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          God hath made men upright; but they have sought out many inventions.
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  Chapter One


  Maddox had just finished talking to one witness to last nights heist, and watched the man go out to the corridor glumly. He hadnt given them anything useful; it
  was a run-of-the-mill heist, nothing to tie it up to the several heist jobs over the last three months or so which were the work of the heister they had nicknamed Dapper Dan, or any of the other
  anonymous holdups they had on hand to work. This one, at a twenty-four-hour convenience store, was just another anonymous heist, a vague description of the man with the gun, the take fairly modest,
  and nowhere to look on it.


  DArcy was still talking to the second witness; he probably wasnt getting anything more useful. Pool what they got, thought Maddox, and toss a coin for who should write the report.
  It was getting on for ten oclock on this Tuesday morning of early March. He wondered if it was too early to call the coroners office. They had asked for priority on those autopsies;
  six bodies at once was something unusual. Central beat downtown might be used to that sort of thing, but Hollywood divisionas wild and woolly as Hollywood could sometimes
  getwasnt. Maddox contemplated the meager notes hed taken on this latest anonymous heist, and thought about those six bodiesthe Babcocks and the Hogans.


  George Ellis came into the communal detective office from his office down the hall, looked around, and asked, Where is everybody? Have we heard anything from the coroners office
  yet?


  I was just about to call and ask, said Maddox. Joe went out on a new burglary, and Rodriguez is out looking at a bodyI dont know where everybody else is.
  Theres no lead at all on this heist, just damn all. They dont give any kind of description, just a man with a gun.


  Ellis hunched his beefy shoulders. Bricks without straw. Its a thankless job.


  DArcys witness got up and ambled out to the corridor, and DArcy came over to Maddoxs desk and said, Nothing. No useful description, just a fellow maybe
  twenty-five with a big gun. Nothing to go anywhere on.


  Neither Maddox nor Ellis said anything; there wasnt anything to say. Maddox sat back and lit a cigarette and said, I suppose Bergnerd bite my head off if I called him. They
  always take their time.


  Well, I suppose all the scientific analyses take time, said Ellis vaguely. And then he said under his breath, Oh, my God, Id forgotten about those damn Germans, and
  here they are. Damn.


  Maddox followed his glance to the door of the big communal detective office. Hed forgotten the Germans too; theyd been briefed about them from the chiefs office last week. A
  group of West German journalists on a tour of a lot of Western nations doing research on police techniques and methods; they had evidently visited most European nations and were now visiting a good
  many American cities before heading for the Far East. The little crowd of people at the door of the big office could be nothing else than the Germans, shepherded by a tall, dark, urbane man who
  herded them over to Ellis and made introductions. Lieutenant Ellis And he mentioned names, Miller, Keller, Ericksonthere were four men and a woman, a buxom fortyish
  blonde, Mrs. Grunsky.


  Sergeant Maddox, responded Ellis politely, Detective DArcy. It was necessary to be polite. The man with them was a Captain Devereaux from the chiefs
  office at Headquarters. The Germans were polite in turn, looking around the office, at thin dark Maddox, lanky DArcy, bulky-shouldered Ellis. They had already had a look at the
  Communications room. Perhaps youd like to see our laboratory, said Ellis. Of course any detailed analytical work is sent down to the main laboratory at Central
  Headquarters, but were equipped to process fingerprints and so on


  The buxom blonde gave them a toothy smile. It is all so very interesting, she said earnestly, in excellent if guttural English, learning of all these so excellent new
  scientific methods for combating evil. She trailed obediently after the others as Ellis led them out toward the lab.


  Devereaux sat down at Rodriguez desk next to Maddoxs and offered him a cigarette. Evil, he said thoughtfully, lighting his own. Not quite the word for it, is
  it? Its a while since Ive been out on the street, but its not quite the word.


  DArcy thrust out his long lanky legs, slumping in his desk chair, and said, When you come to think of it, real evil is damn rare, you know.


  Thats right, said Maddox. The thankless job isnt dealing with evilthats too big a word. What were seeing and coping with, for our sins, is
  the foolishnessyou could say the foolishness of fallible man.


  Nice phrase, said Devereaux.


  Its the stupiditythe laziness and greed and mindless violence and the egotism and the impulse. The goddamned foolishness. It gets tiresome.


  I believe you, said Devereaux. Im thankful to be in administration these days. You boys can cope with the louts on the street.


  And the victims, said Maddox tiredly.


  The little party of journalists came back from the lab and Devereaux stabbed out his cigarette and got up. They had a tour of Headquarters yesterdaywere visiting all the
  divisions today. Captain Flagg at Hollenbeck is taking us all out to lunchat the chiefs expense.


  He had just shepherded the group out when Rodriguez came in, looking disgruntled, and said, Just more paperwork. An old wino dead on a bus-stop bench out on Sunset. No ID. See if anybody
  has got his prints, but the city will have to bury him. Looks like natural causes, he was probably in his seventies and not a mark on him. He sat down at his desk, brushing his neat
  moustache, and didnt immediately start to type a report.


  Ellis came back and asked, Have we got anything from the coroners office yet on those bodies?


  I was just about to call, said Maddox. He took a last drag on his cigarette and thought idly, in addition to all the stupidity, the foolishnessthe real evil, a thing they
  didnt see once in a blue moonthere was also the occasional lunacy, and that wasnt the individuals fault either. He reached for the phone, and it shrilled at him.


  Sergeant Maddox.


  Well, we got this and that for you, said Dr. Bergner at the coroners office.


  I was just going to call you.


  It was meperidine, said Bergner. An OD of meperidine, all six bodies.


  Ill be damned, said Maddox mildly. Well, it looked like an OD of some kind. How did they get it?


  Thats your business, said Bergner. But it looks fairly offbeat, Maddox. It wasnt injectedtheres not a mark on any of themso it was orally
  ingested. There are a number of prescription tablets and capsules on the market, might have been any one of themwere still completing analyses and well pin it down for you
  eventually. All I can say is, I cant think of any of those that come any stronger than about fifty milligramsits a narcotic analgesic similar to morphineand the usual
  dose is one to two every four hours. All of these people had a massive overdose, call it something like twelve to fifteen tablets or capsules. As I say, were still working on it, probably be
  able to tell you more later, but to go on with, the four Babcocks died anywhere between ten and midnight on Saturday night, the Hogans about the same time. Theyd all had a meal sometime
  about six oclock. The damn thing is, if theyd been found and treated, they could all have been saved, you knowpump the stomachs, administer an antidote, and theyd have
  lived.


  Yes, said Maddox. You cant say how they got it?


  Just, it was ingested orally, said Bergner irritably. Im not going out on a limbI dont know. I will say that judging by the timesthe time it
  would have taken them to die of the ODthey probably ingested it about the time they had the meal. Call it five to six P.M.


  Symptoms? asked Maddox.


  Theyd have come on fairly rapidly, with that much of an OD. Light-headedness, dizziness, weaknessin medical terms respiratory depression, depression of the central nervous
  system, eventual comathe first symptoms would have come on within thirty to forty-five minutes. If any of them had been able to call for helpbut apparently they werent.
  Its a damned queer thing, Maddox. Was there any connection between them?


  Not that we know. Queer isnt the word for it. Thats all you can tell us so far?


  Well have an analysis of stomach contents for you by tomorrow, if thats going to say anything. And well be able to pin down just what prescription brand it was, but
  as I say, there are several on the marketsome of them prescribed as tranquilizers too.


  Well, thanks very much, said Maddox. Whatever else you can tell us well appreciate.


  Ill get back to you when weve got anything else, said Bergner.


  Maddox relayed that to DArcy and Rodriguez.


  But that doesnt make much sense, said Rodriguez. All six of them? They didnt know each other, by what weve heard. A suicide pact is just damn
  ridiculousthe Babcocks a nice, normal, happy family, and the HogansI havent seen any lab reports, but damn it, Ivor, we were on the Babcocks and there wasnt any
  prescription medication in the place. My God, and the two little kidsit doesnt make sense.


  Not much, agreed Maddox. We want to talk to the Durands again and the Bryant woman. Bergner isnt committing himself, but it sounds to me as if they could all have
  gotten it with the meal theyd had, about five to six, he said. The times seem to be right.


  Thats crazy, said DArcy. Somebody sneaking in and spiking the soup? Two ordinary, quiet, humdrum families? Why and how?


  God knows, said Maddox. Well have to go around on it, thats all, and hope to get some more detail from Bergner eventually. DArcy, you see if you can get
  hold of the Bryant woman. He looked up the number in his notebook and reached for the phone to call Mrs. Durand.


  She was at home and said yes, of course theyd tell the police whatever they could, it still didnt seem possible and they couldnt understand it. Yes, shed call her
  husband and theyd be expecting him.


  Maddox went out to the corridor and met Sue and Daisy Hoffman just coming back to their little office across from the communal detective office. Sue said, I cant say Ill be
  sorry to get out of this rat race for a while.


  And Ill be just as happy to have you sitting quiet at home, said Maddox. Minding the baby. The baby was due at the end of July; Sue would be starting maternity
  leave in six weeks, and could take six months off the job without losing seniority. You all right?


  Just a little fed up, said Sue. Weve wasted a couple of hours.


  What do you expect of people? asked Daisy robustly. Slim, blond Daisy didnt look at all like a grandmother, but she was. Kids.


  What was it? asked Maddox.


  Probably attempted molestation, but well never know unless we catch up to him another time. Little girl playing in her own front yard tells mama a funny-looking man tried to get
  her to go somewhere in his car. She cant give us a description of him or the car, just says he was funny-looking and she was scared of him. What can you expect? Shes only
  six.


  And the next thing well hear, said Sue, is that the same character succeeded in coaxing another little girl into his car.


  Take it as it comes, said Daisy. Something new down?


  Just the autopsy findings on those bodies, said Maddox. OD of meperidine, probably Demerol, and theres something damned funny about it. At the moment it just
  doesnt seem to make much sense.


  As he went out to the parking lot for the Maseratiand one of these days he was going to have to think about another car, the old girl was probably on her last legs, needing various new
  partshe was thinking about what Bergner had said, and trying to fit the few things they knew into the picture. He and Rodriguez had gone out on the Babcocks, DArcy on the Hogans, but
  the two pictures were oddly similar.


  Charles and Linda Durand lived in a small attractive house on Laurel Street in West Hollywood. Linda Durand had been Betty Babcocks sister, and her husband worked for a large insurance
  firm, as had Edward Babcock; the mens friendship had been cemented through marrying sisters. They had both been transferred to California by the firm a couple of years ago, from Chicago, and
  the Babcocks had been buying a house not far from the Durands on Hayworth Street. The Durands had a three-year-old girl; the Babcocks had had an eight-year-old, Steve, and a six-year-old,
  Eileen.


  Linda Durand had called her husband and he was there; they looked at Maddox and heard what he had to tell them, and Linda said incredulously, Demerol? But thats just
  impossiblethere wasnt anything like that in the house! None of them was on medication of any kind, and Betty had a sort of thing about not taking medicine of any sortabout the
  only thing thered have been there was aspirinbut we told you that then, on Sunday, when you said it looked like an overdoseDemerolit just isnt possible. You
  dont mean you think it was suicide, that they wanted to dieand to kill the children toothat just isnt possible!


  We dont know, Mrs. Durand, said Maddox. All we know is thats what killed them. Do you know if they knew a Mr. and Mrs. Hogan, on Oxford Avenue?


  They looked at him blankly. They were a nice-looking couple, Durand tall and well-built with a blunt-featured face, friendly eyes, she small and blond and pretty. Hogan? said
  Durand. No, Im sure they didnt. We all knew most of the same people, you know. And thats right, what Linda says, its just impossible that theythat they did
  it themselvesand the children


  She uttered a little sob. Just not possible theyre gonewe told you how it was on Sunday. It was their tenth wedding anniversary and we were going to have dinner together. I
  said Id make an apple pie, it was Eds favorite. We were supposed to be there at one oclock, and we couldnt get any answer at the door, and the back door was unlocked and
  we went in and found themall of them dead. And I just dont understand it. There wasnt any reason, they were in love with each other and crazy about the kids She
  broke down crying, and Durand put his arm around her, obviously distressed and upset. He just said miserably, Thats so. There just wasnt any reason for it.


  Maddox thought it didnt make much sense either, but thinking of what Bergner had said, he asked, Could you tell me about what time they usually had dinner?


  Linda clutched her handkerchief in a little ball. Dinner? Well, Ed usually got home around six or a little before and Betty always had dinner ready. The way I do. Why? Do you think
  somebody murdered them? But how? Theres nobodyeverybody liked Betty and Ed! I dont understand it!


  How indeed, thought Maddox, and why? An ordinary, harmless, well-liked young couple? With a pair of nice, normal kids. It would, in early March, be dark by five or so, but it was hard to imagine
  some nameless, motiveless villain sneaking into the little suburban house and adding Demerol to the dinner keeping warm in the oven. And, thinking of what Bergner had said, he thought back to that
  scene last Sunday afternoon. The attractive, well-kept little house on a quiet residential street. The Durands standing by stunned and shocked, and the stolid uniformed man who had answered the
  first call. Just a few things obvious: that it had been an OD, poisoning of some sort, judging by the bodies; that it had probably happened the previous night. Babcock had been in a big armchair in
  the living room, the evening Herald in his lap. The TV had been on, in the tiny den down the hall, and the kids had been there. An eight- and six-year-old, probably their bedtimes would
  have been eight, eight-thirty; so theyd been unconscious before that. Betty Babcock had been in the kitchen, and you could deduce that she had realized something was wrong, for she had been
  trying to call for help. She had been sprawled on the floor just below the wall phone, and the phone was dangling off the hook. Bergner said, lightheadedness, dizziness, respiratory failure, coma.
  Had she called her husband, found him already unconscious, been trying to call the paramedics? And passing out before she could do so, dying quietly on the kitchen floor while the others died
  elsewhere?


  Dinner. He asked Linda, Did your sister usually clean up the kitchen as soon as dinner was over? She had that night, at any rate; the dishwasher had been full of clean dishes, the
  kitchen counters polished.


  Yes, she always did, she didnt like to leave things. But how could it have happened?


  Maddox wished he knew. He hadnt seen a lab report yet as to whether there had been any extraneous latent prints in the place. Before he had left the office he had called the lab and told
  Baker to get a sample of everything edible at the Laurel Street house for analysis, and eventually that might tell them something. They had, of course, looked through the house, and as Linda said
  there was no prescription medication anywhere, only a bottle of aspirin and an antacid remedy.


  Marking time, he got the name of the only doctor the Babcocks had gone to here. Betty didnt like doctors much, she took Stevie to this one only when he had an ear infection last
  year. A Dr. Bauer on Melrose Avenue, a pediatrician. And a pediatrician wouldnt have been handing out a prescription for Demerol, and even if Betty Babcock had had a fit of some kind
  and decided to do away with herself and her familyor if Ed Babcock hadwhat had become of the container? Where had the Demerol come from? They had searched all the wastebaskets, the
  refuse can in the garage, and nothing had shown up. They hadnt taken the garbage disposal apart; maybe theyd better do that, just in case. But where could the Hogans fit in a scene
  like that?


  Maddox sighed and tried to think of any more intelligent questions to ask.


  At about the same time, DArcy was getting much the same thing from Marlene Bryant. She was a plump, rather pretty woman in her forties; she lived in an old apartment
  building on Vermont, with a husband who drove a delivery truck for Sears Roebuck. Their three children were all grown and married. She worked at a dress shop on Western, but told DArcy she
  just hadnt felt up to going to work yesterday or today. After finding Mom and Dad like that, you know. I cant get over it, it was terrible. Just terrible. And now youre
  telling me they were poisoned some wayDemerol? Thats some kind of medicine, isnt it? They werent taking any medicine regular, either of themand they were both
  just fine. They werent young, Mom was seventy-one and Dad seventy-threebut they were just fine! Just like I told you Sunday, I usually went to see them on the weekend, and they
  didnt go out much, just to the market or once in a while to play cards with the neighbors, and when nobody opened the door, well, I had a key, of course, in case of emergency, and I went
  inand found them. Oh! I tried to keep my head, I called my husband and he called an ambulancebut how could they have gotten poisoned? With this medicine? There wasnt any
  medicine around, theyd both been just fine


  Hogan had worked for the Parks and Recreation Department, been retired for eight years. They had owned the modest little house on Oxford Street and by the daughters account had been a
  humdrum, harmless, elderly couple with no enemies and not many friends. They had stayed home and watched television. There certainly hadnt been any prescription medicine in the place.


  Thinking of what Bergner had said, DArcy asked her what time they had usually had dinner. Oh, between five and six, I guess. Maybe earlier on Saturday, there were some shows on TV
  that night they liked. But how could they have gotten poisoned? Mom was always careful about keeping the refrigerator cleanbut you said it was this medicine


  Do you know if they knew anyone named Babcock?


  She stared at him bewilderedly. Why, noI never heard the nameand Id know everybody they knewno, they didnt.


  DArcy couldnt think what else to ask her. There would be a lab man at the Hogans house now, collecting everything from the refrigerator, the medicine chest; probably
  whatever they got on this would be from the lab. And they did sometimes get the offbeat ones; but this was the queerest one they had had in a while.


  He went back to the office and met Maddox just driving into the parking lot. They compared notes and Maddox said, Its so damn shapeless. Why these people? And the two poor
  kids?


  Just ordinary people, agreed DArcy. No rhyme or reason. Maybe when Bergner gives us something else itll begin to make sense, but I dont see
  how.


  The lab ought to know something about prints by now. Maddox called and got an irritable-sounding Franks.


  Listen, there are only twenty-four hours in a day, Maddox. With all these heists and burglariesIve been out most of the day dusting for prints, and probably its a
  damn waste of time, and the householders pawing over everything, now Ive got all the comparisons to make. Talk about going through the motions! Oh, those homicideswell, Baker was
  doing a report before you chased him out againjust a minute. After a hiatus he came back and said, Short and sweet. The Babcock house, the only prints we picked up were theirs
  and some of the relativesthe Durand couple. The Hogan place, only theirs anywhere.


  Thats a big help, said Maddox.


  Well, you cant make bricks without straw, said Franks.


  So where do we go from here? said Maddox to DArcy.


  Wait and see what more Bergner and his boys come up with. If they can tell us what the Demerol was in, or whether they just took capsulesbut all six people? said
  DArcy doubtfully. And look, Ivor, just as we saidneither of those houses is very big. Can we see somebody getting in and adding the Demerol to the soup or something? The Bryant
  woman says her parents didnt go out much, and there was no sign of a break-in


  Or at the Babcocks. And Mrs. Babcock was a homebody too, said Maddox. We cant hope to hear from Bergner until tomorrow at leastI just hope to God they
  can give us some lead.


  Joe Feinman ambled in looking tired, sat down at his desk, and pulled his tie loose. You doing any good at anything?


  Maddox told him about the Demerol, and he grunted in surprise. All up in the air. Same with all these burglaries. Frustrating.


  Which burglaries in particular? asked DArcy. The burglaries were just one of the ongoing problems, and in spite of the man-hours and lab work spent, it was rare that they
  caught up to any of the burglars, or retrieved any of the loot for the outraged householders.


  Five of them, said Feinman, shutting his eyes and slumping down in the desk chair. I dont count any of the rest still on the booksjust run-of-the-mill
  break-ins, no leads, no prints, nothing. But these fivethe fifth one was last nightI think its the same joker, and we only know one thing about him. It sort of came together
  when I looked at this one today. I went back over the other reports and it adds up. The first couple, Nolan and Dowling were on. The couple I looked at I put down to juveniles at first, and nowhere
  to look for those. But then I looked at that damned dog door this morning and a little bell rang.


  He got in the dog door? Maddox was amused.


  Thats right. Feinmans dark, intellectual face wore a small, unamused grin. And the addressesall fairly big, nice places off Laurel Canyon, and nice
  pieces of loot. Places up there might contain the loot; it was not a newly fashionable residential area, but old, solid, and good. I took a look back at the reports, and it adds. He,
  whoever, got in a bathroom window about eighteen inches squarea couple of closet windows not much biggerand now this damned dog door. The dogs dead, so he wasnt there to
  bark. The first couple I put down to juveniles, the kids are starting younger and youngerbut when you take a look at the loot, they were all very pro jobs, pretty slick. All of those places
  had good security too, good locks and bars on the most inviting windows and so on. And hes taken a nice haulradios, cameras, tape recorders, a couple of fur coats, jewelry, cash, a
  coin collection. Its got to be one manhe hasnt gone for any big stuff like TVs, and the only thing we can guess about him, hes a little guy, to get in all those small
  spaces.


  See what Records might have to offer, suggested DArcy.


  Feinman sat up and lit a cigarette. Bills downtown asking them now. If weve got any midget burglars in the files the computers will turn them up, and then we can go looking
  for them. It should have dawned on me beforeId seen two of those break-ins, and none of the loot has turned up, so he knows a tame fence, which says hes an experienced
  pro.


  They all sat silent for a few minutes, ruminating on the various cases on hand to work. That heist, said Maddox. Nowhere to go on it.


  Nope, said DArcy. Just a heist. No decent description. But it wasnt Dapper Dan. This onethey both told usneeded a shave and smelled dirty.
  Lets see, Dapper hasnt hit in a couple of weeks.


  Him, said Feinman, shutting his eyes again. The heister they had nicknamed Dapper Dan had been around town for about three months. Comparing notes with other divisions, they had
  belatedly found out that he had probably pulled a few heists in the valley area and Hollenbecks territory as well as Hollywoods. He specialized in liquor stores, usually hit just
  before closing time, and was fast and professional. Various victims had described him in much the same termsanywhere between thirty and forty, a white man, medium coloringhe always
  wore a hat so nobody could say what color his hair wasand he was well-dressed, neat, and clean in good-looking sports clothes, usually brown or gray. One store owner, an ex-Marine, had
  claimed the gun was a .38 Colt, but that was no use in looking for him. To date, the detectives in all three divisions had gotten the names of known heisters from Records, who conformed to the
  rather vague description; some they had found and questioned, with no results, some they were still looking for, but that one was all up in the air too.


  Hes about due to hit again, said Maddox. It was getting on to the end of shift, and this had been a largely unproductive day. Tuesday, the middle of the weeknothing
  much might show up for the night watch; on the other hand you never knew. At least, as usual in March, the weather was nice, not too hot.


  Sue looked in from the corridor and said, Im taking off early. All the paperworks up to date for once and Daisys got a date to baby-sit the grandchildren.


  Take care on the freeway, said Maddox automatically. She waved at him and went out.


  You decided on names for baby? asked Feinman, yawning again.


  Nothing to decide, said Maddox. She wont hear of anything but John or Mary. Nice, simple names.


  Ill say amen to that, said DArcy, and they both grinned at him. DArcys life had been complicated by his very peculiar first name; he had them all
  trained never to use it. He stood up and settled his tie. I think Ill take off early too. Tomorrows another day, and Ive got some homework to do.


  Going back to school at your age yet, said Feinman. What I say is, let em speak English.


  With the ever-increasing Hispanic population frustrating the simplest interrogation, DArcy was improving his detective techniques with evening classes in Spanish. You wait,
  he said to Feinman, until someday youve got a hot homicide suspect who no spicka de English, and youll come to me and say pretty please help us out. And maybe Ill make
  sergeant quicker too.


  Rodriguez came in, marched over to his desk, and picked up his cigarette lighter. I knew Id left it somewhere. Im getting out of this place before anything else goes down.
  Did anybody tell you another body turned up? Nothing to workanother damn fool kid on the H, an OD, on a junior high campus. At least I could rope Ambrose in on it, and hes doing the
  report. The detectives in the Narco office down the hall came in on anything involving drugs.


  There was a general exodus: nothing more to do on any of the current cases today, and tomorrow would tell if any new leads on anything would show.


  On his way home, Maddox ruminated fruitlessly on those six bodies; he should have learned long ago to leave business at the office. If they got anywhere on that, it would be on the lab evidence,
  and you couldnt hurry those boys. Traffic was thick as usual on the freeway, and he turned up Verdugo Road with relief. The old Maserati needed a tune-up; he had a date to take it in on
  Thursday, his day off. When he came to Starview Terrace and the rambling big house at its dead end, he felt the usual warmth in his heart; they were so lucky, he and Suethey had each other,
  and now the baby to come, and Margaret. He hadnt had a home for quite a while, until he and Sue were married; it was nice to have a home to come back to.


  As he came in the back door a single polite bass woof uttered welcome, and he bent to pat the big brindle Akita, Tama. Margaret Carstairs was slicing tomatoes at the sink and he kissed her
  cheek. Sue was going to look exactly like her mother in about twenty years time, which was fine with him. Margaret smiled at him. Sues relaxing over sherry, youd better
  join her, Ivor. You look as if you need a drink.


  Not sherry, said Maddox, and got out the bottle of bourbon.


  Dinner in half an hour.


  Dinnerand dammit, there he was thinking about the Babcocks and the Hogans again. Who had gotten the OD of Demerol about the time they had dinner. He carried his drink down to the living
  room where Sue was lying back in an armchair. She looked up at him, his darling Sue, her dark hair a little ruffled and the baby definitely showing now, and she said, Its silly.
  Bringing the office home. But Daisy and I both worried about it, you know. That man trying to coax the little girl into his carand no way to start looking for him.


  Its a thankless, dirty job, love, said Maddox. And he thought, evil. Too big a word. The stupidities, the lust and greed and laziness and mindless impulse. And tomorrow was
  another day.


  The night watch came on at Hollywood division, and waited for what might show up. They were all on, on Tuesday nightDick Brougham, Ken Donaldson, Roger Stacey. As usual,
  Stacey had some new snapshots to show; he was a camera buff like DArcy, and proud of his six kids; he must have a thousand snapshots of them, and they were nice-looking kids, and his wife
  was a very pretty blonde.


  They didnt get a call until just before ten oclock; Brougham and Stacey went out on it. It was a heist, at a liquor store out on Sunset nearly to the Strip; and they hadnt
  listened to the owner for five minutes before Stacey said succinctly, Dapper Dan. It was about time for him to hit again. The owner, Robert Kuykendall, had been alone in the place,
  getting ready to close up. He told them the heister had been maybe thirty-five, a white man with a big gun, kind of medium coloring, he had a hat on and he was pretty sharply dressed in brown
  slacks and jacket, a beige shirt. He wasnt in here three minutes, see, he puts the gun on me and just says, all the cash, buddy, make it snappy. So I handed it overJesus, I
  couldnt say how much, the register tab will say, but itd been a fairly good day, call it four-fifty, five hundred bucks. Some of it was checks, of course, and he didnt take
  thosemaybe four hundred cashand Jesus, you know what? He thanked me! He stashed it in his inside breast pocket and then he said, Thanks, buddy, I appreciate
  thisand out he went.


  Dapper Dan, said Brougham. That was an earmark, besides the description; on every heist he pulled he had said that. Could you give us a better description? Do you think you
  could describe him to a police artist, to get a sketch?


  Jesus, no, said the owner. He wasnt here three minutes. I was sort of shook, if you get me. Thats all I can tell you, and he repeated the description
  again.


  It didnt give them anywhere to go, and all it told them was that that had been Dapper Dan again; but of course a report had to be written on it. They went back to the office and flipped a
  coin; Brougham lost and began to type the report.


  At five minutes to midnight they got another call, to an address on Lexington Avenue. Donaldson went out on it with Stacey. When they got there, they found the uniformed man, Johnny McCrea,
  talking to a nice-looking young couple who were obviously in a state of shock. There were also two dead bodies, both young women.


  Look, said McCrea, who was a big dark handsome young fellow, all I know is I got chased up here, and heres the bodies, and these people had just found them.
  Theyd just gotten home from a datethe girl, Brenda Cobb, lives with these other two girlsIve got the names for you, Doris Adler and Deborah Carlson. The guys name
  is Eric Emmons. Theyd been out on a date, went to dinner and a movie, and he brought her home about forty minutes ago and they found the other two girls dead. It looks like some kind of OD
  to me.


  It did to Donaldson and Stacey too. They looked at the bodies, two young women in their mid-twenties. One was on the couch in the living room, the other on one of the twin beds in the second
  bedroom. They were both fairly recently dead, both still warm.


  But I dont understand it! sobbed Brenda Cobb. How could they be dead? Ricky picked me up at sixthey were both fine then, just as usualthey were going to
  have dinner and watch an old movie on TVa rerun of an old Astaire-Rogers musical. What are you saying, it looks like an overdose of drugs? None of us takes drugs, theres nothing like
  that in the place, were not that kind of people She was crying harder now. They were my best friends.


  Stacey and Donaldson had seen Maddoxs report on what the coroners office had said about those other homicides. This one looked peculiarly similar, at least.


  They got a few facts. Brenda Cobb worked as a receptionist at a doctors office. Doris Adler had been a waitress at a well-known restaurant, Deborah Carlson had been a file clerk at a
  savings and loan company. Emmons was a bookkeeper in the office of a local department store. They all looked like respectable, honest people.


  The paramedics were standing by then. The bodies would end up in the coroners office, and it would remain to be seen what the doctor said about them.
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