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			One dead last night.

			Maybe another, tomorrow.

			The killer smiled.

			Mirror, mirror on the wall –

			Who’s the cleverest one of all?
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			The gun lay on a white cloth below the window, its parts dismantled, ready for cleaning.

			The killer stood beside it, waiting for the day.

			In the dark streets below, traffic lights blinked red, yellow and green over empty intersections. No cars passed. Department store windows glared their wares at one another across the long, silent avenues. A newspaper skittered by in the gutter, caught by a sudden, secret breeze.

			Somewhere in the park a bird sang.

			The day was coming.

			Gradually, the rising light revealed the surrounding buildings, standing like a silent crowd of alien, angular beings. Hundreds of blank windows reflected stratified clouds riding high over the horizon, their undersides incandescent. The snaking curves of the river that cut the city in two slowly turned to old mercury, hazed and dully gleaming.

			Suddenly, from the far side of the city, a jumbo jet knifed upward, seemed to hang motionless for a moment, then turned away in a long, graceful curve, trailing a spider’s thread of white vapour that caught fire from the rising sun.

			Now the light was stronger, brighter, filling the apartment. It glowed back from the polished surfaces of the furniture, the rich colours of the upholstery, the glass in the photograph frames, the silver trophies on the mantelpiece, the other guns in the wallrack, and the empty circle of the mirror above the carved mahogany desk.

			The killer went to the mirror and gazed into it.

			The face within was bland, unremarkable.

			That was what made it special.

			Nobody knew, nobody even guessed.

		

	
		
			ONE

			Stryker watched the plane lift from the runway, so big, so heavy, that it seemed impossible it could break from the earth and soar free. But soar it did, until it became a small dot curving away into the sky. For a moment there was a glint, a spark of sunlight from it, and then it became dull, dark grey, and – nothing.

			Gradually he became aware of the airport around him – shops, ticket counters, seats for the weary and the waiting, restaurants, snack bars, and the constant flow of human beings from place to place, restless with the sense of travel that permeated every corner of the vast building.

			‘Heraclitus,’ he muttered.

			‘Go on,’ Tos said, beside him, in that flat tell-me-another voice he had begun using lately whenever Stryker spoke some impenetrable and pseudo-academic piece of rubbish. ‘Him? Never.’

			Stryker looked up and grinned, ‘said the world and everything in it was in a constant state of flux, changing and flowing.’

			‘No kidding. What with going bald, changing my underwear every day, and having to cut the lawn regularly, I never noticed. Is there a cure or do we just have to put up with it?’

			‘He didn’t say.’

			‘That’s the thing about those old Greeks,’ Tos said. ‘All questions and no answers.’

			‘A bit like police work?’

			‘I was just going to say that.’

			Stryker nodded. ‘I thought you were.’

			They moved away from the observation windows and started across the concourse, dodging the darting children, the occasional suitcase corner, and the uniformed flunkies with clip-boards who scuttled from one place to another to relay more very vital statistics.

			Half-way across they met Pinsky coming the other way.

			‘What the hell are you doing here?’ Tos asked. Pinsky looked grim, and was sweating slightly, as if he had been running.

			‘Kate get off all right?’ he asked Stryker.

			‘I’m afraid so – despite an impassioned last-minute plea,’ Stryker said.

			‘Mostly about dirty shirts and how to load the dishwasher,’ Tos put in. ‘It was very moving.’

			‘Moving is what I came to get you about. We’ve got another one.’ The other two waited. ‘Plain-clothes, this time,’ Pinsky went on, quietly. ‘In the parking lot outside his own precinct house.’

			‘Like the others?’ Tos asked.

			Pinsky nodded. ‘Like the others. In the head.’

			It had started about ten days before.

			First victim, a cop named Richard Santosa, shot in the head while investigating a prowler report in a perfectly respectable neighbourhood. His own precinct detectives began investigating the case – following up Santosa’s private life, looking into recent arrest involvements, anything that might give them a reason for his murder. This was the reasonable pursuit of routine.

			The second victim, Merrilee Trask, was shot while calling in an abandoned car licence number. Different precinct, opposite side of town, and their detectives began to pursue the same routine and proscribed course as their colleagues were following in the Santosa murder.

			Until Ballistics paired the bullets.

			The two precincts liaised, gingerly at first, co-ordinating their investigations and pooling information. What was the link between Santosa, a good-looking bachelor, and Trask, a divorced woman? The obvious connection – that they had been seeing one another off the job – was quickly discounted. Santosa had a steady girlfriend, and the two victims had never met.

			And then the killer hit again. Third victim, Sandy Randolph, was shot while returning from investigating an arson report. His partner had been hurt when their car went off the road and hit a telephone pole, and so had not been able to pursue the killer, who had fired from a passing car.

			Randolph was nearly thirty, black, had been married a year, and was about to leave the uniformed branch and train in computers with an eye to either working with them or teaching trainee cops to do so. He liked police theory, but not street work.

			Yet another precinct, yet another professional ‘family’ involved. Although this killing had been done with a handgun – the first two had been rifles – there was a general agreement that the three might be connected. They all seemed to be motiveless murders, all were head shots, all cops.

			The case was turned over to Central Homicide.

			The task that faced them was monumental. That there was a common killer seemed probable. But was he killing at random, or was there a deeper reason behind the murders?

			If it was random, there was nothing to be done but increase their vigilance, follow up all the tips and rumours that came in, check out gun shops for new or unusual sales of weapons or ammunition, go over files of known cop-haters and other assorted psychos.

			And wonder about all the others that weren’t on the files.

			If, on the other hand, there was some motivating factor, some pattern to the killings, what was it and where could they find it? Where could they begin to find it? All they had to work with were the victims themselves. They put the computer to work, looking for an answer. It came up with thousands of possibilities. Each one had to be followed up. There were only so many officers in the Department. As many as could be spared were put to work checking out the leads the computer threw out, which left the rest to keep up with the day-to-day work that faced them whether they were being shot at or not. Of course, in the interest of public safety and to avoid private anguish, they would have liked to keep all this activity to themselves.

			Unfortunately for the Department, police reporters are not deaf and they are certainly not dumb. The minute the papers put it together and began screaming ‘Cop-killer’, the already over-stretched Departmental ranks began to waver and wane.

			Randolph’s partner, Frank Richmond, had been severely shocked by having his partner’s head blown apart while they were driving quietly down the street, and had quit the force shortly after leaving hospital.

			He was not the first.

			Those in the Department who had been uncertain of their vocation suddenly became terribly interested in selling real estate, taking up plumbing, going back to school to study law, agriculture, or applied art. Even old hands, good hands, found themselves whistling in the dark, looking over their shoulders, and watching the high places.

			Those civilians who had been toying with the idea of joining the police decided maybe something else, such as sky-diving or professional football, would be the safer alternative.

			The reason for the growing panic was simple, and had little to do with closing ranks or seeking revenge. It had to do with simple logic.

			A person who would kill a cop respects no-one.

			A person who would kill a cop would kill anyone.

			Anyone.

		

	
		
			TWO

			The car park was gritty asphalt, surrounded by high walls and overlooked by buildings on all four sides. Fat clouds in the sky overhead cast occasional shadows, so the scene continually flickered from bright sunlight to momentary dusk and back again. Police cars, both marked and unmarked, were herring-boned into the limited space. Added to them now was a constantly shifting population of on-lookers, both uniformed and plain-clothes. In the alternating brightness there was a constant putting-on and taking-off of sunglasses. Nobody wanted to miss a thing.

			The centre of activity was at the far corner of the car park – a figure in sports coat and flannels, face down between a Chevy station wagon and the high wall, what was left of his head surrounded by a halo of blood, brain matter and bone fragments. Beside him crouched Bannerman, the Medical Examiner. It was fortunate he was so tall and bony, otherwise it would have been difficult for him to get near the body. As it was he had to stand up fairly frequently to avoid cramp. Every time he did, the other members of the team would start to get out of his way, thinking he was finished, only to filter back when he crouched down again.

			Stryker squinted up at the surrounding offices and apartment buildings. This was not a rich precinct, neither was it a slum. As the cancer of inner-city rot spread wider and wider, so it would engulf this area as it had many others. Already he could see blank windows of empty offices, and the occasional torn curtain of an abandoned apartment. There were loungers on the streetcorners, now and again a drunk slept in a doorway. It was coming, but it wasn’t here.

			‘These buildings been checked out?’ he asked.

			Captain Corsa looked at him, his black eyes glinting over his fat olive cheeks, like animals watching from cover. ‘What do you think?’

			‘Sorry,’ Stryker said.

			Corsa scowled. ‘He must have been lying there most of the night, nobody noticed him until the dawn shift came on.’ Corsa rubbed his face and pinched his nose and sighed. ‘We had a beer over at Whistles when we came off shift last night. We did that sometimes. Then he said he had to get home, he’d been sleeping bad, and wanted to get his head down.’ Corsa paused, swallowed, continued in a flat voice. ‘He has a wife and three small kids. He was a decent cop – about to take his lieutenant’s exams. Also a friend.’

			‘Sorry,’ Stryker said, again.

			Corsa nodded. ‘Yeah, aren’t we all? He’s the fourth, isn’t he? Fourth or fifth?’

			‘Fourth,’ Tos said.

			‘It stinks,’ Corsa said, turning away and staring at the tops of the buildings opposite. ‘What have you got on this?’

			‘We have four dead cops in four separate precincts,’ Stryker said, grimly. ‘Three uniformed and now Yentall, here, in plain-clothes. The first three never served together. They were all different ranks, different ages, different descriptions, different everything. Yentall might make a match with one or all of them. Maybe he won’t. So far, it makes no sense.’

			‘Same gun?’

			Tos shook his head. ‘First two, rifle. Next one, handgun, probably a thirty-eight, although the bullet fragmented so they aren’t certain. What they have in common is that they’re ail cops, they were all shot in the head, and nobody can figure out the motive. Maybe this one is different – maybe he had gotten threats, or had a known enemy, whatever. We’ll go into that with you. That’s all we’ve got. One thing – the first two were picked off from over five hundred yards, the other from a moving car.’

			‘Marksman,’ Corsa observed.

			‘A lot of them around,’ Stryker said. ‘These days.’

			This time, when Bannerman stood up, he was finished. He edged out from between the car and the wall and came toward Stryker and the others. ‘This one was different. Done from close up,’ he said.

			‘Same gun as before?’

			Bannerman shrugged. ‘Not my department, but I’d be surprised if they could tell anything except the calibre. Definitely a handgun. It went through him and hit the wall – a lump of lead is all there is. Maybe a thirty-eight.’ He hefted the little grey lump in its labelled plastic bag, then put it in his pocket. ‘You want a look before we take him away?’

			‘No thanks,’ Tos said, going a little pale.

			Bannerman looked at him and half-smiled. ‘You’ve got to get over that sometime, Tos, if you want to get promotion.’

			‘I’ll stick,’ Tos said. ‘Thanks just the same.’

			Stryker sighed. ‘I’ll go.’

			It was not an edifying sight, and he took in as much as he could as fast as he could. Maybe Toscarelli’s weak stomach was catching. Or maybe it was just anger that wrenched at his stomach when he looked down on a fellow officer who had been slaughtered for no apparent reason. One of the photographers took another shot, and the flash rebounded off the wedding ring on the victim’s left hand.

			Stryker glanced up at the sky and thought of Kate, by now high above the ocean, going to England for a literary conference. He hadn’t said much to her about the first three cop-killings, but she read the papers like everyone else. She hadn’t said anything about them either – she didn’t have to. It lay between them, as it had from the beginning – every time he went out the door it could be for the last time, and she didn’t want to bring kids up on her own. He always tried to point out that a plain-clothes officer was far less likely to get killed than a uniformed one – but what would he have told her if she’d been waiting at home for him tonight? Detective Phil Yentall lay at his feet, tweed jacket, grey flannel slacks, pale blue shirt, no tie, no uniform. Casual as they come.

			Mrs Yentall would be bringing up three kids alone.

			He went back to Corsa and Tos with less than the usual spring in his step. ‘Bastard,’ was all he said.

			He didn’t mean Yentall.

			Partners are funny things.

			Especially when they’re cops. If you’re a cop you don’t have to like your partner (although it helps), but you sure as hell have to trust him or her. You have to know.

			Lt Jack Stryker and Sgt ‘Tos’ Toscarelli had been partners for some years. It was not a formal or permanent assignment – police partnerships never are. But it is a foolish captain of police who does not quickly realise which men work well together, and their particular captain – although he had his failings – was not a foolish man. Even when Stryker moved up to Lieutenant, the relationship between Toscarelli and himself had remained firm and productive.

			Some people wondered how Stryker put up with Toscarelli’s affectionate bullying – they said Tos was a classic case of ‘Jewish mother’, despite the fact that he was a devout Catholic and attended Mass regularly. Stryker’s hair was curly, receding, and had recently gone prematurely white. He claimed this was a result of the traumatic experience of falling in love, but it was a family trait. It gave him a specious appearance of maturity. The fact was, he needed a mother and he knew it. He moved fast and his mind moved fast – sometimes so fast it went right by things like raincoats, meals, and sleep. He didn’t like to clutter up his brain with himself.

			He loved and lived with Kate Trevorne, a professor of English at the university. At home they shared the chores of living as some couples do – she did most of the work and he appreciated it. But it was still left to Tos to make sure he didn’t fall into rivers or miss too many meals while on a case. What would happen when Toscarelli eventually married and had kids of his own only time would tell.

			There was a serious risk that Stryker might have to grow up.

			Then there was the partnership of Neilson and Pinsky.

			When Detective Harvey Neilson had first been transferred to plain-clothes at Central Homicide and been partnered with Sgt Ned Pinsky, he’d figured the thing would last maybe four or five days. Neilson was young, athletic, single, good-looking, quick-witted, and extremely attractive to women – a blessing he took no trouble to disguise. As far as he could see, Pinsky was slow-thinking, slow-talking, and a real hick. Of course, everybody liked Pinsky, but Neilson figured this was because Pinsky was no threat to anyone and apparently always good for a contribution to somebody’s birthday present collection. Neilson figured he’d look so good next to a loser like Pinsky that his natural ability would soon be rewarded, and he would quickly be promoted to Chief of Police by a grateful Commissioner.

			It hadn’t happened yet.

			At first Harvey found this lack of recognition pretty galling. After all, he’d come tops in all his exams from Day One, had been fast and tough in uniform, and had been transferred to plain-clothes quickly because he and everyone else knew he’d be a terrific detective, right? Whereas Pinsky, on the other hand, must have gotten to Central Homicide by some kind of bureaucratic mess-up, or he was somebody’s brother-in-law. Had to be something like that.

			But when old Pinsky kept getting the answers before Quicksilver Harvey the Shining Hope of Homicide, it began to be apparent even to Neilson that there must be more to the hick than first met the eye. True, Pinsky looked as if he had been put together with string and sealing wax by a blind one-armed puppet-maker, but he gangled along pretty smartly when it was necessary.

			In fact, he’d had to move very fast in order to save Neilson’s life, about a year back. They had been called to the scene of a robbery with violence, arriving within a minute of the call as they had been only a street away. The owner of the liquor shop was lying dead in his own doorway, and the killer was rifling the cash register as they pulled up. He fled out the back door and they followed. Within another minute, the killer had put a slug into Neilson, but five seconds later had gone down himself with Pinsky’s snap shot in his heart. Ned checked the perpetrator was dead, called in, then gave Neilson first-aid until the ambulance got there.

			‘How did you know the bastard was waiting back there?’ Neilson had gasped as he lay in the alley trying hard not to bleed to death.

			‘Rat,’ Pinsky said.

			‘I agree, but how did you know he was there?’

			‘I saw a rat running away,’ Pinsky said, patiently. ‘Also he was casting a shadow.’

			‘The rat was casting a shadow?’ Neilson’s head was swimming.

			‘No – the guy that shot you was casting a shadow.’

			‘I – ouch – never saw a shadow,’ Neilson objected. ‘I was looking.’

			‘You didn’t look up,’ Pinsky said. ‘The lights were on in the basement disco, right? With lights below, you get shadow above. In his case, on the bottom of a fire escape.’

			‘Elementary, my dear Watson,’ Neilson muttered.

			‘He never said that, you know,’ Pinsky said, conversationally, as he pressed his handkerchief down hard over Neilson’s wound, watched his eyes and the pulse in his temple, and listened for the sirens. ‘Never exactly that, anyway. The closest he ever came was simply “Elementary”, in “The Crooked Man”.’

			‘No kidding,’ Neilson said, and passed out.

			In the following months, Neilson gradually began to understand about Pinsky. Pinsky was not a boy genius, or a master of insight, or a hot-shot anything – Pinsky was the Practical Common Man. Pinsky was a pipe-smoker. He read a lot. He went skiing in the winter, sailing in the summer. He had a big family – an adoring wife, decent kids, a dog that did tricks. He believed in justice. A psychiatrist would have said he was a well-integrated personality.

			As Neilson was still trying to thrash out why life was always sneaking up on him, he came to find Pinsky’s calm in the face of adversity a source of strength. Waiting for Pinsky to come up with something gave him time to clear his own head. This was exactly what Stryker had hoped would happen when he suggested pairing the two of them. ‘When they’re together it will be common sense illuminated by flashes of lightning,’ he had told Captain Klotzman. ‘Trust me – they’ll mesh.’ And they had.

			These four, along with the assistance of other detectives as available, had been assigned to head the hunt for the cop-killer. All leads, tips, suspicions, and rumours went to them, filtering up from the thousands of officers covering the city. Copies of all the paperwork went to them. Crank calls and voluntary ‘confessions’ went to them. Complaints went to them. Questions from the press, from the public, from other officers went to them. The pressure came up from below and down from above and in from outside.

			And with each new death the pressure increased.

			Stryker and Tos went into the precinct station to continue their conversation with Captain Corsa and to check out Yentall’s reports and assignments over the past few weeks. Neilson and Pinsky stayed in the courtyard. As they watched the coroner’s men take away what was left of Detective Yentall, Pinsky was reflective, going over it again, going over it as they had gone over it every hour, every day, since it had landed in their laps.

			‘If it’s random, we’re stalled, right?’

			‘Oh, right,’ Neilson said, furiously taking down notes of the scene.

			‘So let’s assume it isn’t random.’

			‘I’m open to offers,’ Neilson muttered.

			Pinsky gazed at the photographers packing up their equipment. ‘We started with long shots – now we’ve got a close-up.’

			‘You what?’ Neilson asked, still writing.

			‘Maybe three strangers, one friend.’

			Neilson’s pen stopped and he looked up. ‘Some friend.’

			‘Acquaintance, then,’ Pinsky conceded.

			‘Okay, it’s a way in. But it could be the reverse – three from a distance because he might be recognised, one close up because the guy didn’t know him from Adam,’ Neilson said. He closed his notebook. ‘I think we’d better start this one by talking to Yentall’s partner – what was his name?’

			‘Sobell,’ Pinsky said. ‘I know him – he’s a good man. He’ll be pretty broken up about this.’

			Neilson looked at him with some curiosity. ‘Would you be broken up if I got blown away?’ he asked.

			Pinsky looked at him and thought about it. ‘I suppose it might get me down for a minute or two,’ he finally conceded.

			Neilson raised an eyebrow. ‘As long as that?’

			‘Would you go into mourning for me?’ Pinsky asked in turn.

			‘I would wear black for a year,’ Neilson said, firmly.

			‘Yeah, well – you look good in black.’

			Neilson grinned. ‘I know.’ He closed his notebook. ‘Shall we adjourn to the drawing room and see what the rest of the party are doing? Then we can start running background comparisons with the others and see if the computer comes up with anything. I’d be grateful to find out if they all chewed the same kind of bubble gum when they were kids. I’m telling you, Ned, this thing is getting me down. I keep feeling this hot spot on the back of my head, as if it was a bright shiny target waiting to be hit.’

			Pinsky nodded. ‘As Sherlock Holmes would say – it’s a bitch,’ he murmured as he shambled after Neilson.

		

	
		
			THREE

			Sobell was a balding man with a fat moustache over a thin mouth. He was sitting at his desk, staring blankly at his torn blotter and ancient typewriter. He looked up when Pinsky and Neilson approached. For a fleeting moment, the sight of Ned Pinsky lit his brooding features, and then he relapsed into his former state.

			‘Harry,’ Ned said. ‘How’re you doing?’ He sat on the edge of Sobell’s desk.

			Sobell looked up. ‘I found him, Ned. I saw his car, I went over, and I found him. I recognised his jacket. His jacket for Chrissakes, not him. I thought I knew what it was like, losing somebody. We see it every day, don’t we? But not this. This I can’t handle. I’m sitting here, I’m dead inside, I don’t know where each breath is coming from, I don’t know how they keep coming, you know? Each one, I think, last time. I stop. And then I breathe again. Nothing to do with me, it just goes on and on and on . . .’

			‘Take it easy, Harry,’ Pinsky said.

			‘He was a good man,’ Sobell said. ‘We all say that, all the time when somebody dies, but Phil was a good man. A sweet man, you know? Everybody liked Phil. I loved him like a brother, we worked together maybe ten years, and I only recognised his damn jacket.’ Sobell was crying now.

			‘Had he said anything lately?’ Neilson asked. ‘Like, anything about the sniper or anything?’

			Sobell shook his head. ‘Nothing the rest of us weren’t saying, like why don’t we get the bastard and so on.’ He looked at Neilson. ‘Why don’t we?’

			Neilson sighed. ‘We’re trying. You know how it is. You know how hard it is . . .’

			‘I know Phil is dead today,’ Sobell said, flatly. ‘I know the first guy got it weeks ago.’

			‘Yeah, but it was only last week somebody decided to put it together and drop it on us downtown,’ Pinsky said. ‘It’s like climbing a mountain, Harry – stuff keeps sliding down into your face. We keep looking for connections, we keep hoping for a pattern.’

			Sobell’s face twisted. ‘Then lucky you – here’s another guy down to add to your goddamn pattern.’

			‘I didn’t mean that,’ Pinsky said.

			Sobell slumped in his chair and rubbed his face, wiping away the tears with the flats of his hands. ‘I know you didn’t. I know the job. I can imagine what you’re up against. But Jesus, Ned – why Phil?’

			Pinsky looked around the room. Normally, as any precinct house at mid-morning, it would be crowded with people shouting and arguing and hectic with activity. Now it was unnaturally quiet, and what business there was was being conducted in low tones. This was a house of mourning. One of their own was gone. Every phone that rang seemed to jerk a knife through the atmosphere. The uniformed and plain-clothes officers moving about their work were grim-faced and tense.

			Pinsky looked at Sobell. ‘Why any of them?’ he asked.

			‘The obvious thing is somebody with a grudge,’ Stryker told Captain Corsa. ‘We’re concentrating most of our efforts on old convictions at the moment. Looking for somebody they all put away who’s been maybe building up a grudge while in prison. Somebody recently out would be first choice. Following that, we’re working backwards through those not so recently out and so on. It’s a hell of a job, I’m telling you.’

			‘Which one isn’t?’ Corsa said, staring out of his window at the street in front of the precinct station. It was filling up with the curious and the morbid, who were drawn by the increased activity around the building – ambulance, Medical Examiner’s car, cars belonging to the forensic team, the investigating team of detectives, and the uniformed officers searching the area for clues. This latter activity was largely pointless as any possible clue would have been long since obliterated by the crowds, the cars, the ambulance, et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.

			But it had to be done.

			‘It all has to be done,’ Stryker said. ‘It’s bad enough when you’ve got one scene of crime, one death, but four – four scenes, four sets of forensic, four backgrounds, four separate investigations intersecting with one another and one overall investigation . . .’ He ran his hands through his hair in exasperation. ‘And all the time the bastard is out there, laughing at us.’

			Corsa turned to look at him. ‘You feel that? You feel one guy?’

			‘You bet your ass I do,’ Stryker said.

			‘What does he feel like?’ Corsa asked.

			Stryker sighed and began to walk around the room. As it was small and crowded with furniture and filing cabinets, his passage was neither easy nor straightforward. Corsa’s question was not a facetious one, especially not to Stryker. Most detectives investigating a crime – particularly homicide – get a sense of their quarry. Whether it comes through eyes and ears or past experiences or instinct or something unqualified and unnamed, it nevertheless comes.

			‘Cold,’ Stryker said. ‘He feels like a cold bastard to me. Not hot, not crazy. Careful, deliberate. Implacable.’

			‘Man with a mission? Sounds like you’re describing a soldier, maybe. Someone like that.’

			Stryker nodded. ‘Maybe. An executioner. That’s what he feels like.’

			‘Professional hit man?’ Corsa asked.

			Stryker raised his shoulders high, then let them fall. ‘Maybe. We haven’t gotten that far yet, we’re still up to our asses in local psychos and old grudges, like I said. If somebody is paying him to do this, we’re into a whole new line of country. Could be somebody with a reason to hate or fear these particular victims, or a campaign against the whole Department, in which case we’re probably back to random targets again.’

			‘Christ – there’s too much to get hold of there.’ Corsa was sympathetic. Being a local precinct captain, the scope of Stryker’s investigation hadn’t really hit him yet. He dealt with the day-to-day problems of his men and his area. Even now, when one of his own was part of it, he was shaken by the task Stryker had been set. ‘What if it’s political? What if it’s some fanatical group . . . ?’

			Stryker smiled, and nodded. ‘Now you’re getting the idea. What if it’s a pogrom against the whole of society? That’s supposed to be the recommended pattern, isn’t it, to destabilise the established order? Good place to start, killing off the police and scaring the shit out of them so they can’t function efficiently. Because we aren’t functioning efficiently, city-wide, at the moment. You can’t do a decent job if you’re always looking over your shoulder. So, what if it’s the beginning of a goddamn revolution? Where do I look for the bastard then? Hey? Nobody has come forward to say “This is down to us”, but maybe they’re just waiting for the best opportunity. Or maybe they want to take out a few more before they hit the headlines. And every time they kill, the problem gets bigger, the possibilities get more numerous, and the work expands to fill and overflow the available hours and men. Got any suggestions, Captain?’

			‘Tranquillisers,’ Corsa said. ‘You’re wearing a hole in my carpet, already.’

			Stryker smiled, bleakly. ‘Sorry – I always do this when I’m thinking.’

			Corsa nodded, then tilted his head back, as if listening. ‘Maybe you should sit down and take a few deep breaths. It’s going to get worse any minute now.’

			‘What makes you say that?’

			Corsa directed his thumb over his shoulder toward the window. ‘Can’t you hear the baying of the hounds? The Press have arrived.’

			‘Jesus, I hate this,’ Stryker said, standing just inside the entrance.

			‘Let Neilson do it, he’s prettier than you,’ Tos suggested.

			‘No thanks,’ Neilson said.

			‘Don’t look at me.’ Pinsky put his hands up, as if to ward off Toscarelli’s eyes. ‘I freeze up when Nell gets out the kids’ camera.’

			‘Besides,’ Neilson pointed out, ‘you’ve done it before. You’re used to it.’

			‘You never get used to it,’ Stryker snapped, looking down to see if his flies were zipped and his tie was straight. ‘Jesus, I hate this.’

			They went out through the precinct doors and stood on the top step. Immediately a volley of flashguns went off, temporarily blinding them and momentarily stopping their hearts.

			They sounded like so many shots.

			A bouquet of microphones blossomed under Stryker’s chin as radio and television reporters surged forward and broke through the ranks of their newsprint colleagues. The questions surged over them like the waves off Molokai. ‘Who’s the latest victim?’

			‘Is it true it’s another woman?’

			‘Have you got the killer yet?’

			‘Why haven’t you got the killer yet?’

			‘How many are dead now?’

			‘What are you doing to catch the killer?’

			‘What’s the dead man’s name?’

			‘Who is responsible for the investigation?’

			‘How do you spell your last name?’

			‘Do you think it’s some kind of revenge thing?’

			‘Is it true they call you “Jumping Jack”?’

			‘How was he killed?’

			‘Was he shot in the head like the rest?’

			‘Was he in uniform?’

			‘What’s his name?’

			‘When was he killed?’

			‘Why was he killed?’

			‘Is it true he wasn’t discovered until this morning?’

			‘Was it a rifle?’

			‘Was it a handgun?’

			‘Who’s going to be the next victim?’

			‘Is it only cops – or is it anyone?’

			‘What are you going to do about it?’

			The noise was deafening, one question overlapping another, each shout louder than the one preceding it. The crowd was jostling its way up the stairs, like some amoebic monster with many heads and feet and hands. Dotted here and there were the blank glassy eyes of the hand-held television cameras, staring at him, closing in. Stryker stifled the impulse to turn and run. He took a deep breath. Now then.

			He raised his hands and felt like a magician must feel when a trick works out. Everybody fell quiet, instantly. He raised his voice and spoke carefully.

			‘This morning a police officer was found dead, here in his precinct parking lot. He had been shot. We have no way of knowing at this time whether it is an isolated incident or part of a larger investigation. His name will be released this afternoon, when his family has been properly notified. It is true that a number of police officers have been killed—’

			They couldn’t stand it. First one voice interrupted, then another, then another.

			‘This makes four.’

			‘All shot in the head.’

			‘Was he shot in the head?’

			‘Who was he? What’s his name?’

			‘Why don’t you do something to protect the public?’

			Stryker raised his voice above the returning flood of questions. ‘As far as we know the public are not at risk. It is your police who are at risk. We are accustomed to risks, that’s our job. We are doing everything possible to catch the perpetrator . . .’

			He was losing. He was sinking.

			‘What are you doing?’

			‘What steps are you taking?’

			‘What about the public?’

			He could feel himself growing angry, felt the pressure building up in his skull. He knew his face was getting red, and he felt Toscarelli move up beside him on one side, Pinsky and Neilson on the other. For some reason, this seemed to amuse the reporters. The questions changed tone.

			‘Who are those guys?’

			‘Are they your bodyguards?’

			‘Are you going to put bodyguards on the police?’

			‘Are the police going into hiding?’

			‘Why haven’t you called in the FBI?’

			‘Why don’t you get Rambo?’

			‘Hey, maybe it is Rambo?’

			‘Why don’t you catch this guy?’

			‘Why don’t you stop him?’

			At that moment the ambulance started up its siren and began to move slowly out of the entrance to the car park and through the crowd. The driver blew his horn at the vans and cars of the television stations which were blocking his way, and people began to surge toward the ambulance to get a look inside. The television people ran toward the cars of the forensic team who were emerging from the car park carrying their mysterious and ever-fascinating black cases. Only a few newspapermen remained behind with Stryker and the others.

			One of them, an old hand named Ballinger, smiled wryly up at Stryker, who was wiping his face with his handkerchief.

			‘Anything we can do to help, Jack? We’ve got a lot of space to fill, we’ll put in anything you like. We also have one hell of a library – it’s at your disposal,’

			Stryker smiled down at him, weakly. ‘We could try advertising for the bastard. “Free offer – come in with your hands up and we’ll give you a brand-new toaster-oven plus a year’s supply of waffles”. What do you think?’

			‘I think I feel sorry for you,’ Ballinger said. He looked at the others. ‘I think I feel sorry for all of you.’

			‘Welcome to the club,’ Neilson said.

		

	
		
			FOUR

			Stryker woke up the next morning in a very bad mood.

			It was not improved by the prospect of his court appearance at nine o’clock. That is, he was called for nine – the chances were he would hang around for hours and say nothing.

			And then he couldn’t find a parking space.

			The courtroom was crowded with spectators who had fought their way in and were not prepared to leave. Reporters overflowed the press area and filled the outer hall, jostling with photographers both freelance and assigned, waiting for the arrival of the defendant.
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