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    Man is born unto trouble as the sparks fly upward.


    Job 5:7
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  Chapter One


  OConnor marched into the detective office at Glendale headquarters about the middle of the afternoon. Varallo was the sole occupant, reading a report. Will you
  tell me, for Gods sake, said OConnor savagely, why I ever thought police work would be interesting? My God, talk about monotony! I might as well be in an assembly plant
  screwing in bolt forty-six all day! He perched a hip on the corner of Varallos desk and lit a cigarette.


  For Gods sake, dont complain of monotony, said Varallo. Youll call down a spate of offbeat ones on us, Charles.


  I wouldnt much care, said OConnor moodily. At least itd be a change. This new thing downanother damn fool punk kid, DOA on dope, and of course
  nowhere to go on it. Mother went out shopping this morninghes twenty, out of workcame home and found he hadnt got up, looked at him and hes dead. Theres a
  little stash of heroin left in a dresser drawer. She didnt have a clue that he was on dope, she saysno idea where he could have got itmy good God, anywhere on the
  streetor where hed have got the money. Hes got a little pedigree of possession. Nowhere to go.


  Write the report and file it, said Varallo.


  I get so damned tired of the stupid punks, said OConnor. Absently he hitched up the .357 magnum in the shoulder holster. Damn waste of timego talk to his pals,
  probably users too, they dont know where he got it, oh, no, dont know nothin. I get so damned tired.


  Just a thankless job, said Varallo wryly. Ive got some more of it. This pair of heisters, theres just nowhere to go. Ive been downtown all morning with
  the latest victims, and they couldnt make any mug shots. They say Latin types, but they all look alike, and it was so fast, I just couldnt say.


  Those jewelry store heists. The way it goes, said OConnor gloomily. There was a time I thought of going in for law. I couldnt afford it. At this time of
  day his square bulldog face needed another shave, his chin was blue; as usual, his tie was crooked and his shirt rumpled. Anything new gone down? he added without much interest.


  I couldnt say, I just got back, but everybody else is out on something. And it was threatening to start raining againgray and overcast. Last winter had brought them a
  spate of rain before Christmas, and then nothing the rest of the wet season in southern California; this winter had started out bringing early heavy rains again. This first week of December had
  seen a torrential three-day downpour and then a couple of gray, dry days; now the forecast was for more rain.


  Sergeant Joe Katz and Detective John Poor came in, shed their coats at the door, and sat down at their respective desks. And Ill tell you something, said Katz bitterly to
  Varallo. Sooner or later these jokers are going to end up with a homicide charge, and itll be your baby. And good luck to you on it. Theres no making head or tail of the damn
  thingjust no goddamned handle at allmy good God, this makes fifteen of themfifteen in just under a month and no goddamned leads at all. And sooner or later He
  slumped back in his desk chair and shut his eyes.


  Poor said, All elderly people. Scared and upset. And the same pairwe keep hearing the same storybut damn all on any leads. They were both looking discouraged and
  tired.


  There was silence for a few minutes in the big square room; OConnor smoked and brooded; Varallo finished reading the report; Katz and Poor sat and stared into space. The tall windows
  began to stream with gray rain. Varallo sat back in his desk chair, lit a cigarette, and emitted a long column of smoke. The thankless job, he said. We go through the motions,
  Charles. And then his gaze went past OConnor, and he added roughly, What the hell are you doing here?


  Their female detective, Delia Riordan, was just coming into the big communal office. She took off her trench coat and draped it across the back of her desk chair; she gave them a faint smile.
  Whats the point of just going home, Vic? Im all right. I wanted to finish typing that reporttomorrows my day off. She sat down at her desk and took the
  cover off her typewriter.


  They all watched her a little uneasily, not knowing what to say. There had been a time when OConnor had bitterly resented being banded with a female detective, even one with the valuable
  experience on the LAPD; but she was a good girl, Delia, a good police officer. In the four years and more shed been with them, theyd come to appreciate her. These last few years she
  hadnt been as reluctant to show her femininity: her dark brown hair was longer and waved loosely, she wore a little more makeup and neat tailored dresses instead of pantsuits. She was really
  a very good-looking girl, Delia, not looking her agewhich they happened to know was thirty-twowith a slim, neat figure; if she wasnt pretty in the ordinary sense, she had good
  regular features, a smooth, milky skin, good blue eyes. She was one of them; they all liked her.


  You should have gone home, said Varallo.


  Why? No point, Vic. Im OK. Delia bent over the typewriter and began to transcribe her notes.


  Its supposed to go on raining tomorrow, said OConnor.


  And the traffic is something else, said Katz. All the Christmas shoppers. It took me half an hour to get back from Kenneth Road.


  Delia heard the desultory exchange of talk vaguely. She hunched over the typewriter, deciphering the notes shed taken yesterday, aware that the men were watching her
  covertly, aware of their silent sympathybut of course, she thought, it wasnt necessary, not at all.


  There were stopping places in life, she thought, where you came to the end of one thing and started on another phase, as it were. You could say that the place shed got to today marked the
  end of her whole life up to now. All those long years of proving herself as an LAPD policewoman, the long hours of study acquiring all the useful skills to make her more efficient, the fluent
  Spanish, the courses in police sciencemost of the time working the swing shift, so unavoidably she had lost contact with friendsyou couldnt say it had all been for nothing, but
  of course it had all been for Alex. It had had to be the thankless, sordid job, for Alex. Alex Riordan, losing his first wife after twenty years of childless marriage, marrying a girl half his age
  only to lose her in childbirth a year later. Delia didnt know much about her mother. They had managed somehow, she and Alex, with a succession of housekeepers, until the year he was
  sixty-five and Delia was thirteen. Hed been full of plans for her first time of entering the junior target pistol competitionhed started her with a gun on her seventh birthday.
  Then, just two days before his official retirement, hed gone out on his last callCaptain Alex Riordan, Robbery-Homicide, LAPDand taken the bank robbers bullet in the
  spine. That had been a bad time for a while, and then theyd found Steveex-Sergeant Steve McAllister, LAPD, just short of twenty-five years service when he lost a leg in an
  accident: a widower with a married daughter. The three of them had been together for fourteen and a half yearsthe new leg hadnt hampered Steve from manipulating Alexs
  wheelchair, and Alex had always liked to cook. Of course, of course, it had had to be this job for Alexshe was all hed ever had. This jobpretending to be the son Alex had never
  had.


  Neil had seen that from the first, and hadnt he tried to make her see itstubborn, blind, foolish Delia resisting him all the way. She and Isabel Fordyce had been best friends all
  through school, and Neil not really the superior elder brothera friend, until he was something else. How desperately she had held out against him, blindly committed to the all-important job
  for Alexand how they had hated each other, of coursethe two strong characters.


  And it hadnt been until three and a half years ago that she had, in one devastating moment, realized the truth: that the little victory she had won was less than meaningless. Neil coming
  to say good-bye and good luckand she had known, starkly, that she had nothing at all in return for the sacrifice of resisting him. In the years of hard work on the job, all her friends had
  drifted away. She hadnt even talked on the phone with Isabel for a year before that last time of seeing Neil; and a month after that shed had the last letter from IsabelIsabel
  so happily married, with three children now: the note telling her noncommittally that Neil had married a Spanish girl hed met in Ecuador. Hed been directing an archaeological dig
  there for the University of Arizona.


  So it had come to her that it had all been for nothing. The promise of a meaningful life, a womans life, exchanged for a mess of pottage. And most frighteningly, she had suddenly seen her
  two idols, Alex and Steve, as two rather commonplace men of narrow interests and little knowledge outside their dreary job.


  So all that was left to her was that job. It was nothing of any importance to her as a woman; but if all that was left to her was the sterile job, it was something, a job she could do well. And
  Alex was proud of her; Alex and Steve loved her.


  And then that had changed, all in a moment, like the patterns changing in a kaleidoscope. It was two and a half years ago that Alex had had the crippling stroke, and he had been in the
  convalescent home ever since, helpless and paralyzed. There had been good days and bad days: sometimes he knew her; increasingly of late, he hadnt. When it had become evident that he was
  never coming home again, Steve had gone back to Denver to live with his daughter; he wasnt much of a letter writer, and Delia seldom heard from him.


  And then, after the long, heartbreaking time, last Friday Alex had slipped away to some other place. One thing this long time of living alone had given Delia was time for reading for pleasure,
  and in these last years she had read voraciously; and she no longer believed that Alex had been dissolved into nothing: there was too much evidence on that, which had nothing to do with orthodox
  churches. He had gone somewhere else, the Alex she had known in his primeirascible, stubborn, opinionated, and toughand he was all right. Somewhere. But he had been violently
  antireligious, and she couldnt have inflicted on him any kind of orthodox service.


  He had been cremated this morning, and she had accompanied the urn with the ashes up to the mausoleum at Rose Hills cemetery this afternoon. The Varallos and OConnor had offered to go
  with her, and she had said to them, what was the point? It wouldnt make any difference to Alex. It was all over, and the entire thirty-two years with Alex had decided the whole course of her
  life. She couldnt mourn for him; she could only be thankful he was released from the frustration and misery; and she couldnt mourn for herself, for it had been her own stubbornness
  that had kept her on the course which had left her with only the sterile job for the rest of her life.


  She smoked too many cigarettes, laboring over the typed report: the report on the heist that had gone down Saturday night, the latest in a series probably pulled by the same pair. There
  wasnt much meat in it. Varallo had taken the victims downtown yesterday to look at mug shots, and they hadnt made any. This report would get filed away with the other reports of
  similar heists, and it was unlikely that any charges would ever be brought; but the paperwork went on forever, and it was something to occupy her mind. Alex, she thought wryly, would thoroughly
  approve of her going back to the office right away.


  She finished the report at five-thirty, separated the triplicate forms, filed one to be sent to the captains office, filed the other two, and decided to go home early. OConnor had
  gone back to his cubbyhole of an office; Katz and Poor were studying reports; Varallo was on the phone; and nobody else had come back.


  It had started raining in earnest, a workmanlike steady drizzle. Delia found a plastic rain hood in her bag, went out the back door of the station to the parking lot, and ducked into the car in
  a hurry. It was slow driving in the dark down to Brand Boulevard, across town through Atwater into Hollywood. The traffic was thick, and she was held up through two changes of traffic lights at
  Riverside Drive, but eventually got past the intersection and turned off Los Feliz down to Waverly Place.


  As she slid the Ford into the garage, she thought vaguely that she had better put the house up for sale. Ridiculous to go on living in the huge, two-story old Spanish house with its four
  bedrooms, and it had long been clear of any mortgage. It was in a good residential area and with prices inflated would sell for a good deal more than Alex had paid for it. She thought, a nice
  little apartment somewhere closer to work, not so much housework, more cheerful. There hadnt been anybody to welcome her home for a long time, but the old house seemed somehow more dank and
  dark and empty today. She went around quickly turning on lights; she looked into the freezer and selected a TV dinner at random. Tomorrow was her day off, and she would do all the usual things:
  have her hair washed and set, do a laundry, change the bed. Sometimes she and Laura Varallo met for lunch, but the forecast said more rain and it would be a nuisance for Laura.


  She picked out one of her library books at random to read over dinner.


  Varallo came home to the house on Hillcroft Road at six-thirty. A high wind had got up, and the old trees lining the street were bending and tossing; it had turned cold. When
  he came in the back door, the kitchen was invitingly warm and Laura was setting the table in the dining room. Youre lateIll bet the traffic was murder.


  Christmas shoppers, said Varallo, kissing her. Delia came back to the office. I wish she hadnt. It seems


  Why? asked Laura. She surveyed him calmly, his lovely brown-haired Laura, looking serene. Let her handle it her own way, Vic. Shes been alone, to all intents and
  purposes, for quite a while. Shell be all right.


  Yes, I suppose so, he said doubtfully.


  Dont fuss her. Delias all right, said Laura. Do you want a drink before dinner?


  Maybe I deserve one. Were never going to get anywhere on those damned heists, and theres another homicide, not that its anything to work, just another idiotic kid
  overdosed on dope. The autopsy will say what, and there wont be a hope of finding out where he got it.


  Go and sit down and relax. I built a fire. Ill bring you a drink.


  Varallo went into the living room to be pounced on by the children. A year ago Ginevra had demanded to be read to; these days, in first grade, she wanted to read to him and was gratifyingly
  proficient at it. Johnny, at four, was glib on the alphabet but still wanted the bedtime stories. There was a crackling fire on the hearth, and the majestic gray tabby Gideon Algernon Cadwallader
  was basking somnolently on the hearth rug. Varallo sat down in his big armchair, accepted the brandy and soda gratefully, and looked at Laura over Ginevras blond head where she snuggled in
  his lap.


  I just wish she hadnt come in. I suppose its silly.


  Yes, said Laura calmly. From all we know, he was very much the career cop, Vic. Hed have wanted her to. She hadnt anywhere else to go, after all.


  I suppose not.


  OConnor hunched his shoulders against the rain, getting out to open the driveway gates, ran the Ford into the garage, latched the gates, and dived for the back door. It
  was raining steadily. In the service porch he was greeted exuberantly by the outsize blue Afghan, Maisie, and said, Down, damn it. He shed his raincoat and hat. Im damn
  sick of this weather.


  Were spoiled, said Katharine. Think of what the rest of the countrys gettingsnow and ice. I wont ask if you had a good day.


  OConnor kissed her and said, Dont. Delia came back to the office.


  And why not? asked Katharine reasonably. Nobody at home for her.


  Well, no, said OConnor. It just seemedqueer.


  You leave Delia alone, said Katharine. Do you want a drink before dinner?


  OConnor sneezed and said thickly, Yes.


  You arent coming down with a cold?


  No, no, Im all right.


  Well, youd better not, or Vincell get it.


  Such a very sympathetic wife. I just sometimes feel, said OConnor, that Id have done better to try to get through that law course. This goddamned jobday
  in, day out, the same goddamn stupid things going on, the mindless punks and the thugs doing what comes naturallyI swear to God, Katy, I get so damn tired of the whole goddamned
  mess


  Katharine surveyed him amusedly. Youd be bored stiff in any other job. Relax and forget it. Dinner in half an hour.


  Grumbling, OConnor built himself a drink, ripped his tie loose, and went into the living room, where four-year-old Vincent Charles was crawling over the carpet making realistic engine
  noises for a toy fire truck. He erupted at OConnor joyously.


  Daddytell the story about Santa Claus again! Mama says we going to have a big Christmas treebigger than last Christmas but I dont bemember last
  Christmas


  OConnor collapsed into his armchair, and Maisie tried to climb into his lap. Vince shoved her away and got there first. Tell again about Santa Claus, Daddy!


  OConnor sipped his drink, sneezed, and hoped uneasily that he wasnt coming down with a cold. Well, hes a very good, kind saint, and he loves all little
  children


  We seed him at the store downtownMama and meand I dont think he loves everybody, said Vince. He was comin out of the door into the store and he
  was talkin to a man and he said, Damn these kids. Why do you think he loves everybody, Daddy?


  Well, said OConnor. Well, he was just dressed up like Santa Claus, Vince. The real Santa Claus really does love everybody and all little children.


  How do you know? asked Vince reasonably.


  The night watch came onBob Rhys and Jim Harvey; it was Dick Hunters night off. They got their first call, to a heist, at a quarter past nine, and both went out on
  it. As they came out the back door of the station, the wind was blowing a gale, and it had turned colder.


  Supposed to rain again tomorrow, said Rhys, sliding the key into the ignition. If you ask me, its too cold. In southern California it was seldom very cold when
  it was raining, but the last few years had brought some unprecedented weather patterns.


  The address the squad had called in was on North Central. It was a little jewelry store sandwiched between a dress shop and a dry cleaners in a half block of small stores. Rhys looked at
  it, getting out of the car, and said, Oh-oh. You want to bet?


  No bets, said Harvey dispiritedly. They went in. The squad-car man was listening to a little fat man who was talking excitedly, waving his arms.


  These are the detectives, Mr. Polanski. You just tell them all about it.


  Sure, sure. These two guys came in, and its just before closing, see, I dont keep open past six usually, Im open to nine Fridays is all, but its Christmas
  season, people shopping out all hours, you never know when you make a sale, I stay open to nine up to Christmas, see? It was slow, I only had a couple of customers in and no big sale, just a cheap
  wristwatch and a Hoover High class ringits maybe a quarter of nine, Im about to call it a night and go homethese two guys come in and put a gun on me, they clean out two
  cases of stuff, make me unlock the doors, and by damn, its a hell of a big gun, Im not about to put up a fight, I got a family to think about


  Yes, sir, said Rhys. Can you describe the men, Mr. Polanski?


  Sure, sure I canthey were both Mexes, Latin types, you know? Pretty young, maybe twenty-five, one of em had a little mustachethey didnt talk English so good,
  had accents, you know? Id have to look at the books, see what they got away withsome diamond rings, earrings, gold bracelets, God knowstwo cases full, those two cases right
  there


  Do you think you could recognize either of them?


  Polanski gave a massive shrug. You want me to go look at your mug shots? I dont know. A lot of those types, they look alike. They were only in here three, four minutes. I
  dont know as I could pick either of them.


  Did you see a car?


  Nawtheyre in and out. If they had a car, it wasnt right outside, and I wasnt about to follow them outsidethey came and went, and I locked the door and
  called for copssure, sure, I can tell you what they got away with after I look over the books


  They spent another half hour talking to him, but that was all that emerged. It was about all that had so far emerged on this pair of heisters in the last three weeks. They had hit seven jewelry
  shops more or less in the central area of Glendale; on each job they had hit just before closing time, when there were no customers in. A couple of the shops had been fairly high-class places with
  quality merchandise, and they had got away with quite a respectable haul so far. None of it had turned up at any pawnshops, which probably said that the heisters were pros who knew a tame fence. A
  couple of the victims had pored over the books of mug shots but hadnt picked out any except tentatively, and two of those theyd picked, chased down by the day watch, had proved to
  have alibis, and a third was doing time in Susanville. This looked like another dead end.


  They asked Polanski to come into the station tomorrow to sign a statement and to make up a list of what the heisters had got away with. There wasnt much for them to do on it but type a
  report. They got back to the station at a little after ten oclock; it wasnt raining now, but the wind was still high and the air was chill and damp.


  As they came in the back door of the station, the fluorescent lights flickered once and from outside came the sudden, steady, loud rumble of an engine. Ill be damned, said
  Harvey. The powers gone. That was something that didnt happen often in the city, a blackout of power; but it did happen occasionally, and of all places in the city, a
  police station had to have electric power to operate. Out there at the rear of the station, the big generator had rumbled into life automatically as the power failed; running on diesel fuel, it
  would provide power for the station as long as the blackout lasted.


  This wind, said Rhys. Ill bet theres a line down somewhere around.


  Upstairs, he started to type the report; there wasnt much in it. And if there was a line down, the power company got a crew on it without delay; half an hour later the generator gave a
  last thud and subsided into silence, and the lights didnt even flicker.


  At midnight they were sitting talking desultorily, bored as the night dragged by. Traffic might be busy out on the streets; in the first week of December people were already out partying and
  visiting, and at least up to midnight traffic was heavier than usual.


  This job can be a drag, said Harvey through a yawn. The rest of the familys going up to my sisters in Fresno for ChristmasIll be alone. I guess
  about the only celebration Ill have is going to church on Christmas Eve.


  We dont usually do much anyway, said Rhys. Just the two of us. He was a bachelor and lived with his mother, who wished hed get married and start a
  family. Yeah, we cuss about night watch, but it can be a lot more peaceful than the legwork the day boys come in for. Mother usually has a couple of the neighbors in for drinks and snacks,
  thats about all.


  I might put in for a couple of days out of my sick leave.


  At ten past twelve Communications relayed a call, an address on Sonora Avenue, a 459. This time they took Harveys car.


  It was, as expectable in that area, a modest old single house, stucco with a red tile roof. The porch light was on, the squad parked in front. Rhys pushed the bell and the uniformed man,
  Steiner, let them in. Its another of these funny ones, he said. I covered a couple of themdoesnt seem to be any handle to it, from what I hear. This is
  Mrs. Minturn These are the detectives, maam. You tell them just what youve been telling me.


  Yes, oh yes, of courseit was just terribleI was so frightenedthey didnt hurt me or anything, but I was never so frightened in my life She was a
  thin little old lady with gray hair wildly disheveled; she clutched an old blue chenille bathrobe around her, and her blue-veined old hands were trembling. Id gone to bedI
  usually go to bed after Ive heard the eleven oclock newsI dont know what time it was, but I wasnt asleep yet, when the doorbell rangI was sort of
  flustered, you know, that late at night, but I got upwell, if Id stopped to think, Id have realized that if anything was wrong with the family someone would have
  phonedmy son or daughterbut I went and switched on the porch light, and of course Im always careful, theres a chain on the door, I just opened it a crack and said,
  Who is it?and the man said it was policehe said my name, he said, Mrs. Minturn?and I said yes, and he said it was police, and there was a prowler in
  my backyard and they wanted to come in to use my phone


  Which was just what Rhys and Harvey had expected to hear. And so naturally I opened the door and unhooked the chainyou have to help the policeand I just had time to see
  there were two of them, and one of them had a uniform onwhen they pushed right in, and they had these awful masks on, stretched tight over their faces, and one of them said they
  wouldnt hurt me, I was just to be quietand he showed me a horrible big knife, and made me sit on the sofaand the other one started going all through the house, he brought
  things and put them by the front door, my new toaster oven and the portable radio and the TV from the bedroomand he took all the money out of my handbagId just cashed my Social
  Security check Suddenly she began to cry gently. That was bad enough, but they found the wristwatch Id got for Ardethmy granddaughter, shes ten, I got it
  for her for Christmas, it was the first Christmas present Id bought, Id saved up for it, its a nice one, a Bulovaand they took that tooand now I wont be
  able to get any presents for the family


  Rhys gave her a little time and asked, Could you make any guess about their agestheir size?


  Oh, they were youngand they were both bigbigger than you. She eyed Rhys, thin and middle-sized, a little doubtfully. Their voices sounded young.


  Did they call each other by any names?


  N-no, I dont think so. They didnt talk much. The one just stayed by me all the while, with that awful knife, and the other one put all my things by the front door and then
  he carried it all outI supposeand put it in a car, and then the one with the knife said Id been nice and quiet so everything was fineand he went out tooand oh,
  oh, if they just hadnt taken Ardeths watch! The rest was bad enoughall my money for the month, and all the restbut it was the only Christmas present Id got yet,
  and I still had to get presents for Jean and Bill and Roy and Linda and the other childrenand now I cant, with no money


  Rhys and Harvey looked at each other. The uniform, Mrs. Minturn, said Harvey. Did it look like a police uniform?


  I dont know, she said with a little sob. It was just a uniform. Like a soldiers, you know. And he had on a caplike a soldiers cap, with a sort of
  stiff front.


  Like a bill? Like an officers cap?


  Yes, like that. But I couldnt see their facesthey had these awful masks onoh, if they just hadnt taken Ardeths watch!


  How much money did they get, could you tell us?


  It was about five hundred dollarsI had a little left from last month


  Did they take any jewelry, anything else?


  She shook her head. When they wentI couldnt do anything for a little whileId been so frightenedbut I knew I had to call the policeand then I
  looked to see if theyd stolen my engagement ringI dont wear it much anymore, but I know its a good diamond, Harry paid a lot for it back then, what seemed a
  lotprices nowbut they hadnt taken any of the jewelry, not that Ive got a lot, but theres my engagement ring and two other diamond rings that belonged to my
  mother, and a gold bracelet set with garnets, and an opal ring that was Aunt Louisesthey didnt take any of it.


  You live here alone, Mrs. Minturn? Do you have relatives in town?


  Oh yes, she said. She was trying gallantly to get hold of herself, to stop crying. Yes. Harrymy husbanddied five years ago. Of course, its been a little
  hardI dont drive, I sold the carbut the bus is pretty close, and my daughter Jean takes me shopping once a week, on Saturdays when shes not working, she works at a
  beauty shopyes, she and Bill live in Burbank, and my son Roy lives in Eagle Rock


  Youd better let us call them, Mrs. Minturn. Theyll be concerned about whats happened. Are you feeling all right? Like us to call a doctor?


  No, Im all right, she said. My hearts as sound as can beI take pills for high blood pressure, but theres nothing else wrong with me. I expect
  Id better call Royhell have a fitbut nobody could say Im careless, they all know Im perfectly capable of living alone and managingonly for
  goodness sake, when they said police, well, naturally you trust the police


  How many does that make? asked Rhys in the car.


  I havent counted. The day boys have been doing the spadework. Too many.


  The same damn MO. They know the namessay police, or firehouses, apartmentstwo of them, and the uniformhow the hell do they know the names? said Rhys
  savagely.


  Its a bastard, said Harvey. Itll be driving the day boys nuts. And the anonymous lootthe cash, the small appliances I think this is the
  fourteenth or fifteenth.


  It was another report to write, and they didnt get another call to the end of the shift.


  Talk about a bastard to work! said Sergeant Joe Katz passionately on Tuesday morning. And I swear to God, Varallo, sooner or later one of the poor old
  victims is going to drop dead of a stroke or a heart attack and itll turn into a case for you. Nominally speaking, the detectives were assigned to categoriesVarallo, Delia,
  Jeff Forbes, and Gil Gonzales to Robbery-Homicide; OConnor, Lew Wallace, and Leo Boswell to Narco; Katz and Poor to Burglary. In practice, being shorthanded, they all handled whatever came
  along.


  How in hell do these jokers know the names? said Poor. Fifteen times theyve pulled the same jobthe elderly people living aloneapartments and
  housesin a couple of the apartments theres been a name on the mailbox, but no Mr., Mrs., or Misson the houses nothing. In every case these jokers have used a nameall the
  likelier the people will open doors to them, naturallyMr. Smith, this is the police


  Fifteen times! said Katz. Fifteen times in a month! The same damn MOthe name, police, the masks, and they take cash, small appliances, but no jewelrythe
  uniformno car spotted, of coursebut what the hell is the common denominator? How the hell are these people connected?theres got to be some connection when the burglars
  know them by name! So far theres just nothingwe started to look when number nine showed upclub affiliations, churches, name it, theres nothing in commonand
  its all over the city, different addresses in all sorts of neighborhoodsits crazy. Theres just no sense to it at all, and no leads.


  A bastard to work, said Poor. And then he looked past Katz and added, Well, where did that come from?


  Varallo looked up. In the doorway of the communal detective office there was a dog.
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