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			Chapter 1

			SARAH Glazer raised the binoculars to her eyes and followed the movements of the young man and his dog walking down the street. He’d moved in as the third housemate in the fourth-floor apartment at 56 Louis Marshall Street a week ago, and every night since, at 12:45, he went out to walk his dog. He made his way back and forth along the block between De Haas and Brandeis until the dog had done its business, and then picked up the poo with a plastic bag. But yesterday she noticed that he didn’t clean up after the dog. She’d focused on the man’s face, waiting to see if it registered surprise at the absence of a bag, annoyance with himself for having forgotten it, or at least a modicum of embarrassment, but his expression remained blank. He continued on his way as if nothing out of the ordinary had happened. He didn’t seem to be bothered by the fact that the dog poo was still lying there on the sidewalk. Despite her conviction that such behavior was barbaric, a sign of the moral decline of the country’s younger generation, she had decided not to do anything about it for the moment. Everyone is entitled to one mistake. So now she was waiting anxiously to see what he would do tonight. If he didn’t clean up after the dog again, she would no longer remain silent. Tomorrow, first thing in the morning, she’d send a strongly worded complaint to the city, anonymously, of course.

			The dog stopped. She adjusted the binoculars. She’d bought them on the Internet a month ago, paying more than ten thousand shekels for what the company website guaranteed was “the latest technology.” But as a woman who always kept an eye on the street, who made sure she was aware of everything going on in the neighborhood, she couldn’t resist. She told no one about her purchase as she waited impatiently for the package to arrive. A few days later it did. Inside was a shiny new pair of binoculars with the finest lenses and a special button. When she pressed it she could see almost as well at night as she could in broad daylight.

			Her oldest grandson had come to visit two days ago and asked if she used the computer he’d bought her for her birthday, if she remembered what he’d taught her about how to use the Internet. She almost told him about the lovely present she had got herself with all those impressive features. But she changed her mind at the last minute. She knew tongues would start wagging in the family, and she’d have to explain why, at the age of eighty-two, she had decided to buy binoculars, of all things, and such expensive ones to boot. She and Sefi, may he rest in peace, had always lived frugally, saving their money “for the children.” Squandering it like this would undoubtedly raise an eyebrow or two among her children and give her two daughters-in-law good reason to mutter behind her back. And so she held her tongue. It was better they didn’t know. She deserved to pamper herself now and then. And at her age she had the right to a few secrets.

			The man from the fourth floor at 56 Louis Marshall Street bent down and picked up the dog poo with a bag. Yesterday had apparently been an isolated incident. But maybe not. Just to be on the safe side, she’d continue to keep an eye on him. With things like this, you had to keep your finger on the pulse.

			She lowered the binoculars to her lap and yawned. She had to admit to herself that she was a little disappointed he’d cleaned up after the dog. In her head she’d already started phrasing the letter she’d write to the city about the shamelessness of the younger generation, the lack of consideration and basic human decency in the world today. This never used to happen. In the old days, everybody knew everybody. People would not have allowed themselves to behave that way. This was a neighborhood built for the workers of the Tel Aviv harbor. They were all Socialists. The four-story-high row houses, nicknamed “railroad cars,” were assigned by lottery. They were all small and identical, but the tenants cared for them. They invested money and effort in the neighborhood. It was always clean and tidy, and on holidays, they would go down to plant flowers in the garden with the kids. Today, all the new tenants were well off, or the children of people with money. Sure, inside it’s beautiful, but outside? Ha! Nobody cared anymore, to say nothing of planting gardens. That’s why this guy didn’t care about the mess his dog made.

			She got up from the chair slowly. Lately, she found her head would spin for a few minutes if she stood up too quickly. She looked over at the second floor of 54 Louis Marshall Street. The apartment was dark. The day before yesterday she’d seen the couple arguing, and the man hadn’t been home since. Every night the woman sat crying at the kitchen table. Her heart went out to them, especially that nice lady who always greeted her with a broad smile when they passed each other in the street.

			She dragged herself through the apartment to the bathroom. Dr. Shaham had instructed her to take Nurofen four times a day for her arthritis, and like a good soldier, she always followed doctor’s orders. That was why she’d been forcing herself to stay up until one o’clock the last few days. She took the first pill at seven in the morning when she got up, the second at one in the afternoon with her lunch, the third at seven in the evening, an hour before the news, and the fourth at one at night. If it weren’t for that fourth pill, she’d go to bed at ten, just as she and Sefi had done every night for the past twenty years. Her daughter, Ruthie, had suggested she set the alarm, but she didn’t trust clocks. And what did Ruthie know about pain anyway?

			She placed the pill on her tongue and washed it down with a sip of water. Suddenly, she stopped what she was doing and straightened up. A noise was coming from outside. Something was moving around in the yard. It must be the cats, she thought. She went downstairs every morning to give them milk and brought them bones at lunchtime. They were probably fighting again, too, she thought gloomily, shaking her head. She raised the binoculars to her eyes and pressed the night-vision button.

			For a moment she thought she was imagining things. But it wasn’t her imagination. It wasn’t cats she heard down there; it was people, two of them. A man and a woman. Like animals, she muttered to herself. Why “like”? They were animals. She grimaced in disgust. The man had a large tattoo on his arm, maybe a dragon, which only added to her repulsion. Barbarians and thugs were everywhere these days. Even in her own neighborhood. It was utterly repugnant. Nevertheless, she kept her eyes glued to the binoculars, unable to look away.

			What she was looking at wasn’t immediately clear to her. Her mind didn’t work as quickly as it used to. It took a while for all the details to come together in her head to form a coherent picture. And then all at once she realized: they weren’t lovers. The man was raping the woman right before her eyes, in the yard of the building she had lived in for more than forty years, just a few feet from the Indian ficus tree that her Sefi planted when they moved in. One hand was over the girl’s mouth and the other was holding a knife to her throat. His buttocks rose and fell rapidly, beating at her in a monotonous rhythm. She understood now that the howling she’d heard before hadn’t come from the cats.

			Her skin bristled. She could almost feel the weight of the rapist bearing down on her, pressing on her windpipe and preventing her from breathing. She wanted to do something, to scream, to run to the phone and call the police, to help the poor girl lying there in the yard. But she did none of those things. She only stood by the window, frozen, paralyzed by fear.

			All of a sudden the man stopped and twisted his head around, staring in her direction. Quickly, she took a few steps back, moving deeper into the apartment, letting her figure be swallowed up in the darkness. A chill ran through her body. If she called the police now and they caught him, he or his gangster friends would come back to settle the score with her. They weren’t the kind of people you ought to mess with. There was no compassion in the underworld they lived in. Certainly not for a woman her age. What would she do if they showed up at her door? She was too old, too frail for such things.

			No. She had to play it smart. Keep out of it.

			She went into the bedroom and opened the top drawer of the nightstand with a trembling hand. Her heart was racing. She took out the nitroglycerin pills Dr. Shaham had prescribed for her heart, placed one under her tongue, and got into bed, the binoculars still around her neck. Everyone is entitled to one mistake. Besides, maybe someone else heard them, she thought, trying to comfort herself as sleep gathered her up in its arms. A lot of people live here. People who are younger and stronger than me.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 2

			ADI Regev was on top of the world. Her light dress danced around her legs in the warm air. She’d just left the pub near her house where she’d been out with the girls from yoga class. They had drinks (too many), chatted (about nothing), gossiped a little (a little too much), and told each other date-from-hell stories that made them double up with laughter. And if that wasn’t enough, a guy who looked great even though he was wearing a suit, which to her mind wasn’t the way to go, exchanged glances with her when she went to the ladies’ room, and just before they left, he came over to her, introduced himself as Kobi, and asked for her phone number. Hers! Not Efrat’s or Michal’s, who looked sensational, but hers. He had a nice voice, a cute smile, and, best of all, she could see the envy on Michal’s face.

			She loved Tel Aviv, its fast pace, all it had to offer, especially the old northern part where she lived, because even though it was close to the center of town, it still felt like a real community. She especially liked Saturday mornings, when all the young people her age crowded the coffee shops or rode their bikes to the park. When she moved out of her parents’ house in Hadera to Tel Aviv two years earlier, she was afraid of being lonely in the big city, or even worse, that everyone would think she was provincial. But she found she had nothing to fear. She had tons of friends, and went out almost every night. She was working her ass off, slaving overtime as a secretary in an accountant’s office in the Azrieli Towers, but she was enjoying every minute and didn’t have to account to anyone for anything. Her parents (particularly her father) weren’t happy about it. They wanted her to go to college, to do something with her life, to be like her big brother, who studied engineering at the Technion, or like the rest of her friends from high school, who were buried under a pile of books cramming for some exam. Meanwhile, she managed to put it out of her mind and ignore their aspirations for her. It wasn’t easy, especially because they were still paying her rent. But she was making a determined effort to revel in her freedom.

			She walked toward the door of her building, humming to herself. The alcohol in her bloodstream made her feel even more upbeat and lighthearted. Thursday night—a weekend of fun awaited her. Something might even come out of that encounter with Kobi at the pub.

			A sound from behind the hedge broke the silence of the night, giving her a fright. It’s just cats, she reassured herself, the ones that flaky old lady in the next building is always feeding.

			“Do you live here?” she heard a man behind her ask politely.

			She spun around, looking for the source of the voice.

			A tall, thin man stepped out from behind the darkness of the thorny bushes. He had on a baseball cap and sunglasses. Sunglasses? In the middle of the night? Her body tensed up.

			“You startled me,” she mumbled, moving back.

			He came closer, but she couldn’t make out his face under the shadow cast by the brim of his cap.

			“Hold on a minute, sweetheart. I just want to ask you something. Where’re you going?” he said genially. Too genially. Her instincts were telling her it was time to run, but she just froze where she was, like a deer in the headlights.

			“Good. That’s much better.” He moved toward her, reducing the distance between them. “Don’t be scared. I just want to ask you something, that’s all.”

			The words were soothing, but his voice made her nervous. There was something taunting about it, a trace of contempt.

			“Sorry ... I’m late,” she answered, her voice trembling despite her efforts to keep it steady. She turned her back on him and started to draw away.

			An arm pinned her around the neck, making it hard for her to breathe. A hand clutched at her long hair close to the roots, hurting her. She fell hard to the ground, landing on her side. He dragged her by the hair behind the tall hedge, her face scraping through the dirt. She kicked at him, trying to make him stop, to free herself from his grasp and get her hand into her purse where she kept the canister of pepper spray she took with her everywhere. But he was too strong.

			He sat on her, grabbed her by the throat, and tightened his grip, bringing his face close to hers. He reeked of a mixture of alcohol, sweat, and aftershave, and it made her sick to her stomach. “Scream and you’re dead,” he hissed.

			He loosened his hold on her just a little. She tried to get up, to shout, but he reacted instantly, pushing her head sharply to the ground and covering her mouth. Now she could see he had a serrated knife in the other hand. “Don’t play games with me. I mean it. One move and you’re dead,” he warned, passing the cold steel along her cheek until the tip of the blade was against her neck. He pricked her under the chin.

			It stung.

			“Do we understand each other?” he asked, pushing the knife deeper into her flesh.

			She tried to look away, but he grabbed her jaw and turned her face to him. There was a taste of sand and salt in her mouth.

			“Do we understand each other,” he repeated, “or am I gonna have to rip you apart with this knife?”

			She tried to say she understood, to nod, but no sound came out and she couldn’t move a muscle. It was just like the time she was sixteen, in the car with her mother, when she watched her drive straight into another vehicle. She tried to scream then too, to shout at her to stop, to keep her eyes on the road, but the words wouldn’t come out of her mouth.

			“You hear me, bitch? You wanna die today?” he said, jerking her head back and forth.

			The shaking released her from the state of paralysis. She nodded.

			“That’s better. You got nowhere to run, right? You gonna be a good girl and behave nice?” he said hoarsely.

			As she nodded again, the puke rose in her throat, nearly choking her.

			“If you don’t wanna die, you gotta beg for your life,” he said, removing his hand from over her mouth. Tears were running down her cheeks.

			“Beg,” he spat angrily, leaning on the knife again.

			“Don’t, please, no, let me go ... just ... let me go ...” She was crying so hard she could barely speak.

			“More!” he commanded.

			“Please! No, please! I’ll do whatever you want ... just don’t hurt me ...” Her face was wet with tears.

			Rising slightly, he pulled up her dress, tore off her panties, and hunched over her, pushing her legs apart with his knee.

			“Beg or you’re dead,” he repeated. His face was only a few inches from hers. She could feel his hot breath on her cheek.

			“I’m begging you ...,” she began, and then fell silent as another wave of nausea washed over her when she felt his penis tear into her, hurting her deep inside.

			“More! Beg!” he commanded again, slapping her across the face.

			“Please stop ... no ... please ... don’t ... ,” she stuttered as he thrust himself into her again and again, his movements violent and painful.

			“More,” he whispered in her ear, slapping her again. She shuddered in revulsion.

			THE boiling hot water scalded her skin and made the cuts burn, but she ignored the pain. She had to scour herself clean, to cleanse her body of the filth, to rid it of the odor he had left on her. She scrubbed herself meticulously, making sure to reach every single spot, not to miss an inch of skin anywhere. Then she did it again. And again. And again.

			SHE couldn’t tell how long it lasted. Maybe forever. She prayed for it to stop, to be over, but time seemed to stand still. She lay there under him, choked by her tears, begging, while he hammered at her. Again. And again. And again.

			Finally, he got off, pulled up his pants, and disappeared, leaving her lying on the ground. As soon as she was sure he wasn’t coming back, she started to puke. She retched until her throat hurt.

			Why hadn’t she followed her instincts? She’d heard the noise behind the hedge, so how could she have let herself walk into a trap? Why didn’t she scream when he took his hand off her mouth, when she had the chance? She’d read somewhere that rapists choose their victims carefully. What had she done to make him choose her?

			She lay there for a long time, the tears flowing down her face. The sour odor of puke burned her nose. The cut on her chin was bleeding. She knew she should cry out for help, run away, but she felt too weak to move, numb, still under his control. Finally she pulled herself up and made her way slowly toward the door of her building and into her apartment.

			THE shower kept on running, the water washing over her, scalding her skin. She sat hunched up in the corner, sobbing and shaking, still feeling him on top of her, inside her.

			HER cell phone beeped with a text message from Kobi, the guy she’d met at the pub. “Want to get together?” he’d written, adding a smiley face. He’d already called earlier in the day. She didn’t answer the phone. She didn’t answer any of the other calls she got that weekend either. She spent the whole time in bed, sleeping, staring into space, sobbing, blaming herself—why hadn’t she said she had her period, that she was pregnant, that she had a disease? Why hadn’t she tried to talk him out of it? She only got out of bed to change the Band-Aid she’d put on the cut on her chin and to scrub herself raw, again and again. She took care not to catch sight of her face in the mirror, not to see what he’d done to her.

			She stared at the phone. What could she say to him, to Kobi? That she was sorry but it was hard for her to go out at the moment because she kept bursting into tears? That even the thought that he might touch her made her sick?

			Yesterday afternoon she’d decided that she would put it behind her, get over it, get on with her life. She’d even managed to get out of bed with a burst of energy, to convince herself it was possible. But a minute later she’d collapsed back onto the sheets, wrapping herself in the blanket. What if he’d infected her with something? Gotten her pregnant?

			With trembling fingers she texted Kobi that she was sorry but it wouldn’t work out; it’s not you, it’s me. He responded immediately with a sad face. Again she burst out crying. Then she fell asleep, exhausted.

			THE cell phone woke her up. It was her parents. It was the fifth time they’d called and she didn’t answer. The day before she’d texted them that she wouldn’t be coming home for Friday-night dinner as usual. She decided not to tell them. She didn’t want to upset them. And, besides, she knew if they saw her like this, they’d insist on taking her to the hospital and going to the police. She wasn’t ready. She wanted to be left alone, to lick her wounds in solitude, not to be surrounded by cops questioning her and doctors poking at her body.

			Her parents rang again. She cut off the call and set the phone to silent mode.

			AT first she thought it was part of a dream. But she wasn’t dreaming. Someone was really knocking on the door. Insistently. Gently to start with, and then harder. She shook in terror. Had he come back?

			She looked at the clock. Ten thirty. Saturday night.

			Who could it be?

			She stayed huddled in bed, petrified, afraid to move. Maybe he’d give up and go away, leave her alone. All she wanted was to be left alone.

			But the knocking didn’t stop. It just got louder and more emphatic. What would she do if he broke down the door?

			She heard someone call her name. She tried to focus, to force herself to listen.

			She wasn’t mistaken. She recognized the voice.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 3

			AMIT Giladi looked over the titles of the latest porn films uploaded onto his favorite site. From time to time he clicked on one that caught his interest, but it didn’t take more than a minute before he stopped the film and began trawling for another one. He was finding it hard to concentrate. He kept glancing over at the cell phone sitting on his desk, waiting impatiently for it to ring. His source—he had secretly dubbed him “Deep Throat” in homage to the two investigative reporters who were his idols—had promised to call that night and tell him where he was leaving the envelope.

			He hadn’t yet told anyone about their conversations. The story, if he could prove it, would be his and his alone. He’d been covering crime and education for the local Tel Aviv paper for seven and a half months. They’d stuck him with education a month and a half ago after they fired the reporter who used to cover the beat as part of the “streamlining” measures they were instituting. He’d learned a lot at the paper, especially from the editor Dori Engel, but he was ready for the major leagues, aching to be a real investigative journalist who reported more than merely local stories.

			“Deep Throat” had contacted him claiming to have information about police corruption. He alleged that senior officers close to the police chief were being sent abroad for bogus training courses and being put up at five-star hotels at the taxpayers’ expense. He even supplied the names of some of those officers and the hotels they stayed at.

			Amit had tried to wheedle out of him the source of his information. Was he a cop himself? What was his rank? But “Deep Throat” threatened never to talk to him again if he kept asking questions. Still, he insisted on knowing why, of all the reporters in the country, he’d picked him. After all, this was a story for a national paper. “Deep Throat’s” answer, that most of the officers were from the Tel Aviv district and that his paper had “balls,” wasn’t very convincing. He demanded documents in writing, hard evidence, before he’d agree to run with the story. Journalists more seasoned than he had ruined their careers by rushing into print without checking the facts first. Here, “Deep Throat” showed a little more understanding. On Sunday night, he’d promised, he’d call back and tell him where he was leaving the incriminating documents.

			He’d been waiting anxiously since the afternoon, wondering when his source would call and what he had for him. But so far, nothing. It was already eleven o’clock, and the call hadn’t come. Maybe he’d changed his mind, or worse—taken the story to another paper.

			He threw himself on the bed and stared at the peeling paint on the ceiling. He would’ve been thrilled to rent an apartment somewhere else in the city, but with what they were paying him, that was all he could afford—a measly 270 square feet, a room and a half on the first floor, facing the noise and stench of busy Allenby Street. The smell of fresh falafel from the stand outside tugged at his stomach, but, no, he’d better save his money and eat his mother’s stuffed peppers.

			The sound of the ringtone caught him in mid-thought. Hurriedly, he reached out for the phone, almost dropping it in his excitement.

			“Tell me, Giladi, why the fuck do I keep you around?” To his huge disappointment, it was Dori’s angry voice on the other end.

			He didn’t answer. Dori might have a filthy mouth, but he also had a nose for news and very keen senses.

			“Stop jerking off. There’s a world out there and things’re happening in it,” Dori went on when he got no response.

			“I hear you, Dori. What’s going on?” he said in a contrite tone. Within no more than a month or two at the paper he’d learned the wisdom of not reacting to Dori’s taunts. He vowed that one day he’d pay him back for all the shit he’d taken. Just as soon as he had his scoop and he could walk away from that rag and slam the door behind him. But meanwhile, he had to grit his teeth and hold his tongue. He needed Dori more than Dori needed him.

			“You know what I’m hearing? There was a rape on Louis Marshall, half the cops in the city are there, all the media, with the single exception of my fucking crime reporter who’s sitting at home playing with himself,” he bellowed.

			Amit’s face went red. What a fuckup. No wonder Dori was furious. He checked his police scanner. He’d turned it off at noontime when he crashed for a while and had been so preoccupied with “Deep Throat” that he’d forgotten to switch it on again.

			“I’m sorry ... I didn’t hear ... ,” he mumbled. Wonderful. Just great. He could fantasize all he liked about quitting to go over to a national paper, but if he wasn’t careful he’d get himself fired before he got the chance. Dori was merciless. One mistake and you’re out. The professionalism of his little paper was his top priority. Only a few days ago he’d canned their health reporter, Naama, for a couple of errors in the copy she filed. “Moron, get the fuck out of my sight,” he’d yelled at her in front of everyone. Amit could suffer the same fate. Despite all his grumblings, he knew there were hundreds of people who’d jump at the chance to take over his job.

			“No fucking excuses,” Dori roared. “Pull your finger out of your ass and get there now. Give me five hundred words by tomorrow morning.”

			Amit jumped on his motorbike and sped to the old north, running what he liked to call “pink” lights on the way. Shit like this wasn’t supposed to happen. He could understand why Dori was so mad. Rape cases sell papers, especially when they occur in a safe, respectable neighborhood, the last place you expect to find violent crime. It was a shame people didn’t know that “the last place” was a cliché with no basis in fact. As a crime reporter, he knew only too well that no neighborhood was safe from criminals.

			Dozens of people were already milling around the scene. He caught sight of Yael Gilboa from Haaretz and Sefi Reshef from the army radio station. They were talking to a tall cop he didn’t know. In his job, the name of the game was to get there first, to get the jump on the competition. That wasn’t going to happen this time, goddamn it.

			His phone rang. Dori again.

			“What’d you find out?” He could actually feel his impatience through the phone.

			“I just got here,” he shouted to make himself heard over the commotion.

			“Get me a scoop. You know what a scoop is, don’t you, Giladi?” Dori snapped before hanging up abruptly. Amit let out a sigh. Their budget was constantly being slashed and questions had even been raised as to the very need for the paper. A lot of journalists had found themselves out of work recently, including some who’d been in the profession for a long time and had an impressive résumé. He knew Dori had very good reason to demand a scoop.

			He started toward the two reporters, trying to overhear what the cop was telling them. Last week he’d published a story about a local high-ranking officer who verbally abused his son’s principal. The police had been called. The district spokesman had asked him to bury the story, hinting that he’d find an opportunity to return the favor, but Dori had refused. “If we don’t print the story, someone else will. We can’t do favors in our business,” he’d replied adamantly. After that incident, would he be able to find anyone on the force who was still willing to talk to him? Where would he get his scoop? With any luck, the police would ask for a gag order, and then none of the papers would be able to print the story, even if the competition knew something about the rape that he didn’t.

			His phone rang again. What does he want this time, he groaned to himself. The screen showed “number withheld.” Could it be the call from “Deep Throat” he’d been waiting for all day? He looked around for somewhere quiet, but there was nowhere to go.

			“Hello,” he screamed into the phone.

			A siren was wailing behind him.

			“Hello,” he shouted again.

			He heard the sound of the call being disconnected.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 4

			YARON Regev sat in his car, his eyes glued to his daughter’s house. He didn’t care how long it took. He’d sit there night after night for months, for years if he had to, until he was sure she was safe. He thought of the times when she was sick as a little girl and he’d sat at her bedside for nights on end. Nothing had changed. As far as he was concerned, she was still his little girl.

			He pulled off the lid of the plastic box and looked at the sandwiches Irit had made. She thought he was crossing the line, that they should respect Adi’s decision to move back into her own apartment. Still, the box of sandwiches was waiting for him on the kitchen counter every evening.

			He unwrapped a sandwich and tossed the paper onto the passenger seat. When he got home tomorrow he’d have to clean out all the sandwich wrappers, empty potato chip bags, and Styrofoam coffee cups.

			Lately, his mind kept going back to memories of Adi as a child. He summoned up pictures of her taking her first steps, saying her first words, saw himself walking her to preschool in the morning and sometimes home again in the afternoon, remembered how she’d run to him and throw her little arms around his legs, refusing to let go of his pants, laughing happily. He especially remembered her infectious, bubbling laugh. It made the whole family laugh with her and filled him with a joy beyond words.

			It was painful to remember those times now that Adi didn’t laugh anymore. She just sat quietly, lost in her own thoughts, staring at her hands resting on her knees, sobbing. The tears never stopped coming, dripping silently, like Chinese water torture on his heart.

			Ever since that night, it took an effort for him to keep from losing it. He wanted to be strong for Adi, for Irit, but he felt his control slipping away, his sanity slowly deserting him. He couldn’t function. He couldn’t concentrate. He couldn’t sleep. He couldn’t work.

			If he did manage to fall asleep, he was tormented by the same recurring nightmare. He saw Adi stretched out on the ground, petrified, pleading for her life, while a strange man, a faceless beast, raped her brutally. She turned her frightened, tear-filled eyes toward him, imploring him to save her. He ran forward, desperately trying to reach out to her, to pull her away, but he never could. He’d wake up covered in cold sweat. He wanted to shout, to scream, but he couldn’t get any sound out. Not even the sound of weeping. If only he could cry.

			HE was awakened by pulsating music on the radio. Despite what he’d told Irit, it was hard for him to keep a nightlong vigil. His whole body ached. Time and again he dozed off and then came awake with a start. Momentary sleep that provided no rest. Night after night. For three weeks. No time off. He tried to nap during the day, at home or at the office, when Adi was at work, at the skyscrapers of the Azrieli Center, where she was safe. Or so he hoped.

			He raised his head to get a look at the time. His neck was stiff. The clock showed 1:30 a.m. Adi must be asleep. Maybe he should go home and get some sleep too. That would certainly make Irit happy.

			He pulled the back of the seat upright and was reaching out to turn the key in the ignition when he stopped himself. What if she woke up and needed him?

			He leaned back and yawned cavernously. He’d go get himself a cup of coffee from the shop around the corner. It was open twenty-four hours a day. There were things like that in Tel Aviv that you couldn’t find anywhere else. Definitely not in Hadera. But he wouldn’t want to live here. Hadera might not be the sleepy little town it used to be when the kids were little and everyone knew everyone else, but it still hadn’t started to suffer from the anonymity of the big city.

			He felt his eyes closing again. He’d rest for five minutes and then go get that cup of coffee. All of a sudden he tensed and sat up straight. A tall, thin man in a baseball cap was passing by the car.

			The street lay in utter silence. The man was walking slowly, staring intently left and right, scouting the area as if he were trying to spot something. He stopped about thirty yards away and hastily ducked behind a car. Yaron stretched forward, trying to see what he was doing. Finally, he caught a glimpse of the top of his head between two parked cars. He looked down the street. Not far away, a girl with long hair was walking on the other side of the road.

			Could this be him? Could the man he just saw be the rapist? Was he out here stalking another victim? Was he following the long-haired girl just like he’d followed his Adi a month ago? Was it he hiding in the dark between the cars?

			What in hell was he supposed to do now? This was an opportunity he couldn’t afford to miss. He could rescue the girl and catch the rapist at the same time. It all came down to him.

			Yaron stepped out of the car. He did his best not to make any noise, but the click of the car door closing broke the stillness. He started in the direction of the man’s hiding place. His target didn’t move. He drew closer. Suddenly the man stood up, turned his head around, and looked straight at him. His heart missed a beat. Their eyes locked for no more than a few seconds, but Yaron was certain he would remember every detail of his face—the long chin, the aquiline nose, the thin lips, and especially the fear in his eyes.

			The girl turned and looked their way for a moment before picking up her pace and heading quickly into a building. The man glanced apprehensively at Yaron again. Yaron looked directly into his eyes and knew for sure. This was the man who had raped his little girl. It all fit: his build, the cap, the hour, the way he tried to hide, the girl, the frightened look on his face when he realized he’d been caught red-handed.

			Yaron could feel the rage roiling up inside him, threatening to burst out. That monster had attacked Adi in the dark, molested her. Because of him she was now home alone crying, as she had been for so many days. My beautiful daughter, my sweet baby, he mouthed to himself. My Adinka. If only he had a gun, he’d put a bullet in his head right now. His hand clenched in a fist. If only he were a few years younger, he’d finish him off with his bare hands. But he wasn’t young, so he had to be smart.

			The man started walking away. Yaron followed. In the morning he’d get in touch with Eli Nachum, the lead detective on the case, and hand him the rapist on a silver platter.

			The man turned into a side street. Yaron hurried to keep up with him. He couldn’t lose him now.

			By the time he reached the corner, the man was at the end of the block. How had he gotten so far ahead of him? Was he running? Did he know Yaron was tailing him?

			He had to move faster. He was breathing heavily and was already covered in sweat, his shirt sticking to his back. The strain and exhaustion of the last few weeks were getting to him. “You’ll give yourself a heart attack,” Irit had warned, “or else you’ll go crazy from lack of sleep.” He wasn’t a kid anymore. He was sixty years old, a grandfather with two grandkids. Adi was his middle daughter and already twenty-four. Irit might turn out to be right. In the end, his heart would give out here in the middle of Tel Aviv. So what? He wasn’t ready to give up. If Adi knew that the man who raped her was behind bars, maybe she could get on with her life, maybe she could put the atrocity behind her.

			By the time he made it to the end of the block, there was no one in sight, no sign of the mysterious man. Had he disappeared into one of the buildings? Did he have enough time? Yaron stood there, panting, his heart pounding. He retraced his steps a few yards to a bench he’d just passed. He sat down and leaned his head back, waiting for his heartbeat to return to normal. The smell of cat urine pounded his nose and made him sick. He was overcome by frustration. He’d been so close!

			But he was wrong. It wasn’t over yet. All of a sudden he saw the man come out of a yard and stand still for a minute looking in both directions. He stared at the street intently, checking it out. The location of the bench gave Yaron a clear view of the rapist, but Yaron couldn’t be seen by him. Silently, he lowered himself until he was lying flat on the bench, taking advantage of the lucky hand he’d been dealt. There was no doubt in his mind that the man had seen him tailing him and had taken diversionary tactics. He’d obviously been hiding behind the bushes in the yard.

			The man started in Yaron’s direction. There was less than a hundred yards between them. If he sees me, it’ll all be over for me, he thought, crawling off the bench as silently as possible. He had to get to the end of the block before the rapist. He could hide behind a hedge and then follow him from there. It was only two yards to the corner. You can do it, he urged himself on, envisioning his army days.

			He crouched down and started moving forward, just as he’d been trained to do in the infantry. He couldn’t tell if the man saw him or not, but he forced himself not to turn around. Then he slipped into the yard of the corner building and waited. The man passed right in front of him. He was striding rapidly and confidently, heading for the main road. Yaron took up a position at a safe distance and looked to see which way he had gone. He caught sight of him standing at a bus stop. Yaron remembered reading that Tel Aviv operated a late-night bus service on the weekend. What would he do if the bus came? He was going to lose him!

			A minibus pulled up and the man got on. Yaron ran into the road. In less than ten seconds, a taxi stopped beside him. He had to admit the city had its advantages.

			“Follow that bus,” he ordered the driver, like a character in some action movie.

			The driver gave him a puzzled look.

			“Just go! Fast!” he commanded brusquely.

			WHEN he got home the adrenaline was still rushing through his veins. He went into the kitchen and made himself a cup of coffee, and then a second, and a third. There was no chance he’d be able to get any sleep tonight in any case. He didn’t wake Irit. The situation was hard enough for her as it was. Adi’s rape had dealt her a heavy blow, drowning her in rivers of guilt and a numbing sense of helplessness. He had to put an end to it. For Adi. And for Irit and himself too.

			He counted the minutes until dawn, until he could contact Nachum. The last time they met, the detective had told him to feel free to call at any time, but the middle of the night seemed to be taking that a little too literally.

			At six o’clock he picked up the phone and then stopped before he could dial the number. It’s still too early, he decided. Turning on the computer, he looked up the procedures for police lineups in rape cases. There were cops and lawyers present. It was very stressful for the victims. He read one woman’s story about how traumatic it was for her, how it made her relive the rape.

			He couldn’t do that to Adi. He wasn’t willing to have her go through such an ordeal, to have so many people examining her, documenting her reactions in minute detail. And later some slimy defense attorney would start grilling her about why she hesitated for a second or two before pointing to the rapist. He’d seen it in the movies, how they use any dirty trick to cast doubt on the victim’s testimony. He couldn’t allow that.

			He wanted her to walk into the lineup and point directly at her attacker. No hesitation, no stress. In and out in one minute. And then it would all be over. At last, it would all be over.

		

	


	
		
			Chapter 5

			INSPECTOR Eli Nachum hated reporters. Especially crime reporters. And most especially assholes like Amit Giladi. If it were up to him, he’d have nothing to do with him. But it had been a month since the rape in the old north, and the investigation was going nowhere. After making headlines for a couple of days, it had soon disappeared from the pages of the national press. But the local paper kept at it. Week after week they printed a story decrying the lack of an arrest, the ineptitude of the police force, his own incompetence as the lead detective. In his opinion, the whole crusade was nothing but yellow journalism, a sleazy way to sell papers. But it was stressing out the higher-ups, and when they were stressed out, they leaned on him.

			So he’d had no choice but to give in to the district spokesman’s demand that he meet with Giladi. He was forced to sit opposite him for an hour, put up with his insolent questions, and do his best to convince him that although it might seem otherwise to the public, they were making progress and working the case every minute of every day. What’d the asshole know, anyway? He was just a kid, barely over twenty—a kid pretending to be a man. He sat there looking serious, waving his pen around like a sword, patronizing him. He wouldn’t last more than five minutes as a cop, that idiot.

			Nachum watched Giladi walk away down the corridor, and he went back to his desk, drained. They’d moved here only three years ago as part of a general face-lift for the police force. They were now in the heart of the Tel Aviv high-tech area. He preferred the old station house, the shabby, dilapidated building that was there even before the state was declared. Every one of its rooms reeked of history. He missed the small diners, where the food was so spicy it sharpened his mind. Here everything was modernized, computerized, sanitized, with plasma screens everywhere, and instead of real food, they ate sushi. The police force was trying to be something it wasn’t.

			He didn’t think the reporter had bought his story. People thought that if they didn’t make an arrest within twenty-four hours, they’d bungled the case. They didn’t know what they were up against, how complicated their job was. They expect it to be like the movies where it’s all tied up with a bow in just ninety minutes.

			He’d been honest with Giladi about one thing, at least. Ever since he’d caught the case, it had occupied all his time and was never out of his mind. It had been that way from the very beginning.

			He’d shown up at the hospital within minutes after getting the call. The right side of Adi’s face was covered in bruises from being dragged on the ground, she had a cut on her chin that needed stitches, and her eyes were swollen from crying. She sat there hunched up, withdrawn, chewing on her hair like a little girl. It was hard to get the facts from her. Mostly, she just responded to his questions by nodding her head or shrugging her shoulders. She didn’t want to be there. That was one of the few things she actually said. But when her parents turned up on Saturday night, worried that she hadn’t answered her phone all weekend, and found out what had happened, they’d talked her into going to the hospital and reporting the rape. It had taken them half the night to convince her. Her father stood next to her bed throughout the interview, urging her to answer his questions. Her mother just held her, not saying anything.

			NACHUM had a lot of years on the job. Before that he’d been a guard in a military prison. When he left the army, it seemed natural to join the police force. He started out in logistics, but all he ever wanted was to be a detective. He’d put in one application after another, undeterred by repeated rejections. He never gave up, even though everyone else gave up on him. Finally, after making sergeant, they let him take the detective test and he got his gold shield.

			He’d seen almost everything in his long career: homicide, rape, domestic violence, child molesters. He’d worked nearly every crime on the books. Over the years, his daily encounter with human malevolence and atrocious acts of violence had blunted his sensitivity. But there were still cases that broke through the wall he’d been forced to build around himself in order to do his job, cases that gripped his heart and wouldn’t let go. The sight of Adi Regev, barely more than a child, whose joy in life had been stolen away from her in an instant, touched him at the very core of his being. His daughter was just a year and half younger than Adi. At the moment Adi looked like the complete opposite of his strong, independent, ambitious daughter, but he couldn’t help imagining his own child in the same situation, as the victim of such appalling brutality.

			Adi had arrived at the hospital almost seventy-two hours after the rape. He was well aware that after so much time had elapsed, there was little chance of finding any of the attacker’s DNA on her, especially when she’d scrubbed herself all over.

			He thought they’d have more luck with the crime scene. It wasn’t fresh, but it was so isolated that it hadn’t been contaminated. However, it didn’t give them much to go on. In her short struggle with the rapist, Adi hadn’t drawn blood, and there were no signs of semen on the ground. Nor did they find the knife or any usable fingerprints. The only evidence the scene yielded were partial shoe prints—Nike runners, size 10.

			His team had been working the case hard in the past month. They started by looking for witnesses, going from door to door, talking to all the neighbors. No one had seen or heard anything. They’d all been closed up in their apartments, sleeping or watching TV.

			Even though Adi said she didn’t recognize her attacker, they still questioned all her ex-boyfriends and anyone she’d dated even once. And she dated a lot, that girl. But every lead was a dead end. They had her look over mug shots of known rapists and other sex offenders, hoping she could identify him from a photo. Nothing came of that either.

			Nachum rubbed his eyes in exhaustion. He had glorious achievements on his record, but some resounding failures too. In the end, he thought, it’s the failures that stay with you. Even after all these years, he could still list every one of them. And he didn’t need anyone to remind him. Most definitely not some slimy reporter like Amit Giladi. He knew what people were saying behind his back. They said he was getting old, that he was losing his touch, that he spent too much time on each case, that it took him too long to put his cases to bed, if he was lucky enough to solve them.

			Detectives used to be applauded for solving complicated cases. Today it was all about tables, statistics, arrest rates. Fucking CompStat had taken over their lives. Detectives were assessed solely by their output, as if they worked on a production line. He knew all the gimmicks his colleagues used to sweeten their figures. They looked out for easy cases, closed cases by the truckload supposedly for lack of evidence, and persuaded people to withdraw their complaints. He could easily do the same and get a pat on the back. It might even earn him a promotion. But he was too old for that sort of thing, and maybe, like his wife said, he was too proud to play those games. In any case, at his age he wasn’t going to change. And he wasn’t ready to start taking shortcuts.

			He closed his eyes. He had a headache. If he thought his detractors were right, he’d leave the force. But they were wrong. He still had a lot to give. And he had to solve this case. He’d do whatever it took to put the rapist behind bars.

			It wouldn’t be easy. Most of the time, when the victim didn’t know her attacker, the sonofabitch was never caught. And a lot of incidents went unreported or were reported too late, after precious time had been lost. Throw in the fact that most rapes by strangers were carefully planned and the perps were typically clever and calculating, and it made it even harder to catch the bastards.

			He looked over the files of all the recent rapes in and around Tel Aviv. None of the attackers fit the description Adi had given. It was almost impossible to draw up the profile of a rapist on the basis of one incident. He could be a loner or a man who sought out human contact, he could have a record or be a first-time offender. But since sex crimes were an addiction, there was every chance he’d do it again. If that happened, they’d have more to go on. And if they were really lucky, he might make a mistake the next time. In Nachum’s experience, that’s how most rapists were caught. They let someone get a look at them. It’s their arrogance, their extreme narcissism, that often leads to their undoing.

			So he could sit back and wait until he raped another girl, until he made a mistake. That would probably be the best tactic. There were plenty of other unsolved crimes for him to work on, and the list just kept getting longer. Some of them were no less horrendous. But he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t give himself time or permission to wait for the next rape before he nailed the pervert. Just the thought of another girl suffering like that drove him on and kept him from putting it aside. His job was to prevent another rape. He was here to serve and protect, like the Americans said. Not to twiddle his thumbs and invent excuses. That wasn’t why he’d fought so hard for the gold shield.

			To an outside observer it might look like he wasn’t doing anything, just sitting and staring into space. But that’s how he worked—he turned it all over in his mind, reviewing the facts of the case in his head again and again. “You’re old-school,” his commander, Superintendent Moshe Navon, had said recently. He didn’t know if that was meant to be a compliment or not.

			His phone rang.

			“Eli ... it’s Yaron Regev, Adi’s father,” a trembling voice said, followed by bitter sobbing. A cold sweat broke out on Nachum’s forehead at the sound of the man breaking down. Please, not that. The trauma of rape led some victims to commit acts of desperation. Adi was definitely the fragile type who was capable of such a thing. Her parents had coddled her all her life, given her whatever she wanted. She’d never been forced to cope with anything on her own. And then the rapist had shown up and extinguished her spark.

			“Yaron, what happened?” he asked, worried.

			The sobbing continued.

			“Is Adi okay?” He felt the bile rise up and form a ball in his throat.

			“I found him,” Yaron moaned. “I found the rapist.”
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