. 

New York Daily News: “A slam-bang, no-bull
action thriller.... The pace is blistering and nobody
but nobody writes better dialogue.... Grab it!” 

From the novel: 

Stick said he wasn’t going if they had to pick up any-
thing. Rainy said no, there wasn’t any product in the
deal; all they had to do was drop a bag. Stick said,
“And the guy’s giving you five grand?” 
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“It makes him feel important,” Rainy said, “it’s how it’s
done. Listen, this’s the big time, man, and I’m taking
you uptown.” 

Rainy told Stick that he didn’t even have to say a word
unless the guy Chucky asked him something. Which
he probably would. Chucky liked to talk. He was a you-
all, he talked real nice and easy, real sloow, slower
than you, Rainy said. Stick said he could hardly wait to
meet the guy, thinking: Rainy and Chucky ... like they
were hanging around in the playground. 

LaBrava (1983) 

Joe LaBrava first fell in love in a darkened movie
theater when he was twelve — with a gorgeous
femme fatale up on the screen. Now the one-time
Secret Service agent-turned-photographer is finally
meeting his dream woman in the flesh, albeit in a
rundown Miami crisis center. When she’s cleaned
up and sober, though, former movie queen Jean
Shaw still makes LaBrava’s heart race. And now
she’s being terrorized by a redneck thug and his
slimy marielito partner, which gives Joe a golden
opportunity to play the hero. But the lady’s
predicament is starting to resemble one of her ear-

2 3

AllByLeonard.qxd  10/23/02  1:35 PM  Page 23



lier cinematic noirs. And if he’s not careful,
LaBrava could end up the patsy — or dead — in
the final reel. 

Newsday: “Riveting and exhilarating ... terse and
tough ... Leonard is a master.” 

From the novel: 

He stepped in, said, “Hey —” as he raised the cam-
era with the flash attached, put it in Nobles’ face
and fired about a hundred thousand candles in the
guy’s eyes, blinding him, straightening him for the
moment, LaBrava needed to hit him in the ribs
with a shoulder, drive him into clattering metal
chairs, close to the drunk and the rigid man.
LaBrava got Nobles down on his spine, head hard
against the wall to straddle his legs. Worked free
the bluesteel revolver stuck in his jeans, a familiar
feel, a .357 Smith. Held him by the hair with one
hand and slipped the blunt end of the barrel into
his open mouth. Nobles gagged, trying to twist
free. 

LaBrava said, “Suck it. It’ll calm you down.” 
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Glitz (1985) 

Psycho mama’s boy Teddy Magyk has a serious
jones for the Miami cop who put him away for
raping a senior citizen — but he wants to hit
Vincent Mora where it really hurts before killing
him. So when a beautiful Puerto Rican hooker
takes a swan dive from an Atlantic City high-rise
and Vincent naturally shows up to investigate the
questionable death of his “special friend,” Teddy
figures he’s got his prey just where he wants him.
But the A.C. dazzle is blinding the Magic Man to
a couple of very hard truths: Vincent Mora doesn’t
forgive and forget ... and he doesn’t die easy. 

The New York Times: “Intense and inevitable.... A
higher caliber of entertainment.” 

From the novel: 

The night Vincent was shot he saw it coming. The guy
approached out of the streetlight on the corner of
Meridian and Sixteenth, South Beach, and reached
Vincent as he was walking from his car to his apart-
ment building. It was early, a few minutes past nine. 
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Vincent turned his head to look at the guy and there
was a moment when he could have taken him and did
consider it, hit the guy as hard as he could. But
Vincent was carrying a sack of groceries. He wasn’t
going to drop a half gallon of Gallo Hearty Burgundy, a
bottle of prune juice, and a jar of Ragu spaghetti sauce
on the sidewalk. Not even when the guy showed his
gun, called him a motherfucker through his teeth and
said he wanted Vincent’s wallet and all the money he
had on him. The guy was not big, he was scruffy, wore
a tank top and biker boots and smelled. Vincent
believed he had seen him before, in the detective
bureau holding cell. It wouldn’t surprise him. Muggers
were repeaters in their strung-out state, often dumb,
always desperate. They came out with the adrenaline
pumping, hoping to hit and get out. Vincent’s hope
was to give the guy pause. 

Bandits (1987) 

Working at his brother-in-law’s New Orleans
funeral home isn’t reformed jewel thief Jack
Delaney’s idea of excitement — until he’s dis-
patched to a leper’s hospital to pick up a corpse
that turns out to be very much alive ... and under
the care of a beautiful, radical ex-nun in designer
jeans. The “deceased” is the one-time squeeze of a
Nicaraguan colonel who’s ordered her dead for
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trying to “infect” him, and Sister Lucy’s looking to
spirit the young woman away from his guns and
goons. Plus Lucy’s getting ideas about spiriting
away some of the colonel’s millions as well — and
someone with Jack Delaney’s talents could come in
very handy indeed. 

People: “Another winner.” 

From the novel: 

Every time they got a call from the leper hospital to
pick up a body Jack Delaney would feel himself com-
ing down with the flu or something. Leo Mullen, his
boss, was finally calling it to Jack’s attention. “You
notice that? They phone, usually it’s one of the sisters,
and a while later you get kind of a moan in your voice.
‘Oh, man, I don’t know what’s the matter with me. I
feel kind of punk.’” 

Jack said, “Punk, I never used the work punk in my
life. When was the last time? I mean they called. Wait
a minute. How many times since I’ve been here have
they called, twice?” 

Leo Mullen looked up from the body on the prep table.
“You want me to tell you exactly?” This is the fourth
time I’ve asked you in the past almost three years
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now.” Leo wore latex gloves and a plastic-coated dis-
posable apron over his vest, shirt, and tie. He looked
like a man all dressed up doing the dishes. 

Touch (1987) 

A Michigan woman was blind and now she can
see, after being touched by a young man who calls
himself Juvenal. Maybe it was just coincidence, but
Bill Hill — who used to run the spectacular Uni-
Faith Ministry in Dalton, Georgia, and now sells
RVs — can see dollar signs when he looks at this
kid with the magic “touch.” The trouble is that
others see them also, including a wacko funda-
mentalist fascist with his own private army of the
faithful and an assortment of media leeches. But
everyone who’s looking to put the touch on the
healer is in for a big surprise — because Juvenal’s
got a trick or two up his sleeve that nobody sees
coming. 

Chicago Tribune: “Thoroughly entertaining.... Its
twisty plot, curt characterization, and brilliant dia-
logue are all typical Leonard.” 
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From the novel: 

Bill Hill moved to the front windows of the reception
room and looked out at the brewery that was across
the Chrysler Freeway, but seemed as near as the next
door. Above the red-brick complex was a giant sign
that lit up red at night and said Stroh’s Beer for all the
alcoholics to see, it could make them thirsty, he bet. Or
it could remind them of gutters and weeds and cold
vacant buildings. Bill Hill was wearing a yellow outfit
today. Yellow-and-white-striped sport shirt, cream yel-
low slacks, white belt, and white loafers. It was hot in
here with no air conditioning. A dim, depressing place. 

Freaky Deaky (1988)

Way back when revolution was the thing, bombs
were Robin Abbott and Skip Gibbs’s bag — until
their explosive “freedom of expression” was cur-
tailed by some considerable prison time. Now the
ex-SDSers are back out in the material world and
looking to put their pyrotechnic skills to more
profitable use. Their target is Woody Ricks, dope-
addled Detroit “rich kid” and aging former fellow
radical who Robin thinks ratted them out to the
Feds. But Motown cop Chris Mankowski also has
his eye on Woody — albeit for another matter
entirely — and until his recent switch to Sex
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Crimes, Chris was the Bomb Squad’s golden boy.
So it’s only fitting that he’ll be around when the
really nasty stuff starts going down ... or blowing
up. 

Washington Post Book World: “Quite remarkable
... right on target and it is extremely funny.” 

From the novel: 

Chris Mankowski’s last day on the job, two in the after-
noon, he got a call to dispose of a bomb. 

What happen, a guy by the name of Booker, a twenty-
five-year-old super-dude twice-convicted felon, was in
his Jacuzzi when the phone rang. He yelled for his
bodyguard Juicy Mouth to take it. “Hey, Juicy?” His
bodyguard, his driver and his houseman were around
somewhere. “Will somebody get the phone?” The
phone kept ringing. The phone must have rung fifteen
times before Booker got out of the Jacuzzi, put on his
green satin robe that matched the emerald pinned to
his left earlobe and picked up the phone. Booker said,
“Who’s this?” A woman’s voice said, “You sitting
down?” The phone was on a table next to a green
leather wingback chair. Booker loved green. He said,
“Baby, is that you? It sounded like his woman,
Moselle. Her voice said, “Are you sitting down? You
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have to be sitting down for when I tell you something.”
Booker said, “Baby you sound different. What’s
wrong?” He sat down in the green leather chair frown-
ing, working his butt around to get comfortable. The
woman’s voice said, “Are you sitting down?” Booker
said, “I am. I have sat the fuck down. Now you gonna
talk to me, what?” Moselle’s voice said, “I’m suppose
to tell you that when you get yo, honey, what’s left of
your ass is going to go clear through the ceiling.” 

Killshot (1989) 

It’s not Carmen Colson and her ironworker hus-
band Wayne’s fault that they were in the real estate
office when a pair of thugs walked in with extor-
tion on their minds. But as far as aging Ojibway
Indian hit man Armand Degas is concerned, the
Colsons are going to have to pay dearly for seeing
too much ... and for the damage Wayne inflicted
on Armand and his sicko partner Richie Nix with
a tire iron. The cops here in middle-of-nowhere
Michigan can’t help Carmen and Wayne out, and
the best the Feds can offer is the Witness
Protection Program. So ultimately it’s going to
have to come down to one wife, one husband, two
killers ... and one lethal shot. 
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Seattle Times: “Nerve-wracking.... The tightest,
best-written thriller of the year.” 

From the novel: 

Richie Nix bought a T-shirt at Henry’s restaurant in
Algonac that had IT’S NICE TO BE NICE written across
the front. He changed in the men’s room: took off his
old T-shirt and threw it away, put on the new one look-
ing at himself in the mirror, but then didn’t know what
to do with his gun. If he put his denim jacket back on
to hide the nickel-plate .38 revolver stuck in his jeans,
you couldn’t read the T-shirt. What he did was roll the
.38 up inside the jacket and carried it into the dining
area. 

There was a big IT’S NICE TO BE NICE wood-carved
sign on the shellacked knotty-pine wall in the main
room, over past the salad bar. It had been the restau-
rant’s slogan for fifty years. Most people who came to
Henry’s liked a table by the front windows, so they
could watch the freighters and ore carriers if they
wanted, though he was more interested this evening in
keeping an eye on the restaurant parking lot. He need-
ed a car for a new business he was getting into. 
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Get Shorty (1990) 

Mob-connected loanshark Chili Palmer is sick of
the Miami grind — plus his “friends” have a bad
habit of dying there. So when he chases a deadbeat
client out to Hollywood, Chili figures he might like
to stay. This town with its dreammakers, glitter,
hucksters, and liars — plus gorgeous, partially clad
would-be starlets everywhere you look — seems
ideal for an enterprising criminal with a taste for
the cinematic. Besides, Chili’s got an idea for a
killer movie — though it could very possibly kill
him to get it made. 

The Wall Street Journal: “The funniest crime
thriller ever set among the hustlers and con artists
of the movie colony.” 

Detroit News: “A Hollywood hit.... Bound to
knock the socks off a lot of people.... Taut, inim-
itable prose and characters who could have only
sprung from the mind of Elmore Leonard.” 

From the novel: 

When Chili first came to Miami Beach twelve years ago
they were having one of their off-and-on cold winters:
thirty-four degrees the day he met Tommy Carlo for
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lunch at Vesuvio’s on South Collins and had his leather
jacket ripped off. One his wife had given him for
Christmas a year ago. before they moved down here.

Chili and Tommy were both from Bay Ridge, Brooklyn,
old buddies now in business together. Tommy Carlo
was connected to a Brooklyn crew through his uncle,
a guy named Momo, Tommy keeping his books and
picking up betting slips till Momo sent him to Miami,
with a hundred thousand to put on the street as loan
money. Chili was connected through some people on
his mother’s side, the Manzara brothers. He worked
usually for Manzara Moving & Storage in Bensonhurst,
finding high volume customers for items such as cig-
arettes, TVs, VCRs, stepladders, dresses, frozen
orange juice.... But he never could be a made guy
himself because of tainted blood, some Sunset Park
Puerto Rican on his father’s side, even though he was
raised Italian. Chili didn’t care to be made anyway, get
into all that bullshit having to do with respect.

Maximum Bob (1991)

Hard-ass Palm Beach County judge Bob Isom
Gibbs enjoys sending even petty offenders away to
do hard time — which has made the list of miscre-
ants who want him dead longer than a fully grown
Florida gator’s tail. And a good number of his ill-
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wishers are probation officer Kathy Baker’s clients,
including young Dale Crowe and his psycho uncle
Elvin. Now, Kathy’s got an even more daunting
task than keeping BIG’s horny hands off her: keep-
ing “Maximum Bob” alive. Because Gibbs’s many
enemies seem to be willing to go to any lengths —
be it death by amphibian or some more tried-and-
true method — to permanently end the career of
an oversexed, racist jurist who’s more interested in
scoring than in saving his own red neck. 

Washington Post Book World: “Scary ... hilarious
... strange and risky.... A right-on, pitch-perfect
novel ... [with] juicy characters who wrench your
heart and gut.”

From the novel: 

Dale Crowe Junior told Kathy Baker, his probation offi-
cer, he didn’t see where he had done anything wrong.
He had gone to the go-go bar to meet a buddy of his,
had one beer, that’s all, while he was waiting, minding
his own business and this go-go whore came up to his
table and starting giving him a private dance he never
asked for. 
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“They move your knees apart to get in close,” Dale
Crowe said, “so they can put it right in your face. This
one’s name was Earlene. I told her I wasn’t interested,
she kept right on doing it, so I got up and left. The go-
go whore starts yelling I owe her five bucks and this
bouncer come running over. I give him a shove was all,
go outside and there’s a green and white parked by
the front door waiting. The bouncer, he tries to get
tough then, showing off, so I give him one, popped
him good thinking the deputies would see he’s the one
started it. Shit they cuff me, throw me in the squad
car, won’t even hear my side of it. Next thing, they
punch me up on this little computer they have? The
one deputy goes, ‘Oh, well look it here. He’s on proba-
tion. Hit a police officer.’ Well, then they’re just waiting
for me to give ’em a hard time. And you don’t think I
wasn’t set up?”

Rum Punch (1992)

Ordell “Whitebread” Robbie makes a fine living
selling illegal high-powered weaponry to the
wrong people. Jackie Burke couriers Ordell’s prof-
its from Freeport to Miami. But the feds are on to
Jackie — and now the aging, but still hot, flight
attendant will have to do prison time or play ball,
which makes her a prime “loose end” that Ordell
needs to tie up permanently. Jackie, however, has
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other options. And with the help of Max Cherry —
an honest but disgruntled bail bondsman looking
to get out — she could even end up with a serious
nest egg in the process. 

Washington Post Book World: “Vintage
Leonard.... As unputdownable as anyone could
wish. The plot is pleasingly convoluted.... The
story goes down easy, and packs a real wallop in
the end.”

From the novel: 

Sunday morning, Ordell took Louis to watch the white-
power demonstration in downtown Palm Beach.

“Young skinhead Nazis,” Ordell said. “Look, even little
Nazi girls marching down Worth Avenue. You believe
it? Coming now you have the Klan, not too many here
today. Some of them in green, must be the coneheads’
new spring shade. Behind them it looks like some
Bikers for Racism, better known as the Dixie Knights.
We gonna move on ahead, fight through the crowd
here,” Ordell said, bringing Louis along.

“There’s a man I want to show you. See who he
reminds you of. He told me they’re gonna march up
South County and have their show on the steps of the
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fountain by city hall. You ever see so many police?
Yeah, I expect you have. But not all these different uni-
forms at one time. They mean business too, got their
helmets on, their riot ba-tons. Stay on the sidewalks or
they liable to hit you over the head. They keeping the
street safe for the Nazis.”

Pronto (1993)

The feds want Miami bookmaker Harry Arno to
squeal on his wiseguy boss. So they’re putting
word out on the street that Arno’s skimming prof-
its from “Jimmy Cap” Capotorto — which he is,
but everybody does it. He was planning to retire to
Italy someday anyway, so Harry figures now’s a
good time to get lost. U.S. Marshal Raylan Givens
knows Harry’s tricky — the bookie ditched him
once in an airport while in the marshal’s custody
— but not careful. So Raylan’s determined to find
the fugitive’s Italian hideaway before a cold-blood-
ed Sicilian “Zip” does and whacks Arno for fun.
After all, it’s a “pride thing”... and it might even
put Raylan in good stead with Harry’s sexy ex-
stripper girlfriend Joyce.

Entertainment Weekly: “The man knows how to
grab you — and Pronto is one of the best grabbers
in years.”
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From the novel: 

One evening, it was toward the end of October, Harry
Arno said to the woman he’d been seeing on and off
the past few years. “I’ve made a decision. I’m going to
tell you something I’ve never told anybody before in
my life.”

Joyce said, “You mean something you did when you
were in the war?”

It stopped him. “How’d you know that?”

“When you were in Italy and shot the deserter?”

Harry didn’t say anything, staring at her.

“You already told me about it.”

“Come on. When?”

“We were having drinks at the Cardozo, outside, not
long after we started seeing each other again. You said
it the same way you did just now, like you’re going to
tell me a secret. That’s why I knew. Only I don’t think
you said anything about making a decision.”
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Riding the Rap (1995)

Now that his mom’s gravy train has derailed, gam-
bling, debt-ridden Palm Beach playboy Warren
“Chip” Ganz has decided to take somebody rich
hostage — with the help of a Bahamian ex-con, a
psycho gardener/enforcer, and the beautiful, if
underfed, psychic Reverend Dawn. The trouble is
they choose bookmaker Harry Arno as their vic-
tim, and Harry can scam with the best. The BIG
trouble is ace manhunter U.S. Marshal Raylan
Givens is sleeping with Harry’s ex-exotic dancer
ex-girlfriend, and Joyce wants Harry found. And
since nearly everyone has guns, locating and
springing the captive bookie most probably can’t
happen without some measure of lethal difficulty.

Washington Post: “Leonard remains the uncon-
tested master of the crime thriller. This latest one,
ranking up there with his best, secures his hold on
the title.”

From the novel: 

Ocala Police picked up Dale Crowe Junior for weaving,
two o’clock in the morning, crossing the center line
and having a busted taillight. Then while Dale was
blowing a point-one-nine they put his name and date
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of birth into the national crime computer and learned
he was a fugitive felon, wanted on a three-year-old
charge of Unlawful Flight to Avoid Incarceration. A few
days later Raylan Givens, with the Marshal Service,
came up from Palm Beach County to take Dale back
and the Ocala Police wondered about Raylan.

How come if he was a federal officer and Dale Crowe
Junior was wanted on a state charge... He told them
he was with FAST, the Fugitive Apprehension Strike
Team, assigned to the Sheriff’s Office in West Palm.
And that was pretty much all the marshal said. They
wondered too, since he was alone, how he’d be able
to drive and keep an eye on his prisoner. Dale Crowe
Junior had been convicted of a third-degree five-year
felony, Battery of a Police Officer, and was looking at
additional time on the fugitive warrant. Dale Junior
might feel he had nothing to lose on the trip south. He
was a rangy kid with the build of a college athlete, big-
ger than the marshal in his blue suit and cowboy boots
— the marshal calm though, not appearing to be the
least apprehensive. He said the West Palm strike team
was shorthanded at the moment, the reason he was
alone, but believed he would manage.
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Out of Sight (1996)

Jack Foley was busting out of Florida’s Glades
Prison when he ran head-on into Karen Sisco with
a shotgun. Suddenly the world-class gentleman
felon was sharing a cramped car trunk with a dis-
armed federal marshal — whose Chanel suit cost
more than the take from Foley’s last bank job —
and the chemistry was working overtime. Here’s a
lady Jack could fall for in a big way, if she weren’t
a dedicated representative of the law that he
breaks for a living. And as soon as she escapes, he’s
already missing her. But there are some seriously
bad men and a major score waiting for Jack in
Motown. And there’s a good chance that when his
path crosses Karen’s again, she’s going to be there
for business, not pleasure.

New York Daily News: “Cool and fun.... A sly
romance about the missed connections of life,
which is also a hell of a comedy crime caper with
a fine cast of sociopaths, misfits, and losers.”

From the novel: 

From the covered crawl space beneath the prison
chapel to the grass just beyond the razor wire perime-
ter fence. They had been digging since before

4 2

AllByLeonard.qxd  10/23/02  1:35 PM  Page 42



Christmas with their hands and a broken shovel, using
scrap lumber from the construction site of a new wing
being added to the chapel to shore up the walls of the
tunnel. It was Christmas Day, Foley happen to see
Chino and Lulu come out of the ficus bushes in front
of the chapel, their faces streaked with black dirt,
muck, but wearing clean blues. What were they doing,
making out in the bushes? That wasn’t Chino’s style,
so Foley the fight fan said, “Don’t tell me about it ‘less
you want to.” And Chino said this time to his Anglo
friend, “You want to go with us?”

Foley said he didn’t want any part of it — only three
feet of crawl space underneath the chapel, pitch-dark
in there, maybe run into fucking mole rats face-to-
face. No thanks. He’d said to Chino. “Don’t you know
you’re digging through Everglades muck? I’ve talked to
people. They say it’s wet and’ll cave in on you.” Chino
said, yeah, that’s what people thought, but the tunnel
only caved in once....

Foley said to Chino that Christmas Day, “If I caught on,
how come none of the hacks have?”
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Be Cool (1999)

After one triumph and one flop, Mafia loanshark-
turned-Hollywood producer Chili Palmer is des-
perate for another hit ... of the celluloid sort. And
when a similarly relocated former mob associate
takes a hit of the bullet-in-the-brain variety while
they’re power-lunching, Chili begins to see all
kinds of story possibilities. The whacked recording
company mogul’s midday demise is leading Chili
into the twisted world of rock stars, pop divas, and
hip-hop gangstas, which is rife with drama, jeal-
ousy, and betrayal — all the stuff that makes big
box office. Tinsel Town had better take cover,
because Chili Palmer’s working on another movie.
And that’s when people tend to die.

Washington Post Book World: “Superior, stun-
ningly alive writing.... Be Cool is another boss
entry in an incredible body of work.”

From the novel: 

The front door of the sedan opened and the guy with
the rug got out. A wiry little guy fifty or so wearing some
Korean girl’s hair so he’d look younger. Chili felt sorry
for him, the guy not knowing the rug made him look
stupid. Somebody ought to tell him, and then duck.
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He looked like the kind of little guy who was always on
the muscle, would take anything you said the wrong
way. Chili saw him looking toward Swingers no, star-
ing. Then saw him raise both hands, Christ, holding a
revolver, a nickelplate flashing in the sunlight, the guy
extending the gun in one hand now, straight out at
arm’s length as Chili yelled, “Tommy!” Loud but too
late. The guy with the rug was firing at Tommy,
squeezing them off like he was on a target range, the
sound of gunfire hitting the air hard, and all at once
here were screams, chairs scraping, people throwing
themselves to the ground as the plate glass shattered
behind Tommy still in his chair, head down, broken
glass all over him, in his hair... Chili saw the guy with
the rug standing there taking in what he had done.
Saw him turn to the car, the door still open, and put his
hand inside on the windowsill. But now he took time to
look this way, to stare at Chili. Took a good look before
he got in and drove the car off.

Pagan Babies (2000)

Father Terry Dunn thought he’d seen everything
on the mean streets of Detroit, but that was before
he went on a little retreat to Rwanda to evade a
tax-fraud indictment. Now the whiskey-drinking,
Nine Inch Nails T-shirt-wearing padre is back try-
ing to hustle up a score to help the little orphans of

4 5

AllByLeonard.qxd  10/23/02  1:35 PM  Page 45



Rwanda. But the fund-raising gets complicated
when a former tattletale cohort pops up on Terry’s
tail. And then there’s the lovely Debbie Dewey. A
freshly sprung ex-con turned stand-up comic,
Debbie needs some fast cash, too, to settle an old
score. Now they’re in together for a bigger payoff
than either could finagle alone. After all, it makes
sense ... unless Father Terry is working a con of his
own.

Entertainment Weekly: “Wildly entertaining.”

From the novel: 

The church had become a tomb where forty-seven
bodies turned to leather and stains had been lying on
the concrete floor the past five years, though not lying
where they had been shot with Kalashnikovs or
hacked to death with machetes. The benches had
been removed and the bodies reassembled: men,
women and small children laid in rows of skulls and
spines, femurs, fragments of cloth stuck to mummi-
fied remains, many of the adults missing feet, all miss-
ing bones that had been carried off by scavenging
dogs.
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Since the living world no longer enter the church, Fr.
Terry Dunn heard confessions in the yard of the recto-
ry, in the shade of the old pines and silver eucalyptus
trees.

“Bless me, Fatha, for I have sin. It has been two
months from the last time I come to Confession. Since
then I am fornicating with a woman from Gisenyi three
times only and this is all I have done.”

They would seem to fill their mouths with the English
words pro-nounc-ing each one carefully, with an
accent Terry believed was heard only in Africa. He
gave fornicators ten Our Fathers and ten Hail Marys,
murmured what passed for an absolution while the
penitent said the Act of Contrition, and dismissed
them with a reminder to love God and sin no more.

“Fire in the Hole” (2001)

In Elmore Leonard’s first original e-book, U.S.
Marshal Raylan Givens (featured in Pronto and
Riding the Rap) returns to the eastern Kentucky
coal-mining country of his youth. When Boyd
Crowder, a mail-order-ordained minister who
doesn’t believe in paying his income taxes, decides
to blow up the IRS building in Cincinnati, Givens
is asked by the local marshal to intervene. This sets
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up an inevitable confrontation between two men
on opposite sides of the law who still have a lin-
gering respect for each other. Throw into the mix
Boyd’s sister-in-law, Ava, who carries a torch for
Raylan along with a deer rifle, and you’ve got a
funny, adrenaline-charged story only Elmore
Leonard could have written.

Book Page: “‘Fire in the Hole,’ is classic Leonard,
even if the medium is not.”

From the story: 

They had dug coal together as young men and then
lost touch over the years. Now it looked like they’d be
meeting again, this time as lawman and felon, Raylan
Givens and Boyd Crowder. 

Boyd did six years in a federal penitentiary for refusing
to pay his income tax, came out and found religion. He
received his ordination by mail order from a Bible col-
lege in South Carolina and formed a sect he called
Christian Aggression. The next thing he did, Boyd
formed the East Kentucky Militia with a cadre of neo-
Nazi skinheads, a bunch of boys wearing Doc Martens
and swastika tattoos. They were all natural-born
racists and haters of authority, but still had to be
taught what Boyd called “the laws of White Supremacy
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as laid down by the Lord,” which he took from
Christian Identity doctrines. Next thing, he trained
these boys in the use of explosives and automatic
weapons. He told them they were now members of
Crowder’s Commandos, sworn to take up the fight for
freedom against the coming Mongrel World Order and
the govermint’s illegal tax laws. 

Tishomingo Blues (2002)

Daredevil Dennis Lenahan has brought his act to
the Tishomingo Lodge & Casino in Tunica,
Mississippi — diving off an eighty-foot ladder into
nine feet of water for the amusement of gamblers,
gangsters, and luscious belles. His riskiest feat,
however, was witnessing a Dixie-style mob execu-
tion while atop his diving platform. Robert Taylor
saw the hit also. A blues-loving Detroit hustler
touring the Southland in a black Jaguar, Taylor’s
got his own secret agenda re the “Cornbread Cosa
Nostra,” and he wants Dennis in on the game. But
there’s a lot more in Robert Taylor’s pocket than a
photo of his lynched great-grandfather. And high-
diver Dennis could be about to take a long, fatal
fall — right into a mess of hoop skirts, Civil War
playacting ... and more trouble than he ever
dreamed possible.
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Entertainment Weekly: “God bless Elmore
Leonard. Grade A.”

Detroit Free Press: “Elmore Leonard is back at his
sly, finger-popping best.” 

Los Angeles Times Book Review: “Tishomingo
Blues is typical Elmore Leonard. Who could ask
for anything more? 

From the novel: 

Newton Hoon sat in his trailer with a jelly glass of
bourbon watching the news: that little TV girl with the
two last names in the woods showing where James
Rein and Eugene Dean had shot each other, saying
both men were from Tunica but nothing about Rose.

There she was now in the glade saying this was where
Arlen Novis, former Tunica County sheriff’s deputy,
and Detroit realtor Germano Mularoni staged their
duel, calling them reenactors in a senseless con-
frontation of views that resulted in each man’s death.
Oh, is that right? No mention of Walter. No mention of
the smoke or the two greasers — Newton thinking of
the one he’d asked that time where the nigger was and
the one said he’d gone to fuck your wife. It had set him
off, sure, even knowing it wasn’t true. One, Myrna
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wasn’t ever home, she played bingo every night of her
life. And two, not even a smoke’d want to fuck her,
Myrna going four hundred pounds on the hoof. Try
and find the wet spot on her.

When the Women Come Out to Dance (2002)

In this collection of short fiction, Elmore Leonard
demonstrates the superb characterizations, dead-
on dialogue, vivid atmosphere, and driving plot-
ting that have made him a household name. And
once more, this master of crime illustrates that the
line between the law and the lawbreakers is not as
firm as we might think. 

Federal Marshall Karen Sisco, from the bestselling
novel Out of Sight, returns in “Karen Makes
Out,” once again inadvertently mixing pleasure
with business. In “Fire in the Hole,” Raylan
Givens, last seen in Riding the Rap and Pronto,
meets up with an old friend, but they’re now on
different sides of the law. In the title story, “When
the Women Come Out to Dance,” Mrs. Mahmood
gets more than she bargains for when she conspires
with her maid to end her unhappy marriage. In all
nine stories — each unique in its own right —
reluctant heroes and laid-back lowlifes struggle for
power, survival, and their fifteen minutes of fame. 
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Vivid, hilarious, and unfailingly human, these sto-
ries ring true with Elmore Leonard’s signature
deadpan social observations and diabolical eye for
the foibles of the good guys and the bad. 

Contains: “Sparks”; “Hanging Out at the Buena
Vista”; “Chisaw Charlie Hoak”; “When the
Women Come Out to Dance”; “Fire in the Hole”;
“Karen Makes Out”; “Hurrah for Capt. Early”;
“The Tonto Woman”; “Tenkiller”

From the collection:

“Hanging Out at the Buena Vista”

They lived in a retirement village of cottages set among
palm trees and bougainvillea, maids driving golf carts.
The woman, Natalie, wore silk scarves to cover what
was left of her hair, a lavender scarf the afternoon
Vincent appeared at her door. He told her through the
screen he thought it was time they met. She said from
the chair she sat in most of the day, “It’s open,” closed
the book she was reading, a finger inside holding the
page, and watched him come in in his khaki shorts
and T-shirt.

“You didn’t have to get dressed up on my account.”
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She liked his smile and the way he said, “I was right.
I’ve found someone I can talk to.”

“About what?”

“Anything you want, except golf.”

“You’re in luck. I don’t play golf.”

“I know you don’t. I checked.”

She liked his weathered look, his cap of white hair,
uncombed. “You’re here by yourself?”

“On my own, the first time in fifty-seven years.”

She laid the book on the table next to her. “So now
you’re what, dating?”

He liked the way she said it, with a straight face.

“If you’re interested, Jerry Vale’s coming next week.”

“I can hardly wait.”

He said, “I like the way you wear your scarves. You’ve
got style, kiddo.”
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“For an old broad? You should see me in a blond wig.”

“A woman can get away with a good one. But you see
a rug on a guy, every hair in place? You can always
tell.”

“That’s why you don’t comb your hair?” Again with the
straight face. He shook his head.

“I made a decision,” Vincent said. “No chemo, no sur-
gery. Why bother? I’m eighty years old. You hang
around too long, you end up with Alzheimer’s, like
Howard. You know Howard? He puts on a suit and tie
every day and calls on the ladies. Has no idea where
he is.” 

“Howard’s been here. But now I think he and Pauline
are going steady. Pauline’s the one with all the Barbie
dolls.” Natalie paused and said, “I’ll be eighty-two next
month.” 

“You sure don’t look it.”

“Not a day over, what, seventy-five?”

“I’ll tell you something,” Vincent said. “You’re the best-
looking woman here, and that’s counting the maids
and the ones that pass for nurses. Some are okay, but
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they all have big butts. You notice that? Hospitals, the
same thing. I’ve made a study: The majority of women
who work in health care are seriously overweight.” 
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The Westerns 

The Bounty Hunters (1953, the first Elmore
Leonard novel) 

The old Apache renegade Soldado Viejo is hiding
out in Mexico, and the Arizona Department
Adjutant has selected two men to hunt him down.
One — Dave Flynn — knows war, the land, and
the nature of his prey. The other is a kid lieutenant
named Bowers. But there’s a different kind of war
happening in Soyopa. And if Flynn and his young
associate choose the wrong allies — and the wrong
enemy — they won’t be getting out alive. 

The Independent (London): “One of the most suc-
cessful Western writers of his day ... Leonard’s
career as a novelist began with The Bounty
Hunters.” 

From the novel: 

Rellis’s lip curled, grinning. “Mostly when I see a piss-
ant I just step on him.” 

“Rellis — ” It came unexpectedly, with the sound of
the screen door closing. 
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As Rellis turned his head sharply, the grin died on his
face. 

Flynn stood in from the doorway. He came on a few
strides and stopped, his eyes on Rellis, his right hand
unbuttoning his coat. 

Rellis wasn’t loose now. “I ... was just asking where
you were, Flynn.” 

“I heard you asking.” 

“Listen, I didn’t have any part in killing your friend.” 

“Rellis,” Flynn said quietly, “you’re a liar.” 

“You got no cause to say that.” 

Flynn moved toward Rellis. “It’s said.” He paused,
watching Rellis’ eyes. “I’m going outside. I’ll expect to
see you within the next few minutes ... with your gun
in your hand.” 

The Law at Randado (1954) 

Phil Sundeen thinks Deputy Sheriff Kirby Frye is
just a green local kid with a tin badge. And when
the wealthy cattle baron’s men drag two prisoners
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from Frye’s jail and hang them from a high tree,
there’s nothing the untried young lawman can do
about it. But Kirby’s got more grit than Sundeen
and his hired muscles bargained for. They can beat
the boy and humiliate him, but they can’t make
him forget the job he has sworn to do. The cattle-
man has money, fear, and guns on his side, but
Kirby Frye’s the law in this godforsaken corner of
the Arizona Territories. And he’ll drag Sundeen
and his killers straight to hell himself to prove it. 

USA Today: “Leonard has penned some of the
best Western fiction ever.”

From the novel:

Frye felt the anger hot on his face. “Doesn’t killing two
men mean anything to you?” 

“You picked yourself a beauty,” Sundeen said to no
one in particular. “Why does he pack that gun if he’s
so against killin’?” 

Jordan said, “Maybe it makes him feel important.” 

“Now if it was me,” Sundeen said, “I wouldn’t pick a
deputy that whined like a woman.” 
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Jordan was looking at Frye. “Maybe that’s what this
deputy is ... only dressed up like a man. 

Sundeen grinned. “Maybe we ought to take his pants
off and find out.” 

Frye held his eyes on Sundeen. Just Sundeen — he
felt his anger mounting. “Sundeen, if you want to try,
stop by the jail tomorrow.” 

Escape from Five Shadows (1956) 

No one breaks out of the brutal convict labor
camp at Five Shadows — but Corey Bowen is
ready to die trying. They framed him to put him in
there, and beat him bloody and nearly dead after
his last escape attempt. He’ll have help this time —
from a lady with murder on her mind and a debt
to pay back. Because freedom isn’t enough for
primed dynamite like Bowen. And he won’t leave
the corrupt desert hell behind him until a few
scores are settled ... permanently. 

Dallas Morning News: “As welcome as a thunder-
storm in a dry spell.” 
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From the novel: 

“I’m giving you warning now,” Renda said, including
all the convicts. “One more out of line and somebody
shoots. You’ll even think before spitting over the side
of the wagon. You hesitate one second when you’re
told to do something, you’re dead. You take one step
in the wrong direction and you won’t know what hit
you.” 

He turned to Bowen suddenly. “You understand that?” 

Bowen nodded, looking up at Renda. 

“Listen,” Renda said, “I’ll tell you something else. That
stunt you pulled a while back ... jumping off the
wagon. You wouldn’t get just twenty days for it the
second time.” 

He looked over the convicts. “You get past the guards,
the Mimbres have got orders to take your scalp. You
won’t be brought back here ... just part of you. To
prove you’re dead.” 

6 0

AllByLeonard.qxd  10/23/02  1:35 PM  Page 60



Last Stand at Saber River (1959) 

A one-armed man stood before Denaman’s store,
and the girl named Luz was scared. Paul Cable
could see that from the rise two hundred yards
away, just as he could see that everything had
changed while he was away fighting for the
Confederacy. He just didn’t know how much.
Cable and his family rode down to Denaman’s
store and faced the one-armed man. Then they
heard the story, about the Union Army and two
brothers — and a beautiful woman — who had
taken over Cable’s spread and weren’t going to
give it back. For Paul Cable the war hadn’t ended
at all. Among the men at Saber River, some would
be his enemies, some might have been his friends,
but no one was going to take his future away —
not with words, not with treachery, and not with
guns. 

New York Daily News: “Very tough and realistic.”

From the novel: 

Cable stood over Dancey with the Walker Colt in his
hand. It was cocked and pointing directly at Dancey’s
head. Joe Bob and Royce said nothing. 

6 1
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Dancey said, “You’re not proving anything with that
gun in your hand.” 

“I don’t have anything to prove.” 

Royce said, “You think we won’t be back?” 

Cable’s gaze shifted. “You’ll ride into a double load of
buckshot if you do.” 

Royce seemed to grin. “Man, you’re made to order.
Duane’s going to have some fun with you.” 

Dancey’s eyes held on Cable. “So one man’s going to
stand us off.” 

“That’s all it’s taken so far.” 

Hombre (1961) 

John Russell has been raised as an Apache. Now
he’s on his way to live as a white man. But when
the stagecoach passengers learn who he is, they
want nothing to do with him — until outlaws ride
down on them and they must rely on Russell’s guns
and his ability to lead them out of the desert. He
can’t ride with them, but they must walk with him
or die. 

6 2
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Western Writers of America: “One of the twenty-
five best Western novels of all time.”

San Francisco Chronicle: “Thrilling.”

From the novel: 

[“Carl Everett Allen” is recalling how he came to write
this account.]

At first I wasn’t sure at all where to begin. When I
asked advice, this man from the Florence Enterprise
said begin at the beginning, the day the coach depart-
ed from Sweetmary with everybody aboard. Which
sounded fine until I got to doing it. Then I saw it wasn’t
the beginning at all. There was too much to explain at
one time. Who the people were, where they were going
and all. Also, starting there didn’t tell enough about
John Russell. 

He is the person this story is mainly about. If it had not
been for him, we would all be dead and there wouldn’t
be anybody telling this. So I will begin with the first
time I ever saw John Russell.... 

[S]ome of my ideas about John Russell at the time are
embarrassing to put on paper. But I was advised to
imagine I was telling it to a good friend and not worry

6 3
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about what other people might think. Which is what I
have done. If there’s anything anybody wants to skip,
like innermost thoughts in places, just go ahead. 

The Moonshine War (1969) 

The hill folk of Broke-Leg Country, Kentucky,
believed that if the good Lord meant for corn to
grow, He also meant for it to be distilled, in spite
of the passage of a Federal law called the 18th
Amendment, or Prohibition. And if a man wanted
to get some really good sippin’ whiskey, Son
Martin was the one to see. Son not only made the
best moonshine in the area, but it was rumored
that he had hidden somewhere on his hill farm his
old daddy’s cache of 150 barrels of eight-year old
corn whiskey. Of course nobody had ever found
any of the liquor, but Son never said that it wasn’t
there. 

Then one day the tranquility of Broke-Leg County
was interrupted by the sudden appearance of
Frank Long, an old army buddy of Son’s who
knew about the whiskey and was not a Prohibition
agent. But his presence had a different purpose
than his job as a revenue man. Frank wanted the
hidden whiskey to bootleg on his own, and he was
willing to use his official position to get it. 

6 4

AllByLeonard.qxd  10/23/02  1:35 PM  Page 64



In the attempt, he set neighbor against neighbor,
and the Moonshine War was on. Involved were
Prohibition agents, Louisville gangsters, and local
moonshiners, and as the hills of Kentucky rang
with their gunshots, each side fought to learn Son’s
secret. As the bullets got thicker, Son was left
alone, standing on his principles and waiting for
his chance to bring the War to its startling and
unexpected climax. 

The New York Times: “Before Leonard tackled
Detroit’s mean streets, he turned out a handful of
backwoods crime novels, including this rough-
edged little jewel. It’s no surprise that the Big Boys
want to take over Son Martin’s still. After all, Son
makes the best whiskey in Marlett, Kentucky: ‘He
let his mash sit a full six or seven days and didn’t
put a lot of devilment in it, like buckeye beans or
carbide or lye.’ Archetypes fly as fast as fists in this
mythic exploration of the rugged individualist as
whiskey-maker.” 

Valdez Is Coming (1970) 

They laughed at Roberto Valdez and then ignored
him. But when a dark-skinned man was holed up
in a shack with a gun, they sent the part-time town
constable to deal with the problem — and made

6 5
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sure he had no choice but to gun the fugitive down.
Trouble was, Valdez killed an innocent man. And
when he asked for justice — and some money for
the dead man’s woman — they beat Valdez and
tied him to a cross. They were still laughing when
Valdez came back. And then they began to die... 

USA Today: “Although known for his mysteries,
Leonard has penned some of the best Western fic-
tion ever, including Valdez Is Coming.” 

Washington Post Book World: “A Leonard novel
that still holds up as one of his very best.”

From the novel:

“Your minute’s up, boy.” Mr. Tanner glanced at his
segundo again. “Teach him something.” 

The segundo drew the .44 on his right leg, cocked it
and fired as he brought it up. And with the explosion
the adobe chipped next to Bob Valdez’s face. 

Now those who were sitting and lounging by the fires
rose and drew their revolvers, looking at the segundo
and waiting their turn. One of them, an American, said
“I know where I’m going to shoot the son of a bitch.” 

6 6
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One of the others laughed and another one said, “See
if you can shoot his meat off.” And another said, “It
would fix this squaw-lover good.” 

Forty Lashes Less One (1972) 

A hellhole like Yuma Prison does all sorts of things
to a man. Mostly it makes him want to escape. For
two men facing life sentences — Harold Jackson,
the only black man behind the walls, and
Raymond San Carlos, an Apache halfbreed — a
breakout seemed nigh on impossible. That is, until
the law gave them two choices: rot in a cell, or
track down and bring back the five most ruthless
men in Arizona. 

New York Daily News: “Long before his slick,
dark crime comedies, Elmore Leonard wrote some
very tough and realistic Westerns.”

From the novel:

“You want us to run twenty miles?” 

“You’re an Apache Indian, aren’t you, Raymond? And
Harold’s a Zulu. Well, by golly, an Apache Indian and
a Zulu can run twenty, thirty miles a day, and there
ain’t a white man in this territory can say that.” 

6 7
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“You want us to run twenty miles?” Raymond said
again. 

“I want you to start thinking of who you are, that’s what
I want. I want you to start thinking like warriors for a
change instead of like convicts.” 

Gunsights (1979) 

Brendan Early and Dana Moon have tracked rene-
gade Apaches together and gunned down scalp
hunters to become Arizona legends. But now they
face each other from opposite sides of what news-
papers are calling The Rincon Mountain War.
Brendan and a gang of mining company gun thugs
are dead set on running Dana and “the People of
the Mountain” from their land. The characters are
unforgettable, the plot packed with action and
gunfights from beginning to end. 

San Francisco Chronicle: “Classic Western fare.” 

Chicago Sun-Times: “Leonard’s special kind of
tough guys were born in the Old West.” 

6 8
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From the novel: 

Bren Early said to Moon, “Do you want to tell him to go
stick it in his horse, or should I?” 

Sundeen turned toward his partners. They were get-
ting ready. 

“I’ll give them three more steps,” Bren said and pulled
his matched Smith & Wesson .44s. Moon drew his
Colts. 

Three more strides and that was it. 

Sundeen was hollering something, and his two men on
the ends fell dead in the first sudden explosion from
the wall where Early and Moon stood with revolvers
extended, aiming and firing. 

Bren said, “He’s used to having his way.” 

Moon said, “But he didn’t come prepared, did he?” 

Cuba Libre (1998) 

War in Cuba isn’t Ben Tyler’s concern. Still, sailing
mares and guns into Havana harbor in 1898 —
right past the submerged wreckage of the U.S. bat-
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tleship Maine — may not be the smartest thing the
recently prison-sprung horse wrangler ever did.
Neither is shooting one of the local Guardia,
though the pompous peacock deserved it. Now
Tyler’s sitting tight in a vermin-infested Cuban
stockade waiting to face a firing squad. But he’s
not dying until he gets the money he’s owed from
a two-timing American sugar baron. And there’s
one smart, pistol-hot lady at the rich man’s side
who could help Ben get everything he’s got right-
fully coming ... even when the whole damn island’s
going straight to hell.

Miami Herald: “A wild ride through Cuba during
the Spanish-American War.... A good old-fash-
ioned Western served with a sly grin and a side
dish of scams.”

From the novel: 

Tyler arrived with the horse February eighteenth, three
days after the battleship Maine blew up in Havana har-
bor. He saw buzzards floating in the sky the way they
do but couldn’t make out what they were after. This
was off Morro Castle, the cattle boat streaming black
smoke as it comes through the narrows. 

7 0
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But then pretty soon he saw a ship’s mast and a tan-
gle of metal sticking out of the water, gulls resting on
it. One of the Mexican deckhands called to the pilot
tug bringing them in, wanting to know what the wreck-
age was. The pilot yelled back that it was the Maine. 

Yeah? The main what? Tyler’s border Spanish failed to
serve, trying to make out voices raised against the
wind. The deckhand told him it was a buque de guer-
ra, a warship. 

The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories (1998) 

The Tonto Woman and Other Western Stories is a
raw, hard-bitten collection that gathers together
the best of Leonard’s Western fiction. In “The
Tonto Woman,” a young wife, her face tattooed by
Indian kidnappers, becomes society’s outcast —
until an outlaw vows to set her free... In “Only
Good Ones,” we meet a fine man turned killer in
one impossible moment... “Saint with a Six-Gun”
pits a doomed prisoner against his young guard —
in a drama of deception and compassion that leads
to a shocking act of courage... In “The Colonel’s
Lady,” a brutal ambush puts a woman into the
hands of a vicious renegade - while a tracker
attempts a rescue that cannot come in time... And
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in “Blood Money,” five bank robbers are being
picked off one by one, but one man believes he can
make it out alive. 

Contains: “The Tonto Woman”; “The Captives”;
“Only Good Ones”; “You Never See Apaches”;
“The Colonel’s Lady”; “The Kid”; “The Big
Hunt”; “Apache Medicine”; “No Man’s Guns”;
“Jugged”; “The Hard Way”; “Blood Money”;
“3:10 to Yuma”; “The Boy Who Smiled”;
“Hurrah for Capt. Early”; “Moment of
Vengeance”; “Saint with a Six-Gun”; “The
Nagual”; Trouble at Rindo’s Station” 

From the collection: 

“The Captives” 

He could hear the stagecoach, the faraway creaking
and the muffled rumble of it, and he was thinking: It’s
almost an hour early. Why should it be if it left
Contention on schedule? 

His name was Pat Brennan. He was lean and almost
tall, with a deeply tanned, pleasant face beneath the
straight hat-brim low over his eyes, and he stood next
to the saddle, which was on the ground, with the easy
hip-shot slouch of a rider. A entry rifle was in his right
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hand and he was squinting into the sun glare, looking
up the grade to the rutted road that came curving
down through the spidery Joshua trees. 

He lowered the Henry rifle, stock down, and let it fall
across the saddle, and kept his hand away from the
Colt holstered on his right leg. A man could get shot
standing next to a stage road out in the middle of
nowhere with a rifle in his hand. 

All excerpts from works by Elmore Leonard are copy-
right © by Elmore Leonard, Inc., in the year of publi-
cation. Reprinted here with permission.
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Selected 
Filmography

The Big Bounce (2003). Announced director:
George Armitage. Announced cast: Owen Wilson
(Jack Ryan); Morgan Freeman (Walter Crewes);
Sara Foster (Nancy Hayes); Gary Sinise (Ray
Ritchie).... 

Out of Sight (1998). Director: Steven Soderbergh.
Cast: George Clooney (John Michael “Jack” Foley);
Jennifer Lopez (Karen Sisco); Ving Rhames (Buddy
Bragg); Don Cheadle (Maurice “Snoopy” Miller);
Dennis Farina (Marshall Sisco); Albert Brooks
(Richard “Dick the Ripper” Ripley); Nancy Allen
(Midge); Catherine Keener (Adele Delisi); Isaiah
Washington (Kenneth “Kenny”); Steve Zahn (Glenn
Michaels); Luis Guzmán (Jose Portencio).... 

Jackie Brown (1997), based on the novel Rum
Punch. Director: Quentin Tarantino. Cast: Pam
Grier (Jackie Brown); Samuel L. Jackson (Ordell
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Robbie); Robert Forster (Max Cherry); Bridget
Fonda (Melanie Ralston); Michael Keaton (Ray
Nicolette);Robert De Niro (Louis Gara); Michael
Bowen (Mark Dargus); Chris Tucker (Beaumont
Livingston); Lisa Gay Hamilton (Sheronda).... 

Touch (1997). Director: Paul Schrader. Cast: LL
Cool J (Himself); Gina Gershon (Debra Lusanne);
Conchata Ferrell (Virginia Worrel); John Doe
(Elwin Worrel); Christopher Walken (Bill Hill);
Skeet Ulrich (Juvenal, a.k.a. Charlie Lawson);
María Celedonio (Alisha, rehab receptionist); Chris
Hogan (Scruffy Staff Worker); Anthony Zerbe
(Father Donahue); Bridget Fonda (Lynn Marie
Faulkner); William Newman (Court Clerk);Tom
Arnold (August Murray); Breckin Meyer (Greg
Czarnicki); Matt O’Toole (Bailiff); Richard Fancy
(Judge)....

Get Shorty (1995). Director: Barry Sonnenfeld.
Cast: John Travolta (Chili Palmer); Gene Hackman
(Harry Zimm); Rene Russo (Karen Flores); Danny
DeVito (Martin Weir); Dennis Farina (Ray “Bones”
Barboni); Delroy Lindo (Bo Catlett); James
Gandolfini (Bear); David Paymer (Leo Devoe);
Bobby Slayton (Dick Allen); Martin Ferrero
(Tommy Carlo); Jon Gries (Ronnie Wingate); Renee
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Props (Nicki); Miguel Sandoval (Mr. Escobar);
Jacob Vargas (Yayo Portillo); Linda Hart (Fay
Devoe).... 

52 Pickup (1986). Director: John Frankenheimer.
Cast: Roy Scheider (Harry Mitchell); Ann-Margret
(Barbara Mitchell); Vanity (Doreen); John Glover
(Alan Raimy); Robert Trebor (Leo Franks); Lonny
Chapman (Jim O’Boyle); Kelly Preston (Cini); Doug
McClure (Mark Arveson); Clarence Williams III
(Bobby Shy); Alex Henteloff (Dan Lowenthal);
Michelle Walker (Counter Girl); Philip Bartko (Test
Site Worker); Tom Byron (Partygoer); Harvey
Cowen (Partygoer); Ron Jeremy (Partygoer).... 

Mr. Majestyk (1974). Director: Richard Fleischer.
Cast: Charles Bronson (Vince Majestyk); Al Lettieri
(Frank Renda, hit man); Linda Cristal (Nancy
Chavez, labor organizer); Lee Purcell (Wiley,
Renda’s girl); Paul Koslo (Bobby Kopas, punk);
Taylor Lacher (Gene Lundy, Renda’s henchman);
Frank Maxwell (Det. Lt. McAllen, Edna Police
Dept.); Alejandro Rey (Larry Mendoza, Majestyk’s
foreman); Jordan Rhodes (Deputy Harold Richie,
Edna Police Dept.); Bert Santos (Julio Tomas, labor
contractor); Luis Ramírez (Labor Contractor).... 

7 7
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Valdez Is Coming (1971). Director: Edwin Sherin.
Cast: Burt Lancaster (Bob Valdez); Susan Clark
(Gay Erin); Frank Silvera (Diego); Jon Cypher
(Frank Tanner); Richard Jordan (R.L. Davis);
Barton Heyman (El Segundo); Hector Elizondo
(Mexican Rider); Phil Brown (Malson); Ralph
Brown (Beaudry); Werner Hasselmann (Sheriff);
Lex Monson (Rincon); Roberta Haynes (Polly);
Sylvia Poggioli (Segundo’s girl); José García
(Carlos); María Montez (Anita).... 

Hombre (1967). Director: Martin Ritt. Cast: Paul
Newman (John Russell); Fredric March (Faver);
Richard Boone (Grimes); Diane Cilento (Jessie);
Cameron Mitchell (Braden); Barbara Rush (Audra
Favor); Peter Lazer (Billy Lee Blake); Margaret Blye
(Doris Blake); Martin Balsam (Henry Mendez);
Skip Ward (Steve Early); Frank Silvera (Mexican
Bandit); David Canary (Lamar Dean); Val Avery
(Delgado); Larry Ward (Soldier).... 

The Tall T (1957). Director: Budd Boetticher. Cast:
Randolph Scott (Pat Brennan); Richard Boone
(Usher); Maureen O’Sullivan (Doretta Mims);
Arthur Hunnicutt (Ed Rintoon); Skip Homeier
(Billy Jack); Henry Silva (Chink); John Hubbard
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(Willard Mims); Robert Burton (Tenvoorde);
Robert Anderson (Jace); Fred Sherman (Hank
Parker); Chris Olsen (Jeff).... 

3:10 to Yuma (1957). Director: Delmer Daves.
Cast: Glenn Ford (Ben Wade); Van Heflin (Dan
Evans); Felicia Farr (Emmy); Leora Dana (Mrs.
Alice Evans); Henry Jones (Alex Potter, town
drunk); Richard Jaeckel (Charlie Prince); Robert
Emhardt (Mr. Butterfield, stage line owner);
Sheridan Comerate (Bob Moons, stage driver’s
brother); George Mitchell (Bartender); Robert
Ellenstein (Ernie Collins); Ford Rainey (Bisbee
Marshal).... 

~ 

In the works (as of October 2002): 

Be Cool (MGM; Jersey Films), and the return of
Chili Palmer.

Tenkiller (Bruce Willis attached; you can read this
short story in Elmore Leonard’s When the Women
Come Out to Dance). 

Tishomingo Blues, optioned by FilmFour
(Sexy Beast).
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If It Sounds Like
Writing, Rewrite It 

These are rules I’ve picked up along the way to
help me remain invisible when I’m writing a book,
to help me show rather than tell what’s taking
place in the story. If you have a facility for lan-
guage and imagery and the sound of your voice
pleases you, invisibility is not what you are after,
and you can skip the rules. Still, you might look
them over. 

1. Never open a book with weather. 

If it’s only to create atmosphere, and not a charac-
ter’s reaction to the weather, you don’t want to go
on too long. The reader is apt to leaf ahead look-
ing for people. There are exceptions. If you happen
to be Barry Lopez, who has more ways to describe
ice and snow than an Eskimo, you can do all the
weather reporting you want. 
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2. Avoid prologues. 

They can be annoying, especially a prologue fol-
lowing an introduction that comes after a fore-
word. But these are ordinarily found in nonfiction.
A prologue in a novel is backstory, and you can
drop it in anywhere you want. 

There is a prologue in John Steinbeck’s Sweet
Thursday, but it’s O.K. because a character in the
book makes the point of what my rules are all
about. He says: “I like a lot of talk in a book and
I don’t like to have nobody tell me what the guy
that’s talking looks like. I want to figure out what
he looks like from the way he talks... figure out
what the guy’s thinking from what he says. I like
some description but not too much of that....
Sometimes I want a book to break loose with a
bunch of hooptedoodle.... Spin up some pretty
words maybe or sing a little song with language.
That’s nice. But I wish it was set aside so I don’t
have to read it. I don’t want hooptedoodle to get
mixed up with the story.’’ 

3. Never use a verb other than said to carry dia-
logue. 

The line of dialogue belongs to the character; the
verb is the writer sticking his nose in. But said is
far less intrusive than grumbled, gasped, cau-
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tioned, lied. I once noticed Mary McCarthy ending
a line of dialogue with “she asseverated,’’ and had
to stop reading to get the dictionary. 

4. Never use an adverb to modify the verb
said ... 

... he admonished gravely. To use an adverb this
way (or almost any way) is a mortal sin. The writer
is now exposing himself in earnest, using a word
that distracts and can interrupt the rhythm of the
exchange. I have a character in one of my books
tell how she used to write historical romances “full
of rape and adverbs.’’ 

5. Keep your exclamation points under con-
trol.

You are allowed no more than two or three per
100,000 words of prose. If you have the knack of
playing with exclaimers the way Tom Wolfe does,
you can throw them in by the handful. 

8 3
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6. Never use the words suddenly or all hell
broke loose.

This rule doesn’t require an explanation. I have
noticed that writers who use “suddenly’’ tend to
exercise less control in the application of exclama-
tion points. 

7. Use regional dialect, patois, sparingly. 

Once you start spelling words in dialogue phonet-
ically and loading the page with apostrophes, you
won’t be able to stop. Notice the way Annie Proulx
captures the flavor of Wyoming voices in her book
of short stories Close Range.  

8. Avoid detailed descriptions of characters. 

Which Steinbeck covered. In Ernest Hemingway’s
“Hills Like White Elephants’’ what do the
“American and the girl with him’’ look like? “She
had taken off her hat and put it on the table.’’
That’s the only reference to a physical description
in the story, and yet we see the couple and know
them by their tones of voice, with not one adverb
in sight. 

8 4
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9. Don t go into great detail describing places
and things. 

Unless you’re Margaret Atwood and can paint
scenes with language or write landscapes in the
style of Jim Harrison. But even if you’re good at it,
you don’t want descriptions that bring the action,
the flow of the story, to a standstill. 

And finally: 

10. Try to leave out the part that readers tend to
skip. 

A rule that came to mind in 1983. Think of what
you skip reading a novel: thick paragraphs of
prose you can see have too many words in them.
What the writer is doing, he’s writing, perpetrating
hooptedoodle, perhaps taking another shot at the
weather, or has gone into the character’s head, and
the reader either knows what the guy’s thinking or
doesn’t care. I’ll bet you don’t skip dialogue. 

My most important rule is one that sums up
the ten. 

8 5
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If it sounds like writing, I rewrite it. 

Or, if proper usage gets in the way, it may have to
go. I can’t allow what we learned in English com-
position to disrupt the sound and rhythm of the
narrative. It’s my attempt to remain invisible, not
distract the reader from the story with obvious
writing. (Joseph Conrad said something about
words getting in the way of what you want to say.) 

If I write in scenes and always from the point of
view of a particular character — the one whose
view best brings the scene to life — I’m able to con-
centrate on the voices of the characters telling you
who they are and how they feel about what they
see and what’s going on, and I’m nowhere in sight. 

What Steinbeck did in Sweet Thursday was title
his chapters as an indication, though obscure, of
what they cover. “Whom the Gods Love They
Drive Nuts” is one, “Lousy Wednesday” another.
The third chapter is titled “Hooptedoodle (1)” and
the 38th chapter “Hooptedoodle (2)” as warnings
to the reader, as if Steinbeck is saying: “Here’s
where you’ll see me taking flights of fancy with my
writing, and it won’t get in the way of the story.
Skip them if you want.” 

8 6
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Martin Amis
Interviews The

Dickens of Detroit
The Writers Guild Theatre, Beverly Hills,
January 23, 1998. Sponsored by Writers Bloc;
Andrea Grossman, Founder. 

Martin Amis: We’re welcoming here Elmore
Leonard, also known as “Dutch.” And rather less
formally, “The Dickens of Detroit.” It is an apt
description, I think, because he is as close as any-
thing you have here in America to a national nov-
elist, a concept that almost seemed to die with
Charles Dickens but has here been revived. 

I was recently in Boston visiting Saul Bellow,
and on the shelves of the Nobel laureate, I spied
several Elmore Leonards. Saul Bellow has a high,
even exalted view of what literature is and does.
For him, it creates the “quiet zone” where certain
essences can nourish what he calls “our fair souls.”
This kind of literature of the Prousto-Nabokovian
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variety has recently been assigned the label
“minority interest.” There is patently nothing
“minority interest” about Elmore Leonard. He is a
popular writer in several senses. But Saul Bellow
and I agreed that for an absolutely reliable and
unstinting infusion of narrative pleasure in a prose
miraculously purged of all false qualities, there was
no one quite like Elmore Leonard. 

I thought we might begin at the beginning, and
talk about your early years as a writer and how
you got started. In my experience, everyone at the
age of fourteen or fifteen (or a bit earlier) starts to
commune with themselves and to keep notes and
to keep a diary. It’s only the writers who go on
with that kind of adolescent communion. Was it
like that for you? Did you get the glimmer quite
early on? 

Elmore Leonard: Let me ask first: Do you think
if I lived in Buffalo, I’d be Dickens? [Laughter]

Amis: “The Balzac of Buffalo,” perhaps.
[Laughter] 

Leonard: I had a desire to write very early on but
I didn’t. I wrote just what I had to write in school
compositions and things like that. It wasn’t until I
was in college after World War II that I wrote a
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couple of short stories. The first one because the
English instructor said, “If you enter this con-
test” — it was a local writers’ club within the
University of Detroit — “I’ll give you a B.” I’ve
always been inspired in this somewhat commercial
approach toward writing. [Laughter] Which is
why I chose Westerns to begin with. 

In 1951, I decided to look at the field. I looked
at the market, and I saw Westerns in The Saturday
Evening Post, Collier s, almost everything from
the Ladies Home Journal down through men’s
magazines and pulps. There were then at least a
dozen pulps still in business, the better ones paying
two cents a word. So I decided this was a market.
What with all of these magazines buying short sto-
ries, this was the place to start. And because I liked
Western movies a lot, and I wanted to sell to
Hollywood right away and make some money, I
approached this with a desire to write but also to
make as much money as I could doing it. I didn’t
see anything wrong with that at all. I think the
third one sold, and that was it. After that, they’ve
all sold since then. But then the market dried up,
and I had to switch to crime. 

Amis: You were also, as I understand, writing
commentaries for educational films and industrial
movies. 
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Leonard: Yes, industrial movies about air pollu-
tion, building highways, Encyclopaedia
Britannica, geography, and history movies. I did
about a dozen of those — the settlement of the
Mississippi Valley, the French and Indian War, the
Danube, Puerto Rico. I think they were twenty-
seven-minute movies. I did that right after I had
left an ad agency where I was writing Chevrolet
ads, which drove me crazy. Because you had to
write real cute then. I had a lot of trouble with
that. I could do truck ads, but I couldn’t do con-
vertibles at all. [Laughter] So I got out of that. But
I still had to make a living. So I got into the indus-
trial movies and a little freelance advertising. 

Amis: But the breakthrough was Hombre, was it
not? 

Leonard: Yes, the sale to the movies. Because the
book itself I wrote in ’59, and by then the market
was so weak. I was getting $4,000 for a paper-
back, for example. And that one sold for $1,250,
and it took two years to sell it. I didn’t get that
much for the movie rights, either, four or five years
later. That was when I got back into fiction writ-
ing. 
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Amis: How do you feel when a book of yours goes
through the treadmill of being turned into a
movie? It’s happened to me once, in my first novel,
The Rachel Papers, and I thought, “Whatever
they do to it, the book will still be there.” 

Leonard: I believe that. There’s no question about
that. I’m not concerned with how closely it’s
adapted. I just hope it’s a good movie. For exam-
ple, Rum Punch to Jackie Brown. Quentin
Tarantino, just before he started to shoot, said,
“I’ve been afraid to call you for the last year.” I
said, “Why? Because you changed the title of my
book? And you’re casting a black woman in the
lead?” And he said, “Yeah.” And I said, “You’re a
filmmaker. You can do whatever you want.” I said,
“I think Pam Grier is a terrific idea. Go ahead.” I
was very pleased with the results, too. 

Amis: And how about Get Shorty? That must
have felt like another breakthrough. 

Leonard: It was. It was the first contemporary
story of mine that I really liked on the screen. And
I said to Barry Sonnenfeld, the director, “But
you’re advertising this as a comedy.” And he said,
“Well, it’s a funny book.” And I think it did have
my sound, and it had Barry’s look. Because I could
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hear my characters on the screen, and I think the
reason it worked was because they all took each
other seriously and didn’t laugh. There weren’t any
nods to the audience, any signals to the audience
with grins or winks that that was a funny line. It
was up to the audience to decide. This was the first
question I asked Barry. I said, “When you shoot, I
hope you don’t cut to reactions to lines.” He
understood that, of course. 

Amis: I was on the set of Get Shorty, as a jour-
nalist. I was writing a profile of John Travolta [for
The New Yorker]. And usually when a journalist
goes to the set of a film, he stays for six hours and
sees one person cross a road and then goes home
again. But on this occasion, I got to see the fight
between Chili and the Bear [James Gandolfini] at
LAX in the car park. And John Travolta, who is
sweetness incarnate, gave me an insight into the
star system. We were all going off to lunch, and a
limousine appeared. I was going to have lunch
with John in his trailer. I thought there was obvi-
ously some way to John’s trailer. In we got and
drove a few feet, and John said to the driver, “Pull
over,” and then asked the Bear if he wanted a ride.
And the Bear said, no, he was fine, he was going to
do it on foot. And then we started off again and
pulled up at the elevator. And that’s as far as we
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went. The Bear joined us in the car and down we
rode. Travolta explained that it was as important
to seem like a star as it is to be a star. [Laughter] 

Movies deal with externals, largely, and books
with internals. Is that what strikes you as the main
difference between the forms? 

Leonard: I would say definitely that. The first day
I was on the set of Get Shorty, John Travolta
called me “Mr. Leonard.” And I let him. He got
over that. 

Amis: Did you call him “Mr. Travolta”? 

Leonard: No, I didn’t. I’m using my age now.
[Laughter] 

I don’t think there’s any question that it’s diffi-
cult for movies to internalize. The reason I’ve been
able to sell all my books is because they look like
they’re easy to shoot. They’re written in scenes,
and the stories move through dialogue. I think the
problem has been, in the past, that they’ve been
taken too seriously. They haven’t been looked at as
if there is humor in them. And also the fact that
when you bring a 350-page manuscript down to
120 pages, in my books a lot of the good stuff is
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gone. It disappears. Because then you’re more
interested in plot than you are in, say, character
development. 

Amis: People say that movies will be the nemesis
of the novel. But I think that’s a crisis that’s already
been survived. I think the novel is more threatened
from the Internet than from movies. I feel the
movies are still an immature form, a young form,
that they’re still in the adolescent stage. It will take
a while before they can challenge the internal
nature of the book. Do you ever worry about the
death of the book? 

Leonard: No, I can’t imagine such a thing. Ed
McBain and I were on one of the morning shows,
and we were asked, “To what do you attribute the
resurgence in popularity in crime fiction?” And we
looked at each other, and we thought it was always
very popular. We didn’t know that it had dipped at
all. We have to always have novels. My God, what
would you read? 

Amis: Well, they say you won’t be reading; you’ll
be having some kind of cybernetic experience. I
think that the future of the book perhaps will be
that the book will coexist with some kind of cyber-
netic experience, where the punter, the depositor
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(or whatever you want to call him), may read your
book and then take you out to dinner in cyber-
space — looking ahead about a hundred years. 

Now, I’m going to ask you this question
because I’m always tortured by it. This is the sort
of invariable question of the tour. Do you set your-
self a time to write every day? How hard do you
press on the paper when you write? I’m asked this
so unerringly that I think people suspect that I’m
going to reveal that what you do is you go into
your study and you plug your ear into the light
socket and then some inner voice tells you what to
write. But what is your routine and how do you go
about it? 

Leonard: I write every day when I’m writing;
some Saturdays and Sundays, a few hours each
day. Because I want to stay with it. If a day goes by
and you haven’t done anything, or a couple of
days, it’s difficult to get back into the rhythm of it.
I usually start working around nine-thirty and I
work until six. I’m lucky to get what I consider
four clean pages. They’re clean until the next day,
the next morning. The time flies by. I can’t believe
it. When I look at the clock and it’s three o’clock
and I think, “Good, I’ve got three more hours.”
And then I think, “I must have the best job in the
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world.” I don’t look at this as work. I don’t look
at it as any kind of test, any kind of proof of what
I can do. I have a good time. 

Amis: And it just seems to flow? There are no days
when whole hours are spent gazing out of the win-
dow, picking your nose, making coffee? 

Leonard: Oh yeah, there are whole hours’ work
to make one short paragraph work. 

Amis: I want to ask about your prose. Your prose
makes Raymond Chandler look clumsy. Now the
way I do it is: I say the sentence in my head until
nothing sticks out, there are no “elbows,” there
are no stubbings of toe; it just seems to chime with
some tuning fork inside my head. And then I know
the sentence is ready. In your work, pages and
pages go by without me spotting any “elbows.”
Even with the great stylists of modern fiction, you
know you’re always going to come across phrases
like “Standing on the landing” or “the cook took
a look at the book.” There’s always some “elbow”
sticking out, there’s some rhyme causing the read-
er to pause and wonder and think, “That’s not
quite right.” With you, it’s all planed flat. How do
you plane your prose into this wonderful instru-
ment? 
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Leonard: First of all, I’m always writing from a
point of view. I decide what the purpose of the
scene is, and at least begin with some purpose. But,
even more important, from whose point of view is
this scene seen? Because then the narrative will
take on somewhat the sound of the person who is
seeing the scene. And from his dialogue, that’s
what goes, somewhat, into the narrative. I start to
write and I think, “Upon entering the room,” and
I know I don’t want to say “Upon entering the
room.” I don’t want my writing to sound like the
way we were taught to write. Because I don’t want
you to be aware of my writing. I don’t have the
language. I have to rely upon my characters. 

Amis: So, when you say it’s character-driven, do
you mean you’re thinking, How would this char-
acter see this scene? Because you’re usually third-
person. You don’t directly speak through your
characters, but there is a kind of third-person that
is a first-person in disguise. Is that the way you go
at it? 

Leonard: It takes on somewhat of a first-person
sound, but not really. Because I like third-person. I
don’t want to be stuck with one character’s view-
point, because there are too many viewpoints.
And, of course, the bad guys’ viewpoints are a lot
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more fun. What they do is more fun. A few years
ago, a friend of mine in the publishing business
called up and said, “Has your good guy decided to
do anything yet?” [Laughter] 

Or, I think I should start this book with the
main character. Or I start a book with who I think
is the main character, but a hundred pages into the
book I say, “This guy’s not the main character; he’s
running out of gas; I don’t even like him anymore,
his attitude; he’s changed.” But he’s changed and
there’s nothing I could do about it. It’s just the kind
of person he is. So then I have to bring somebody
along fast. Do you run into that? 

Amis: What I do find, and my father Kingsley
Amis used to find, is that when you come up
against some difficulty, some mechanism in the
novel that isn’t working, it fills you with despair
and you think, “I’m not going to be able to get
around this.” Then you look back at what you’ve
done, and you find you already have a mechanism
in place to get you through this. A minor charac-
ter, say, who’s well placed to get the information
across that you need to put across. I always used to
think (and he agreed) that, thank God writing is
much more of an unconscious process than many
people think. 
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I think the guy in the street thinks that the nov-
elist, first of all, decides on his subject, what
should be addressed; then he thinks of his theme
and his plot and then jots down the various char-
acters that will illustrate these various themes.
That sounds like a description of writer’s block to
me. I think you’re in a very bad way when that
happens. Vladimir Nabokov, when he spoke about
Lolita, refers to the “first throb” of Lolita going
through him, and I recognize that feeling. All it is
is your next book. It’s the next thing that’s there
for you to write. Now, do you settle down and
map out your plots? I suspect you don’t. 

Leonard: No, I don’t. I start with a character.
Let’s say I want to write a book about a bail
bondsman or a process server or a bank robber
and a woman federal marshal. And they meet and
something happens. That’s as much of an idea as I
begin with. And then I see him in a situation, and
I begin writing it and one thing leads to another. By
page 100, roughly, I should have my characters
assembled. I should know my characters because
they’ve sort of auditioned in the opening scenes,
and I can find out if they can talk or not. And if
they can’t talk, they’re out. Or they get a minor
role. 

But in every book there’s a minor character
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who comes along and pushes his way into the plot.
He’s just needed to give some information, but all
of a sudden he comes to life for me. Maybe it’s the
way he says it. He might not even have a name the
first time he appears. The second time he has a
name. The third time he has a few more lines, and
away he goes, and he becomes a plot turn in the
book. 

When I was writing Cuba Libre, I was about
250 pages into it and George Will called up and
said, “I want to send out forty of your books” —
this was the previous book [Out of Sight] — “at
Christmastime. May I send them to you and a list
of names to inscribe?” I said, “Of course.” He
said, “What are you doing now?” I said, “I’m
doing Cuba a hundred years ago.” And he said,
“Oh, crime in Cuba.” And he hung up the phone.
And I thought, “I don’t have a crime in this book.”
And I’m 250 pages into it. [Laughter] It was a
crime that this guy was running guns to Cuba, but
that’s not what I really write about. Where’s the
bag of money that everybody wants? I didn’t have
it. So, then I started weaving it into the narrative.
I didn’t have to go back far, and I was on my way. 

Amis: I admire the fluidity of your process
because it’s meant to be a rule in the highbrow
novel that the characters have no free will at all.
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E.M. Forster said he used to line up his characters
before beginning a novel, and he would say,
“Right, no larks.” [Laughter] And Nabokov, when
this was quoted to him, he looked aghast, and he
said, “My characters cringe when I come near
them.” He said, “I’ve seen whole avenues of imag-
ined trees lose their leaves with terror at my
approach.” [Laughter] 

Let’s talk about Cuba Libre, which is an amaz-
ing departure in my view. When I was reading it, I
had to keep turning to the front cover to check that
it was a book by you. How did it get started? I
gather that you’ve been wanting to write this book
for thirty years. It has a kind of charge of long-sup-
pressed desire. 

Leonard: In 1957, I borrowed a book from a
friend called The Splendid Little War. It was a pic-
ture book, a coffee-table book of photographs of
the Spanish-American War — photographs of the
Maine, before and after; photographs of the troops
on San Juan Hill; newspaper headlines leading up
to the war; a lot of shots of Havana. I was writing
Westerns at the time, and I thought, I could drop a
cowboy into this place and get away with it. But I
didn’t. A couple of years ago, I was trying to think
of a sequel to Get Shorty. And I was trying to
work Chili Palmer into the dress business. I don’t
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know why except that I love runway shows. I gave
up on that. And I saw that book again, The
Splendid Little War, because I hadn’t returned it to
my friend in ’57. And I thought, “I’m going to do
that.” Yeah, the time has come. So, I did. 

Amis: In a famous essay, Tom Wolfe said that the
writers were missing all the real stories that were
out there. And that they spent too much time
searching for inspiration and should spend ninety-
five percent of their time sweating over research.
The result was a tremendously readable book, The
Bonfire of the Vanities. Now you, sir, have a full-
time researcher. 

Leonard: Yes, Gregg Sutter. He can answer any of
your questions that I don’t know. 

Amis: Were you inspired by the research he put
into this book? 

Leonard: He got me everything I needed to know.
I asked him to see if he could find out how much
it cost to transport horses from Arizona to East
Texas and then to Havana. And he did. He found
a cattle company that had been in business over
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100 years ago and was shipping cattle then. He
found an old ledger book and copied it and faxed
it to me. 

Amis: Among the differences from your earlier
books, this book is more discursive, less dialogue-
driven and, till the end, less action-driven. Toward
the end, you get a familiar Leonard scenario where
there’s a chunk of money sitting around, and vari-
ous people are after it and you’re pretty confident
that it’s going to go to the least-undeserving people
present. And it’s not hard-bitten; it’s a much more
romantic book than we’re used to from you. Could
your Westerns have had such romance? 

Leonard: No. In my Westerns there was little
romance except in Valdez Is Coming, which is my
favorite of the Westerns. No, I just wanted to make
this a romantic adventure story. 

Amis: And there’s a kind of political romanticism,
too. You’ve always sided with the underdog, imag-
inatively; one can sense that. And who could be
more of an underdog than a criminal? And your
criminals have always been rather implausibly lik-
able and gentle creatures. What is your view about
crime in America? 
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Leonard: I don’t have a view about crime in
America. There isn’t anything I can say that would
be interesting at all. When I’m fashioning my bad
guys, though (and sometimes a good guy has had
a criminal past and then he can go either way; to
me, he’s the best kind of character to have), I don’t
think of them as bad guys. I just think of them as,
for the most part, normal people who get up in the
morning and they wonder what they’re going to
have for breakfast, and they sneeze, and they won-
der if they should call their mother, and then they
rob a bank. Because that’s the way they are. Except
for real hard-core guys. 

Amis: The really bad guys. 

Leonard: Yeah, the really bad guys.... 

Amis: Before we end, I’d just like to ask you about
why you keep writing. I just read my father’s col-
lected letters, which are going to be published in a
year or two. It was with some dread that I realized
that the writer’s life never pauses. You can never sit
back and rest on what you’ve done. You are driv-
en on remorselessly by something, whether it’s
dedication or desire to defeat time. What is it that
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drives you? Is it just pure enjoyment that makes
you settle down every morning to carry out this
other life that you live? 

Leonard: It’s the most satisfying thing I can imag-
ine doing. To write that scene and then read it and
it works. I love the sound of it. There’s nothing
better than that. The notoriety that comes later
doesn’t compare to the doing of it. I’ve been doing
it for almost forty-seven years, and I’m still trying
to make it better. Even though I know my limita-
tions; I know what I can’t do. I know that if I tried
to write, say, as an omniscient author, it would be
so mediocre. You can do more forms of writing
than I can, including essays. My essay would
sound, at best, like a college paper. 

Amis: Well, why isn’t there a Martin Amis Day?
Because January 16, 1998, was Elmore Leonard
Day in the state of Michigan, and it seems that
here, in Los Angeles, it’s been Elmore Leonard Day
for the last decade. [Laughter] 

[Applause] 

Editor s note: Martin Amis is the author of many
novels — including Money: A Suicide Note; London
Fields; and Night Train — and many works of nonfic-
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THE BIG BOUNCE
“The best writer of crime fiction alive.”

Newsweek

“[Readers] should add the work of Elmore Leonard
to their not-to-be-missed book lists. His tone—gritty,
deadpan, matter-of-fact, and quietly poetic—makes
his tales of violence and retribution both inimitable
and addictive.” Washington Post Book World

“Leonard’s cinematic grasp of scene and setting, his
ability to arouse within us a helpless sympathy for
even the lowest of his characters, his quirky pacing
and plot twists, and his sly humor and artfully oddball
prose sear our eyeballs and keep the pages turning.”

Miami Herald

“Leonard does crime fiction better than anyone since
Raymond Chandler.” Cleveland Plain Dealer
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“The hottest thriller writer in the U.S.”
Time

“Leonard is the best in the business: His dialogue
snaps, his characters are more alive than most of the
people you meet on the street, and his twisting plots
always resolve themselves with a no-nonsense plausi-
bility.” Newsday

“The reigning master of hard-action crime fiction . . .
Few fiction writers match the artful ability of Elmore
Leonard, first to persuade you to read his next sen-
tence, then to draw you into reading his next chapter,
and finally to seduce you into reading his entire
book.” Cincinnati Enquirer

“Elmore Leonard is the real thing. . . . He raises the
hard-boiled suspense novel beyond the limits of the
genre. . . . He paints an acute picture of the world
that is all too real and recognizable.”

Washington Post

“Leonard is one of the crime genre’s great writers.”
Dallas Morning News

“The King Daddy of crime novelists.”
Seattle Times
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“Leonard is a writer, which is like saying Michael
Jordan is a basketball player. He is a master of a kind
of tabloid literature: quick, knowing, filled with per-
fectly observed talk, and always with at least one
dead body somewhere on the premises.”

New York Daily News

“No one else working the suspense genre quite so
fleshes out each and every character, and no one else
is such a master of street dialogue.”

Chicago Tribune

“Nobody but nobody on the current scene can match
his ability to serve up violence so light-handedly, with
so supremely deadpan a flourish.” Detroit News

“While Leonard excels at low-life suspense, he’s also
a master fiction writer whose gift for dialogue and
cunningly meandering plots any novelist would
envy.” San Francisco Examiner & Chronicle

“The debate over who’s the all-time king of the
whack job crime novelists just ended. Living or dead,
Elmore Leonard tops ’em all.”

Ft. Lauderdale Sun-Sentinel
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