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A Zak Hallows

Mystery Thriller

By

Donald Harry Roberts

Chapter One

People disappear all the time. Some just get fed up with society and wander off into oblivion. Sometimes they come back. Sometimes not. Some get fed up with their lives and disappear into plain sight, crowded into alley ways, storm tunnels, under bridges anywhere they’re not likely to be found, don’t have to deal with the life they abandoned and still get to spy on their old lives. Some get walked or driven away and get left in wilderness swamp or dumped in a shallow grave and no one even knows their dead. Most never get found and the ones that do fill up the cold case files a little more. Sometimes people disappear for a while and the cops find them and if that fails sometimes, sad loved ones come to me to find their lost or misplaced dearests. Other times I just stumble into some ones sorrows like an east side drunk and get myself into more trouble than a rat in grain silo.

You don’t find many people walking across the Cambie Street Bridge at night in the middle of February. That makes it a good place to go when you are buried in a quagmire of dark thoughts and need to get them washed out in a heavy rain while you are staring down at the cold water rushing in and out of False Creek. It’s a nice place to drop a flash drive into the dark uncaring waters of oblivion. Some things should never get known. Somethings, even bad things are sometimes better left a secret.

Back up to another rainy night,  about mid-November, a night it was raining like hell and the street gutters were full and the rain was coming down in torrents like pellets of ice water.

Stakeouts hardly ever work out because you have to be a mind reader or be able to see the future and no one I know can do that with any accuracy, at least not to the second someone is going to come out the door you got your peerpers glued to. And sometimes even if you do get lucky, you can miss it because the caffeine over dose kick out and you drifted off for thirty seconds 8 hours into the stake out. 

Mrs. X hired me to find Mr. X and tell him she could forgive him for his trespasses if he would just come home. What Mrs. X knew was that he was hanging out in a bar over on Granville and Smith. It was getting close to closing time and the last of my paid hours were running out. I found a parking spot where the cops wouldn’t tow me away if the car was left empty and went into the bar, photograph in hand and a good hook line if I found him. I didn’t and the bar tender said he had never seen the guy in there. Mrs X wasted her 500 dollars and I wasted two days. 

I climbed onto a stool and ordered a beer, just before someone rang a bell and yelled out last call.

Last call hardly ever means people down their libations and clear out. Most stock up with enough booze to get them through to the real closing time and finish off their pitches, usually dandy’s and suave business types vying for the company of a lady they just spent a C-note on. Most of them go out disappointed unless they have another couple of C-notes to offer their pitch for some romantic compensation.

I left the backwash in the bottom of the beer mug, slapped down a twenty, took back five and head for the door. I guess sometimes things hit you straight between the eyes if you take too long to blink. 

I didn’t find Mr. X and figured he was going to turn out to be one of those sometimes creeps that just keep disappearing and crawling home when the fun wore out and Mrs. X would keep on taking it because she didn’t have anywhere else to go with two fledglings still tied to her apron strings and any working skills mislaid because she put her faith in a guy with nice eyes, smooth talk but a bad sense of responsibility. 

I stepped out into the street and this apish guy, who had to duck his head to get through the door clipped my shoulder and bounced me off the door frame and grabbed me before I hit the deck just like any nice guy might who made a mistake like that. He picked me up and set me down like I was one of his childhood toy soldiers, bushed me off, muttered something about being sorry then pushed his way the rest of the way through the door.

A half a minute later I heard the shots, two of them, shots that came out of a big gun. A few seconds later the ape came strolling out like nothing happened, a .357 magnum in his left hand with smoke still drifting out the barrel. I could smell the burnt gun powder.

He gave me a grin, a wink and a pat on the shoulder that was as gentle as a feather as he passed by, then with a step belying his bulk, vanished into the night. A minute later a crowd of half lit patrons bailed out before anything like a cop showed up.

I went back inside, to hang around, just like a good citizen and remembering my PI ticket saying something about it was my duty. Maybe it was, maybe it wasn’t. I was more interested in seeing who the ape aced.

There were only four living souls in the bar, three floor servers and the bartender. Sitting up, against the wall in a puddle of red ooze with two holes in his chest from bullets that probably rearranged his organs was a pin stripe suite with a Neanderthal looking head that somehow learned to use a razor that spent a lot of time on the front page of the local rags.  The corpses name was Vlademere Rascutis, for real, but on the streets and in the headlines, he was known as Vlad the Terrible, one of the city’s worst creatures of crime, but smart too. He ran a cool organization and surrounded himself with tough creeps and yes men fall guys. Obviously, there was a flaw in his security that got him dead. 

There is an urban legend that cops run around the city with their sirens blasting and lights flashing every time they get a call that requires close and immediate attention. The truth is they don’t. They usually only use their sirens when jerky drivers won’t give way or there is a real emergence. A dead guy in a bar isn’t an emergency. The emergency was over. Now it was routine and slug work, and in this case, at least the way it started out the slug work would be all paper and computers. Unfortunately, I would provide a lot of the information that went into the slug work, since I was the only one around that knew the dead creep and had some idea who the killer creep was. I’d seen his mug on the internet a couple of times on the seventh page of a sports rags. He was a pro wrestler named Shep the Mauler. Most people wouldn’t remember losers like him. He wouldn’t have crossed my mind if he hadn’t nearly mauled me on the way in to lay Vlad The Terrible to a violent rest.

The first cops on the scene showed up ten minutes after Weslan, one of the bartenders had called 911. They hadn’t even bothered with the emergency lights. What would the point have been except to draw unneeded, unwanted attention? 

The first cop through the door was an old hand at the job, probably old enough to be getting a pension soon. Slim Jennar, a high-ranking constable who never went for the detective badge but had more than enough smarts for the job. Behind him came a rookie looking all important and eager who would probably work hard at climbing the ladder. His name flash said Wallis.

Jennar gave the stiff a cursory glance then, catching me in his scanners came over grinning ear to ear. “You gotta a bad habit of showing up where dead creeps hang out.”

The rookie nearly barfed but managed not to and hung close to his mentor until Jannar told him to go get statements from the servers and the bartender. The kid went off with a gait of efficiency ready to a smash up job of taking statements that would add up to one in the. “I didn’t see much. I just heard the gun and saw the guy fall. Maybe they could add, “Yah, and the shooter was big, but probably not.

Jannar took my statement and didn’t bother asking questions about the incident. I was pretty thorough, but he did ask, “How the hell did you manage to be here?”

“The perfect coincidence Constable. I was here on a case looking for Mr. X who Mrs. X lost a couple of days ago. Didn’t find him and was on my way out. I already told you the rest. Now I should get on my way. My office needs dusting.” 

“Did you see which way he went?” Jannar asked as an afterthought.

“Nope. Just across the street and into a shadow.” I answered.

We were just wrapping up our conversation when the usual army of police investigators started crowding in. Detective Sergeant Craddock was first through the door. He looked at me like I was a pair of four-day socks scrunched up in the bottom of the laundry basket. We had a no contest appreciation of each other’s talents and personalities. He was looking about as bedraggled as always, and in need of a change of trench coats.

I made a beeline for the door assisted by Constable Jannar who announced he had already taken my statement. Craddock responded with a snort and a couple of nasty side glances but didn’t start flapping his lips. Before he could think of something ugly to say I was out on the street. The rain was still lashing the city and my Bulletnose Stud was a block away. I was wetter than a wet rag before I climbed into the drivers seat. In the passengers seat was an envelope, one of those legal sized recycled paper jobs.

I checked the lock on the passenger door. It was down and I wondered for a second how someone got the envelope in without opening the door. Then I saw it, the vent window had been jimmied. Car don’t have vent windows anymore. They have AC instead, mostly useless for eight months of the year.

There was nothing written on the envelope and the flap wasn’t sealed. I got the impression that someone shoved it in in a hurry. It’s a gut feeling thing I get sometimes. Some one in a hurry, like some one who just killed someone.

I was right.

There was a photograph of a dame, one of those black and white promo pics of a dame who looked like a movie star but was a little too young.

There was a note. “Sorry I bumped you.” I didn’t have to ask who wrote that.

“You got to protect my little girl, but I don’t know where she is. Her name is Annalee, like her Ma who died when my little girl was born. I always looked after her, but she never knew who paid her bills or who paid for the private school. Then something happened and she ran away. I know she is here somewhere and that she got hooked up with the creep I just splattered. Find her Hallows. I know you and your car. I used to call her Little Lady Grey.”

There were two bank stacks of c-notes, twenty grand. I wondered what Craddock would say if he knew I’d been hired by his suspect. I would have to tell him sometime, but that could be later. I figured I would start earning my loot.

I started the car and pulled out into the street, abandoned at that hour, two am, except the police clogging the door way of the murder scene. Twenty minutes later I was tucked away in my cubby hole apartment office, a door down an alleyway with a smoked window and Zak Hallows Private Investigator painted on the glass in back with gold edges.

I spent an hour on my computer. Its old, not one of those fancy fold up jobs, but it works just fine for what I want. I started looking for Little Lady Grey and found her in ten minutes under Lady Grey on Face Book. Too damned easy for my liking. And how would she know her old man used to call her little lady grey if she didn’t know who her old man was.

I worked until my eyes started to slam shut then I had a drink, two fingers neat and went to bed. I slept for five hours then staggered back to my computer. I had
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