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			Praise for Quiver

			“Quiver is good. It’s really very good—with some cracking dialogue, clever plotting, and an enjoyable bloody climax.”

			—The New York Times

			“[The] prose is clear, paunchy, and free of what his father calls ‘hoote-doodle.’ His villains are so scuzzy…the story moves so quickly that there is no time for the novel to drag.”

			—The Daily Telegraph

			“Quiver is a spectacular debut….With a large cast of characters—each presented as meticulously as an Andrew Wyeth portrait—and numerous points of view, all funneling inevitably to a stunning conclusion, you will be holding your breath until the final page.”

			—The New York Sun 

			“A strong debut that combines a tight plot (about a deadly double-cross in the woods of Michigan) with memorable characters and dialogue—come to think of it, not unlike what Leonard’s father, Elmore Leonard, creates.”

			—Seattle Times

			“Quiver is a fast-paced, cleverly plotted thriller…the reader is left somewhat breathless as the plot accelerates toward a climax involving plenty of gunfire and bodies, eventually, everywhere.”

			—Uncut

			Praise for Trust Me

			“As anyone who read his debut novel Quiver knows, Leonard really is the equal of his father, Elmore. Set like Quiver, in Detroit, Trust Me is a knockout caper comedy, packed with unexpected twists, improbable entanglements, and wry, paint-fresh dialogue you could read all day without getting bored.”

			—The Guardian

			“Leonard is starting to show some real individuality…he’s crafted a pleasantly twisty thriller and a central character who could give Jackie Brown a run for her money….The plot is smooth and Leonard conveys the menace with assured ease. Promising.”

			—Observer

			“Trust Me is about gasping for air. Peter Leonard, like Leonard père, depicts physical violence not so much in terms of sharp pain, and there’s plenty of that to go around, as it is about controlling the flow of the air to the solar plexus. Breathtaking is a reviewer’s cliché. But it is simply the best way to describe the pace of Peter Leonard’s latest offering.”

			—The Washington Times

			“Razor-sharp dialogue and a plot that races like a souped-up Mercury Cruiser; from turbocharged start to explosive finish. Brilliant!”

			—R. J. Ellory, author of A Quiet Belief in Los Angeles

			Praise for Back From The Dead

			“Back From the Dead is a one-sit read; there is no good place to pick up from where you left off. One page flows seemlessly into the next, so quickly that there should be skid marks on the pages on the final quarter of the book. The beginning will hook you, and there are passages that you will underline and write down elsewhere.”

			—BookReporter.com

			“Leonard gets better and better.”—Uncut

			Praise for Voices From the Dead

			“If you haven’t read Leonard before—and you must—this is a great place to start.”

			—The Guardian
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			One

			Diaz sat in the long line of cars waiting to cross the border from Mexicali into Calexico, watching the beggars and the window washers, looking at the high wall that separated Mexico and the United States. When it was his turn, he handed his passport to the Hispanic border agent. 

			When the man asked why he had been in Mexico, Diaz said he was a parts manager working for Volkswagen and had visited the plant in Puebla and then the Hermosillo Assembly and Stamping Plant. Now he was returning home to Virginia to see his family. He drove a Passat with a registration that listed the car as owned by Volkswagen of America on Ferdinand Porsche Drive in Herndon, Virginia, near the nation’s capital. 

			“Mr. Perez,” the border agent said, “welcome home.”

			Diaz drove across the flat green fields of Imperial County that smelled of manure and something else, but he could not decide what it was. He could see migrants in the far distance, bodies bent over, picking vegetables, and a tractor crossing a dry parcel, dust trailing behind it.

			And then he entered El Centro, an ugly little town of auto dealerships, strip malls, and fast food restaurants. With the GPS he found Elm Avenue and the address, a small one-story house surrounded by a chain-link fence, as many of the houses were in this quiet neighborhood inhabited by members of the cartels, by members of the border patrol living with their families, and by members of the US Marshals Service.

			He parked in the driveway, got out, and walked to the front door. Pelon, a fat, oily man he had met on a previous occasion, invited him in and closed the door. “Care for something—agua, cerveza, tequila?”

			Diaz shook his head. The fat man walked across the room and disappeared down a hallway. Diaz glanced at the room, the empty beer bottles, the ashtray on a table next to the couch overflowing with cigarette butts. He heard angry voices and a door slam, and now Pelon was coming toward him carrying a small suitcase.

			Diaz said, “Is there a problem?”

			“My woman,” the fat man said, eyes on the floor, “she can be difficult.”

			“Sure, like any woman, uh?” Now Pelon’s eyes met his and the fat man grinned.

			“My concern, your woman can make trouble for me.”

			Embarrassed, the fat man said, “No, señor, nothing like that. Le aseguro que.”

			“Something happens, you know who I come after.”

			“Todo está bien.”

			The fat man handed the suitcase to him.

			“Open it, let me see.” 

			Pelon laid the suitcase on the couch, unzipped the top, and pulled it back. Diaz glanced at the guns, reached in and picked up the .22 Sport King, felt the weight and balance, ejected the magazine; it was full. He screwed the suppressor on to the end of the barrel and set the .22 in the case. He picked up the SIG Sauer, aimed the red dot laser sight on a lamp across the room, lowered the gun, and put it in the case. There were boxes of cartridges for both guns. There was a roll of duct tape and a set of picks. Everything he had ordered. 

			Diaz zipped the suitcase closed, dug a folded wad of bills out of his trouser pocket, and handed it to the fat man. He carried the suitcase to the car and lifted it into the trunk. He drove east across desert and scrub, a dark line of mountains in the distance, the outside temperature registering 119 degrees. He stopped for gas, tacos, and a Coca Cola in Yuma, a desert town that made El Centro look like a resort.

			Diaz arrived in Tucson at four o’clock and checked in to the Arizona Inn. He changed into a bathing suit, walked to the pool, swam, and lay in the searing afternoon sun, enjoying a Grey Goose and tonic, admiring the lush grounds, the sculpted shrubs and flowers. 

			When the sun was fading over the mountains, Diaz returned to his room, showered, dressed, and drove to El Torero. Luz, the bartender, noticed him when he walked in but didn’t say anything, didn’t acknowledge or welcome him. He sat at the bar and waited for her to come his way, and when she did, she said, “What can I bring you, señor?”

			“You don’t remember me?” Although Luz was married, he had spent the night with her the last time he was passing through. 

			“You remind me of someone, a man who made many promises and has kept none of them.” Her expression was stern as she looked into his eyes. “What do you drink?”

			“Surprise me,” Diaz said, smiling, trying to loosen her, pry her out of this dour mood. Minutes later, Luz placed a lowball glass in front of him. It was red and fizzy and had a cherry floating near the bottom. She watched as he picked up the glass and took a drink. It was something a child would order, and now she broke into a grin.

			A little after two in the morning, Diaz awoke Luz and told her she better go home. This time he promised he would take her with him to a resort in Cabo and on a shopping vacation to Buenos Aires. Luz believed him cause she wanted to. He wondered if he would ever see her again.

			Dressed in black, Diaz drove north to the foothills of the Tucson Mountains. He parked on North Tortolita Street and walked down into the wash, moving on the sandy bottom, camouflaged by saguaro, choya, octillo, and desert trees he could not identify. He heard dogs barking and smelled the javelinas before he saw them—a feral reek that was worse than a skunk. He climbed up the sandy rock-strewn slope and crouched behind a giant saguaro, saw their red eyes glowing in the dark as the herd, at least twenty javelinas, passed by him. 

			Four in the morning, it was still ninety-two degrees, sweat running down his face, blotting the shirt that clung to his shoulders and back. He passed a chicken coop and thought it would be bad to be a chicken in the Arizona desert, wild animals staring at you, licking their chops. 

			A decorative fence wrapped around the back of Frank Tyner’s property. Diaz opened the gate and crossed the pool enclosure to the French doors. He could hear the hum of an air conditioner. He used the picks to unlock the door.

			Inside it was cool and quiet. He went in the kitchen and dried his face and hands with a dish towel, pulled the .22 Sport King from the belt behind his back, and moved toward the bedrooms. 

			Peeking through the open door, Diaz could see the shape of someone in bed, under the covers in the dark room. As he moved closer, he could see Frank Tyner on his back asleep. Diaz shook the man. Tyner opened his eyes, a knowing look on his face, as if Frank had been expecting him, knew he would show up sooner or later. Diaz took a step back, aimed the gun and said, “Plata o plomo.”

			Frank Tyner raised his hands in surrender. “No, it’s a misunderstanding. I can explain.”

			“Señor Rindo say is too late for explanations. Que Dios te ayude.” Now Diaz made the sign of the cross and shot him in the forehead, and again in the chest, and it was over. He made a final check of the room, picked up the casings, and went into the bathroom to relieve himself. He glanced at the tub on the other side of the room, shower curtain pulled all the way open. He did his business and walked out.

			•••

			She was coming out of the bathroom, half asleep, saw a man with a gun approaching the bedroom, ducked back in, moved to the tub, got in on her back, held her breath, and tried not to move—more afraid than she had ever been in her life. She heard what the man said to Frank and heard the pffft sounds of the suppressed rounds being fired. She heard him come into the bathroom, shoes clicking on the tile floor, and listened to him urinating. Her body frozen, heart thumping in her chest, sure he was going to come over and look in the tub.

			She heard the sliding door to the pool squeak as it opened and thud as it closed, got up and went into the bedroom, checked Frank’s pulse. He was dead. She found her purse, grabbed her weapon, and ran out to the street. Down to the right a silver Volkswagen sedan was making a U-turn. She ran toward it but was too far to read the license before the car turned left on El Camino Del Cerro. 

			She had to call this in, but wasn’t sure what to say and needed to think it through. Maybe it would be better to wait, say she’d tried calling Frank for a couple hours and he didn’t pick up. She was worried and stopped by his house. Frank’s wife was out of town. Somebody would have to tell Claire. The main thing was not to panic. 

			•••

			When Diaz walked out the rear gate, the sun was peeking over the Santa Catalinas. He moved quickly to the car, thinking about the contract. He never became involved in the politics of the hit, never questioned who or why. Diaz was paid to do a job and he did it.

			Even with his Catholic upbringing, there was no feeling of contrition for what he had done. He remembered being taught the catechism of the Catholic church—that confession of even venial sins was important. Diaz’s sins were of a more grievous nature. One day he would go to confession. He imagined the dialogue with the priest.

			“Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,” he would begin. 

			And the priest would say, “My son, what do you have to confess?”

			“I have killed many men and even some women, but never a child.”

			“How many are you talking about?”

			Diaz did not know what the final count would be, but estimated the way he was going it would be close to fifty.

			The priest would say, “What did they do to you?”

			Diaz would say, “They did nothing, Father.”

			“Why did you kill them?”

			“I was paid to do it.”

			“Paid to take the lives of other human beings?”

			Diaz saw himself fidgeting, anxious and impatient in the narrow confines of the confessional, waiting to be absolved of his sins through the sacrament of reconciliation, receiving God’s mercy. He would not mention other sins he had committed—venial or mortal—in his adult life. The priest would conclude by asking him to do penance and forgiving him his sins so he would be accepted by God in heaven.

		

	
		
			Two

			We like to hit them before they take their first piss in the morning,” Bobby Torres said. “Man doesn’t have the same fight when you catch him in his underwear.”

			“I don’t know,” Raylan said. “I’ve seen them buck naked, sitting on the toilet with more fight than a pit bull.” 

			They were passing decorative storefronts with signs in Spanish. Bobby turned left on a street named Clark from Vernor, the sun coming up over fields of tall grass, houses scattered here and there—some in decent shape, others leaning left or right, looking like they were going to fall over any minute—and in the distance the skyline of Detroit.

			“Been to any foreign countries lately?”

			Raylan glanced at him.

			“Cause you just drove through two: Lebanon and Mexico.” Bobby grinned. 

			“What was that we just passed?”

			“Mexicantown. Know why they call it that?”

			“I’ll take a wild guess, say that’s where the Mexicans live.”

			“I like your instincts.” Bobby paused. “Town before that with all the signs in Arabic’s Dearborn. We’ve got like three hundred thousand Arabs living in the Motor City.” Bobby Torres pulled over, the nose of the Ford SUV pointing at a Victorian house with a porch in front, maybe a hundred yards down the street. 

			The neighborhood was quiet as Raylan brought binoculars to his eyes, zooming in on the house but not seeing anyone. There was a car in the driveway and two more on the street. 

			Raylan lowered the binoculars, glanced at the wanted poster on the console. Jose Rindo, a tough-looking guy with a shaved head and a square jaw, resembled someone he’d seen fight in the Octagon, the UFC.

			Name: Jose Cardenas Rindo 

			Race: White or Hispanic 

			Gender: Male

			Hair Color: Black

			Eye Color: Brown

			Height: 5’ 10”

			Weight: 165

			DOB: July 19, 1985

			Names/Aliases: Pepe, Snow, Snowman

			Scars/Marks/Tattoos:

			Tattoo: Back—Grim Reaper

			Tattoo: Right Forearm—Skull

			Tattoo: Right Bicep—Praying Hands

			Tattoo: Chest—Dragon

			Tattoo: Left Forearm—Ant Dog

			Tattoo: Left Bicep—Get It Bitch

			Tattoo: Left Calf—Pitbull

			Tattoo: Right Calf—Cross with Wings

			Tattoo: Right Hand—Tribal Design

			Scar: Left Shoulder—Knife Wound

			Scar: Right Shoulder—Gunshot Wound 

			Rindo, a known narcotics trafficker, was wanted in connection with three drug-related murders. They’d seen one the night before. Detroit Police Homicide had found the body of DeShonte Moore, a rival dealer. Dude’s street name was “Money,” also answered to “Boo Money.” 

			The crime scene was behind an abandoned factory, yellow tape slung between two Detroit Police cruisers, marked units, lights flashing. Raylan smelled the body before he got out of the car, burned meat and sulfur, and now it was in his nostrils and on his clothes. He and Bobby approached the group standing there: uniformed cops, homicide detectives, and an evidence tech shooting photographs—different angles of the man, what was left of him, charred beyond recognition, a red gas can on its side a few yards from the body. 

			Bobby Torres pointed at a shell casing in the dirt. “Looks like DeShonte was shot first. One in the head the brothers call the Fo’ sho.”

			Some distance away was a tricked-out Jag with a personalized plate: Money.

			“This is what happens,” Bobby said. “Someone doesn’t know what the fuck they’re doing, tries to set up shop in Mr. Rindo’s hood. Now you see why he’s top fifteen.”

			 Bobby picked up the radio handset. “Paco on the eye. No sign of S-1. Grab a slab, let’s give it a few.”

			Raylan said, “How do you know he’s in there?”

			“One of his exes had Rindo’s kid, dude says it wasn’t his, dumped her, she’s pissed off, gonna show him. You can see it from the woman’s point of view, can’t you?”

			“I can see it from his, too.”

			“You don’t like women?”

			“Sure I do. Married the wrong one when I was young. Now, finally, I think I know what I’m doing. It only took twenty years.”

			“Here’s the best: Rindo’s seeing his ex’s BFF, girl named Heather Lopez. How you think that went over?”

			“I’ve gotta believe that’s why we’re here. The ex tell you who’s in the house with him?”

			“She didn’t know for sure, but Rindo has drugs and money, so there are always pegote, man, the crew hanging out.” Bobby paused. “I been meaning to ask: someone your age, what’re you doing in Detroit?”

			“Churning, but it’s a long story. I’ll tell you sometime. Anything else you want to know?”

			“Yeah, what’s with the hat?”

			Raylan shrugged.

			“Think you’re in the old west or something? Guys don’t wear hats like that in Detroit less they’re going to a rodeo or a costume party. Though I hear you’re a cowboy, like to pull your gun, uh?”

			“Isn’t that what they’re paying us to do?” 

			Bobby picked up the binoculars but hesitated before bringing them to his eyes. “Man, I don’t know how you did things in Kentucky, but here you don’t want to call attention to yourself cause that also calls attention to me and the other members of the team. You understand?”

			Raylan took off the Stetson, reached behind him and placed it on the back seat next to Bobby Torres’s Remington 870, and combed his damp hair back with his fingers. Straight ahead past the house he could see an F-150 parked at the end of the street, James Thomas Proctor, a young hotshot from College Station, Texas, everyone called “Jim Tom,” behind the wheel.

			In the side mirror, Raylan could see Calvin Rice, known as “Street,” a low-key black dude in an old Pontiac Bonneville, and somewhere out of sight but close by was a girl deputy marshal, Jill Conlon, who looked about eighteen, and was called “Boom Boom” due to her proficiency with a tactical shotgun.

			“Okay,” Bobby said, “Ready?”

			Raylan nodded. It was 6:42 a.m, the clock on the dash was five minutes slow. 

			“Want the shotgun?”

			Raylan shook his head. “I’ll stay with this.” He put his hand on the grip of the Glock holstered at his waist.

			“I seen you got three hundred on the test.”

			“I do okay.”

			“Okay? You know how many score that high?”

			Raylan shook his head. “I used to teach care and use of firearms at the academy.”

			“Why’d you get kicked out?” 

			“My supervisor was an asshole.” 

			“What’d he do?”

			“Made it difficult to do my job.”

			“So you took his weapon and cuffed him to the steering wheel of his G-ride?” 

			“Disciplinary board said I have authority issues.”

			“I bet they did. Wasn’t the first time.” 

			“Art, my old chief, went to bat for me. Board said, ‘Okay, we got an opening in Detroit.’ Not exactly where I wanted to end my career. That answer your earlier question?” Raylan reached in the back seat for the heavy vest.

			“How you like it so far?”

			“Reminds me of photos I’ve seen of Raqqa.”

			“Where’s that at?”

			“Syria. There’s a war going on in case you didn’t know. Parts of Detroit look like they’ve been bombed.”

			“It grows on you.” Bobby paused. “Listen, you have a problem with something, tell me about it, okay?”

			Raylan opened the door, stepped out of the car, slipped the UAV over his head, and adjusted the straps. When he got back in, Bobby had the AR-15 across his lap and the radio in his hand. “All right,” Bobby said, “let’s go get him up.” 

			•••

			Jose Rindo heard something, opened his eyes, and saw the early morning light around the edges of the window where the blinds didn’t cover all the way. Heather was asleep next to him, her caramel shoulder sticking out of the covers. He picked the nine up off the table next to the bed, moved to the window, opened the slats, and saw armed police moving toward the house. Jesus.

			One thing Jose knew for sure, he wasn’t going back to prison. As he was dressing, Heather turned in the bed, saw the gun in his hand, and said, “What’s going on?”

			He looked out the side window and saw two police with shotguns moving along the side of the house—now thinking they probably had him surrounded. Heather was sitting on the bed naked, long black hair and little tits, rubbing her eyes. 

			“Tell me what’s happening.”

			“Is the police. Stay here.”

			Jose moved along the hall to the second bedroom, opened the door. Albano, in bed but awake, was staring at the nine in his hand. Jose brought his finger to his mouth. “Police,” he whispered. “Get the alphabets, man.” 

			In the third bedroom he woke Luis, whose face reminded him of a young Roberto Durán.

			And now they stood at the top of the stairs, Albano and Luis dressed and holding AK-47s, looking like Arab terrorists he had seen in the newspapers, the guns with their banana clips unmistakable. Rindo pointed down the stairs and in a quiet voice said, “Buscalos.”

			He went into the room. Heather still sitting on the side of the bed, said, “I am afraid.” Now she stood, moved to him and put her arms around him.

			Jose said, “There is no need to be. The police are here for me not you,” all the while thinking the shooting would begin anytime. On cue he heard a voice say, “US Marshals,” and then a loud burst of gunfire.

			•••

			Raylan watched them come down the stairs holding AK-47 assault rifles with their curved magazines. They were young and inexperienced, doing it all wrong, moving across the open floor. Neither appeared to be Jose Rindo.

			Raylan said, “Put your guns on the floor, you’ll live to tell about this.” Instead they aimed at him, and Raylan shot the tall one, who fell, finger on the trigger, firing a wild burst into the hardwood. The second man ran for the kitchen and Raylan shot him in the leg and he went down howling in pain. Raylan walked over, crouched, cuffed him, and picked up the assault rifles.

			•••

			Jose knew it wasn’t possible to shoot his way out of this, that he’d have to think of something else. When the firing stopped he brought her down the stairs, saw Albano dead on the floor, and the two police. He was behind Heather, his arm around her neck, the barrel of the nine pressed against her temple. The dark-skinned police, who looked like one of them, said, “US Marshals, put your weapon on the deck and release the girl.”

			“Not the way is going to happen,” Rindo said. “Put yours down or I kill her.”

			“Please do what he says,” the girl said, “I don’t want to die.”

			It wasn’t the dark-skinned marshal that concerned him. It was the other one. A tense situation and the man was relaxed as though it did not matter what happened. Now the crazy marshal said, “Listen, you can go out of here on your feet or on your back, but you’re not taking the girl.” He raised his gun, pointing it at Jose. “I know what you’re thinking. Can you pull the trigger before I do?”

			“Take it easy,” the dark-skinned marshal said. “No one is gonna get shot. We’re gonna do this peacefully.”

			“That’s up to him,” the crazy one said.

			“Please,” Heather said, “I have nothing to do with this.” She was crying.

			“Then what’re you doing here?” the crazy one said. “How do we know you’re not involved, part of the gang?

			“I spend the night. I don’t do drugs, I don’t sell them.”

			Rindo pulled Heather closer to him backing across the room toward the kitchen. He could smell sweat from his body and perfume from hers. He could see Luis handcuffed on the floor. 

			“One more step it’ll be your last,” the crazy one said, speaking hard words in his quiet tone.

			Jose believed him, knew it was over or his life would be. He dropped the nine on the wood floor, let go of Heather, and put his hands in the air. The crazy marshal came over and jerked his arms behind his back and cuffed him. Jose made eye contact with him. “I see you again, uh?”

			“I doubt it, less it’s in a courtroom.”

			“I think it will happen.

			“You better hope not. Next time you won’t be this lucky.” 

			“No, I’m going to repay you. Count on it.” 

			•••

			Albano Cruz was taken to the morgue, Luis Ramirez to the hospital, Jose Rindo to the Wayne County Jail, and Heather Lopez to the police station for questioning. 

			Standing on the porch, Raylan said, “There you are, a three-for-one special.”

			Bobby Torres said, “Tell me you weren’t really going to shoot him.”

			“It was up to Rindo. I don’t draw my gun less I’m gonna use it.” Raylan fixed his attention on a group of neighbors, watching them across the street, young black dudes, shorts hanging low on their skinny hips—hamming and shuck-a-lucking—as a black Crown Vic pulled up in front of the house. 

			A petite Latina and a big corn-fed linebacker got out and walked up the front steps. Raylan knew they were FBI before they identified themselves. 

			Special Agent Nora Sanchez said, “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You know how long we’ve had this fugitive under surveillance?”

			“How long?” Raylan said.

			Special Agent Sanchez said, “Deputy, do you think this is funny?”

			“You must’ve misread something in my expression. No, we take our work serious.” 

			“Jose Rindo is wanted in connection with the murder of Special Agent Frank Tyner. We’ve been after this man for six months. Ever hear of Deconfliction, the Watch Center? Why didn’t you call it in?”

			She was a feisty little thing. Raylan was surprised the big guy didn’t say anything, letting her run the show.

			Nora Sanchez said, “Who’s the bonehead in charge?”

			“He is,” Raylan said, nodding at Bobby.

			“I’ll be talking to your chief about this.”

			Raylan said, “What’re you getting so worked up about? We’ve got Jose Rindo, a major drug trafficker with several murder warrants against him, in custody. When we’re done with him, he’s all yours.”

			“And who are you?”

			“Deputy US Marshal Raylan Givens.” 

			She took out a small spiral notebook and wrote something—probably his name. 

			On his way back to the office, Raylan said, “That hot little FBI number wouldn’t be so bad you pulled the stick out of her ass. What do you think’s gonna happen?”

			•••

			It was hot in the cell Jose shared with Rocky Castro, a gangbanger trying to act tough—tats on his arm, the outline of a star with the number five in it and the letters LC that stood for Latin Counts. He’d been arrested for carrying a knife and a little weed but said he was bonding out in a couple days, and hearing that gave Rindo an idea. “Hey, look at me, man. Know who I am?”

			Dumb gangbanger, still playing, said, “No, who are you?”

			“The one’s going to make you rich. Money, cars, women, anything you want.”

			“What do I have to do?”

			“Give me your bracelet, we switch.”

			“You crazy? I be out in two days.” Rocky Castro glanced at the narrow window that had a view of Ford Field. “What they get you for?”

			“Being in the wrong place at the wrong time.” Rindo cracked his knuckles. “A million dollars. Tell the guards you were afraid. I threatened you. They won’t do nothing to you, and you be rich.”

			“When do I get the money?”

			“When you get out.”

			“How do I know you do it?”

			“I’m telling you, giving my word as a man.”

			“Your word as a man. What else you gonna give it as, a bitch?”

			Jose wanted to fuck him up, kick his little squat ass, but he could see the dude was interested, just holding back cause his little brain couldn’t quite get around the idea. “I wire twenty-five thousand to your bank account, show you I’m serious.”

			“You think I have a fucking bank account?”

			“I have cash delivered to your mamacita, or your homie, man, whatever.”

			“How you know it will work?”

			“Don’t worry.”

			Rocky Castro grinned, probably picturing the money, a pile on a bed the way you see it in movies, covering himself and laughing. But then he saw something else and the grin faded. “Man, I don’t know. I got to think about it.”

			“Listen, you don’t want to do it, no problem. I find someone else. Is okay, I thought you had it going on. Dudes be standing in line for this.” It was a good move. Let the pendejo think he had the money, already spending it, and then take it away.

			Two days later, Rindo walked out of the Wayne County Jail wearing Rocky Castro’s bracelet and clothes: red warm-up, black cap. Caroline pulled up in the Benz, lowered her sunglasses, looked at him with big blue eyes, said, “Really?” 

			Rindo got in the car. 

			“I give up, who you supposed to be?”

			“Rocky Castro, gangbanger with the Latin Counts.”

			Caroline smiled now. “They could use some help with their outfits. That’s the worst use of three-color I’ve ever seen.” She rubbed his thigh. “What do you want to do? Although I have a pretty good idea.”

			“First, tell me what you know.”

			“Albano is dead. Luis, shot in the leg, is in the county lockup. The one who did it is Deputy US Marshal Raylan Givens. Lives in an apartment building in Royal Oak. What you gonna do?”

			“What do you think?” 

		

	
		
			Three

			Got a call from an extremely pissed off Special Agent Sanchez of the FBI,” Chief Wayne Broyles said. “I understand you’re acquainted with her.” He picked up the coffee mug from his desk and took a sip, put it down, glanced at Bobby and then Raylan. “She says they’ve been after this fugitive, Jose Rindo, for six months. Evidently murdered or hired a contractor to take out one of their agents. Now you want to tell me what the hell happened? Why didn’t you call it in?”

			Raylan said, “It was spur of the moment, a chance to grab Rindo while he was sleeping, minimize the risks.” 

			“You didn’t know the FBI was after him?” Chief Broyles said, directing the question at Bobby Torres.

			“We knew,” Bobby said, “but...”

			“You know how this goes. We don’t follow the rules, it ruffles feathers up the food chain,” Chief Broyles said. “They keep score, we all know that, but we’ve got to work with them, so let’s try to get along.” The chief grinned. “Who owns the house, the girl?” 

			“Sonora Management,” Bobby said. “My guess, it’s Rindo’s.”

			•••

			Two days later, Bobby Torres said, “Jose Rindo walked out of county jail Thursday morning.” 

			Raylan, at his desk in the bullpen, said, “Yeah, right.”

			“I’m serious, man.” Bobby told him about how Rindo and Rocky Castro, this dumbass gangbanger, switched bracelets. Rindo bonded out. “Did the same thing in Tucson, Arizona.”

			“You’re telling me the deputies at county knew this and let it happen again?”

			“That’s what I’m telling you.”

			“They don’t make sure they’ve got the right guy?” Raylan couldn’t believe it. “Well, you seem to know Rindo’s tendencies better than most, so where’d he go, where’s he at?”

			“How do I know? Dude’s mother lives in Mexicantown. According to tower records, she’s been talking to someone in Toledo. Why don’t we stop by, introduce ourselves?”

			Twenty minutes later, they were on Twenty-Fifth Street in an industrial area, Raylan staring at a corrugated fence covered in graffiti, Spanish words he didn’t know and symbols he’d never seen before.

			Bobby said, “It’s the gangs tagging and such, showing their colors. You see the outline of a star with the number five inside the shape, and a big LC? That’s the Latin Counts. See the thirteen? That’s the Sureños. The Counts and Sureños don’t get along.”

			Bobby drove like it was his first time behind the wheel, glancing at the laptop, going too fast, or too slow, passing inches from parked cars. His cell phone rang. He answered saying, “What you got?” listened, and said, “Uh-huh, okay,” and disconnected. “The mother just got another call from Toledo. That’s eight in the past couple days.”

			“You think it’s Rindo, boy misses his mom?”

			Bobby shrugged.

			“Why don’t you call the number,” Raylan said, “see who answers?”

			“What do you do, pretend you’re selling something? ‘Hey, we’re having a special on window cleaning, save twenty percent’—something like that?”

			“Or you say, ‘Hey, man, I know where you’re at, and I’m coming to get you.’”

			“That how you did it in Kentucky?”

			Raylan glanced out the window at two teenage bangers getting into a Chevy lowrider parked on the street. “You send a BOLO on Rindo to the marshals in Toledo and the PD?”

			“I’m a step ahead of you, bro.” Bobby made a left turn on a side street and stopped in front of a clapboard house that looked freshly painted and had a garden full of flowers, the Rindo residence standing out, looking good in this neighborhood of abandoned, dilapidated homes, a shiny, brand-new Cadillac in the driveway. 

			Raylan said, “What’s this woman do, she can afford a car like that?”

			“Has a son traffics heroin.”

			Bobby knocked on the door. A woman’s voice on the other side, heavy barrio accent, said, “What you want?”

			“US Marshals, we need to speak to Maribel Rindo.”

			Raylan saw the woman looking out the window at them and then heard a deadbolt retract and the door opened. Mrs. Rindo was short and plump with dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and a scowl on her face, but still pretty in her late forties. 

			Bobby said, “Can we come in and talk?”

			“You can talk from there.”

			“Do you know where Jose is?” Bobby said.

			“No tengo ni idea.”

			“Está en la casa?”

			“No, no lo he visto durante algún tiempo.”

			“She says he isn’t in the house and she hasn’t seen him for some time,” Bobby said to Raylan. “But you talked to him on the phone,” he said to Mrs. Rindo. 

			“Pepe call on my birthday.”

			“When was that?”

			“Two days ago.”

			Raylan said, “Mrs. Rindo, who do you know that lives in Toledo, Ohio’s been calling you? It’s Jose, isn’t it?”

			Mrs. Rindo said, “No lo entiendo.”

			Bobby Torres glanced at Raylan. “Says she doesn’t understand.” He fixed his gaze on Mrs. Rindo.“Quien le ha estado llamando de Toledo, Ohio?”

			Mrs. Rindo shook her head. “No conozco a nadie en Toledo.”

			“Says she don’t know anyone in Toledo. Anything else you want me to ask?”

			“Does she know the penalty for aiding and abetting a fugitive?”

			Bobby said, “Sabes la pena por ayudar e instigar a un fugitivo.”

			“No lo ayudaba.”

			“Okay, we can go,” Bobby said. 

			Walking to the car, Raylan said, “Isn’t that nice. Boy’s on the run, a fugitive from justice, but doesn’t forget his mom’s birthday.” He paused. “What was the last thing Mrs. Rindo said?”

			“She hasn’t helped him.”

			“She knows where he is, doesn’t tell us, it’s about the same thing, isn’t it?”

			“You want to arrest her? Cause I was hoping we’d go after Leon Harris.”

			•••

			Bobby Torres was chewing a bite of sandwich as he brought the binoculars to his eyes and, still chewing, said, “Somebody’s in there, I can see him.”

			“What’s he doing?”

			“Looking out the window at us. Knows all the cars on the street. Sees one he doesn’t recognize, gets paranoid. Leon Harris has two warrants for attempted murder. Last week the PD said Leon shot at his brother five times after a verbal altercation outside Cliff Bell’s, a nightclub over by Comerica Park.”

			Raylan said, “Good thing for the brother, Leon doesn’t know how to shoot.”

			They were parked on Westphalia in East Detroit, one of the worst precincts in the city, doing surveillance on Leon Harris’s girlfriend’s residence. Raylan studied Leon’s face on the wanted poster, a black dude with an Afro and big diamond studs in his ears, reminding him of earrings his ex Winona used to wear. They looked better on her. 

			Bobby took another bite of his sandwich that had a strange smell.

			“What is that? Raylan said.

			“Chorizo and peppers, want the other half?”

			“I’m good.”

			“Last night, Lakisha Bell, Leon’s lady, came home in a taxi, went in the house, said she was gonna get money, be right back, and never returned. The cab driver waited and after a time went and knocked on the door. The driver and Leon got into argument. Leon shoots the
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