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  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we are
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  What a chimera, then, is man! What a novelty, what a monster, what a chaos, what a subject of contradiction, what a prodigy! A judge of all things, feeble worm of the earth,
  depository of the truth, cloaca of uncertainty and error, the glory and the shame of the universe.


  PASCAL, Thoughts




    
 


 Contents

  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  Epigraph

  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  Chapter Eight


  Chapter Nine


  Chapter Ten


  Outro


  By Dell Shannon


  Dedication


  About the author


  Copyright page



    
 


  Chapter One


  THERE WAS A MAN turned into wolf prowling the streets of downtown Los Angeles these nights.


  He didnt know he had turned into wolf. He thought of himself as an eminently sane and rational manonly different from other men.


  But there was always a cold, small place in his mind that was awareaware that if anyone should find out, other men would take him and do terrible things to himlock him in a cell,
  and perhaps even kill himso he was always very careful. He had always been very carefulexcept that once. That had been the first one here, and it had been stupid and impulsive. He had
  ruined a good suithe wouldnt do one like that again.


  There would be times when the days went along and he was content, and then the Voice would begin whispering to him again, and he would know it was time for another one. He didnt clearly
  remember how long it had been since the last onebut all last night the Voice had been talking to him, so he knew it was time for another. Today when he had come to work he had brought his
  tools, locked away in the little case in the trunk of the car.


  He was a meticulous, accurate workman. All day he had sat at the desk at his work, with the anticipation of the next one at the back of his mind, and now it was five minutes of five and the end
  of the working day.


  He folded away the papers he had been working on in the manila envelope, and put them into the desk basket tidily. He put the cover on the calculator.


  The man at the desk next to his stood up and stretched. I wonder what the temperature went to outside, he said. Its early for a heat wave to get started. And now, for
  Gods sake, we buck the rush-hour traffic on the freeway. Thank God its FridayIll be glad to get home tonight.


  Yes, said the man turned into wolf in his pleasant low voice. It can be bad. I think Ill stay downtown for dinner and avoid the jam.


  You carefree bachelorsyou can please yourselves.


  They rode down in the elevator together, with other people. In the lobby the other man said, Well, good nightsee you on Monday.


  The man turned into wolf went out the plate glass door of the tall building into the hot glare of the blazing cavernlike street, the big buildings on all sides. Other people were streaming past,
  heading for the parking lot. He stood on the sidewalk, undecided, and then started up for the next block on Flower Street. There was a nice restaurant there where he often had lunch and sometimes
  dinner.


  With daylight saving, the sun was still fairly high. He had some time to kill. It wouldnt be dark until nine oclock or so, and he couldnt go hunting until after dark.


  JESUS H. CHRIST! said Pat Calhoun, and drew in his breath with a long hiss. I saw the photos of the others,
  but the real thing


  Not pretty, said Hackett.


  And this was number five. Number five since the last day of April, and this was the second week of June.


  You could just see that the thing on the bed had been human, and a woman. The head had been cut off and was sitting on the second pillow on the double bed; both eyes had been gouged out and
  deposited beside the head. The entire genital area had been sliced away and left between the outspread legs. The lower torso had been disembowelled, the intestines torn out and draped across the
  footboard of the bed. Both the breasts had been sliced off and left beside the corpse. And there was the trademarkthe carved cross between the breasts, as on all the others.


  This was number fiveall of the others bearing that same trademark, and of course there was nowhere to go on it.


  Wed better get out of here and not mess up the scene for the lab, said Hackett.


  Not that theyve given us anywhere to go, said Calhoun. They went out to the hall of this shabby, cheap apartment on San Marino Street. Hackett said, You
  okay?


  Calhoun said roughly, Dont be a damned fool, ArtIve seen my share of messy accidentsand homicides, for Gods sake.


  They had all seen their share. It was cops got called to look at the bloody messes. But when they had landed here ten minutes ago, they had found the patrolman who had taken the callDave
  Turner, hardly a rookie and a good manvomiting into the gutter. Hearing that it was number five, they had told him to put a call in to the lab.


  Now they just stood in the dusty hall of this ancient apartment house, disinclined to talk to the witness, waiting for the lab men to show.


  And there wont be any leads on it, any more than the others, said Hackett.


  Damn all, said Calhoun.


  Number fiveand as usual Headquarters Robbery-Homicide had this and that going on to work, but this was something else. Hackett stood there looking at Calhoun, waiting for the lab men to
  show, and thought about the other four, and the various things they had going on to work.


  A few changes had come to Headquarters Robbery-Homicide since the first of the year. They had lost Sergeant Lake in February, shot by the amateur heister, and Administration had given them
  Sergeant Rory Farrell to sit on the switchboard, with one of the girls from Communications, Rita Putnam, sitting in on his Sundays off. Then in March the Narco office had lost two menone
  shot fatally during a wholesale drug bust and one retiring after thirty years service, and Administration had arbitrarily plucked Henry Glasser out of Robbery-Homicide and transferred him up
  there. On Mendozas bitter protestations that Robbery-Homicide was just as shorthanded as Narco, finally in April Administration had given them Calhoun as a replacement. Calhoun was one of
  the bright boys shooting up in rank early; he had only ridden a squad four years before making plainclothes detective at twenty-six, and he was barely thirty now. He was a big, handsome,
  wide-shouldered fellow with curly dark hair and a charming one-sided grin; nobody could help liking him, but Hackett and Higgins at least were still regarding him with some reservation. He had a
  mind like quicksilver and was rather given to erratic conclusion-jumping. But Mendoza liked him very much; of course they were essentially the same kind, relying on emotional instincts rather than
  cold logic. Calhoun had been at the Robbery-Homicide office at Seventy-seventh Street Division the last four years and wasnt exactly an inexperienced detective.


  Scarne and Horder showed up, lugging all the lab equipment, and heard that it was number five. Oh, Jesus, said Scarne, looking sick.


  All I can say is, said Hackett, if you have to throw up, dont do it on any evidence.


  Not that weve turned up any evidence for you on the others, said Horder sourly. They went into the apartment.


  I suppose wed better talk to this girl, said Hackett.


  The door to the apartment across the hall was open, and they could hear the girl still crying. This was a very typical old apartment building for this areasmall, shabby, one-bedroom
  places. The building was sweltering hot, without air conditioning. It was fairly early for a heat wave to get started, but it could happen any time in southern California. They went across to the
  other apartment.


  The girl who had found the body was sitting crouched in a chair still sobbing and hiccuping. The tenant here was an elderly man named Braun, looking bewildered and shocked. The girl was in her
  mid-twenties, blond, and fairly good-looking.


  Wed like your name, said Hackett.


  She sat up and looked at him forlornly. Marlene Thomas, she said.


  And who was she?


  Nadine Foster. We were going to lunch togetherI was picking her upI got a car and she didnt. She sobbed.


  And of course they knew, but it had to be spelled out. She was a hookerin business for herselfmaybe like you? said Calhoun.


  She sat up and dragged a hand over her face, smearing her eye make-up. She was too sick and shaken to be at all wary, and she would know they werent Vice cops. She said dully,
  Thats rightbut oh, my God, to see her like that Oh, my God. Neither of usmeant to go on hustlingrest of our livesjust like me, she come out here
  hoping to get into show business, but its not so easyand youve got to live She was savin up, goin to take a course at a beauty college and get a decent
  regular job


  All right, said Hackett. Do you know where she usually picked up the johns? Do you know where she was going last night?


  Nono, I dont know. She was a thin blond girl with a long nose and pale blue eyes. I dont know She had a card up at all those porno places down
  here, like me, but if she didnt get the date set up that way shed hit any of the bars She didnt have a car like I say, itd be the places along Olympic, Alvarado,
  Wilshire No, I didnt see her last night, I was supposed to pick her up at eleven this morningand the door was unlocked, I just went insee her like that, oh, my
  God


  And Hackett thought, the lab would be getting photographs of that head, but they couldnt show those around. Can you give us a description of her? Height, weight, age?


  She looked at them uncomprehendingly. What do you mean? Nadine She was twenty sixI guess about my size Call it five-five, a hundred and twenty.


  The man didnt know a thing. He was an old bachelor, retired from some probably humdrum job, and he said he didnt know anybody in the building, all younger people, working people.
  There wasnt anybody else at home in the place. They would have to let the night-watch men ask questions, whether anybody had heard or seen anything, but it wasnt likely.


  There would be no leads on it at all, as there hadnt been on the others.


  Marlene Thomas said she could get home all right, she had her car. They got her address and let her go. They went out and stood on the sidewalk; Turner had gone back on tour. It was blazingly
  hot in the street. Handful of nothing, said Hackett. No way to go hunting, Pat.


  And this is a something, isnt it, said Calhoun. Another Ripper. He lit a cigarette. Nowhere to look. The hookers, for Gods sake, it could be
  anybody in town. The advertising cards and the porn shops He hunched his wide shoulders. They knew how that went. The owners of the porn shops would charge a little fee for putting up
  the cards on the bulletin boards, wouldnt pay any notice to the casual customers maybe copying down the phone numbers. Aside from that, the girl wandering around the local bars looking for
  pickupsit wasnt very likely that any of the bartenders would have noticed which anonymous john she had picked up last night, if she had. And it was just getting on for noon; none of
  those bartenders would be on until around four oclock. They would have to go through the motions and ask around, doing the legwork, later on; but it would come to nothing.


  Write a report on it, said Hackett. The lab hasnt given us a damn thing, and wont on this.


  Where do we go looking for a lunatic? said Calhoun savagely.


  They had, of course, looked in the indicated places, when number two had showed up. They had asked the computers down in Records for any similar M.O., and drawn blank. They had asked the
  institution at Atascaderofor the criminal insaneabout any recent ones let loose who might be suspects for mutilation murders, and come up with nothing. They hadnt gotten the
  autopsy reports and lab reports on these in a hurry; there was too much scientific work to do on them. And when they got those reports on this one, it would be more of the same.


  At the moment, there wasnt anything to do on this but write the report. Later, canvass the bars, and probably some of the bartenders would have known her as a hooker, but it wasnt
  likely that any one of them could say, yeah, she picked up a john here last night, and give a usable description.


  They drove back to Parker Center in Hacketts Monte Carlo. Farrell was sitting on the switchboard reading a paperback. In the communal detective office, Wanda Larsen and Nick Galeano were
  listening to witnesses, Jason Grace on the phone, everybody else out somewhere. It was Landers day off.


  I want to kick this around some more with Luis, said Hackett.


  Hes not here, said Farrell. When he heard the new call was number five he collected all the paperwork and went to talk to a head-doctor at the Norwalk facility. Not
  that I suppose the head-doctor can tell us anything useful.


  Damn it, probably not, said Hackett. You can write the report, Pat.


  Thanks for nothing, said Calhoun. And goddamn it, after looking at that damn bloody mess I dont know that I want any lunch.


  Hackett was feeling about the same way. He glanced around the office and asked Farrell, Nothing else new down?


  Just witnesses coming in. That Stripperand a couple on the latest heist at the liquor store last night.


  WANDA WAS LISTENING to the witness on Jack the Stripper. That one had been around since the first of the year, and they had nick-named him as a joke;
  now, with a for-real ripper in their midst, it seemed a rather sick joke. He had been hitting the all-night gas stations on Central beat and in Hollywood and Hollenbeck divisions, cleaning out the
  register and getting the attendants to strip, walking off with all their clothes. The latest couple of times he had hit in Hollywood, but last night hed pulled a job at a station on
  Alvarado, and the victim had just come in to make a statement. He was a paunchy middle-aged man named Simms, and he was still mad.


  Of all the goddamned things, he said to Wanda, stealing all my clothes! My God, its one thing to get heisted, but leaving me stripped nakedI mean, its
  crazy! Well, all I can say, he was a young fella, maybe five-ten, medium build, with sort of dirty blond hair


  Which was, of course, the same description they had heard before. He signed a statement when Wanda had typed it up.


  Palliser was talking to the witnesses on the liquor-store heist, and what they had to say was interesting but rather useless. The witnesses were Albert Preston, the owner of the store, and his
  clerk, Don Meehan, and they were both still surprised and outraged.


  I tell you, Sergeant, said Preston, you never saw such a good-lookera real beaut! Shes maybe just in the teens, real young, and shes absolutely
  gorgeous, see?a figure like one of these models in Playboy, real curvy, a real eyeful, see, and shes got this bright red hair down to her shoulders, natural I mean, you can
  tell She had on a white pantsuit, kind of tightand shes a real beauty, a real gorgeous dame. I was never so surprised in my life, see. They come in, and I had it on the tip of
  my tongue to ask for I.D., because they both looked so damned young and Im not about to risk my license sellin to minorsand then this girl, she pulls a gun out of her purse and
  says to clean out the registerit was a pretty big gunand she says, all business, snap it up, buddy, Im a crack shot and Id just as soon get some practice in on
  you


  She sure as hell meant business, all right, said Meehan.


  And neither of you noticed much about the man, said Palliser. This was the second time theyd heard about the gorgeous redhead with the gun.


  Not much, said Preston. I tell you, the girl was sort of takin up all our attention, know what I mean? He was just a punk kidanother teenager, maybe, I
  couldnt tell you what he looked like. But he took the money when I handed it over.


  And you didnt follow them out to see whether they got into a car?


  We did not, Sergeant. It was a pretty big gun, and that redhead was all business.


  Palliser laughed, but that was another handful of nothing to work. The businesslike redhead and her anonymous partner had pulled a heist at another liquor store last weekend. The description
  hadnt turned up in Records, and there was no way to go looking. As usual, Robbery-Homicide had several other heisters to look for, and a couple of bodies to do the paperwork on, if nothing
  very mysteriousthe overdoses, the derelicts passing out of natural causes. He took statements from both men; there was always the ongoing paperwork. When theyd gone out he went over
  to Hacketts desk to hear about the new one.


  Number five, said Hackett. My God. And the lab wont give us anything more than they did on the others.


  Calhoun was slouched at his desk smoking, with his long legs stretched out. The bloodthirsty lunatic, and he could be anybody, anywhere. What little we can guess about him takes us
  nowhere.


  Palliser perched a hip on a corner of Hacketts desk. Replay of the Ripper, he said. The hookers, and all the mutilations. Nowhere to look. Five in six weeks, my God.
  When we get the lab and autopsy reports, theyll say the same things. And the lunatics dont always go around foaming at the mouth.


  I suppose we go through the motions, said Hackett. The legwork. Go and talk to those bartenders when theyre on duty. But we all know those divestheyre
  dark as hell, and whos going to notice the anonymous john the hooker picked up? And it could have been a date made by phone, the john getting her number from the advertising card in one of
  the porn shops.


  Thats about the size of it, said Calhoun.


  And I really dont suppose, said Hackett, that Luis is getting anything useful from the head-doctor.


  Higgins and Galeano came in towing a suspect for questioning, and Higgins stopped at Hacketts desk to hear about number five. Hunching his massive shoulders, he said, God. Nowhere
  to look.


  Dont say it, George. The cheap hookers, I suppose no loss, but that ones a real maniac, he ought to be locked away. What have you and Nick come up with?


  Possible on that pharmacy heist on Wednesday night. Higgins followed Galeano down toward the interrogation rooms, and the other three just sat there thinking glumly about the
  lunatic.


  Those bartenders wont be on until around four, said Hackett again.


  And how many bars, said Calhoun, she might have hit? Alvarado, Glendale Boulevard, Sixth, Wilshiremy God. If it wasnt a john just calling to set up a
  date.


  It was exactly the same setup they had faced on numbers two, three and fourthe prostitutes who might have met the john anywhere, and no telling where. They had all had the advertising
  cards placed in the porno shops, they would have all picked up the johns casually at bars around the street aside from that. They had all been living in shabby, cheap apartments, counterparts of
  Nadine Fosters, on the old residential side streets around Central beat. It was all anonymous all the way; but the bloodthirsty lunatic theyd like to catch up to.


  AT THE SAME TIME, Mendoza was sitting beside the desk of Dr. Arnold Shapiro in his office at the Norwalk Mental Facility, waiting to hear what Shapiro
  might have to say. He had bundled up all their records, the gruesome photographs and lab reports and autopsy reports, and handed them over to Shapiro for evaluation. He sat back in the chair
  smoking and thinking about their lunatic, while Shapiro looked over all the paperwork, occasionally grunting a cussword.


  By the little they had heard from the Traffic men, number five was a replay of the last three. Number one had been slightly different. Number one had been Brenda Sands, and she had been a senior
  at Belmont High School, apparently a respectable girl. On the last night of April she had been at a rehearsal of the class play in the school auditorium. It had broken up about ten oclock.
  Her steady boyfriend had called for her and walked her up to the schoolshe lived just a few blocks away, on Loma Driveand ordinarily hed have walked her home; but shed
  had a fight with him over another girl during the rehearsal, and started home alone. Shed been found about midnight by a householder coming home late, in a vacant lot only a block from where
  she lived. Shed been savagely mutilated, decapitated, disembowelled, and there had been the trademark, a cross carved deeply between her breasts.


  The next three had been carbon copies: all prostitutes, and not much to choose between them. Maria Montoya, an apartment on Rockwood Street: thirty, getting to be a lush. Claire Stroud, Coronado
  Street, a similar apartment, forty-two with a long record of solicitation and drug use. Doris Barnes, Fourteenth Street, shed been black, twenty-three, no record but known to be a
  hooker.


  Shapiro slapped all the papers together back into the manila folder and sat back in his desk chair. All very horrifying, he said. He was a youngish man with graying brown hair and
  shrewd eyes. What do you want me to tell you, Lieutenant?


  Youre supposed to know this and that about lunatics, said Mendoza.


  I sometimes wonder, said Shapiro. He added after a moment, Sex is a very funny thing.


  Now thats what I call a profound statement, said Mendoza.


  Shapiro laughed shortly. He passed a hand over his hair and said, Generalizations. You catch the lunatic and well diagnose him for you. But what can we say about the mass
  killersthe woman killers? Theres the one thread running through all those casesthe sex hang-up. But it doesnt always take the same form. God knows there are enough
  people walking around with a tendency to sadism, wholl never see the inside of a psychiatrists office. Wholl never carry it to the nth degree of murder. And the ones who
  didthe ones we know about He shrugged. Its a glib axiom to say those men had got to a place where they couldnt achieve sexual satisfaction without
  killingbut its not altogether true. Look at themthe Ripper, Christie, Krten, Heirens, Boost, HolmesLandru, Petiot, Smith, Ted Bundy, Gacy If were
  mentioning prostitutes, Creamwhich of them was legally insane? Even if you judge them all as insanewhich probably isnt the case by any meansthey were all different
  cases. You can certainly say they all had the sex hang-ups one way or anotherwith the exceptions of Petiot and Holmes, who simply killed for moneybut that kind of thing isnt so
  easy to diagnose, you know. He shut his eyes, leaning back in the chair. The little we know about the original Ripper, its very possible he was a surgeonanatomical
  knowledge shown in the mutilations. Christiehe was undoubtedly insane legally, though the jury didnt buy it and he was hanged. He got to the point where he could only get sexual
  satisfaction with a dead body. Creamanother lunaticwas altogether different. It didnt seem to be important to him to witness the actual death, he just slipped women the poison
  and went away. And speaking of the Ripper and Cream, Ive always wondered whether they really hated the prostitutes or simply killed them because they were the available females. Boost, of
  course, by all we can guess, simply disapproved of sex per se. Smith was another killer for money, but he also probably disliked women intensely. Its very probable that none of
  thoseor even De Sade himselfhad what youd call a normal sex life, but then theres Krten. Shapiro sat up and regarded Mendoza with a mirthless grin.
  Now that one was interesting.


  The Monster of Dsseldorf, said Mendoza.


  Thats the one. He killed indiscriminately, both sexes, whatever was available. Just a simple thirst for blood. Talk about sex hang-upshe told the psychiatrist that his most
  satisfactory sex experience had been copulating with a sheep while he cut its throatand yet he seems to have lived a perfectly normal married life for over ten years. At least his wife said
  sosaid he was a very gentle man, and she didnt believe him at first when he confessed the killings. Haigh, nowhe confessed to drinking his victims blood, but he was
  trying to build an insanity defense. Mansonjust bloodthirstiness complicated by drugs. Bundybloodthirstiness again, together with the lunatic egotism, he mustnt be prevented
  from carrying out any impulse. Theyre all shapes and sizes, said Shapiro. And theres not much any of us could tell you about this one, Lieutenant. He may be legally
  insane or he may not. What you call his trademarkthe cross carved on the bodiescould indicate some religious obsession, possibly connected with sex. I can give you an educated guess,
  and it doesnt help you at all. He smiled. In every other area of life he probably looks and acts as sane as anybody else walking around. Nobody ever remotely suspected any of
  those men until they were caught up with. He probably functions quite normally until the urge hits him. Probably has a job somewhere. He may be married. Looking like the ordinary
  citizen.


  And I could have deduced that for myself, said Mendoza. He stabbed out his cigarette in the ashtray. Simple bloodlust. And the hookers available. But he wondered
  again about the first one. Had that one just been spotted alone, and attacked on impulse? Thanks so much.


  And Shapiro said again, ruefully, You catch him and well diagnose him.


  By the time Mendoza got back to Parker Center it was after four oclock. Hackett and Calhoun had gone out to ask questions at the various bars where Nadine Foster might have picked up a
  john last night. There hadnt been anyone at home at that apartment house except the elderly Mr. Braun; the night watch could go and ask if anybody had heard or seen anything, but that was a
  very long shot.


  He heard about the latest heist from Palliser, and said, Bonnie and Clyde. The gorgeous redhead. A little offbeat.


  And, said Wanda, drifting over from her desk, Jack the Stripper again. I wonder if itd be any use to try to get a composite sketch. Theyve all given a pretty
  good description.


  Mendoza was not immediately concerned with Jack the Stripper. Robbery-Homicide had the usual caseload to handle, the heists, one unidentified body, one teenager dead of an overdose, an attempted
  homicide by a jealous boyfriend, a suicide; even when they hadnt any mysteries to solve, there was the never ending paperwork. Grace and Galeano were now out hunting possible heisters from
  Records. Mendoza smoothed his neat moustache in habitual gesture and said, Damn it, Art and Pat are out wasting time. Nobody will have noticed the hooker picking up the john.


  Not likely, agreed Palliser, and yawned. Saturdaywhatll you bet the night watch gets called out on a couple of more heists? And maybe a new body.


  Just a little ray of sunshine, said Mendoza.


  HE GOT HOME EARLY, to the big Spanish hacienda in the hills above Burbank, and on the way up the hill noticed the Five Gracesthe sheep intended
  to eat down the underbrushreposing picturesquely on the green slope of permanent pasture. At least their man of all work, Ken Kearney, had taught himself to shear them; last year it had been
  an expensive proposition to import a shearer from a hundred miles off.


  The twins, Johnny and Terry, were riding their ponies around the ring attached to the corral, and he waved at them. It wasnt quite as hot as it had been on the streets downtown, and it
  was early for a heat wave to start, but in southern California you took the climate as it came. He went in the back door and found red-haired Alison and their surrogate grandmother, Mair
  MacTaggart, chatting over dinner preparations. Oh, youre early, said Alison. Baby Luisa, not so much a baby now at eighteen months, and as red-haired as Alison, was getting
  under everyones feet in the kitchen. Interesting day, cario?


  Interesting hell, said Mendoza. Weve now had number five. Another hooker.


  Oh, for heavens sake, said Alison.


  Mair said, Och, that lunatica terrible thing that is. And you having no clue at all to know who he is?


  Not so far, said Mendoza morosely. Maana ser otro da.


  Well, youve got plenty of time to have a drink before dinner, said Alison. The very unexpected baby, which was due at the end of October, was just beginning to show on her
  usually excellent figure.


  And I think I need one, said Mendoza.


  HACKETT AND CALHOUN wasted the best part of three hours wandering around those bars. Naturally the bartenderswho had
  known Nadine Foster as a hookerhadnt noticed her picking up any john. The only thing they got was that she had been seen in one of those bars on Alvarado Street, last night about nine
  oclock. So probably she hadnt had a date set up with one of the johns calling from the advertising card in any of the porn shops.


  Hackett got home late, having called Angel to warn her of that. Shed kept dinner warm for him; the children, Mark and Sheila, were already in bed. Well, so weve got number
  five, said Hackett. This damn lunatic.


  Oh, Lord, said Angel. The things that do happen. And I had to marry a cop.


  ON SATURDAY NIGHT the whole night watch was onBob Schenke, Rich Conway, Matt Piggott. The Piggotts, of course, had just
  produced an infant in February, a girl named Ann Catherine, and Piggott was rather fatuous about itthe bachelors, Schenke and Conway, were bored hearing about it. The advent of the infant
  had prompted Piggott to acquire his first camera, and he had some more rather blurred snapshots to show. Were still looking for a house, he said, but the interest
  rates


  The day watch had left them some work to do, questioning the tenants in that apartment house on San Marino Street, and Piggott and Schenke went out to do that. Conway stayed in to mind the store
  and didnt get a call until seven-thirty. It turned out to be a homicidewhen he looked at it, a mugging on Sixth Street with a man dead. Hed been the ticket agent at the
  Greyhound bus station there, just leaving the job at seven oclock. Hed been found by a fellow employee who said hed come out not five minutes later. And it would have been just
  accident that he ended up dead, knocked down against the sidewalk. There were always the muggers roaming around even in broad daylight. And if anyone passing on the street had seen anything they
  would have averted their eyes and hurried on. Thered be no evidence on this, nowhere to gothe paperwork and that was all.
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