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  ››› This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available out-of-print or hard-to-find titles

  by classic crime writers.




  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are

  obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.




  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent of

  digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for

  decades.




  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid

  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. ›››
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  Certainly it is the nature of extreme self-lovers, as they will set an house on fire and it were but to roast their eggs.




  —FRANCIS BACON




  Things and actions are what they are, and the consequences of them will be what they will be; why then should we desire to be deceived?




  —FIFTEEN SERMONS, Bishop Joseph Butler
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  Chapter One




  Maddox was a few minutes late this morning, and as he caught the light at Cahuenga and Fountain he glanced across the street a block ahead and said one unnecessary,

  “Damn.” The new Hollywood precinct station, a present to the LAPD last year, occupied the whole block between Wilcox and Cole on Fountain, handsomely modern and pristine. Normally a

  hundred feet of curb space in front, red-painted, would be empty; now, of course, there were twelve cars there, nine of them nondescript unmarked sedans, three black-and-white squads.




  He swung the Maserati left onto Wilcox and turned into the parking lot behind the station. D’Arcy’s old tan Dodge was already there, Feinman’s Chevy, Rodriguez’ Ford,

  Sergeant Daisy Hoffman’s Pontiac. It was Wednesday, Sue’s day off; he had left her at home swearing at the sewing machine. They had just moved into the house in Glendale two weeks ago

  and he wasn’t used to allowing the twenty extra minutes for the longer drive.




  He came in the back door to the long hall, and into the big communal detective office. D’Arcy’s lank length was bent over his typewriter; Rodriguez was reading a report; Feinman was

  staring into space over a cup of coffee, and Dabney, Rowan, Daisy, and George Ellis were in a little crowd of Metro men gathered around Ellis’s desk.




  “Traffic?” said Rodriguez uninterestedly.




  Maddox sat down at his desk. “The extra ten miles—I’ll get used to it eventually.”




  Rodriguez handed over the report, which was scrawled in Brougham’s big hand: the night-watch report, short and sweet. “The ape man struck again. Laundromat on Melrose.”




  “Bloody hell!” said Maddox. He glanced over the page rapidly. Brougham and Donaldson, on night watch, had both gone out on it. At least this time the woman hadn’t apparently

  been badly injured. A Linda Thorpe, address on Romaine, the hospital said to be released after treatment: forcible rape after assault, and by the little they had heard from her, it sounded like the

  ape man all right. “Damnation,” said Maddox.




  “Temper, temper,” said Rodriguez, brushing his neat narrow mustache with one finger. “Sooner or later we’ll have the place to ourselves again. Preserve patience,

  Ivor.”




  Maddox cast an annoyed glance at the crowd down the office. “Cockroaches,” he said.




  “Come again?”




  “Like exterminators. Damn it, you can see the reason, but the day after they’re gone, the cockroaches coming out of the woodwork again. I’ve got a date at the Fraud office

  downtown at eleven, and somebody’ll have to see this woman.”




  “You and Daisy. I’m waiting for the witnesses to that pharmacy heist, and I think everybody else has got reports to write.”




  Maddox glanced at the report again and looked at his watch; it was eight-thirty. He looked up the number and dialed the hospital, the emergency wing at Hollywood Receiving; Mrs. Thorpe had been

  released after examination and treatment at midnight last night. “And what the hell women are thinking about,” muttered Maddox, “to go wandering around alone at that time of night

  in this jungle—” He went down to the crowd and said, “Daisy, you can come help me talk to a victim.”




  The Metro men all seemed to be large and bulky and loud-voiced. Somebody had just told a joke and they were all laughing. At second count there were only five here so far; this afternoon

  there’d be more, and by change of shift the town would be crawling with them. And of course they were also LAPD men, and there was a good reason for them to be here, but their presence grated

  slightly on the Hollywood detectives.




  Slim blond Daisy Hoffman, who was a grandmother but certainly didn’t look it, came to join him. “The rape,” she said. “You don’t suppose well get anything new, do

  you?”




  “Go through the motions,” said Maddox. She gathered up her handbag and followed him out to the Maserati.




  “I hope she’ll be out of bed.”




  “Damn it, it’s hardly the only case we’ve got to work.”




  Daisy said soothingly, “Don’t let it get you down, Ivor. Just part of the job. Sue was saying she might finish those curtains today.”




  Maddox laughed, thrusting the key in the ignition. “No bets. You know how she hates sewing.” But at least, he reflected as he backed out of the slot, that project—the

  acquisition of a house before prices went up any more—had turned out a good deal better than he’d thought it would. Sue and her mother had fallen in love with that house last January,

  and at his first look he’d thought it was the most god-awful old barracks in existence; but women did seem to know about these things, and now, this much later, it was going to be a

  comfortable, roomy family place. And the guardian angels on the job, minus a mortgage. After Margaret Carstairs had nearly been killed by the burglar in January, she’d been persuaded to live

  with them, and had sold the Hollywood house for sixty thousand; and the poor little old house on Alexandria, which poor little old Mrs. Eady had left to Sue, had been snapped up by a contractor,

  only for the land, for forty thousand. They’d got the house in Verdugo Woodlands in Glendale for ninety-three-five, so there had even been some cash in hand, and Maddox had put his foot down

  and insisted that it go to the necessary refurbishing.




  “Have the pair of you killing yourselves at all the painting, and take the next six months to do it, which is damn silly when we can hire it done.” Sue had argued but of course

  he’d had Margaret on his side, and in the end the house had got professionally painted inside and out before they moved in. The wilderness of growth in the big back yard had been cleaned up,

  and he had to agree that female instinct had been right: it was a gracious, old-fashioned, homey sort of house, if still rather bare of furniture.




  “As a matter of fact,” he said, switching on the right turn indicator, “they were going out later to look at some dogs, so the curtains—” His tone was

  absent-minded; he’d had a few stray thoughts about dogs lately, but hadn’t said anything yet.




  The address on Romaine was a middle-aged apartment building: no pool, balconies, or outside patio, just an apartment building of dirty tan brick. Linda Thorpe lived on the second floor at the

  back.




  She was up: the door opened a crack and they saw it was on a chain. Maddox produced the badge and said, “Sergeant Maddox, Mrs. Thorpe. We’d like to talk to you about what happened

  last night.”




  “Oh.” The chain was unhooked and she let them in. Maddox introduced Daisy. “I don’t suppose you’ve got a chance of catching him,” said Linda Thorpe.

  “But any way I can help you.” She was a thin blonde about thirty-five, not a raving beauty but middling good-looking; she clutched a blue nylon housecoat around her as if she was cold,

  this warm May morning. “I was just having some coffee, offer you some?”




  They sat at the little table in the eating area at one end of the kitchen; she was drinking her coffee black but got out sugar and dairy creamer to put on the table. She had the start of a

  puffed black eye, bruises on one cheek, a cut lip, which she kept feeling tenderly. “My God,” she said, “I always used to think that any woman who got herself raped probably asked

  for it some way, but now— That big ape just landing on me like that, I didn’t have a chance—”




  “Well, you were alone in the laundromat, as I understand it,” said Maddox. “What time was it, rather late—”




  “And smack on a main drag,” said Linda Thorpe, “with the place lit up like a Christmas tree. It was about ten o’clock. Look, Sergeant. I work five days a

  week—I’m in Better Dresses at the Broadway—and so do a lot of other people. Saturdays and Sundays any laundromat in town is jammed, I usually have two loads at least and it takes

  a couple of hours even if I get a machine right away, which you never do on weekends. So I do it on a week night, and by the time I get home and fix dinner and clean up the kitchen, I’m lucky

  if I get there by eight o’clock. I was just taking the second load out of the dryer when that wild man came in and jumped me—” She felt her face and shuddered.




  “You live alone, Mrs. Thorpe?” asked Daisy.




  She nodded glumly. “Things happen, don’t they? Bill and I both figured, that’s it forever and ever, when we got married. It would’ve been. But he got rammed by a drunk

  driver two years back, and of course I couldn’t afford the house payments. I was lucky to get this job.”




  “Maybe you can tell us a few more details than you gave the detectives last night. Of course you were shocked and upset. Can you add anything to your description?”




  She shrugged and sighed. “I don’t know—you can say that again, I don’t remember exactly what I did tell them. Just, he was a wild man—like a big gorilla—a lot

  of hair, not a beard but long hair, and hairy arms, and he must’ve been six-two or three, a great big gorilla with a barrel chest. His eyes were sort of glazed—I think he could’ve

  been doped up on something—I couldn’t smell any liquor on him, but his eyes were just wild, all huge and staring, kind of glassy, you know, and he never said a word—he just came

  in the door in a rush and fell on me, I didn’t even have a chance to scream, he started punching me in the face and knocked me down in front of the line of dryers and started tearing at my

  clothes—” She lifted her cup in a trembling hand.




  “What color was his hair?” asked Daisy. “Do you remember anything about his features? Clothes? Any scars or tattoos?”




  Linda Thorpe shook her head. “He had dark brown hair—all greasy and stringy. He just looked like a wild man—I couldn’t tell you if he had a crooked nose or what color his

  eyes were, just his size and— It was so fast. I didn’t have a chance, even try to fight back—I guess I was lucky, if that doesn’t sound crazy, because he knocked me right

  out, you know, and I don’t actually remember him—raping me. Except when I came to, he’d torn my clothes off and—” She felt her mouth. “I couldn’t find a

  dime for the phone—had an awful argument with the operator—” She poured more coffee.




  “You were lucky, Mrs. Thorpe,” said Daisy soberly. She exchanged a look with Maddox. This was the fourth woman who had given them that same description. All four of them had been

  assaulted and forcibly raped when they were alone in laundromats in the late evening. All of them had been beaten and mauled, the others injured worse than Linda Thorpe, and one of

  them—Cecelia Ritter—was still in the hospital ten days later, with a ruptured spleen and a broken jaw, a few other injuries. They’d all told the detectives the same thing: a big

  hairy wild man, probably high on something, he never said a word but just started beating them, tearing clothes off. And the description wasn’t much use. The other two women, Nancy Unger and

  Ruth Sawyer, had done some poring over the mug shots downtown without picking any. But as they all said, it had been so fast—he could be there, they just might not be certain.




  “We’d like you to look at some photographs,” said Maddox. “See if you can spot him. Would you do that?”




  “Mug shots,” said Linda Thorpe. “Sure, I’ll do that. Only when? I called in and told Mrs. Bessemer, she said take a few days off if I want. But naturally I’d get

  docked, I don’t want to stay off too long.”




  “If you feel up to it, Sergeant Hoffman can take you downtown this morning.”




  “All right,” she agreed drearily. “I’ll get dressed.”




  “I’ll come back for you in half an hour, how’s that?” asked Daisy briskly. They left her rehooking the chain, and as they went down the thinly carpeted stairs Daisy

  added, “I don’t suppose she’ll make any either. Even when they only got a fast look at him, you’d think they’d spot one like that if he was on file.”




  “Or just maybe,” said Maddox sardonically, “if he ever had his picture taken for us his hair was cut and he wasn’t glassy-eyed on the foolish powder.”




  “Also a thought.”




  He dropped her in the parking lot to pick up her own car and went back into the office. The Metro men were still there; Rodriguez was talking to a middle-aged couple and taking notes;

  D’Arcy was on the phone; Feinman and Ellis had disappeared with Rowan and Dabney. As Maddox sat down at his desk D’Arcy put down the phone and said, “There’s a new body just

  turned up. In a car on Yucca Street. And a little rumble going on at Hollywood High, teacher attacked.”




  Dick Brougham, of course, hadn’t typed up an initial report on Linda Thorpe. Maddox sorted out forms and carbon and knocked one out in twenty minutes. That left him barely enough time to

  get downtown to headquarters. When he came up to the little blue Maserati in the parking lot, one of the Metro men was looking it over curiously and asked questions about mileage and performance;

  Maddox was abrupt, and slammed the door on his injured expression.




  Well, there was a reason for the Metro Squad cluttering up Hollywood; but they were a damned nuisance. They’d been around for nearly three weeks now, and what they were

  accomplishing— Maddox had been working out of the Hollywood precinct ever since he’d made Detective, and that was seven years: and in that time, about every eighteen months the

  complaints stepped up, the citizens began to yell, the chief downtown got annoyed, and the Metro Squad was turned loose here to make waves.




  The problem, of course, had got worse: had got bigger, in the same seven years. And any cop knew the realities of the problem. If every police officer working out of this station, in uniform and

  plain clothes, should forget every other case coming up to be worked and go all out just after the prostitutes and pimps, the problem would still be there. The prostitutes and pimps would still be

  there. Cockroaches coming out of the woodwork. But periodically something had to be done.




  The chosen area, where they swarmed thickest, was Hollywood and Sunset boulevards, along the middle of town. Along the area there were still some classy shops and department stores, and up to

  last month the precinct had had over a hundred complaints from respectable females accosted as they were shopping in daylight hours: from store managers and personnel solicited on their jobs. The

  manager of the Egyptian Theater had shown up one late afternoon full of wrathful indignation and summed it up. “I know times have changed, damn it,” he’d told Ellis, “but

  it’s still supposed to be a more or less civilized country, Sergeant. When I step out for a coffee break and find this pair of—of savages making out right in front of the entrance

  twenty feet from all the people walking down the street, that is the end. I should think the police could do something—”




  They were doing something. As before, the Metro Squad had been thrown in and was making waves in the cluttered community of prostitutes and pimps. The Metro Squad was the corps of men always on

  call when, for one reason or another, one of the precincts needed more manpower. As they had done before, they’d come out in force and were patrolling the indicated beats all afternoon, all

  night, keeping an eye out and swooping down whenever they got eyewitness evidence to make a charge: and so flagrant was that crew in picking up johns for the immediate exchange in a car or even up

  the nearest alley, they were hauling in dozens of them every day. Of course it was, legally, an exercise in futility: even if the charge stuck, it carried no more than thirty days in the county

  jail: but it was a big nuisance to the trade, for it meant making bail and time lost, and at least some of them were no sooner back on the street than they were picked up again. It was the kind of

  job only the Metro Squad could do: the regular detail of precinct men hadn’t the time or the numbers.




  But it was, all the same, an exercise in futility. It would all happen as it had before. Now, after three weeks of constant harrying, the prostitutes and pimps were going underground: at least

  not so visible and insolent to the respectable citizens. Possibly, as had happened before, numbers of them would drift down to Long Beach, Santa Ana, calling forth indignant comments from the

  lawmen in those cities. And presently the Metro Squad would go back downtown, and when the word spread that the heat was off, the cockroaches would come sneaking back again to their preferred beat.

  Six or eight months from now, they’d be back in full force, the citizens complaining again. It was a hell of a situation, everybody agreed, but there it was. They tried to cope the best way

  they could: but at the same time Hollywood, like every other precinct, had other worse things to deal with: homicides, burglaries, heist jobs, assaults, rapes, and all the assorted crime indigent

  to the city jungle, and they couldn’t spare squad-car men and plain-clothes detectives to ride perpetual herd on the petty prostitutes and pimps.




  The Metro men didn’t normally clutter up the station; they hauled their catches directly to the jail. Still, they were technically working out of the precinct, their cars occupying parking

  space, the men patronizing the coffee and sandwich machines.




  Maddox got held up in a traffic jam just after he got off the freeway downtown, and was half an hour late at headquarters. It was a joint meeting, over all those forged checks: they had turned

  up in Hollywood’s territory, Hollenbeck’s, Central, and West Hollywood—so the sheriff’s boys were on it too. So far, there were just no leads at all on the bouncy checks.

  Maddox got to the Fraud office at Parker Center at eleven-thirty wondering what new cases might have gone down by the time he got back to Hollywood.




  He was also wondering whether Sue and her mother had gone to look at those dogs, as had been casually suggested.




  Linda Thorpe spent nearly three hours looking at pages of mug shots, in the Records and Identification office downtown, but didn’t pick out any. She hesitated over two

  pictures and said, “That’s not him, I can say that definitely, but it’s—well, the same general type, if you see what I mean.”




  One was a shot of Donald Ray Hopper, who had a pedigree of heists and burglary. He was now twenty-six, male Caucasian, six-three, one-eighty, brown and blue. The other was Richard Dean Curtis,

  now twenty-eight, pedigree of burglary, petty theft: male Caucasian, six-two, one-ninety, brown and brown.




  That wasn’t much help in locating the rapist, just corroborative of the description. None of the women had seen him leave or enter a car; it was very unlikely that he’d left any

  prints anywhere at the laundromats. They all said he had come in fast, jumped them at once. There’d been a lab man out to dust the doors, but no clear latents had showed; Daisy supposed that

  Brougham would have got a lab man out last night, and eventually they’d get a report: probably more of the same.




  “I’m sorry,” said Linda Thorpe. “I’d sure like to help you catch him, but he’s not anywhere here.”




  “Well, you never know until you look,” said Daisy philosophically. “Thanks very much anyway, we appreciate your co-operation.”




  D’Arcy and Feinman had gone together to look at the body. Patrolman Percy Everard had come across it, tagging a car parked on Yucca Street. They all looked at it gloomily and D’Arcy

  said, “Why the hell did we ever want to make rank, Joe?”




  “Ask me something easy,” said Feinman. Everard, of course, would just go back on tour, and at four o’clock he could go home, at the end of Traffic shift. It was the front

  office boys who had to deal with the follow-up on the thankless job. Both he and D’Arcy could foresee that this one they’d probably go round and round on and never get anywhere.




  The body was the body of a young woman, somewhere in the twenties. She was wearing a sleazy short blue dress, and where she sprawled in the back of the car the dress was pulled up so they could

  see she hadn’t any underwear on. She wore an ancient pair of sandals over bare feet. She had dirty blond hair, not much make-up on. It looked as if she’d been shot in the head by a

  small caliber. The body was stiff.




  “Last night,” said D’Arcy with a sniff.




  It almost spelled itself out for them. This location, the girl had probably been a prostitute. She looked the part. There’d have been an argument with her pimp, just possibly somebody

  else, but it was usually the pimp. She’d been holding out, or there’d been some other reason, and instead of the usual beating she’d got a bullet. They’d be lucky to get her

  identified.




  The car was a beat-up old VW, looking to be on its last legs. It didn’t carry any license plates or visible registration. They couldn’t look inside until a lab team had a chance at

  it. At least last year when the city fathers had given them the handsome new precinct station, along with it had come two brand-new mobile lab units and the crews to man them.




  They called in for one from the squad, and presently it came, with Baker and Franks. After the photographs were taken and every possible surface dusted—without conclusive

  result—D’Arcy looked in the glove compartment and found it empty. There was no handbag in the car and not so much as a handkerchief on the body.




  “Tow it in,” he said resignedly.




  “And send you the engine number,” said Franks with a grin. “I’d say that heap’s at least twenty years old, and what do you bet that whatever dealer first sold

  it—anywhere from Miami to Seattle—is long out of business?”




  The morgue wagon came and gathered up the body. D’Arcy and Feinman stopped for lunch on the way back to the office. D’Arcy offered to write the report. As they came in the back door

  they met four of the Metro men just starting off on the afternoon’s work, and Feinman stopped them.




  “It’ll make a little diversion for you,” he said to Sergeant Conyers.




  “What?” Conyers looked suspicious. He was a tall, dark, ascetic-looking fellow: in fact, he and Feinman together looked more like a pair of college teachers than cops, thought

  D’Arcy with an inward grin.




  “Whichever ones you haul in from now on. Swing by the morgue and see if any of ’em can identify a corpse. Probably a hooker. Shot.”




  “What the hell?” said Conyers, annoyed. “That’ll cut into our street time—all right, all right, I see it! Hell and damnation, we’re not here to help the

  locals solve homicides!”




  “Might be a short cut,” said Feinman mildly.




  The Metro men went off looking annoyed, and D’Arcy started to type the report. About then a memo came up from the desk, a Missing Persons report just activated from Santa Monica

  headquarters. It was a pair of high school kids, Peter Byron and Frances Keach, out on a date last night and expected home by eleven. Said to be good reliable kids, parents claiming not the type to

  run off, but these days what did parents know? There was an A.P.B. on the car, a blue Pontiac four-door registered to William Byron at a Santa Monica address.




  Ten minutes after that Ellis and Rowan came in with half a dozen big louts of kids, from the rumble at Hollywood High. They’d be roping in D’Arcy and Feinman to talk to them.




  As he got up, leaving the report half finished, D’Arcy cast a glance down the hall at the door to the lieutenant’s office and said morosely, “Wait and see what we get in

  August.”




  “Yeah,” said Feinman. “We can’t be worse off.”




  For the last few years, the lieutenant nominally in command of the detective division had been Roy Roseman, and the powers that be had left him alone, coasting toward retirement. He hadn’t

  pulled his weight at the daily grind for years; he had a chronic ulcer, arthritis, and all his experience had been in administrative work. He would be officially retiring in August, and the

  precinct would get a new lieutenant, hopefully another working hand to share the case load. They had also been promised at least three new detectives; that might or might not be helpful, for

  they’d be green new detectives who’d just made plainclothes rank.




  The proliferating bouncy checks constituted a tedious and time-consuming job: the kind of job, reflected Maddox, to disillusion any cop who still had any lingering notion that police work was

  exciting. The checks went several months back into the past, for most of them purported to be checks from large department stores, chain pharmacies, and markets; it had not been until the head

  accounting offices of those firms began to discover discrepancies that the bundles of canceled checks were examined.




  To date the Fraud office had accumulated, from the various precincts, seventy-four forged checks, and the total take added up to over twenty thousand dollars. And while a lot of diligent police

  work had been done, and this and that been turned up, they weren’t any closer to finding out who was forging and cashing them.




  “What it boils down to,” Captain Lyons was neatly recapitulating to the nine men in his office, “is about the slickest little operation I’ve ever come across. A key

  point, of course, is the printing job—the damn checks look so good, a beautiful professional printing job, and of course there’s just nothing to say which of five thousand print shops

  around might be turning them out. It could be an amateur with a press in his garage, but it’s a damn good job. Apart from that, what do we know? It’s got to be the same man and woman

  passing them. And it’s all so damn low-key. They’re not greedy—it’s the steady long haul. They’ve got kosher-looking identification, it’s on the cards they

  haven’t been turned down once. It’s disappointing, of course, that we reached a dead end on Standish—”




  “Dead end!” muttered the sheriff’s deputy to Maddox. “Stone wall! Damn sloppy system of registering people, keeping track—if we had every citizen numbered and filed

  in a computer—”




  Maddox eyed him coldly and said, “Maybe the computers in a local KGB office?” But it was, of course, frustrating. Anybody in California could walk into a D.M.V. office and get a

  drivers license in any name, for the asking: pass the written and road tests, the license would be forthcoming. They had been, jointly, working on this case for the last month, and what had been

  turned up by all the legwork was discouraging.




  Roughly half of the checks, purporting to be refund and salary checks from the May Company, the Broadway, Robinson’s Department Store, Lucky Markets, Safeway Markets, Thrifty Drugs, had

  been made out to and endorsed by John L. Standish. In each case Standish had offered a driver’s license and a VISA card as I.D. Co-operation from Sacramento had finally told them that the

  license had been issued at a D.M.V. office in Long Beach: a very busy office. There, the two clerks and one examiner involved barely remembered the man: they had so many people coming in. They

  thought he’d said something about just moving to California, losing his old license; they didn’t think he’d mentioned where he came from. He’d had no trouble passing the

  tests; had objected to putting his thumbprint on the license, but a lot of people did that and it wasn’t mandatory. They had, of course, snapped a picture of him to go on the license; but

  unfortunately the only copy of the license was sent to the applicant by mail, the negatives weren’t retained. The mailing address had turned out to be a cheap apartment in Seal Beach, and it

  had been rented to John Standish for just two months, time to receive his license and VISA card through the mail.




  The VISA card had dictated the name. There had been a real John Standish who owned one: a pristine VISA card routinely paid up to date. That Standish had died of a heart attack nearly six months

  ago; he had been a real-estate salesman with numerous acquaintances, and hundreds of people might have known that he carried a VISA card. The headquarters office of VISA had not, of course, known

  he was dead when they received a request by mail for a new card. The letter explained that the original card had been destroyed in a fire; when a routine check found his account in order, the

  headquarters office had supplied a new card, made out to the new address as he requested.




  The bank, of course, had given them something there.




  Maddox had seen the people at the bank—it was a Security bank on Western Avenue. The woman in charge of New Accounts and credit, a Mrs. June Lederer, had been as helpful as possible. A

  nice woman, placidly efficient, still rather pretty in middle age. “Well, of course, Sergeant, ordinarily anybody would do it right here at the bank—I mean, asking for a new card, or a

  replacement—that is, the bank where the person did business. But of course, that’s why he didn’t—I mean, whoever it was—because we all knew Mr. Standish was dead,

  he’d banked here for years. What a very funny thing—oh, terrible, of course—but I don’t know that I ever heard of such a thing happening before.” The local

  headquarters office of VISA would be listed in the phone book, naturally.




  Proper records be damned, thought Maddox, nobody wanted to issue every citizen a number and I.D. card to show the Gestapo on demand, but the damn D.M.V. might keep those negatives. Take up too

  much space, enough paperwork now, they said. And nobody could give anything but a vague description of Standish: he seemed to be a nonentity. Middle-aged, people said doubtfully: not very tall or

  short, medium: either brown hair or not much hair: wore glasses: quiet and polite. What could you expect? Busy people in busy places, and all those checks cashed on Saturdays when places were even

  busier: also making the excuse plausible, no time to get to the bank yesterday.




  The VISA card was canceled now, but that would probably make no odds. When he was just using it as I.D., not for a purchase, no clerk in a busy place was going to call the hot line, check on

  that number.




  “As for the woman, we do have a little new information from New York,” Lyons was saying. The other checks had been made out to, and endorsed by, a Rebecca Simms, who routinely

  offered a VISA card and a Sears Roebuck credit card as I.D., explaining to the clerks that she didn’t drive. “There’s been an unavoidable delay while they chased those cards

  down—when you think of how many’ll be floating around the country, of course—”




  The sheriff’s deputy said disgustedly, “You’d think they’d have computers,” and the pretty policewoman who was taking notes beside Lyons’ desk gave Maddox

  another flirtatious smile. He would never know why unremarkable, thin, dark Ivor Maddox, who had just got into the force at five-nine, was apparently irresistible to so many females: a good thing

  Sue wasn’t jealous, and his wedding ring didn’t seem to mean anything to the females.




  “—Information just came through that both cards were issued to an address in New York City. The VISA card goes back to 1970, but the Sears card’s an oldie, first issued in

  1950. Both accounts are paid up, no charges show for the last year. The New York police are checking the address, we’ll see what shows on that.”




  Damn all, thought Maddox. New York—ten to one an anonymous apartment where neighbors didn’t know each other by sight. And all anybody could tell them, vaguely, about Rebecca Simms,

  was that she was anywhere between thirty-five and fifty, medium height and weight, had hair more blond than dark, and was quiet and polite.




  The meeting, which was largely unproductive, lasted past two o’clock, and sandwiches and coffee were sent in from the canteen. On his way back through Hollywood after leaving the freeway

  Maddox passed four Metro cars double-parked where the plainclothesmen had swooped down to arrest more hookers and pimps. The old Wilcox Street jail was always full these days; as soon as one batch

  made bail and got out, another batch was booked in.




  And of course you’d never change them, but the object was to chase them decently underground, instead of flaunting themselves in front of the respectable citizens. It was bad for the

  tourist trade.




  Back at the office, he heard about the new body. D’Arcy, Feinman, Ellis, and Rowan were still talking to the teen-age louts, about the melee at Hollywood High, a teacher stabbed and sent

  to emergency. By five o’clock they managed to sort out who had held the knife, and booked him into jail and notified the parents. Thankfully, no parents had descended before the end of shift.

  If the parents were going to come complaining about the mean cops picking on their offspring, it would be to the night watch.




  It was another ten miles to drive; but Maddox had to admit that his women had been right, it was a very nice house. A generous old-fashioned family house, on a big lot; it sat

  at the end of a dead-end street called Starview Terrace, northeast in the Verdugo Woodlands section of Glendale. Gleaming white with green trim outside, its little gabled windows on the second

  floor looked like friendly eyes, welcoming; and gleaming white with fresh paint inside, if the rooms looked a little empty, it was still going to be a warm family home. They wouldn’t need to

  furnish the other two bedrooms until Sue started a family, and both his females were assiduously haunting the secondhand stores for more downstairs furniture.




  He kissed Sue; he kissed Margaret Carstairs; he said, “Good day?”




  “I suppose so,” said Sue vaguely. “I haven’t finished those damned curtains.” Neither of them had wanted to attempt formal drapes for living and dining rooms;

  they’d got those on sale, but Sue was still struggling with the bedroom curtains.




  “We’ll get there,” said her mother cheerfully. “Dinner in twenty minutes, Ivor, unless you want a drink first.”




  They were nice to come home to, his females. Sue neat and dark and slim, and Margaret—in about twenty years Sue was going to look a lot like Margaret Carstairs, which would be fine with

  Maddox. “Anything new down?” asked Sue.




  “The ape man again. She wasn’t knocked around quite so much, but it was him all right. And no new leads, of course.”




  “And NCIC a broken reed for once,” said Sue. The National Crime Information Center had been a very good idea, a pool of information available to lawmen nationwide; but the men who

  devised it and set it up had a strong aversion to anything smacking of a permanent computerized file on the citizens, communist-style. NCIC dealt only with current crimes and currently wanted

  criminals. Whenever a crime was cleared, either by arrest or getting shoved in the unsolved file, all the information on it was removed from NCIC’s computers. “Damn. I’d like to

  get that one. You know he’ll end up killing one of them.”




  Maddox drifted out to the kitchen to build himself a Bourbon and water. “All too likely.” There was a delectable smell of pot roast and gravy in the kitchen. “Did you go to see

  those dogs?”




  “Oh yes,” said Margaret. “The puppies are perfectly adorable.”




  “Utterly adorable,” said Sue. “Of course they’re only three weeks old, they won’t be ready to leave home for a while.”




  “Um,” said Maddox noncommittally. They’d only lost the well-loved little Welsh Corgi, Gor, six months ago. The new house had a very large fenced yard; but more to the point, it

  was a rather isolated house on this very quiet dead-end street, and Margaret would be alone here except on Sue’s days off, and if Sue ever started a baby the two of them would be here

  alone—




  (He had walked into the old house on Janiel Terrace, that day last January, to find Margaret bleeding and unconscious after the assault by the burglar, and it had been like that terrible time

  the high school principal had called him into his office and told him, fumbling and hunting for words, about Mother and Dad and the plane crash—)




  The little Corgi. Another little Corgi. Nice little dogs, and plenty of guts and spunk. But a little dog.




  He was supposed to be off on Thursday, but there were two witnesses coming in to make statements about the latest checks. He had been on that since it first erupted, so

  he’d go in this morning at least to type the statements. It was very nice these days, with no morning rush as the two of them got ready: Margaret had breakfast ready when he and Sue came

  down, and they got off separately by seven-thirty.




  The witnesses straggled in at a quarter of nine: a clerk from a Lucky Market and another from Thrifty Drugs. Both stores were located in busy areas of Hollywood.




  “I never gave it a thought,” said Marcia Williams. “She had perfectly good I.D., and it looked like a perfectly good check, a salary check from Robinson’s, for something

  over three hundred, and I do know they pay every two weeks because my sister used to work there, so it looked perfectly all right.”




  “Yes,” said Maddox. It was all more of the same. The professionally printed checks looking so authentic, the amounts plausible: the big markets, the chain pharmacies, cashed a lot of

  salary checks automatically.




  He made notes on what they could tell him, typed up the statements, and got them signed by ten o’clock. It was another handful of nothing. He was re-reading the statements, the witnesses

  gone, when Sue and Daisy came into the office in a hurry. Everybody but Rodriguez was out on something: the several heists they were still working, the daylight burglaries, the new body.




  “You’d better hear about this, if there isn’t much we can do,” said Sue in a quiet voice. Maddox cocked his head at her; her mouth looked a little grim. Daisy was looking

  serious. “Mr. and Mrs. Rittenhouse.”




  “Yes?” Maddox got up and offered chairs.




  They were probably in the early forties: an ordinary-looking couple except that they both looked ravaged and desperately worried. He was tall, dark, in crumpled sports clothes, losing his hair;

  she was middle-sized, a little plump, ash blond, wearing a navy pantsuit, her mouth taut, her eyes wild.




  The man said, “I’ve got to try to make sense. Did she say Sergeant? I thought, telephone—but no way to get it across to you, we had to come. We drove all night—I never

  got home to see it till nine, I was showing a house—and we ran into that damn detour—we just got here—an hour ago, went to headquarters downtown and they sent us up here. Made the

  best time I could, but it’s an eight, nine hour drive—Stockton.” He sagged in the chair. Sue had gone down the hall, practically, for coffee. She set the paper cups before them on

  Maddox’s desk silently.




  “Yes, sir, what’s it about?”




  Sue laid something on the desk before him. “In the mail yesterday,” said Rittenhouse. “That. We’ve been wild—just wild. Never had a minute’s worry with

  Sally—always a good girl—and it was a silly little argument, her staying out past eleven with Ken, he’s a good boy—and Marjorie going with her—God, we couldn’t

  reach the Burnses, they were out somewhere—and we had to come—you’ve got to find them, you’ve got to start looking—”




  Maddox picked up the thing on his desk. It was a crudely manufactured envelope, made of thick white paper Scotch-taped into folds, and addressed in a scrawl to Robert Rittenhouse, a Stockton

  address. It bore a fifteen-cent stamp and a Hollywood postmark. Inside, there was a folded half sheet with a ragged edge of the same paper, and more hasty scrawling.




  Dear Daddy, I hope I can get some man mail this I dont know please we only meant to scare you some, go overnight but we got Hollywood and a lady and man said help us get jobs a Mrs. Aggie and

  his name Joey they lock us up and we have do awful sex things or they dont give us anyth to eat I think it said Vermont avenue where we are please please come get us we want go home please

  Daddy.
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