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  Chapter One




  It was raining in Portland. It was always raining in Portland, thought Big Art Elliott, unless Mt. St. Helens was dumping her crap in the streets. And sometimes even then. He

  jumped out of the Caddy Seville with its tucked-under tail—he always thought of a hound dog getting its butt kicked—and dodged through the rain into the branch post office. He was built

  like a bear, with features too juvenile for his jowly face. Only pale watchful eyes suggested his 41 years.




  A local newspaper headline in the lobby coin box caught his eye: UNION OFFICIAL SUBPOENAED IN PENSION FUND PROBE. Yeah, tell us about it, he thought sourly. He had pushed a big rig for 14 years,

  he could give the fucking newspapers a few scoops himself.




  He’d moved to an inside job four years before, and his clothes showed it: roll-collar ivory shirt open three buttons, gold medallion glinting on his hairy chest, stacked-heel

  over-the-ankle boots to add three inches to his six-one.




  There was a letter from Runyan in his box. Christ, Runyan! He stood at one of the tables reading it, water glinting in his thick curly brown hair and spotting the shoulders of his pinch-waist

  powder-blue sports jacket.




  

    

      

        

          Dear Art,




          I figured that if none of you ever heard from me again, it would be too soon. But here I am, right where Dolly and Ma and Sissy—maybe even you—always thought I’d end

          up. Prison.


        


      


    


  




  State? Federal? Runyan, though his younger brother, had raised all sorts of hell after Pops had died, and had gone to Nam just to stay out of the Oregon state pen.




  

    

      

        

          I’ll be getting out in six weeks, and I’d like to see all of you again. If you don’t want me to, just write and say so . . .


        


      


    


  




  Say if anyone wanted to see him again was what he meant, though he didn’t say it. Ma. Sissy. Dolly.




  Dolly, Art’s busted marriage. Come home from a week on the road, ready for a good steak, a good screw, and 12 hours of sacktime, what’d he get? This is broke, that is broke, we need

  this, we need that . . . So he got off the road, and when she found out he’d gotten a little something on the side—hell, what man wouldn’t, given the chance?—she’d

  just walked off. With damn near everything he owned.




  Art looked out into the rain, remembering, considering.




  Of course during his seven years at San Quentin, Runyan had considered what it would be like to have visitors, everyone in the joint did. The call on the loudspeaker, the trek

  across the yard, the familiar face, the welcome smile. But his first had been only three months ago, with a call to the prison library where he made three dollars a day as a clerk.




  He had barely entered the unfamiliar visitors’ room when a voice had called his name.




  “Runyan. In here.”




  In one of the meshed cages, usually used by attorneys for conferences with their clients during visitors’ hours, had been an unremarkable mid-forties man, with a smart jaded face for which

  the world no longer held surprises. His voice had been half-drowned in the multilingual, multiracial babble, edged with hysteria, of people trying to squeeze years into minutes.




  “David Moyers, investigator for Homelife General Insurance. We carried the insurance on those stones you lifted, Runyan. I’m going to bat with the parole board and I’m going to

  get you out. A simple thank you will do.”




  “Which stones are those?” Runyan had asked.




  “Yeah, they told me you were a hardnose. Never admitted taking them, though they had you cold. Okay. I know you have them stashed, Runyan. Everyone else thinks you do,

  but I know. I also know you’re going to deal. You might not think it now, but you will. I’m your ticket out of here.”




  That had been three months ago. Since then, Moyers playing him, him playing Moyers. If he dealt the stones away before he got out, he never would. But until he was out, he couldn’t know

  for sure whether he could deal with Moyers. So he led him on, fended him off, kept him interested, and it had worked: His parole had come through and here he was, five days and a

  get-up before release.




  But who was it today? Couldn’t be Moyers; they’d talked just two days ago. Unless he was getting as edgy as Runyan was at the days marching inexorably to release date. Could that

  woman journalist have come back? The one who’d gotten a pass to come interview him for some book she was writing about ex-cons? He hadn’t gone to meet her on the day she had shown

  up.




  At the visitors’ room he showed his I.D. and went through into the cold narrow room where prisoners were strip-searched before and after their visits.




  “Okay Runyan, bend and spread ’em.”




  Dressed again, he was let through into the long crowded visitors’ room. Instant bedlam, a terrific assault on prison-blanded senses.




  Runyan checked out the attorneys’ cages; no Moyers. He went all the way down the room through the throng, past the thick glass partitions where attorneys or friends could drop their ducats

  in the chute to talk with hard-timers from max security behind the glass. Still no Moyers.




  He suddenly realized he hated visiting days: They showed you just how much you had deteriorated in the joint. A child crying in the playpen area was enough to prevent you from holding a train of

  thought. In the joint, things came at you one at a time. When the lights went out, the lights were out. You got beef on Wednesday, chicken on Sunday, a movie on Friday night.




  But if he couldn’t handle even this much change, how could he make it on the outside?




  Suddenly up in front of him popped a big man in clothes a North Oakland pimp would have found gaudy. The man grabbed Runyan’s hand and started shaking it while Runyan just gaped.




  “For Chrissake, Art! I didn’t expect . . . You didn’t have to . . .”




  He’d almost forgotten he’d written Art, it had been right after he’d heard he was going to be paroled, he’d had to touch someone, anyone on the outside to make it real

  inside himself. But here was Art, grinning like a fool. The 30 pounds he’d picked up since Runyan had seen him last had given him a sleek seal look, softening his features and eroding the cut

  granite edges of his hard, blocky body. But by God, he still looked like a truck driver. Probably was.




  “I was going to write,” said Art, “but then I thought that after eight, nine years . . . all the changes . . .”




  Runyan dragged him over to a table being vacated in front of the vending machines lining one wall. A tall, sad-looking black prisoner with three kids fed in coins for candy bars.




  Art went on, “See, Sissy got herself married after . . . got herself married and moved to Idaho . . . Isn’t easy for her to get back . . .”




  “After what?”




  Art ignored this. “And then Dolly, she found out I had a little something going on the side, and—”




  “That wouldn’t be the first time,” said Runyan.




  Art grinned his big sheepish grin. “But it was the last. She just fucking up and divorced me, Runyan, took everything except the house.”




  Runyan laughed and clapped his hands, once.




  “No way Ma’d let her take that.”




  Art cleared his throat and looked down at his big truck driver’s paws. And Runyan, even though there’d been no voice calling, My son, My son, wind-blown through his sleep, knew

  exactly what Art was going to say.




  “Shit, there ain’t any easy way. Ma died three years ago.”




  Runyan drew a deep shuddering breath and made a vague gesture. “I should have known, when she didn’t write or anything after I sent that letter to you . . .”




  Art was abruptly loud and blustery, as he always was when he didn’t quite know what to say or do.




  “Don’t get the idea that you aren’t welcome when you get out. I mean it, now. I’m not pushing a rig any more, I’ve got a desk job at the union . . .” He

  slapped the roll of belly over his trousers top. “You’re looking in great shape, but I’m just getting hog fat.” He stood up abruptly. “I’ve got the old homestead

  and an apartment downtown Portland, lots of room, you need money, a ticket, anything, you just call . . .”




  Runyan went back for his strip search. His mother was dead and his sister didn’t want to see him and Art’s offer, while genuine enough, was more family than feeling. They’d

  never been close, Art was a talker and Runyan was a doer. Art had the strength and the size, but not the craziness.




  Art hadn’t ended up in the joint, either. And San Quentin’s endless hours of empty routine, strictly observed, had leached away most of Runyan’s craziness, too. Now all he

  wanted was OUT. And once he knew nothing was coming at him outside, he’d deal the diamonds away to Moyers and walk free.




  







  Chapter Two




  In his dream, Runyan was always dressed in black, watching the second hand of his watch climb to 12. At two a.m. precisely, he thumbed the brass latch of the loading door and

  pushed. No alarms went off. He slipped through, letting it ease shut behind him with a scarcely audible click.




  Jamie Cardwell was already taking his key out of the alarm reset beside the door as Runyan came through; he was Runyan’s age, 30, but bulkier and slower in his guard’s uniform with

  the Sam Browne belt and holster. Runyan grinned silently at him; a line of sweat stood on Jamie’s full upper lip. Runyan started up the fire stairs as Cardwell continued down the hall only 18

  seconds behind his ideal patrol schedule.




  Runyan eased open the heavy metal fire door on Seven and gave a quick look up and down the deserted corridor. Five minutes before the other guard’s round. The key Cardwell had given him

  unlocked the opaque glass door of Suite 729. Thick wires were criss-crossed in glass which bore the legend:




  HIRAM & GATIAN SHERIDAN GEMSTONES




  Wholesale Only




  Inside, he leaned against the door for a moment, having trouble breathing, with a heightened pulse and difficulty swallowing. He’d never worked with an inside man before;

  the adrenaline was really pumping.




  Light from the street showed a lapidarian litter: hot box, small gemstone cleaner, polishing and grinding wheels, an oxyacetylene torch. Across the room, the squat old-fashioned floor safe

  behind the heavy wooden desk which must have last seen varnish in the ’thirties.




  Just over three minutes left. Runyan began jerking out desk drawers and dumping them on the floor. The last one he carried empty to the window, where he used street light to letter

  R12-L10-R21-L6-R13 on the back with a felt-tipped marking pen. He dropped this drawer also, then waited. Right on time the uniformed shadow loomed up against the glass, the knob rattled, then the

  shadow and footsteps moved on.




  He switched on the desk lamp, directed its light at the dial of the safe, then worked the same combination he had written on the back of the drawer. He jerked the handle to one side and swung

  back the ponderous door. After wiping sweat from his forehead with the tennis band on his wrist, he removed the velvet-lined trays. Those with unset gemstones he emptied into a black velvet bag

  taken from his pocket; the others he dumped on the floor.




  The slim attaché case beside the desk was a better way than his pocket to carry a couple of mil in uncut stones, so he put the velvet bag into it, left the light on and the safe gaping.

  Out in the hall, he took a short steel prybar out from under his sweater and jimmied open the door with it, leaving white splinters of wood around the jamb. He tossed in the prybar and left.




  In the basement he crossed to the loading door, making an OK circle of thumb and forefinger to Jamie, grinning like an idiot. Despite his doubts it had gone like glass; he’d been inside

  just 17 minutes . . .




  It was at this point that Runyan always realized he was having a nightmare. Because Jamie’s hand was coming up, not with the key to switch off the alarm, but with the snub-nose .38 from

  his already unflapped holster. There was terror in Jamie’s face but murder in his hand.




  Runyan, by reflex, was already swinging the attaché case, already slamming his body up against the loading door release bar. The case knocked the gun aside for the first shot; as he went

  through the door, the alarm started clanging and Cardwell put the second round in his back.




  Runyan yelled and arched away from the tremendous thudding blow of the slug, shredding a knee painfully on the cinderblock wall of his cell. Old-timers said a horny con could circumcise himself

  just by rolling over in his sleep.




  He lay in the bunk for a few moments, panting, then swung his feet to the concrete floor, staggered to the sink, and splashed icy water on his face in the dark. His cell was one of the

  relatively few singles left in Q.




  The eight-year-old memory had started recurring as a nightmare when his release date had been fixed. Had some inner mechanism suspended at 15-to-life begun operating again when he made parole?

  The organism preparing for change, getting ready for life on the outside? Ever since he’d been short, he’d had the feeling that somebody or something was out to get him, him personally,

  just because he was short. Not other prisoners: the system, the bureaucratic process, the impersonal finger.




  Short? Christ, today was the day. Today. This day, this morning! He rested a forearm against the bars, pressed his forehead against it; corridor light laid vertical strips of shadow

  down his naked muscular body. His face felt as clenched as his fist. Today.




  After nearly a minute, Runyan turned and in the dim light stared around the tiny stripped cell to which he had given seven years of his life. What did he really want, outside?




  Was just to be outside enough?




  No. He had to make sure he never came back here again, no matter what or who was waiting for him out there.




  







  Chapter Three




  Louise Graham examined her carefully wrought image in the motel room mirror. Recalling the Oscar Wilde character with the epigraph, she had a long 29, Louise shoved an

  impatient hand into her cold cream and smeared it all over her face to wipe out 20 minutes of makeup. Men were always telling her she was beautiful, but now, at 29, she couldn’t see it.




  The narrow oval face had too strong a chin and faint permanent laugh lines at the corners of a mouth a shade too generous. Straight narrow nose, but too much flare at the nostrils. Good brow,

  though, and if she did say so herself, great eyes. A sensual face: She’d always known she looked like a great lay, but beautiful, no. Sophia Loren, that was beautiful. At 90 that woman would

  be beautiful.




  Louise impatiently jerked back her shoulder-length black hair, tightly, severely, and flicked around two turns of elastic to keep it that way. There. Better. Add a pink man-tailored blouse and

  grey two-piece suit with grey pumps, big round sunglasses to mask the stunning almond-shaped emerald eyes, and she was ready. Repressed sexuality, all the fires banked, all the appetites

  controlled, that was the look for a surly, dangerous, angry man who hadn’t touched a woman in eight years.




  Nor answered her letter, nor come to the visiting room on the day she’d suggested. She checked her watch. No other chance to catch him so vulnerable as today, when he emerged from San

  Quentin like butterfly from chrysalis, tender and fluttery and unprepared for the world into which he was being reborn.




  Louise was halfway out the door when she stopped, went back, and shoved the pages of manuscript into an unlabeled manila folder. The story, written last night when she couldn’t sleep, was

  the first fiction she’d tried in six or seven years.




  Apart from letters to her folks, of course.




  When the automatic lock bar at the top of his cell door slid back, Runyan rolled, fully clothed, off his bunk for the last time. His cell was stripped except for him and his

  clothes; the day before he’d given away all the makeshift possessions which had crowded it, and the curtains, pieced together from fabric scraps scrounged from the upholstery shop, which had

  shielded him from the corridor. His shaving gear and the miniature chess set carved in the woodworking shop would be waiting with his civvies at Processing.




  He had observed one other ritual the day before: flashing the ace from a deck of cards as he moved about, to let others know he had one day left. Turning the knife in those remaining, as it had

  been turned in him scores of times. At the same time giving a little hope—if he can make it, so can I.




  He crossed the lower yard through weak morning sunshine to Processing—despair on the way in, hope on the way out. Seven years before he had been herded in here from a bus at gunpoint; only

  a prisoner who had served out his time, or made parole, could walk out. Everyone else rode—in a bus or a meat wagon.




  “Runyan,” he told the guard at the door.




  The man had the cheery russet-tinged face of a beer drinker, but the face was totally without animation.




  “I.D.” Runyan handed him the heat-sealed plastic yellow card with his name, face, and prison number on it. “Inside and strip.”




  The clothes Runyan stepped into were seven years out of date, but that was all right; so was he. It was like running a film backwards, a film which had lain in the vault unchanged for seven

  years while the world unrolled around it.




  Accompanied by a guard, carrying his sheaf of release papers and his old yellow gym bag, he walked across the upper yard. Bright with grass and plantings, it might have been the plaza in some

  old California Mission town—except for the guard runway above, garnished with coils of barbed wire to discourage those hoping to leave on their own.




  Getting closer to the outside skin of the prison was like coming up from a deep dive, the gloom around you turning progressively lighter, more delicate shades, as more and more sun filtered

  through, until you burst out with a huge WHOOSH of spent air. The final door was massive steel with iron latticework gates which could be clapped shut in case of a break.




  One more check-out between him and the East Gate, beyond which the clock of time would start again. Here, no one was friendly, no one was hostile. They did this every day; Runyan would do it

  only once.




  “Your check-out order, please.”




  Runyan handed the cheery-faced woman guard his papers as a Chicano prisoner drove a prison bus up to the high chain-link gate. She put the papers aside.




  “Wait here a minute, I got to shake down this bus.”




  Runyan’s escort pawed through his gym bag while she looked inside the bus and into its engine compartment; the driver stood for her quick body frisk with his arms wide and his legs

  slightly apart, a blank look on his face. She came back and Runyan emptied his nearly empty pockets so she could shepherd him through the metal detector. It squealed.




  “The zipper on your windbreaker.”




  He removed the jacket and passed the detector. To his amazement, she suddenly grinned at him.




  “Right down to the gate. And good luck.”




  He thanked her. He and his escort went down the sidewalk toward the final gate a football field away. Outside the open motor-pool building, a radio blared as a couple of prisoners hosed down a

  truck. To the right, beyond the fenced visitors’ parking lot, raucous seagulls dipped and turned over the sparkling water of Richardson Bay.




  At the gate building was a door marked THIS WAY OUT, FOLKS, but the guard blocked Runyan’s passage.




  “Prisoners use the gate.”




  It was of six-foot-high, black-iron pickets, one side opened inward. A taut, well-conditioned, hard-faced guard brought a clipboard out of the guardroom beside it.




  “Name.”




  “Runyan.”




  “Check-out order and I.D.”




  Runyan handed over the precious warden’s release order and, for the last time, his prison I.D. The guard made a checkmark on a mimeo’d sheet on his clipboard.




  “You’re clear, mister.”




  Feeling light-headed, Runyan walked through the gate with his escort. No sirens sounded, no alarms rang. The guard stopped a dozen feet beyond the gate and handed him an envelope.




  “Count it, then sign the receipt.”




  He did. One hundred dollars.




  “You’ll get another hundred from your parole officer when you report. The date, time and place are on your release papers.” He hesitated, then added in a different voice,

  “If you need transport to town, that little yellow house beyond the post office—with the sun painted on the front—that’s Catholic Social Services. They can help you

  there.”




  “Thanks,” said Runyan, but the guard had already turned away, as if somebody else had been using his voice.




  Runyan didn’t want transport to town. He wanted to walk forever down the narrow uneven blacktop, stuffing his lungs with free air as sharp as ammonia. He heard a car engine start up behind

  him in the lot outside the prison gate, but he didn’t turn. Through his mind was running the old Pete Chatman blues number, Gone to Memphis.




  I’m a bitter weed, I’m a bad seed,




  Come morning I’ll be gone.




  Only it was this morning, and Runyan was gone away from here. To his left the hillside slanted up sharply, crowded with old frame houses in peeling, weather-beaten pastels. To his

  right, below road level, was a quarter-circle of new condos made out of grey-painted wood and with the plantings not yet in except for a couple of FOR SALE signs.




  Who the hell would want to buy a place within eyeshot of this sprawling miserable dragon with over 3,000 dead men living in its distended gut? Apparently somebody did; a new Continental was

  parked in the turn-around and a burly man with black curly hair had his hands cupped against a ground-floor window.




  Runyan, swinging his gym bag like a kid let out of school early, moved off to the shoulder as the car from the prison lot came up behind him. Then his neck went rigid and sweat popped out under

  his arms. The car was pacing him. He’d known it: It was all a macabre joke, at the last second they were going to take it all away from him.




  “Runyan?”




  A woman’s voice. He didn’t turn, but relief washed over him. They wouldn’t send a woman to take him back.




  “I’m Louise Graham? I wrote to you?”




  He shot a quick look. Blue car, Lynx, wasn’t that a Mercury? Her window down and her face peering out from behind huge round sunglasses. Mid, maybe late twenties. Hair pulled back

  severely. He kept walking.




  “I’m a journalist? Researching a book?”




  Every phrase a question. She sounded like a writer, looked like a writer—or what he thought a writer looked like.




  “You didn’t answer my letter? Didn’t see me on visiting day?”




  Three minutes out, he was suddenly being forced to do things he hadn’t needed to do in seven years. Think. Weigh. Judge. Make decisions. Act.




  He kept walking.




  The car shot forward and slammed to a stop in front of him, blocking his way. He glanced back involuntarily; thank God, they were out of sight of the prison gates. She stuck an angry head out

  the window.




  “Damn you, all I’m doing is offering you a ride.”




  He was proud of the way his voice reflected nothing at all. “Sure you are,” he said.




  “Shit,” said Angelo Tenconi aloud when Runyan got into the Mercury Lynx.




  Tenconi was a big black-haired man with an angry jaw—blurred now by easy living—that would always need a shave. He whispered the Connie around the little turn-around and up onto the

  narrow blacktop. The freaking FOR SALE condos had been a good place to watch the two-million bucks leave Q, but who was the freaking broad had just picked up Runyan?




  Looked like a U-Drive, maybe, but anyone coming into this would be local, was he not right? Unless, of course, they’d imported some hotshot out-of-town broad to work on him. Or maybe she

  was some quiff Runyan had been banging before he went away?




  He drifted the Connie along three cars behind as she took the underpass up onto Cal 17 westbound. He adjusted the strap constricting his chest like an auto safety belt. It was the shoulder

  holster for Tenconi’s Smith & Wesson .41 Magnum, built on the .44 Magnum frame with the four-inch barrel.




  It could shoot through a freaking engine block, it could sure as hell shoot through Runyan if it had to.




  







  Chapter Four




  As she drove down Waldo Grade toward the tunnel on US 101, Louise wondered how you got through to a clod like Runyan. He was handsome enough, with air from the open window

  ruffling his shiny black prison-chopped hair, and his eyes a piercing blue under dark even brows. But he was reacting to her as to a rock lying alongside the highway. None of her research on him

  ranging back to childhood had prepared her for this zombie. Could seven years in prison have turned him into a homosexual?




  Well, how about vulnerability? Expose her throat, like a she-wolf showing submission to the pack’s dominant male?




  “Um . . . in my letter, I mentioned I was a journalist researching a book? I was working for a newspaper in Minneapolis, but I felt the need for an in-depth study of the ex-convict

  reentering society after a long hiatus . . .” No reaction. Didn’t know the big words? “What I mean is, what happens when you hit the street after being away for a long

  time?”




  No answer. Beyond Waldo Tunnel, San Francisco sprang up like an enchanted city in a pop-up book of her childhood. They swept down and out onto the Golden Gate past the stunning rocky Marin

  headlands flanking the span.




  “What I’m concerned with here are the difficulties the emerging mainline prisoner encounters in adjusting to this . . . um . . . new and bewildering complex of inputs . .

  .”




  Nothing. Maybe he had a dead battery or something. Her voice had an edge, she couldn’t help it.




  “Instead of complex of inputs, how does everything coming at you at once grab you?”




  Runyan finally looked over at her, making his eyes go dull. “They put saltpeter in our soup to keep our sex drive low,” he said. “It makes you all mushy in the head.” In

  the same tone, he added, “I have to report to my parole officer, if you could drop me at a bus stop on Van Ness . . .”




  “I’ll drive you,” she said quickly.




  Dammit, girl, keep the asperity out of your voice. Asperity is not what this man needs right now. Maybe she should have worn a Playboy bunny outfit instead of doing her skunk rat impression.

  Maybe she should just ask him what he was thinking. Maybe she should just tell him what she was thinking.




  I think you’re a lout and a boor and a wise-ass and probably a fag, and I want you to tell me all about yourself.




  Sure.




  The San Francisco Parole Office was supposed to have been relocated to a nondescript two-story stucco office building between a parking lot and an old Queen Anne Victorian on

  South Van Ness. But the doorway was half-blocked by a pile of sand wearing a highway warning flasher with ROADWORK—DRIVE CAREFULLY stencilled on it. The signs on the ground floor

  government-funded mental health clinic and counselling service for the elderly were in Spanish only.




  Runyan was checking his release papers, obviously confused.




  “Could it be on the second floor?” Louise asked almost timidly; she didn’t want to come on all assertive, in case he was macho man after all.




  “Sure, you’re right, that’s it. Thanks.” He opened the door and started to get out, gym bag in hand.




  “You don’t lose me that easily,” she said. “I’ll wait.”




  He shrugged and tossed the gym bag back in the car, as if it didn’t matter much. Short brown people with broad Peruvian faces and excitable Latin discourse crowded the street. A pair of

  lovers passed, hand-in-hand, heads together, giggling; to Louise it was a rough-looking neighborhood, but to them it was safe territory.




  Runyan pulled open the door on the curb side and began, “Look, Miss Graham, I can make it on my own from—”




  “Ms. And I’m trying to interview you, remember?”




  He shrugged again and got in. She drove in on South Van Ness to the broad arterial slash of Market Street; beyond rose pompous, self-important grey government buildings. As they passed the

  glittering Marion Davies Concert Hall, Runyan craned around in his seat, then settled back shaking his head.




  “You don’t like it?” she asked quickly.




  “I love it,” he said, hitting love with a hammer. “If you could turn right at Golden Gate . . .”




  They went by the hulking stone Federal Building and Federal Courthouse, a grey monstrosity taking up an entire block behind a plaza that looked too sterile even to attract pigeons.




  “Is this where your trial was held?”




  “This is federal, I was state,” said Runyan tonelessly.




  How adroitly you elicit his views on things, Louise thought. First Davies Hall, then this. Maybe you ought to try to sell him magazine subscriptions. But it wasn’t just her; there was some

  tension in him that was beyond the moment. Something having nothing to do with her, or having to do with her in a way she didn’t yet understand.




  The neighborhood had changed again. They were in the Tenderloin, low life in a high crime area. Even the women looked like muggers. At the corner of Larkin the light held them as two mounted

  policemen clopped by, one with a huge pink carnation stuck through the mane of his sleek, wise-looking horse.




  “When do you start asking me about the diamonds?” Runyan demanded abruptly.




  “I don’t know anything about any diamonds—other than you allegedly took a bunch of them.” She strove to keep shrewishness out of her voice. “I still would have been

  in college when you did that, anyway.”




  The red light had stopped them in front of the old, genteelly seedy YMCA, with its chipping paint and earnest sign, MEN AND WOMEN—ROOMS—FITNESS CENTER.




  “We don’t talk about the diamonds, we don’t talk,” said Runyan.




  Louise made an elaborately courteous gesture. “Then by all means, let us talk about the diamonds.”




  The light was changing; Runyan opened his door and stepped out with his gym bag.




  “I don’t talk about the diamonds,” he said.




  He walked around the corner and was gone. Louise whipped off her dark glasses to glare after him, then belatedly shot the Lynx around the corner too as the cars behind her started to honk.

  Runyan was half-a-block ahead, walking rapidly. On the corner two bearded men in their early thirties were kissing, hands on one another’s hips.




  The anger abruptly left her face. Seeing them, she knew that Runyan hadn’t gone that route in prison. Which meant he was accessible to a woman in ways that Louise knew all about.




  The blue sign at 531 Leavenworth still read WESTWARD HO-TEL in white letters with broken bits of neon tube dangling from them. He had roomed there once, years before, it was

  the logical place to list as his address with the parole authority.




  Plastered beside the brown double doors at the head of the terrazzo steps were various stern warnings on pastel sheets of stiff art paper: NO SITTING ON STEPS (blue); PLEASE KEEP DOORWAY CLEAN

  (pink); NO VISITORS (yellow); and NO TRESPASSING (red and black). Posted off to one side was one of much heavier caliber, a dated DEMOLITION ORDER APPEAL HEARING.
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