














DAMNATION STREET





DAMNATION STREET



Andrew Klavan


[image: ]




First published in Great Britain in 2006 by Quercus


This ebook edition published in 2013 by


Quercus Editions Ltd
55 Baker Street
7th Floor, South Block
London
W1U 8EW


Copyright © 2006 by Amalgamated Metaphor, Inc.


The moral right of Andrew Klavan to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.


A CIP catalogue reference for this book is available from the British Library


eBook ISBN 978 1 84916 652 2
Print ISBN 1 84724 058 5


(978 1 84724 058 3)


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places and events are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental.


You can find this and many other great books at:
www.quercusbooks.co.uk




PRAISE FOR ANDREW KLAVAN


‘Andrew Klavan is doing something rarely done… a unique angle on the private-eye novel’


Michael Connelly


‘Hide the welcome mat, pull the blinds and take the phone off the hook, because you’ll be dead to the world from the very first page’


New York Daily News


‘Klavan knows every twist, turn and pothole in the road to hell. And all the travellers you will meet along the way’


Stephen Coonts


‘Klavan does tough-guy heroes and sexual tension better than anyone writing today’


Janet Evanovich


‘Make no mistake, moral choice is at the heart of this tale’


Philadelphia Inquirer


 


ANDREW KLAVAN won Edgar Awards and stormed the bestseller lists with Don’t Say a Word and True Crime, both of which were made into films, the first starring Michael Douglas, the second, Clint Eastwood. He is the author of eight other books and has been nominated for the Edgar Award a total of four times.


He was born in New York City and grew up on Long Island. He went to the University of California at Berkeley where he met his wife, Ellen. They have two children, Faith and Spencer, and live in Santa Barbara, California.




Also by Andrew Klavan


Dynamite Road


True Crime


Don’t Say A Word


Hunting Down Amanda


Shotgun Alley


Man And Wife


The Uncanny


The Animal Hour


Corruption


Empire of Lies




This book is for Ross Klavan and Mary Jones





AUTHOR’S NOTE



This is the story of two lost men, two men I used to know. Scott Weiss was the owner of Weiss Investigations, a private detective agency in San Francisco. Jim Bishop was one of his operatives. Between the time I graduated from university and the time I returned east to begin my career as a writer of crime novels, I worked with them at the agency in a minor capacity. This is a fictionalized memoir of that period, which I hope will enable me to depict Weiss and Bishop more completely, and so more sympathetically, than if I had merely reported their actions and never explored their hearts and minds. I depict them in the third person but allow myself to speculate novelistically on their thoughts and feelings. I use the first person only at those moments when I become an integral part of the narrative.





PART ONE
The Case Of The Distant Daddy’s Girl
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Paradise was a crap town. With the summer tourists gone, the main street was deserted after nightfall. Trash rattled along the gutters, blown by the harbor wind. Darkened storefronts stared into the emptiness beyond the far sidewalk. Somewhere in that emptiness, the ocean waves crashed down and whispered away.


Scott Weiss walked past the shops, heading for his hotel. He was a man in his fifties, a big man with a paunch. He had a sad, ugly face. Deep bags under world-weary eyes. A bulbous nose. Sagging cheeks. Unkempt salt-and-pepper hair. He wore a gray overcoat. He kept his hands in the pockets, his broad shoulders hunched. The shop windows reflected him as he went past them leaning into the wind.


His hotel was the only hotel on the street. It was two stories, clapboard, yellow with white trim. It had white pillars holding up a balcony with a white rail. Weiss moved under the balcony to the front door. The door was glass. His reflection was there too. He looked into his own mournful eyes as he approached it. He pushed inside.


The hotel lobby was paneled in oak, stained a deep brown. There was a fire in the large fireplace. There was a heavy oak reception counter in front of the manager’s office. There was no one behind the counter, no one anywhere in the lobby. The door to the office was closed.


Weiss stood at the counter and rapped his knuckles on the wood. He waited. The office door opened and a woman came out. She was about forty, short and chesty, frazzled, blonde. She was wearing yellow slacks and a purple turtleneck, a cheerfully loud combination. She hesitated when she saw Weiss. Something flickered in the look she gave him. Whatever it was, it passed. She came ahead to the counter, stood across from him.


‘Chilly out there tonight, isn’t it?’ she said. Her voice was toneless. She didn’t look up at him. ‘Two-thirteen,’ she said, and turned to the cubby holes on the wall behind her to fetch his key.


Weiss had a knack for reading people. He could tell what they were thinking. He could often guess what they would do. Sometimes the smallest gesture could give him what he needed.


Now, for instance, he could see that the woman behind the counter was scared.


He took the room key from her pale fingers. The woman pressed her lips together. It looked like she wanted to say something, to tell him something, to warn him maybe about what was waiting for him upstairs. But how could she? How could she know who the good guys and bad guys were, what was safe, what wasn’t? It was smarter for her to just keep her mouth shut. So that’s what she did.


Weiss smiled at her with one corner of his mouth. He wanted her to know it was all right. ‘Good night,’ he said.


The woman tried to answer but it didn’t come off.


Weiss moved away from her. He walked to the wooden stairs. He felt the woman watching him as he went. The hotel windows knocked and rattled in the wind. He climbed heavily up to the second floor.


He trudged along the second floor gallery. He shifted the room key into his left hand. His right hand slipped inside his overcoat, inside his tweed jacket, to his shoulder holster. He wriggled out his old snub-nosed .38. It wasn’t much of a gun, a real antique at this point. A relic from his days on the SFPD, back before they shifted over to the Berettas. Slow and inaccurate, it wouldn’t be much use against the man who was after him. The man who was after him was a professional, a genuine whack specialist. If he wanted Weiss dead, he would make Weiss dead, ancient .38 or no. Still, Weiss liked the feel of the gun in his hand. Better than nothing. He kept it pressed against his middle as he went down the gallery.


He reached the room, two-thirteen. He tried the knob, but the door was locked, just the way he’d left it. He unlocked it. He pushed it in.


The room was dark. He stood where he was, on the threshold. He reached in and felt along the wall for the lightswitch. He found it, flicked it up. Nothing. The light did not come on.


Weiss felt his heart beat harder. He cursed silently. Maybe that’s all the specialist wanted. Maybe he was watching from somewhere, spying on him, playing with him, cat and mouse. Maybe he just wanted to see Weiss pale and sweating and scared.


Well, congratulations, he thought. You sick shmuck.


He stepped into the room. He shut the door behind him. An act of defiance: to hell with the dark. The dark got thicker. The curtains were closed, only a pale beam from a streetlamp fell through the crack between them. Weiss moved in that light from shadow to shadow. He made his way to the bathroom, reached inside. When he flicked the switch, the bulb worked, the light came on in there, glinting off the white tile walls. That lit his way back to the main room, to the desklamp and the bedside lamp. He turned those on as well.


The room was empty. A small wood-paneled room, crowded with a bed and a weathered writing table.


Weiss holstered his gun. He moved to the bed, sat down on the edge of it, letting out a sigh. His heart beat hard for a few more seconds, then it eased. The back of his neck felt damp against his overcoat collar.


Might’ve been nothing. Nerves. The hotel clerk might really not have been afraid at all. He might’ve imagined it. The light bulb might have blown out on its own. The killer might never have been in the room at all.


Didn’t matter. He was here, sure enough. Somewhere. Somewhere close. Watching him. Listening to him. Dogging every step.


Weiss’s bottle of scotch, his Macallan, was on the writing desk, beside the blotter. After a while, he got up, stripped off his overcoat, dumped it on the bed. He fetched a water glass from the bathroom. He sat at the desk and poured himself a measure of whiskey. He lifted the glass to his mouth with his left hand. Held it there and let the scent sting his nostrils. With his right hand, he reached into the pocket of his jacket and drew out his picture of the whore.


He laid the photograph on the desk, on the blotter, framed against the green felt. He sipped his scotch and looked down at her.


She was one goddamned beautiful whore, all right. Julie Wyant, her name was. She had red-gold hair and blue eyes. She had an ivory and rose complexion. She had a dreamy gaze. Weiss liked that about her especially: her dreamy, faraway gaze.


Weiss didn’t know much about her, but he knew what there was to know. She had worked out of San Francisco. She was especially popular with middle-aged men. Some guys reach a certain stage of life and they get all syrupy and nostalgic. She appealed to guys like that. She was gentle and a little spacey and she had a face like an angel. Her face seemed to remind these men of girls they used to imagine when they were young, girls they made up before they knew real girls. She reminded Weiss of that kind of girl too.


Anyway, she had caught the attention of a professional killer, a whack specialist the newspapers liked to call the Shadowman. Weiss knew this guy. He’d been after him since his cop days. The specialist spent one night with Julie. He hurt her – a lot – that was love’s sweet song to this sick piece of shit. He hurt her, then he told her he wanted to keep her with him forever.


Julie believed him. That’s why she vanished.


She had phoned Weiss once, at his apartment in Russian Hill. It was the only time he had ever talked to her. She had phoned him and begged him not to try to find her. She knew about Weiss. She knew he was considered one of the best locate men in the business. He could find people because of that way he had of reading them, of guessing what they would do. And she knew he had been hunting the Shadowman for years. Julie was afraid he would come after her in order to draw the killer out into the open. She was afraid he would find her and then the killer would find her too. So she had phoned Weiss and begged him not to look for her.


Weiss had traced the phone call to a pay booth here in Paradise. That’s how he knew where to start looking.


Weiss sipped his scotch. He studied the picture. She was one goddamned beautiful whore. He wondered if maybe that’s why he was here. Maybe it wasn’t because of the killer but just because she had an angel’s face and it reminded him of the girls he’d made up in his mind when he was younger. Or maybe it was the fact that his business – his private detective agency back in San Francisco – was failing and he needed to get away. Whatever the reason, he had left the business behind – he had left everything behind – and come here to find her.


And the killer was following him. Watching him. Listening to him. Dogging his every step, just as Julie had said he would. Weiss was pretty sure there were tracking devices in his car, maybe even in his clothes. He didn’t bother looking for them. If he took them out, the killer would just put them back again. The killer was following him, that’s all there was to it. When Weiss found Julie, the killer would find her too, just as she had said.


And then they would settle it. Weiss and the Shadow-man. They would settle it between them.


Weiss sipped his scotch. He studied the picture, looked into those dreamy, faraway eyes. He remembered how she had begged him – begged him in her warm voice to stay away. He had tried to do what she wanted. He really had tried.


But in the end, he couldn’t help himself.
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‘Three,’ said the Frenchman.


The customer said nothing. He snapped open the clasps on one of the black aluminum briefcases on the desk between them, the first case, the one to his left. He opened the lid and peered inside.


The Frenchman stole a glance at him, at his eyes. Strange eyes. Not cold or cruel or deadly. Just empty. Like a machine’s. No, like a mannequin’s. The Frenchman felt a chill in his belly.


He went on: ‘Very wise, very strategic.’ He knew he was babbling, but he couldn’t stop. Those eyes. He needed to hear the sound of a human voice, even if it was his own. ‘Your ordinary policeman feels a great satisfaction when he finds the first. He thinks himself, oh, very smart. When he finds the second, he is a law enforcement genius. That is the end of it, almost always. No one searches for three.’


The customer said nothing. He lifted the gun from the case. It was a 9mm Sig P210 with a modified mag release, the most accurate 9mm available. The customer turned it over in his hand, letting the daylight play on it.


The light was pouring in through the high windows on the wall behind the Frenchman. It fell in two broad beams on the men and the desk between them. They were in an office on the second story of a red-brick townhouse. It was small, cluttered. The customer was sitting in a tubular steel chair. The Frenchman sat in an old, tattered green swiveler. The desk was big, wooden, marked with cigarette burns and scars. All around them, broken crates, cardboard boxes, catalogues and mail were jumbled and piled up on carpet the color of static. There were no decorations, no pictures. Just the piled up garbage against the white plaster walls.


The Frenchman watched the customer for another short while. The chill in his belly grew chillier by the second. Finally, he’d had enough. He swiveled around, his back to the other man. He looked out the window.


Like a ghost, he thought. Despite the cool of the autumn day, he felt his armpits beginning to run under his pearl-buttoned cowboy shirt. He puffed his cheeks, blew out a breath. The man has the eyes of a ghost.


The Frenchman was no work of art himself. He wasn’t French either – he was Belgian, but the sort of people he dealt with couldn’t handle the distinction. Gnomish, hunched, sallow, he had damp lips and rheumy yellow eyes under a wispy blond combover. He was sixty-seven, but he dressed younger, wore jeans and the white cowboy shirt and a blue bandana tied around his turkey-gullet throat. Sometimes he suspected this sort of outfit made him look ridiculous. Jeans riding just beneath his tits. A cowboy shirt misshapen by his sunken chest and his bulging, flaccid belly. But what could he do? This was San Francisco, a young town. You wanted to do business here, you had to look jaunty. This was as close to jaunty as he could get.


He heard the clasps of the second briefcase snap open behind him. The customer was looking at the .45 now. A 1911 retooled into a compact powerhouse. Shoot a man in the guts with that at close range, and there’d be nothing left in the middle of him. He’d just be a head on top of a pair of feet.


The Frenchman waited, killed another minute looking out at the bright blue day. Across the street were the pastel townhouses of Haight-Ashbury, a half-block row of them. A young mother pushed a stroller along the sidewalk beneath. The Frenchman savored the shape of her breasts in her orange sweater. As he watched her pass, a chorus of men’s shouts rose to him through the floor.


‘Heeyai! Heeyai! Heeyai!’


A deep sound, a strong sound. He drew it into himself with a breath.


It was coming from the dojo directly beneath him, on street level. It was his dojo. They were his men. They were big, muscular brutes, real bully boys, black belts all of them, not just black but with red stripes and Japanese letters and God knew what else. They were practicing their martial arts, going through their motions and routines, chopping the air with their hands, kicking the air. Shouting like that.


‘Heeyai! Heeyai!’


They were the Frenchman’s security system. Nice and legal, nothing he had to pay off the cops for. And there was no way to get to the stairs except through them. Usually just the sound of their voices, their presence, made the Frenchman feel safe up here.


Not today though. Not with this one.


He heard the third briefcase snap open. He swiveled back around to face the other man.


‘Remarkable, isn’t it?’ he heard himself saying. His accent sounded overdone and oily even to himself. ‘The very latest thing.’


Again, the customer answered nothing. He only lifted the Saracen and held it before him in his open hand.


‘You see the size? It hardly covers your fingers. And the weight, you feel that?’ the Frenchman rattled on. ‘One and a half pounds loaded. Delayed blowback. Very low felt recoil. But it can pierce standard body armor at three hundred meters. I’ve seen it done.’


The customer ignored him. He never took that strange, empty gaze from the weapon. He worked the slide. Jacked the magazine.


‘Twenty rounds,’ the Frenchman said. ‘In a weapon that size. Imagine. Twenty.’


The customer ignored him.


The Frenchman felt the sweat trickling down his sides. What the hell was this guy anyway? Some kind of specialist, obviously. A good one too – you could tell just by the way he handled the weapons. But if he was so good, why did he need so much hardware? And the Saracen – that would stop a tank. What was he going up against, an army? Who was he so afraid of?


Adalian had referred him. That was good. That meant security was guaranteed. Usually it also meant you were dealing with businessmen, men concerned with nothing but profit. That was the way the Frenchman liked it. It was cleaner, safer. But three guns? The Saracen? That smacked of a passion job, possibly even something political. Much messier stuff, much more likely to blow out of control, attract attention. The Frenchman wished he had questioned Adalian more closely at the outset. As it was, all he knew about the customer was his name, the name he went by: John Foy.


The man himself gave nothing away. Except for his eyes, he was average-looking. In fact, his features were so ordinary, the Frenchman thought they would be difficult to describe. He wore colorless slacks and a bland, striped shirt. A khaki windbreaker zipped at the bottom. Everything so plain, so commonplace it was almost a form of camouflage. Like a ghost, he thought. Everything like a ghost. Invisible.


The customer slowly lay the Saracen back in its case, back in the space cut for it in the cushioning gray foam. He sat in the straight-backed metal chair with his shoulders slightly hunched, his hands clasped between his thighs. He looked from one open case to another, one weapon to another. He said nothing. He just sat and looked with his mannequin eyes.


The Frenchman waited and sweat. Finally, he couldn’t take it. ‘Three,’ he said again, just to say something.


The customer nodded almost imperceptibly. His voice was toneless.


‘Yes,’ he said.
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The blue afternoon had dimmed and it was evening now. Mist was gathering and making halos around the street-lamps. The man who called himself John Foy walked under the haloed lamps. He carried his three guns in a brown paper bag, rolled up so he could grip it in one hand, his right hand, held down by his side.


He walked along Eighth Street and it was as the Frenchman said of him: he was invisible. Even the gutter bums didn’t ask him for a handout. Boozing at the curb outside the liquor store, squabbling in a litter of torn tickets near the betting office exit, sleeping in bags and boxes in the doorways between the bail bondsmen and the diner, they didn’t even look at him as he went by. No one did. No one ever did.


He walked past unnoticed and then, unnoticed, he was gone. Off the streets, climbing a narrow stair between peeling gray walls. In at a scarred brown door. Entering a room with one curtained window.


He brushed the lightswitch up as he shut the door. There was a single bulb in the ceiling covered by a frosted glass plate. It gave off a sickly yellow glow, making hard shadows of the moths and flies that had been caught in the plate and died there. The glow showed a small room, two wooden chairs with foam cushions, a TV on a scratched wooden bureau, and a sagging single bed pushed against the grimy wall.


Murder had been good to the Shadowman. He’d made millions at it over the years. But he dwelled in places like this almost always, one place like this after another. Restless, indifferent and anonymous, he came and stayed a while and moved on. He would be gone from this room before morning.


He shuffled slowly to the bed. He was breathing a little harder after his climb up the stairs. There was a sheen of sweat on his nondescript face. He sat down on the edge of the bed wearily. He set the brown paper bag on his knees. He opened it, peered inside it like a schoolboy wondering what his mother had packed for lunch. He drew the guns out one by one. The Sig, then the .45, then the Saracen. He laid them neatly on the bed side by side.


Grunting, he bent over. He reached down under the bed. He drew out a battered brown leather briefcase. He set this by his thigh, on the side of him opposite the guns. He worked the case’s snaps. Opened it. There was a laptop inside, the machinery set into the case so that the lid held the monitor and the base the keyboard. He turned the computer on.


While it booted, he stood. He peeled off his wind-breaker, draped it over the back of a chair. Stripped off his shirt, draped it over the windbreaker. He went to the closet, opened it. There was a mirror on the inside of the door. The man who called himself John Foy looked soft with his shirt on but, bare-chested, the muscle showed, corded, rippling and powerful.


In the closet, on a shelf chest-high, there was a suitcase. He opened it, took out the silicone vest. It was heavy, fifteen pounds at least. He had had it made by a special effects company in Los Angeles. It was decorated with painted latex and hair – yak hair, they’d told him. Whatever it was, the vest looked and felt exactly like human flesh.


He put the vest on, slipping it over his shoulders, fastening it in back. It blended smoothly with his own body, rising as a false paunch below his breasts and curving back down to end at his waist. It had a subtle effect. It added only about ten pounds or so to the look of him.


There was more stuff like this in the suitcase: silicone overlays and prosthetics to make his face and arms look a little fatter too so the whole image would fit together. But he didn’t need them now. For now, this was enough. He walked back to the bed, trying to move naturally with the extra weight on him.


He picked up the Saracen from where it lay beside the other two guns. The Frenchman was a babbling idiot but he was right about this weapon. It was incredibly light, incredibly small, especially for a gun so powerful. It slipped easily through the slit in the silicone vest. It nestled snugly in the foam pouch fitted inside.


The man who called himself John Foy put his shirt back on. He tucked it in as he went to stand again before the closet mirror. He nodded once at what he saw there. The vest looked entirely natural. It made him just a little fatter, and it hid the gun completely. Not only that, when he pressed on it, even when he pressed in hard, he felt only what seemed to be human flesh. The foam, and an extra layer of rubber, made it impossible to tell the gun was there.


Your ordinary policeman feels a great satisfaction when he finds the first gun, the Frenchman had said. He thinks himself, oh, very smart. When he finds the second gun, he is a law enforcement genius. That is the end of it, almost always. No one searches for three.


A babbling idiot, no doubt about it. Weiss was no ordinary policeman. Weiss knew things. He guessed things. That was the whole point.


The man who called himself John Foy had a gift for moving through the world unseen. He had worked in cities all over the west, from the coast to the Mississippi, and yet he had left barely a trace of himself anywhere. No one knew his real name. Even the people who hired him didn’t know what he looked like. The cops in the cities he’d been in, the state cops, the feds – none of them even knew he existed.


But Weiss knew. Weiss had somehow guessed. The man who called himself John Foy didn’t know how he did it, but he did.


He examined himself in the mirror. Turned this way, that. He pressed the silicone vest from every angle, as hard as he could.


He nodded again. He didn’t think Weiss would guess about the third gun.


Satisfied, he looked back at the bed, at the computer in the briefcase. It was up and running now. The monitor showed a twice-divided screen, four separate readouts. One would pick up the GPS tracker on Weiss’s car when it was in range, another would map the pulses coming from the bird-doggers sewn into his belt, jacket and shoes. The other two were for listening devices: phone taps, cell tracking, the distance mikes that could pick up voices through concrete and the laser that read the vibrations on window glass. All of them checked out, up and running.


He was ready to return to the hunt.


He packed his things up slowly, methodically. The computer under the bed. The vest back in the suitcase. The guns inside their paper bag with two holster straps wrapped around them. The bag he put in the suitcase too. Before he shut the suitcase lid, he looked down at the bag, his expression distant, even a little sad. It had been a mistake to get the guns from the Frenchman, he thought. Three guns from one man. A man like that. It was just the sort of thing he never did. He had always spread his business out. He had always covered his tracks obsessively. Once, he had traveled to four different cities just to get the pieces for a single weapon. He had been that cautious at his best. Always planning, always anonymous, always invisible.


But that was over. Everything was over. Everything except the girl. And Weiss.


He shut the suitcase. He plodded back to the narrow bed. He lay down on it, shirtless. He laid his arm across his forehead and looked up at the chaotic web of cracks in the plaster ceiling. Thinking about the Frenchman, about the guns, about the girl, about Weiss – it had all begun to give him a bad feeling, a red, hot feeling spreading through his center. He was making a lot of mistakes now. He knew that. He was getting careless. Because of her. Because nothing mattered to him anymore except having her again. He couldn’t think beyond that. He couldn’t make his usual perfect plans.


He lay there with his arm across his forehead. He didn’t see the cracks in the ceiling anymore. He saw her face. He saw her in her agony and tears, the way she’d been when he was with her. His cock grew hard, his breath grew short, as he remembered. He should’ve found her by now. He would’ve found her, if it hadn’t been for Weiss. Weiss who somehow guessed his plans, who held him up, who gave her time to get away. Now, she was gone, just gone. He’d looked. She was nowhere. He was a man who knew how to find people too. He had tracked down plenty of running targets in his day. But this was different. She was different. Other targets had connections, people they loved, money they needed, places they had to be. Other targets stopped running after a while, convinced they’d eluded him. Not her. In a way, she was as anonymous as he was. She had no history. She had no family. She made her living off her body so she could go anywhere and travel light. She had made exactly one phone call that he knew of since she had vanished from the city. One phone call from Paradise. There, the trail ended.


For him – the trail ended for him. But not for Weiss. Weiss, in some way and for some reason the man who called himself John Foy didn’t understand, had picked up a new trail. He was moving from Paradise now to a town called Hannock to the east. He would be there by morning.


The man who called himself John Foy would be there too. Because Weiss knew things. He guessed things. He found people who couldn’t be found. And the girl would not run away from Weiss, the way she ran away from him.


The man groaned very softly, one hand moving to his groin. That feeling – that bad, red, hot feeling – it was getting worse in him, redder, hotter. Because of her. Because he was thinking about how he’d had her, the things he did to her, how he would’ve had her again, if it wasn’t for Weiss…


He closed his eyes. He dug his fingers into his cock, dug them in until it hurt, until his cock grew soft again. Then he lay still, breathing, breathing. He imagined a tower. It was a trick he had taught himself to keep the bad feelings away. When he could think, when he could plan, when he could do his work, it was like a wheel in his mind was turning. It was like the wheel powered a lamp and his mind was bright and clear. But sometimes, like now, his mind stopped, the wheel stopped, and the lamp went out. Then bad feelings and bad thoughts closed on him from the corners like scrabbling rats. Laughing voices, red rage, red blood, a little boy crying – like rats scrabbling out of the corners when the dark came down.


So he would think of a tower, a tall castle tower. He would daydream himself up its winding stair and into its battlement. At the top, he felt aloof and calm and the bad thoughts and feelings washed against the tower base far below, the red rage like a tide, the tears like rain, but far below where they couldn’t touch him. After a while, the laughing voices would quiet. The slanting rain of infant tears would cease. The tide of rage would recede and he would be able to think again and make plans again and start the wheel turning.


Hannock, he thought. That was the plan. He would follow Weiss to Hannock. He would follow Weiss and Weiss would follow the girl and he would find her.


In the end, thought the Shadowman, they would all meet face to face.
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Jim Bishop, meanwhile, was at a bar. He was leaning on the rail, his hand around a mug of beer. Behind the bar, above the mirrored shelves of liquor bottles, there were three TVs set high on the wall. There were baseball games playing on two of the TVs. There was news playing on the other one. On the news, there was a video of a beautiful blonde girl – a teenager – in handcuffs. A deputy was holding her arm at the elbow, lowering her into a squad car outside the Redwood City courthouse. The sound on the TV was off but the caption told the story: the girl had been charged with four counts of felony murder. The squad car drove out of sight with the girl and the deputy inside.


Bishop smiled his sardonic smile. He lifted his beer mug, toasted the television news, and drank. He did not love anyone, but he did have sort of a thing for the blonde girl on the news. She had had a way of bringing him to the cold still border of himself whenever he was inside her. He would’ve done a lot for the chance to get a few more hits at her. He would’ve stolen money. He would’ve fucked over Weiss, who was not only his boss but his only friend. Whatever excuse for a code of honor he still had, he would’ve shredded it on the spot. Hell, he’d been planning to do all those things and more. But before he got through the list, she had set him up to be killed. That pretty much put an end to the affair – that, or maybe just the fact she’d gotten herself arrested.


Bishop set his beer down. Leaned on the rail. Went on smiling his sardonical smile. Grimacing, he worked his right shoulder around a little. It still throbbed from where the girl’s psycho lover had stabbed him after she’d set him up. He was supposed to be taking painkillers for it. He was drinking the beer instead.


He’d been drinking beer for several days, in fact. He’d been in a lot of bars during that time, an endless series of bars it seemed. This one was – where? – in the Noe Valley somewhere. It was one of those Irish pubs that had dolled itself up for the young professional class. There were wrought iron chandeliers and butcher block tables all over the place. A lot of Tiffany-style glasswork around the windows. The light was too bright, the wood was too blond. And everyone seemed to be wearing cable sweaters and brand new jeans and drinking large bowllike glasses of white wine or beers with slices of lime in them.


Slices of lime! Well, if you wanted to go from bar to bar forever, you had to take the good with the bad.


Bishop lifted his mug again. As he did, he noticed that a woman had planted herself on the stool next to him. He glanced at her over the mug’s rim while he drank. She was his age, thirty or so. Appealing in a desperately-unmarried-businesswoman sort of way. She had shoulder-length brown hair and large brown eyes. A nice shape in her tight-fitting brand new jeans and her likewise tight-fitting cable sweater.


Bishop decided he would take her somewhere and have her. This was a talent of his: he could pretty much have any woman he wanted. Who knows why? Something about his being a cold-hearted bastard seemed to drive the girls wild with desire.


He wasn’t tall but he was well-built, square-shouldered, muscular. He had a thin, fine nose and pale, almost colorless, eyes. His lips had that sardonical smile on them more or less all the time. He stood out in this crowd tonight, his jeans faded and no sweater on but a gray t-shirt under his leather motorcycle jacket instead.


‘You want a drink?’ he asked the woman.


She looked him over. ‘Yeah, sure,’ she said.


He lifted his chin at the bar-guy, an owlish part-timer in big square glasses.


‘I’ll have what he’s having,’ said the woman.


Bishop drained his mug. ‘I’ll have what I’m having too,’ he said.


The bar-guy brought them beers. The woman raised her mug to Bishop. She wanted Bishop to clink mugs with her so he raised his mug and clinked. They both drank.


‘So,’ he said then, ‘what’s your story?’


‘Well…’ She licked the foam from her lips and considered. ‘My name is Heather, first of all. I’m a financial consultant at Howard Paycock, which is a firm in town. I’ve been in the city about a year, and before that I lived in Seattle which is also where I went to school. How about you?’


‘Well,’ said Bishop, with a thoughtful frown. ‘My name is Jim. I’m a private detective with Weiss Investigations – or I was until I screwed over my boss for some stolen cash and a couple of hook-ups with a killer bitch who set me up to be murdered. Before that, I was actually kind of a hero but I lost my faith in things which, if you’re a hero, doesn’t leave you with a whole lot besides your addiction to violence and the habit of putting yourself in life-threatening situations. So that’s pretty much it.’ He shrugged. He sipped his beer through the silence that followed.


It was a long silence. Then the girl said, ‘Wow. Interesting.’


Thirty-five minutes later, they were in her apartment three stories above Alvarado Street. She was bent naked over some sort of work desk and Bishop, cupping her breasts in his hands, was driving into her from behind. She was digging it in a big way and was actually beginning to wonder if there really might be such a thing as love at first sight. Bishop was beginning to wonder if there might be a cold piece of chicken or some left-over Chinese in her refrigerator because he hadn’t eaten anything but pretzels since forever.


She cried out his name. He grunted the name of the girl on the TV news.


That’s when the cops came for him.
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Bishop would’ve known those pounding footsteps anywhere. How the hell had they found him here? He was irritated and thrust into the gasping financial consultant with a muttered curse. He thrust again, stubbornly – again and again – and managed to finish just as the cops started pounding on the apartment door.


‘Open up! Police!’


‘Oh my God!’ said the financial consultant – Bishop couldn’t remember her name.


Anyway, he was already rolling out of her. He yanked his jeans off a chair, started stuffing himself back into them. At the same time, Heather – Heather; that was it – she was twisting off the desk, stumbling backward, covering her breasts with one hand and her crotch with the other. She stared at the door, open-mouthed. Then at Bishop. Then at the door.


The police started pounding again.


‘Open up! Let’s go! This is the police!’


Heather’s mouth opened and closed a few times. Then she shouted, ‘Just a minute! I’m not dressed!’


The police went right on pounding.


Heather glanced at Bishop. He was hopping around, trying to get his boot on. ‘Hurry up!’ she whispered at him fiercely. She snatched her jeans up off the floor, shouting at the same time: ‘I said just a minute! I’m getting dressed!’


The cops pounded on the door three more times – boom, boom, boom – hard. ‘We’re gonna break this down in a second, lady!’


‘You do and I’ll sue your fucking balls off!’ Heather screamed back.


Bishop laughed. He had his t-shirt on now. He grabbed his jacket.


Heather pulled on her jeans. She shot Bishop another fierce whisper, ‘Hurry! You can use the fire escape in back!’ Her brown eyes were wide with fear and hilarity. Bishop liked that look. He liked the way she gave it to the cops too. He had one arm in his jacket sleeve and, on impulse, he grabbed her around the waist with it and pulled her to him even as he snaked the other arm into the other sleeve. He kissed her. She was still bare-breasted. He savored the feel of her against his shirt. When he released her, she let out a wild, breathless laugh.


‘You really are a bastard!’ she said, as if she’d just figured it out.


Bishop laughed too.


‘Hurry!’ she said. ‘Go on!’


He went – out the rear window, down the fire escape, through a little backyard garden misty in the cool darkness. Brushing fronds of some sort out of his face and striped with dew, he made his way to a garbage alley alongside the building. He jogged down the alley to a white picket gate. Pushed the gate open, peeked out at the street.


It was a quiet block of Victorian townhouses, street-lamps like bookends at either corner. Two patrol cars were parked against the curb across from Heather’s building. Bishop’s Harley was corralled between the front fender of one car and the rear bumper of the other. A pair of patrolmen were leaning on the hood of the lead car, chatting, their arms folded on their chests. As they talked, they kept a weather eye on the third story bay window of Heather’s apartment.


Bishop didn’t hesitate. He slipped out of the alley. He ambled casually but quickly across the street, went right to his bike. He was so smooth, the cops didn’t even notice him until he swung himself into the saddle.


Then one of the cops did a startled double-take. ‘Hey,’ he said.


Bishop made the Harley roar in answer.


‘Hey!’ shouted the other cop.


Bishop kicked the bike into gear. It screeched and stuttered out from between the two patrol cars. Then it shot away.


The sudden speed, the thundering noise, the pure insanity of what he was doing set Bishop’s inner world a-gleaming. He laughed into the wind. Slewed around a corner. Blasted up a hill.


He crested the top. He held the Harley there as it rumbled. He heard the sirens behind him, wild and high, like baying dogs. Still, he hung there on the height and looked out over the scene with his cold, pale eyes.


The air was silver with lamplight and mist. The street dipped down steeply from his front tire, a line of modest brick and clapboard houses to his right descending beside it. Beyond, in the middle distance, lay a valley of freeways. Beyond that, the San Francisco skyline rose in the gathering autumn haze. The city’s quirky jags, its blocks and spires, shone through the haze, a patchwork of lighted windows. Its glow rose up and washed the sky to a blue-gray nothingness.


The sirens grew louder. A damp wind passed over him. He breathed it deeply. It was refreshing. It was good.


Slowly, then faster, then faster, like water running to a cliff and pouring off the edge, he and his machine curled over the crest of the hill and cascaded down.


He picked up speed, more speed. A sharp turn – a hell of a turn – rose toward him, quick as a thought. He gassed the bike to forty, fifty. Neared the bend. The mist went red, went blue, went red again around him: the cops. He had only an instant to glance back. He caught only a glimpse of them. The two patrol cars, one after the other, came sailing over the hilltop behind him, catching air, their light racks flashing, their sirens howling at the sky. Their tires screamed as they smacked down onto the pavement. The cars gripped tar and fired after him.


Bishop faced forward and went into the turn. He hardly slowed, just took it. The bike leaned over, leaned over more. He laughed again through gritted teeth. It was practically supernatural – he was practically lying on his side, practically skimming on top of the air. Every moment, he expected to go rubber up, lay the bike down in flames and sorrow. But no, then he was around the curve, pulling up straight, threading a narrow street lined with parked cars on one side and on the other with October roses.


The cops were close behind him. He heard their sirens, louder. He saw the red and blue rack flashers throw their colors into the night. He looked over his shoulder, caught a blurred image through tearing eyes. The lead squad car was ripping around that wicked bend. Its tires smoked. It skidded out to the right, scraped a parked car and threw up sparks. It yanked itself back toward the planted median, raked a roadside trellis so that flowers flew merrily into the air like it was all some sort of big parade. The blossoms hit the windshield of the second squad car as it came wriggling frantically around the corner. The car’s brakes shrieked like a hectoring fishwife.


Bishop’s heart raced. His eyes were bright as a madman’s. He felt a thing inside him that was cold and glinting like a knife blade turning to catch the moonlight. Looking ahead, he saw the pavement sailing toward him, felt his bike sailing uncontrollably fast down and down and down the constricted lane. At the bottom, the street horseshoed around the rosy median. He could choose to continue forward and let the cops run him to ground in the flatlands of the Mission, or he could try the tight one-eighty, and lose them here and now, racing away back up the hill.


The road swept left. He hit the brakes. He wrenched the bike around. The Harley’s rear wheel skidded out from under him. The whole bike skidded, changing direction like a needle on a meter. For a second, the machine went sideways across the macadam, heading for the parked cars. Then Bishop gave it gas and it was off again, rising back up the hill in the lamplit mist.


The squad cars had no chance to make a turn like that. He heard them brake. He heard the bay of their sirens become a sour whine. He looked behind him as his bike climbed and it was great, just great: they were stranded down there, their flashers revolving uselessly. They could only edge, slow and cautious, around the bend. With any luck, he’d be gone before they were even up to speed.


A thrill went through him. It was a sensation of breaking out of darkness into day. He’d been lost in a fog of trouble these last few weeks and now he burst free of it. It all swept back past him. The girl on the TV and the pain in his shoulder and the beer and the bars and Weiss whom he’d betrayed – it all swept back. The way ahead looked clear and bright.


Then a third squad car screamed into his path and cut him off.


It came out of a side street at the top of the hill. It planted itself across the intersection. It sat there, big and silent against the sky. Its red and blue lights circled with a sort of slow, lazy arrogance, the way a hick sheriff chews his gum.


Bishop gave a snarl of frustration. He cursed. There was no way around the thing and no way through. He squeezed the brakes. He let the bike slide sideways. It stopped. He set a boot down on the pavement.


Below, the other squad cars chugged up the hill to block his retreat.


Bishop smiled his sardonic smile.


The door of the third car, the car across the road in front of him, swung open. A grizzled veteran climbed out with a grunt. He hoisted his heavy utility belt over the bulge of his belly. He strolled down the hill toward Bishop with his thumbs in the belt’s sides.


He stopped. He cocked his head. He looked Bishop over. He sighed.


Bishop grinned outright. ‘Gee, officer,’ he said. ‘Was I going too fast?’


The veteran bit his lip to keep from laughing. ‘Bishop,’ he muttered. ‘You are such an asshole.’
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Two hours later; the Hall of Justice. Homicide, Fourth Floor.


Bishop sat in an interview room about the size of an outhouse. The soundproofing on the walls, once white, had gone a depressing gray. There was a wooden table. Three wooden chairs, one on one side, two on the other. Bishop sat in the one, slouched, rebellious, his arm thrown over the back.


He waited. A long time. It had been an evening full of thrills. He waited in the little room until every thrill had died. The fog of dejection settled over him again.


Then Inspector Ketchum walked in, scowling and furious.


Ketchum was a small, sinewy black man. He was wearing green slacks and a blue shirt, a red tie pulled loose at the collar. His gold inspector’s star was on the front of his belt. His .40 caliber Beretta was holstered on his hip. He was carrying a thick black binder. It had some numbers on the side of it and a name. It was the name of the girl on TV, the blonde girl in handcuffs. Bishop’s girl.


Bishop gave the inspector a bored look. Ketchum was bristling with anger, but so what? Ketchum was always bristling with anger. The son-of-a-bitch hated everyone, except maybe Weiss. Weiss had been Ketchum’s partner in his cop days so maybe Ketchum liked Weiss. But that didn’t help Bishop any. The way things were set up, that only made Ketchum hate Bishop all the more.


Ketchum dropped the black binder – whap! – on the wooden desk. He propped his foot up on one of the chairs, rested his arm on his raised knee. He gazed down at Bishop balefully, like a vulture waiting for lunch to die.


‘I hope you think I’m good-looking, Bishop, cause I’m about to fuck you hard,’ he said. He had a low, rasping growl of a voice. His scowl was apparently permanent.


Bishop shifted in his chair. He whiffled. He sneered. Just because his life was swirling down the crapper didn’t mean he was going to take shit from this chucklehead. ‘Give it a rest, Ketchum,’ he said. ‘This is San Francisco. You can’t even bust people here for breaking the law, what do you think you’re gonna do to me?’


Ketchum lay a finger on the black binder, the girl’s case book. ‘Accessory to murder. Receiving stolen goods.’


‘Oh, bullshit.’


‘Interfering with the police. Oh, and how about DUI and speeding? How about operating a fucking motorcycle without a fucking helmet.’


Bishop gestured with the hand behind his chair. ‘Without a helmet. Jesus. I guess I’m a pretty bad guy, all right.’


‘You’re not even a bad guy, Bishop. You don’t rate high enough to be a bad guy. You’re just a waste of space with skin on. Too much dick and not enough brains and no fucking heart at all.’


‘Oh, for Christ’s sake, Ketchum, what do you want from me?’


‘Well, now, I’m glad you asked me that question. I was just getting to that.’ The inspector took his foot off the chair. He stood straight, one hand resting on his gun butt. ‘I want you out of here.’


‘Hey, I’d like to help you, but all those mean men with guns out there won’t let me leave.’


‘I mean out of my life. Out of Weiss’s life. That’s what I want. I want you out of Weiss’s life.’


Bishop shrugged. ‘I’m gone already. I haven’t been back to the agency since you hauled the girl in.’


‘Oh, but you will be back, Bishop. You’ll strut around and drink and raise hell a while, but you’ll crawl back there sooner or later. Know why? You got nowhere else to go, that’s why. No one else would have you. And Weiss knows that. And he’ll take you back. Cause he thinks he can save your soul somehow. Now what’s your opinion on that, Bishop? You figure Weiss can save your soul?’
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