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  Make a chain:

   For the land is full of bloody crimes

   And the city is full of violence

   Ezekiel 7:23
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  Chapter One


  Varallo got back to Glendale headquarters at four-thirty on Saturday afternoon. He dropped off some evidence at the lab, without much hope that theyd be able to make
  much of it, and went up to the communal detective office. He found OConnor fuming to the other detectives in, shaking a copy of a local sheet, the News-Press, at them.
  Libel! OConnor was saying. Well, for Gods sake, not exactly libel but of all the ridiculous Of all the outrageous He thrust the paper at
  Varallo. You havent seen this damn thing The News-Press was on the street at around four in the afternoon. My good God, this is the silliest I
  swear to God, if Id thought that damfool female would turn out a story like this


  Oh, now, Charles, said Jeff Forbes peaceably. Its very nice of the little lady to say such sweet things about us. OConnor uttered an explosive snort.
  Sure, a little bit unrealistic, but what do civilians know?


  Unrealistic! said OConnor.


  Varallo contemplated the headline. One of the editors at the News-Press had conceived the idea of running feature articles on various aspects of community services, and for the past
  week all the men at headquarters had been plagued by questions from a diminutive brown-eyed blonde interfering with routine and taking up time. This was the result, in Saturdays paper.
  GLENDALES FINEST, ALL DEDICATED MEN OF HONOR, said the headline. He scanned the column, grinning. Dont fuss, Charles.
  Unrealistic all right, but what are the odds?


  My God, said OConnor, making us look like a bunch of knights in shining armor Its ridiculous! As usual at this time of day, he needed a shave,
  his bulldog jaw blue, and his tie was crooked and his shirt rumpled.


  It was Joe Katzs day off, and everybody else was out on something except for Leo Boswell and their female detective, Delia Riordan. Forbes slid farther down in his desk chair, stretching
  out his lank long legs, and said, The bit I like is at the endthe quote from Charles.


  Oh, yes, very nice, said Varallo, and laughed. The byline was Mary Beth Hannaford, and she had certainly gone all out to give the local police force a superlative public relations
  job. Lieutenant Charles OConnor says, This is a noble choice of career for any citizen dedicated to public service, a rewarding and interesting professional job.
  


  I never said such a thing! said OConnor violently. Would any peace officer in his right mind say such a thing? Making us out to be a bunch of saints He
  uttered a loud snort, running a hand through his curly black hair. Noble career!


  Ha, said Jeff Forbes sleepily. I can think of other words.


  I liked the part, said Delia Riordan, at the end. About how grateful the citizens should be


  Varallo had just gotten there. Oh, yes, very nice, he said, grinning. All our citizens should be grateful to have such a dedicated body of honorable police officers to
  combat the terrible evil of crime in our modern society. He sat back and lit a cigarette. The civilians. Well, regardless, its nice to have the pretty things said about us.
  Dont carp, Charles.


  Evil! said OConnor. He had one hip perched on Katzs desk. Evil! My God. Yeah, for Gods sake, the civilians They dont know the realities.
  It isnt once in a blue moon we get a whiff of the pure brimstone. What the hell are we coping with day by day? Human nature! By his tone he might have uttered a fearful obscenity.
  The foolishness, the stupidity, and the mindless violence, the lack of any common sense This piece of sentimental twaddle My God! He stabbed out his cigarette
  violently.


  Varallo laughed. Dont fuss, Charles. If it reassures the citizens that our hearts are in the right place, all well and good.


  It just annoys me, said OConnor, making out that everythings black or white. Human nature It doesnt always add up that way. He lit a new
  cigarette. And what was the new one youve been out on?


  Varallo passed a hand over his tawny blond crest of hair. The minister again, he said. And of course no suggestive lead. This time he knocked the woman down, shes got
  a broken arm. Well have to get a statement from her tomorrow, Id just got the bare facts when the ambulance came. He got about seventy bucks and some jewelry. He left the usual
  religious tracts, I dropped them off at the lab. A Mrs. Abbott, up on Olmstead. But we seem to be getting an M.O.: shed just got home from the market.


  Oh, said Delia. Same as the first two. Funny in a way, Vic. The first two robberies had occurred in the last ten days, and the victims had told the same stories: the
  polite solicitor at the door making a pitch for a missionary society, and when the screen door was opened, the brochures offered, he had marched in and pulled a knife, threatened the victim, and
  gotten away with cash and jewelry.


  Funny isnt the word, said Varallo. She gives us the same description, by the little I heard, well dressed, a clerical collar, a little dark Vandyke beard. And he just
  waved the knife around, didnt really offer any violence, just threats. She tried to go for the phone, and he knocked her down against a table, rifled her handbag, and went. I got there just
  as the ambulance came, the Traffic man saw she was hurt. This time he left a brochure about the Salesian Missions.


  And of course, said Forbes, no hope of prints off that sheet of paper.


  Well, probably no. The first victim had been given a pamphlet about a missionary society of the Faith Baptist Church, the second a pamphlet about a Methodist missionary society.
  Both of those had been dead ends; neither society sent out door-to-door solicitors, and both brochures had been posted in the lobbies of local churches for the taking. Get a statement from
  her tomorrow, said Varallo, not that therell be anything in it. The thankless job of coping with the day-to-day crime could be discouraging.


  John Poor came in and sat down at his desk; he looked disgruntled. So, more paperwork, he said sourly, and itll never come to anything. Though I think its
  another one in the seriesall the earmarks, place in a fancy residential area, some heavy stuff takenTV, stereo, couple of fur coats, small appliances, cameras . . . They probably have
  a pickup to move the big stuff, it was an outsized color TV, and that makes six already. If you could say an M.O., looks like the same onesvery slick, very pro. The householders were at an
  anniversary party, didnt get home till 2 A.M., didnt discover the burglary until this morning. Burts been up there hunting for prints, and of course
  theres nothing. But I kind of think it could be the same ones who pulled these six or seven jobs the last couple of months. Not that thats any help. He yawned. I think
  Im getting spring fever. The hell with everything.


  And I, said Delia, have just decided Im going to take tomorrow off. I was going to wait until Tuesday, but Im so sick and tired of being in this mess,
  Ill take tomorrow off and finish it.


  You might just as well, said Varallo. And Mr. Beal appeared in the doorway of the big detective office.


  Im a little early, he said, but its Saturday and were going out for dinner. Come on, Rosie.


  Rosie, the little woolly black mongrel, was curled up beside Boswells desk. She got up obediently and went to the door. Up until last year, Rosie had been owned by the chief of police of
  a little town way north in the state; when he died and his daughter brought her down to Glendale, Rosie had lost no time in finding the police station. She seemed to have the idea that she belonged
  in a police station, and after shed run away several times a compromise had been reached; Mr. Beal, her owners husband, dropped her off every morning and picked her up in the
  afternoon. Rosie was content to stay at home nights as long as she could spend her days at the police station. She trotted out amiably with Mr. Beal.


  It was getting on toward the end of shift, and it had been a slow day with nothing much accomplished. There were the usual ongoing things to work, the perennial heisters, the dope dealers, one
  unidentified body found in the street on Thursday night, and possibly theyd never find out anything about that one: an elderly man with nothing on him but a little small change and a
  half-full bottle of sherry, probably just another wino dead of natural causes. There was a little spate, a good deal more than usual, of angel dust floating around school playgrounds and elsewhere;
  possibly somebody was manufacturing it locally, but if so there werent any suggestive leads. Among the various heists, it seemed to be the same pair who had pulled off several in the past
  couple of weeks, but so far there werent any useful leads to those either.


  At least tomorrow theyd have Katz back, and Gil Gonzales. And on Saturday night, it was on the cards that some new business would show up for the detectives.


  Delia stood up. I think Ill take off early. See you on Monday.


  She went down to the ladies room and renewed her lipstick, powdered her nose; she reflected impersonally that the latest beauty operator had done a good job on that casual cut and
  permanent; she didnt quite look the thirty-three she had turned just a couple of weeks before. Not that she could lay claim to any beauty, she thought, neither plain nor beautiful, ordinary
  dark hair and fair complexion, ordinary blue eyes, a very ordinary-looking girl Well, she thought ruefully, perhaps not quite a girl anymore. She started down the stairs and thought to
  herself vaguely that there were stopping and starting places in life, as she had thought before; right now she was at a new starting place, and on a new course that would probably go on for most of
  the rest of her life.


  All those long years of proving herself as an L.A.P.D. policewoman, the long hours of study, acquiring all the useful skills to make her more efficient, the fluent Spanish, the courses in police
  science, and most of the time working the swing shift, so unavoidably she had lost contact with friends You couldnt say it had all been for nothing, but of course it had all been for
  Alex. It had had to be the thankless police job, for Alex. Alex Riordan, losing his first wife after twenty years of childless marriage, marrying a girl half his age to lose her in childbirth a
  year later. Delia didnt know much about her mother. They had managed, with a succession of housekeepers, until the year he was sixty-five and Delia was thirteen, and he had gone out on his
  last callCaptain Alex Riordan, Robbery-Homicide L.A.P.D.and taken the bank robbers bullet in the spine. That had been a bad time, until they had found Steve, ex-Sergeant Steve
  McAllister, L.A.P.D., just short of twenty-five years service when he had lost a leg in an accident: a widower with a married daughter. The three of them had been together for fourteen years
  and more; the 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 Alex, pretending
  to be the son Alex 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 a superior elder brother to Isabela friend, until he was something else. How desperately she had held out against him, blindly committed to the
  all-important job for Alexand how he and Alex had hated each other, of course.


  And it hadnt been until over four years ago that she had, in one devastating moment, realized the truth: that the little victory she had won was meaningless. Neil coming to say
  good-byeand 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 Isabel, 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 nothing but the thankless, sterile job. So all that was left to her
  was that job: but 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 in a kaleidoscope. It had been three years that Alex had had the crippling stroke, and had to be in the convalescent home, helpless
  and paralyzed. Sometimes he had known her, increasingly he hadnt. When it became 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, last December, Alex had slipped away to some other place. One thing the long time of living alone had given Delia was time for reading for pleasure; she had read voraciously, and she
  could no longer believe that Alex had been dissolved into nothing. There was too much evidence about that, which had nothing to do with orthodox churches. He had just gone somewhere else, the Alex
  she had knownirascible, stubborn, opinionated, and toughand he was all right. Somewhere.


  It was, of course, ridiculous to go on living in the big old two-story house in Hollywood. It had long been clear of any mortgage and was in a good residential area. She had put it on the market
  two months before, in February, and it had sold within a month. The escrow had closed two weeks ago, and she had bought the condominium in Glendale As shed planned, a bright, new
  apartment, closer to the job, easier to housekeep in, more cheerful. She had been moving household goods in bits and pieces for the past four days, and had thought shed make the final move
  on Tuesday, her day off, but she was increasingly sick of the dank, dark old house in Hollywood; better do it and get it over.


  Downstairs, she went down the corridor to the lab, at the back of the station. Rex Burt was just straightening from a microscope at the workbench, Gene Thomsen contemplating some negatives just
  out of the dryer. Well, what can we do for you? asked Burt genially.


  A little favor, said Delia. Im moving.


  Wed heard about it, said Burt.


  And there isnt much to moveI sold all the furniture and got new. But Id be very much obliged if you could bring the van over sometime tomorrowtheres
  just one thing


  Burt cocked his sandy head at her. Dont tell me, let me guess, he said. Youve still got that idiotic bird. And the cage is too big for a car.


  Well, yes, said Delia. That is, no, it wouldnt fit. And its the last thing to be moved.


  Listen, said Burt, were not supposed to use the van except on official business.


  I know, but just as a favor to a fellow officer


  Oh, hell, said Burt resignedly. All right, all right. Unless something urgent turns up overnight I suppose we could come over in the morning. Give me the address
  again.


  Waverly Place, said Delia meekly. Thanks very much, Rex.


  It was the end of April, and the weather was warm and pleasant; in a couple of months the summer heat would hit southern California. At least the wild and wet winter was over. And in this new
  spring, she had come to a new starting place in life.


  She stopped at a restaurant in Atwater for early dinner, and got to the old house in Hollywood after dark. As she went in and switched on lights, she shivered; it was cold and dank. Well, it
  held memories; it had been home to her all her life; but now it was just a bare, empty old house.


  Hello, Henry, she said.


  As usual he came back at her readily. Hello, Delia dear, youre a very pretty girl, dear! Give us a little kiss! But Henry sounded rather subdued, and no wonder, she thought,
  looking around the empty rooms. All that was left in the big old house was the four-poster bed that the new owners had bought with the houseand Henry. Henry was a large blue and yellow
  macaw, brilliantly colored and decorated. His former owner had been a homicide victim last December, and her heirs had repudiated Henry with loathing; Henry had, in fact, been left without any
  family at all. Just, Delia had thought, like herself. I say, said Henry somewhat morosely, lets all have a little drink.


  Never mind, boy, said Delia. Tomorrow were going to a nice new place, youll like it.


  Awk, said Henry glumly. She filled his dish with sunflower seeds and peeled an orange for him. There wasnt any food in the house except Henrys seeds and fruit;
  shed been having all her meals out for two days, all the kitchen contents ferried over to the condo. She scratched Henrys bright head, and he teetered on his perch and ruffled his
  bright blue wings at her.


  All three of them were on night watch on Saturday nightBob Rhys, Dick Hunter, and Jim Harvey. Saturday nights could bring cops a little spate of work, but most of it
  would be for Traffic: the accidents and bar brawls and drunks. They sat around until after nine, when they got a call to a heist at a pharmacy out on Glenoaks Boulevard. Rhys and Hunter went out on
  it.


  The pharmacist had been alone in the place, just about to close up. He was a thin, middle-aged man named Abel, and he was shaken and scared but had kept his head. I know the crime
  rates up, but Ive never been held up before Ill have to check the stock to tell you what they got away with, they took a lot of amphetamines and some other stuff as well
  as what was in the register. There were two of them, just young punks, maybe seventeen, eighteen


  Could you describe them, Mr. Abel? asked Rhys.


  Well, I can give you some idea One was bigger than the other, he was maybe six feet, thin, dark hair They werent in here very long and I was shook up He had a
  gun, Ive got no idea what kind except it was pretty big The other one had a knife. It was the bigger one did all the talking, and he kind of ordered the other one around, told him to
  go in the back and get all the pills No, I cant say Id recognize a photograph, there wasnt anything distinctive about either of them, just a couple of young punks. There
  might have been seventy or eighty bucks in the register.


  What about the other one? asked Hunter.


  Well, as I said, just a couple of punks. He wasnt as big, he didnt say anything, just held this big knife. I guess they both had dark hair Yeah, they were
  white Just old clothes, jeans and sweatshirts. Oh, and one other thing, I dont know if it was them, but just after they went out, I heard a motorcycle take off out on the
  street.


  Did either of them touch anything here, the counter or the register? asked Rhys.


  No, the big one got me to open the register and hand over the cash, and the other one just collected all the bottles and packages from the back. He had a big paper bag, he put everything
  in that.


  So there wasnt, probably, much point in calling a lab man to dust for prints. If the punks were that young, they probably wouldnt show in Records. Rhys asked Abel to come in and
  make a formal statement, which was about all they could do. In the car, he said to Hunter, That pair again. And no damn place to go on it.


  This was the fourth time in six weeks detectives had heard about the pair of heisters, young punks in their teens, one with a gun, one with a knife. It was possible they had pulled more heists,
  but in the other four jobs the victims had reported a motorcycle taking off just afterward. They had hit two other pharmacies, a twenty-four-hour convenience store, and a fast-food place at closing
  time, and so far had gotten away with a sizable haul, quite aside from all the drugs, which would be eminently salable on the street. And there wasnt one thing for the detectives to do about
  it but write the reports. The computers downtown at L.A.P.D. headquarters didnt know anything about such a pair; it was on the cards they were too young to show in Records.


  They went back to the station and Rhys typed the report. For a Saturday night, it was a quiet shift. In a couple of months, as the summer heat built up, shortening tempers, business would step
  up. Tonight, though Traffic was busy with the accidents and drunks, they had only one more call, to a mugging on South Central. The victim had been beaten rather drastically, and the paramedics had
  taken him away before Hunter and Harvey got there, but there was a witness and an identification. The victim was one Thomas Berger, and he owned the small bar at the corner of Magnolia and Central,
  acted as his own bartender. The witness was Bernie Curran, and hed had a few beers but was perfectly rational.


  Listen, he said, it was dark and I couldnt no ways describe em to you, but I seen the whole thing, and it mustve been some guys knowed Tom, see, know
  hed be taking all the money from the register for the night deposit at the bankwhen he closed down the bar, seeand look, ordinarily I wouldnt have been there this
  latethis is a neighborhood sort of place, Tom gets the regulars in mostly, guys from around here drop in for a couple of friendly drinks, shoot the breeze some, maybe a few hands of
  ginbut my wifes off visiting her mother, and I stayed until Tom shut down. I come out to my car, Im parked just up the street, and just as Im unlockin the door I
  hear Tom yell and I look back and see these guys beating on himhed just come out the front door, see. There were two of em, one of em had a club of some kind. And I yell
  at em and start to run back, but theyd already got Toms bagthe bank bag, see, he had the money in. They took off and so I called the cops from the pay phone on the
  corner. The way they ran, they mustve been young fellas, but no way could I tell you what they looked like. My God, I hope Tom isnt hurt bad, but the first cop said better get an
  ambulance


  The Traffic man was Lopez; he said, He didnt look too good. He was unconscious and bleeding pretty bad.


  Hunter asked Curran to come in and make a statement tomorrow. They went back to the station and Harvey talked to Emergency at Memorial Hospital. Berger was still unconscious with severe head
  wounds, but Emergency thought he would make it and might be able to answer questions tomorrow. It was nearly the end of shift; let one of the day men write the report on it.


  As usual on Sunday morning, OConnor took the outsized blue Afghan hound, Maisie, up into the hills for her weekly run; she bounced around, long legs flying. She
  didnt get as much exercise as a big dog should and was reluctant to get into the car for the ride home. At the house on Virginia Avenue, he turned her into the backyard to play with
  four-and-a-half-year-old Vince and went in to put on a tie. Sunday was supposed to be his day off, but he generally went into the station to see what was going on.


  Katharine was on the phone in the hall, and as he came past her she was saying, Well, we owe the Poindexters, they had us to dinner last month OConnor growled at her
  and she looked up. Just a second, that was Charlesyou know how he hates dinner parties and dressing up


  Now, Katy I cant stand that Goddamned stuffed shirt, and just because one of your ex-teacher pals happens to be married to him Who are you talking to?


  Laura, naturally. Its nothing to do with you Ill tell you about it sometime. Anyway, it was really about Simon Farren. Well, thats what I thought, but, Laura,
  it wouldnt look terribly queer, would it? I mean, if I had three or four other people


  What the hell are you talking about? asked OConnor querulously. What do you mean, about Farren? What about Farren?


  Never mind, said Katharine. Go away, Ill spell it out for you sometime. When OConnor came back from the bedroom, she was still talking; not for the
  first time, he decided hed never fully understand females. The last thing he heard her say, as he headed for the back door, was But it really wouldnt look like a plot, would
  it I mean, people do introduce people to their friends Well, I see what you mean, Laura, but after all


  Females, thought OConnor. But they would go their own way. On the way downtown he was thinking harder about the angel dust showing up all over town, and nothing to say where it was coming
  from. The two major gangs in this area, the Guerreros and the Eldorados, had been known to do a little dealing in pot, uppers and downers, and he was wondering now whether one or the other of them
  had started a little manufacturing on the side. PCP was very simple to make, if potentially explosive, but none of those characters were known for their excessive caution. The word was out to any
  possible street informants, any information appreciated; but if either of the gangs was involved, nobody with useful knowledge was going to risk a knifing by blowing the whistle to the cops.


  At the office, Rosie was curled up beside Leo Boswells desk, and Forbes and Gonzales were just sitting talking while Varallo was typing a report. OConnor sat down at Katzs
  deskhe was more often in the communal office than his own private cubicleand asked, So whats new?


  Forbes passed over the night report. I checked with the hospital just nowthis Bergers been in surgery, isnt conscious yet. Well be able to question him
  eventually, not that I suppose he can tell us anything. The heist looks like that same pair with the motorcycle.


  And no Goddamned place to go on it, said OConnor.


  Varallo ripped the triplicate sheets out of his typewriter, sat back and lit a cigarette. And not much of anywhere to go on the minister that I can see. But Ive got to go and see
  this Mrs. Abbott. I just heard the gist of it yesterday, shed been knocked down and had a broken arm. The Traffic man called an ambulance, and I didnt get much out of her. Id
  better call and see if shes home.


  You said shed been to the market, said Forbes. So had the other two, hadnt they? Or does it say anything?


  Your guess is as good as mine, said Varallo. See if shes got any more to tell us, but of course its the same joker, with his missionary tracts. And this
  Currans supposed to come in sometime today to make a statement.


  Joe Katz came in looking annoyed and said, Get out of my chair, Charles. Ive got another damned report to write. The burglaries go on forever. And not that theres ever much
  of an M.O. on the run-of-the-mill burglary, Ive got a kind of hunch this is another one pulled by the same jokers. I make it eight or ten in the last couple of months, the same earmarks in a
  vague sort of wayall big, fancy places in high-class areas, well, that says nothing, but by the loot its got to be at least two men with a pickup or something. And theyve got
  in the same way mostly: jimmy on the sliding doors, the back windows. I left John getting a list of the take, and it seems to have been quite a haul: two big TVs, stereo, couple of expensive
  cameras, and of course they havent any record of the serial numbers.


  The stupid citizens, said OConnor. I have a suspicion, Vic, that my wife is hatching up some kind of plot with yours.


  Entirely possible, said Varallo. Time will tell. He looked up the number in his notebook and began to dial the phone.


  Gil Gonzales came in and said, No rest for the wicked. Talk about the rate being up Most people like to sleep in on Sunday morning if they can. Would you believe a heist pulled at
  10 A.M. at the Rosedale Nursery? Of all the damned silly places to hold uptheyd only been open a couple of hours, he only got about forty bucks. And where the
  hell is the lab team? The owner says he pawed all over the register, somebodys got to print it, but theres nobody in the lab.


  Somebodyll be in eventually, said OConnor, I suppose. Gonzales sat down at his desk, absently stroking his neat little mustache.


  Varallo put the phone down. The ladys home, he said to Forbes. Like to come and hear what she has to say?


  Burt and Thomsen showed up in the mobile lab van about eleven oclock, at the old house on Waverly Place. Delia had spent the morning clearing out the very few odds and
  ends still to be moved. She stripped the bed and folded sheets and blankets in the back seat of the car, with the packages of Henrys seeds; all that was left in the cleaned-out refrigerator
  was Henrys fresh fruit and lettuce, and she put that in a plastic bag. Shed been ferrying everything else to the condo every night this week; now there was just one garment bag with
  winter clothes to get into the car.


  Henry was still rather morose. He greeted the lab men with a wolf whistle. Give us a kiss, dear! Scratch Henrys head, please!


  How you put up with that damned thing, said Burt. Well, where are we taking it?


  Delia gave him the address, the corner of Mountain and North Central. You can follow me over.


  Youll be glad to get out of this place, said Thomsen, looking around the bare, shabby old rooms.


  So she hadnt any time to dredge up old memories, before leaving for the last time the place that had been home all her life. And you didnt want to lose memories, but there were
  times it didnt do to dwell on them. Burt and Thomsen carried the cage out to the van, and Delia followed them with its stand. She had bought Henry a handsome new cage, but all the books
  about parrots said they should have large quarters, and the cage was about four feet by three, gilded metal with a smart gilded rectangular stand. Henry screeched and fluttered.


  The van followed her back to Glendale. The condominium was in a fairly new, starkly modern building at the top of Central Avenue. She pulled into her allotted carport, and Burt found a slot for
  the van on the street. They carried the cage into the elevator, Delia trailing them with the stand. The building was silent, not a soul around: Sunday, and people sleeping late. Henry was usually
  an incessant chatterer, but possibly the elevator alarmed him; he was absolutely silent all the way up and down the hall into the condominium apartment.


  Say, this is nice, said Burt, looking around the living room. Youll be a lot better off here.


  Nice view, said Thomsen. Where do you want this thing?


  This side of the balcony door. Delia placed the stand and they heaved the cage onto it. Awk! said Henry. I like a little sugar in my tea. Yo-ho and a bottle of
  rum. He sounded a little more cheerful, to be in a furnished room again. And thanks very much, Rex, said Delia.


  No trouble. Wed better get back and see if any new business has gone down.


  After they had left, Delia brought up the odds and ends from the car and put them away. Presently shed go out to the market, lay in supplies for the freezer and refrigerator. Last night
  she had made up the bed, and there wasnt much more to do. She sat down on the new couch and lit a cigarette, looking around at her new place in life with satisfaction, at the bright new
  furniture. Fortunately she had liked the drapes that were already here, a cheerful green and gold print. The new furniture was all in soft greens and golds, to blend with the drapes and the
  cheerful apple-green carpet. She had hesitated between this place and another condo a few blocks away, but that had been on the ground floor; this was on the fourth, and the balcony was a little
  larger. She had the idea that it was going to be pleasant to sit out there on nice evenings, with the panorama of city lights spread out below. And it was a security-guarded building; until it came
  time for air conditioning, it would be nice for Henry to be near the open door to the balcony.


  She peeled and quartered an orange for him before she went out to the market. Thank you, dear, said Henry. Youre a very pretty girl, dear. The books about
  parrots said that they didnt know what they were saying, just mimicked what they heard, but Delia wondered about Henry; he did come out with some appropriate remarks.


  When she came back from the market with two loaded grocery bags and set them down to unlock the door, a man was just coming out of the nearest door down the hall. He was a thin, middle-aged man
  with scanty gray hair and large black-framed glasses. He gave her an incurious look. Delia took the bags in and shut the door.


  Hello, Delia dear! said Henry. Give us a kiss. I say, lets all have a little drink!


  And then the phone rang, and it was Laura Varallo. Vic said you were getting it over with todaya good ideaand Im dying to see it


  Come over on Tuesday, said Delia. Yes, Im practically movednothing much more to do. Come to lunch on Tuesday. It would be nice to have a first guest in
  the new place. Laura had been a good friend.


  Well, there isnt any more I can tell you, said Mrs. Bertha Abbott blankly. She was in her sixties, fat and gray-haired and motherly-looking. This was a
  fairly large house in a very good residential area in north Glendale. She looked at Varallo and Forbes and touched the cast on her right arm. I told you how it happened Id just
  got back from the market, I was putting things away in the freezer and refrigerator, when the doorbell rangand the man was dressed like a minister, I mean he had on a straight white collar,
  you know, and he was very polite Oh, a description, I dont know, he was a white man, he had a little beard, what used to be called a Vandyke, and I really couldnt say about any
  agehe wasnt very young or very old. He said something about a missionary society and I wasnt interested but you have to be polite. I opened the screen door to take the brochure
  and that was when he pushed right in, and he had a knife, he asked for moneyand I expect it was foolish but I was mad, I told him to get out and I shoved at him She took a
  breath. And thats when he knocked me down, he didnt hit me really hard, but I was off balance and I fell against the coffee table And he said again he wanted money, and
  so I got my handbag and gave him all the cash I had, and he took my engagement ring and another diamond ring I was wearing.


  Did he touch your handbag? asked Varallo.


  No, I just handed him the money I think thered have been about sixty dollars.


  They pressed her for a further description, and all she could say was that he had been middling tall and possibly in his thirties. I dont belong to any church, she said.
  Missionary societieswell, I know some of them do good workand you have to be polite
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