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			“Things either are what they appear to be; or they are not, nor do they appear to be; or they are, yet do not appear to be; or they are not, and yet appear to be.” 

			—Epictetus

			“I had to admit to myself that I lived for nights like these, moving across the city’s great broken body, making connections among its millions of cells. I had a crazy wish or fantasy that some day before I died, if I made all the right neural connections, the city would come all the way alive. Like the Bride of Frankenstein.” 

			—Ross MacDonald, The Instant Enemy
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			Part 1

			New York

		

	
		
			New York 1

			Rich Bitch

			I have no illusions left, or at least none that I’m aware of. I had them, like everyone else, but I lost them a long time ago. I don’t worry much about abstracts anymore. I try not to ponder too much on the order of the universe, or worry about the nature of man. Philosophy is for college students, bartenders and cab drivers, and I am none of these.

			What I am is a skip tracer. A dozen years ago, when I first stumbled into the business, I used to tell people I was in security or maybe, when I was particularly impressed with myself and feeling the least bit romantic, a private investigator. But I got tired of all the questions and the queer looks and inevitable misapprehensions and so, just about the time I lost all my illusions, which unsurprisingly coincided with the death of my wife, I started calling myself what I’d actually turned into—a run-of-the-mill skip tracer, which is nothing more than a glorified collection man. Skip tracer. It made me sound like I worked in a factory, or at some menial, assembly-line job, which is how I felt most of the time. I put in my eight to twelve hours a day, most of it spent casing a car, looking for the best time to pounce, and then either heading home, or making a beeline for the nearest bar, whichever happened to be closer.

			That was my life: No delusions, no pride, no romantic notions of what the future might bring, and absolutely no sense of the great adventure of life. But all that was due to change.

			I was sitting in my office up on 156th Street and Broadway, right smack in the middle of the poor and huddled masses, which is usually whose business paid the bills.

			My feet were propped up on my desk and I was bending a paper clip into all kinds of weird, semi-erotic positions. Frankly, I was far more interested in the flexibility of that particular paper clip than in what my prospective client seated in front of me was saying. She was a middle-aged, burnt-out black woman wearing an ill-fitting curly, auburn wig. Smelling of a mixture of Ajax foaming cleanser and ammonia, wearing an old cloth coat, her stockings rolled up at the knees, she was clutching a black purse and an Associated Food shopping bag filled with essential snack items like Doritos and Slim Jims, a sawed-off black umbrella, and a rumpled copy of the Daily News. In short, she was, like most of my clients, a woman very familiar with the social-service system of this fine city. She was trying to wheedle me into working for her, but her story was a tired one and, frankly, I was having a little trouble staying awake. Her husband, number three, I think, had just skipped, taking with him the family fortune, consisting of $186, a gold ring—or so she said—and a diamond brooch, which was more likely zirconium. She wanted me to find him. Like I’m some kind of magician. Fact is, I hated those kinds of skip trace numbers. They were a royal pain in the ass. I even preferred repoing cars, which was how I spent most of my time. Cars you find either parked out on the street, or stashed away in some garage. People can be anywhere. They move around. First, they’re here, and then, soon as you shine a light on them, they’re gone. And once they disappear, they usually don’t resurface until they’re found lying face down in the gutter with a snoot full of T-bird in their bellies. Or maybe after they’ve pulled some two-bit, dumb-ass heist and wind up taking a city paid trip out to Rikers Island. Did I have to make a living this way? You bet. Which is why I came up with a rule that unfortunately the majority of us, me included, usually choose to ignore: What’s lost is best forgotten.

			The pitch was over and now we were getting to the kicker: she wanted to pay me off in food stamps. Can you believe it? Now what the hell was I going to do with a couple hundred bucks worth of orange stamps? Which is exactly why I had that specially printed sign plastered up there on my wall: “Food Stamps Unacceptable As Payment.” I got the sign printed up because up here, they’ll try anything, and this certainly wasn’t the first time someone had tried to buy my services with a handful of government stamps. Nor would it be the last. I could just see myself waltzing into the neighborhood bodega and trying to pay for a cup of coffee and a buttered roll with a fistful of those orange stamps. A fine specimen like me. “Hey, cracker,” they’d say, “what’sa matter, ain’t you got no job? Ha! Ha! Ha!” I would be forced to say something stupid like, “Fuck you, man,” and then I’d have to find another place to forage for breakfast.

			But then, signs mean nothing to people. They walk when it says “Don’t Walk,” and they smoke when it says, “Don’t Smoke,” so naturally they’re going to try to pay me off with food stamps when it says “Food Stamps Unacceptable As Payment.” But I suppose I shouldn’t complain. It’s that very human trait, the urge to break the rules, the need to get over on someone, that keeps me in business.

			Still, Minnie or Millie, or whatever the hell her name was, was one tough customer. She didn’t want to take no for an answer. And so we were well into Round 2 when there was this gentle, almost imperceptible knock at the door. At first, I thought maybe it was just the rattle of the pipes, but there it came again.

			“Come in,” I shouted, over the din of a jackhammer pounding relentlessly outside my window. The door opened slowly and in walked a woman who looked like she just stepped out of the pages of Vogue or some other snazzy fashion glossy. She was wearing a gray, fitted suit that stopped just above her knees and black stockings. Figuring she was lost, looking for who knew what, I said, “Something I can do for you?”

			“I didn’t mean to disturb you,” she said. “I have some business I’d like to discuss, but I can certainly wait out in the hall until you’re finished.”

			“That won’t be necessary. I’m almost done. Why don’t you have a seat?” I gestured toward a ratty old stuffed chair in the corner. She sniffed at it and passed. I couldn’t blame her. The chair was something I’d rescued from the street before the Salvation Army could get their hands on it. But I wasn’t out to impress anybody. People came to me because they didn’t have any other place to go and because, in the end, I usually wound up taking their crummy food stamps. Which is exactly what I agreed to do with Millie, just before I hustled her out of my office with a promise to find her good-for-nothing, globe-trotting husband.

			“How can I help you?” I asked, turning to my next victim.

			“My husband is missing and I’d like you to find him,” she said. La-di-da. Just like that. All business. No tears. No alibis. No sad stories. No long, drawn out prologues. It was as if she’d just misplaced a piece of jewelry and was asking the upstairs maid to take a look for it under the furniture. I couldn’t help thinking what a wonderful, wacky world it was where the Millies and a woman like this were both in essentially the same boat.

			“Well?” she said. “Yes or no?”

			“Maybe we should start at the beginning. Hi,” I said, sticking out my hand, “I’m…”

			She ignored my hand, rolled her eyes toward the ceiling, and said, “I know who you are, Mr. Swann. What I want to know is are you going to help me?”

			I shrugged. “Why come to me? I’m not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, but I’m sure you could have found someone a little more…well, let’s just say someone who travels more in the same circles as you do. There are some pretty fancy private detectives in this town. Unfortunately, I’m not one of them.”

			 “I know. But we’re not talking about finding me, Mr. Swann,” she replied with indisputable logic. “We’re talking about finding my husband.”

			“Well, then, am I to assume your husband is the sort of man who’d be more likely to travel in the same circles as I do?”

			“You may assume that he might.”

			“So you don’t send a French poodle out to check the sewers when you can hire a rat.”

			“Well, Mr. Swann,” she said with the slight glimmer of a smile, “I would have thought you’d have a somewhat higher opinion of yourself.”

			“I do. It’s other people’s opinions I’m not so sure about. Now, Mrs…?”

			“Janus. Sally Janus. So, you’ll take the job then.”

			“That depends.”

			“On what?”

			“Look, you’re making me nervous. Why don’t you sit down?”

			“Must I?”

			“Well, my feelings would be hurt if you didn’t. You wouldn’t want to hurt my feelings, would you?”

			She made a face but sat all the same, crossing her very shapely legs. “Mr. Swann, I’m afraid you’re making this far more complicated than it need be.”

			“Look, I don’t kid myself. I know who I am. Look around you. This is El Barrio, where they steal the hubcaps off moving cars. I’d like to know what brings you to me and why you’re not giving your business to some fancy downtown agency.”

			“Because I prefer anonymity, Mr. Swann, and no one would ever suspect I hired you. It’s as simple as that.”

			“I doubt it, but I can see a certain logic in what you say,” I said. “And who, may I ask, recommended me?”

			She laughed. “Oh, let’s be serious, Mr. Swann. Who could possibly recommend you to me?”

			“You’ve got a point there. Okay, Mrs. Janus, I’ll give it a try. Only I’m not promising anything. These kinds of cases are always tough. Most times husbands who get lost prefer to stay that way.”

			“Harry was not most husbands. Now, before we go any further, perhaps we ought to discuss money.”

			“Ah, my favorite subject.”

			“What are your rates?”

			“Pretty much the same as downtown. Three hundred a day plus expenses.”

			She smiled coyly. She knew I was jacking up my fee, but evidently it didn’t matter. That’s how much she wanted anonymity. She opened her purse and said, “I suppose I will be subsidizing the redecoration of your office, Mr. Swann.”

			“Well, frankly, I believe I can make far better use of the money.”

			“Will two days in advance be sufficient?” she asked, waving a fistful of bills in my face.

			“I usually try to get a little more up front….”

			“Mr. Swann,” she chided me, “may I remind you these are not food stamps….”

			“…but you look like you can be trusted.”

			“How kind,” she said, counting out five Benjies, then spreading them out on my desk, as if to dry. “I think we’re off on the right track. Trust is very important, don’t you think?” she asked, softening her tone somewhat.

			“My thoughts exactly. It’s what I tell my creditors every day. Now Mrs. Janus, suppose we get down to cases. When did your husband disappear?”

			“About a week or so ago.”

			“It would help if you could be a little more specific about that. If we’re going to get anywhere on this the facts are very important. Lay’em end to end and they make a trail. I follow that trail and then, at the end of it, if I’ve done my job right, I find what I’m looking for. C follows B which follows A. It’s as simple as that.”

			She looked around the room.

			“Something I can get you?” I asked.

			“An ashtray, perhaps. I’d hate to soil your lovely floor.”

			“Sure thing.” I removed one from my desk drawer, and when I leaned forward to give it to her, I got a good whiff of the perfume she was wearing. She smelled of lilacs, which went a long way in helping get rid of that ammonia and Ajax smell. She took a cigarette from a gold case, lit it with a gold lighter, took a drag, then flicked an ash into the ashtray, all in one smooth, fluid motion.

			“Go on,” I said, in awe of her dexterity. “You were about to tell me something.”

			“Well, speaking openly, Mr. Swann, I must admit that Harry and I have a rather unique living arrangement. We’re married but apart, if you know what I mean.”

			“I’m afraid I lead a rather prosaic life, Mrs. Janus, so you’ll have to spell things like that out for me.” She shot me a look that I charitably took as disdain. “Sorry, but I’m usually working when Oprah comes on.”

			She let some smoke out of her mouth along with what I took to be a derisive sound. “Harry went his way and I went mine. They call it ‘space,’ I believe.”

			“In my day we called it divorce,” I muttered.

			“He has a small apartment of his own, but he also spends time at our townhouse. So, you see, I can’t really say exactly when it was that he disappeared. He might even have been on one of his business trips—he takes a lot of them. I can only tell you the last time I saw him was a week ago Tuesday.”

			“That’s nine days ago. Seems to me that’s an awful lot of space. But what with your arrangement and all, what makes you think he’s missing?”

			“Because even when we were apart, he would be in constant touch with me.”

			“How’d he keep in touch?”

			“He calls every day. Like clockwork. Eleven in the morning and six-thirty at night. He’s a creature of habit. And I could always reach him through his answering service. I’ve left messages for almost a week now and he hasn’t returned any of my calls. That’s not like Harry. And there’s something else….” She stopped and sucked on her cigarette, letting smoke escape slowly from between her lips. I watched the wisps of smoke as they rose toward the ceiling then disappeared.

			“Yes…”

			“He’s always been very good about sending money. Every other week, whether he was home or not, I’d get a check via FedEx. I haven’t received one for two weeks now. But don’t worry, Mr. Swann, you don’t have to worry about your fee.”

			“I’m not worried, Mrs. Janus. I’m guessing that you’re the kind of woman who’d have no trouble putting her hands on some cash when she needed it.”

			She gave me the kind of severe, disapproving look that I hadn’t seen since third grade, then continued. “Anyway, Mr. Swann, I brought along a couple of photographs of my husband.” She removed two snapshots from her purse and handed them to me. They smelled of the same perfume she was wearing. “I’m afraid they’re a few years old.”

			I examined the photos. One was a shot of a man, from the waist up, standing in front of a building. He was wearing a blue polo shirt and he had a blank look on his face, which sported a short-cropped beard. In the other photo, he was in the middle, surrounded by two beautiful women, one of whom was his wife, the other an attractive redhead whose face was partially obscured by her hair.

			“Who’s this?”

			“I don’t know. Some woman we met at this party.”

			“Just some woman?”

			“I never saw her before and I’ve never seen her since.”

			“She looks awfully…friendly.”

			“It was a friendly party. Can we continue?”

			“I don’t see why not. Can I keep these?”

			“I’d like this one of Harry and me—it’s the only one I have of us together—but you can keep the other one.”

			“Nothing more recent, huh?”

			“No.”

			I put it in my pocket. “Why don’t you just give me a description.”

			“Well, he’s about fifty.”

			I’d taken out my notebook and was preparing to write everything down, but I stopped short. “About?”

			“I’m sorry, Mr. Swann, but you’ll have to bear with me. There are some things I simply don’t know for sure.”

			“This is your husband we’re talking about, isn’t it?”

			“Yes.”

			“And you don’t know his age?”

			“That’s correct.”

			“Well, if you don’t mind my saying so, Mrs. Janus, that’s a little bizarre.”

			“It is? Well, let’s just say that Harry is a very secretive man. I think you’ll understand a little better as we go along.”

			“I hope so. How long have you two been married, or wasn’t he there at the time?”

			“Seven years and, yes, Mr. Swann, as a matter of fact both of us were present.”

			“Description?”

			“He’s five-eleven, with dark brown hair, a hundred and seventy-five pounds, and he has a very small scar just above his right eye.” She paused. “I’m afraid I don’t know how he got it.”

			“A duel, no doubt,” I mumbled.

			“What’s that?”

			“Nothing.”

			I was writing all this down, using the shorthand tricks I’d picked up from an old girlfriend. It wasn’t the only thing she taught me, just the most useful. “What business is he in?”

			She hesitated a moment. “Antiquities. Importing and exporting.”

			“Where’s his office?”

			“He doesn’t have one. That’s why I could only contact him through his answering service—he traveled a lot, you see.”

			“Okay, give me the number.” She did. I wrote it down. “Now what’s the address of his apartment?”

			Her face was a blank. “The phone number?”

			Same thing. I felt this funny, fluttery sensation in the pit of my stomach, like I might be a lot better off finding my previous visitor’s husband, who probably wasn’t much further away than the local OTB office, but I ignored it. I was beginning to think I might be out of my element here and, for a split second, I contemplated folding up my notebook and calling it a day. But then I took a look at the enormous ring on her finger and thought about the lottery-sized payday I might wring out of her and my greedy little heart skipped a beat. I was trying to think of another semi-intelligent question to ask when I noticed she was impatiently glancing at her watch. Maybe the chauffeur was double-parked downstairs.

			“I’ve got to be going,” she said. “My address and phone number are on the back of the photograph. Please call me tomorrow and let me know how you’re doing.”

			“Wait a minute. That’s it? That’s all you have to tell me?”

			“For now, yes.”

			“Honey, you haven’t given me much to go on….”

			“It’ll have to do. And please, Mr. Swann, don’t call me honey.”

			“Excuse me,” I said, appropriately chagrined.

			“That’s all right,” she said charitably.

			She got up. I got up too. I walked her to the door. I even opened it for her. “Look,” I said. “I don’t know how much I can do for you.”

			She put her hand on mine and moved closer. She smelled remarkably good. Like an English flower garden. “I’m sure you’ll do the very best you can, Mr. Swann. That is what you’re getting paid for, isn’t it?”

			“Yes, that’s what I’m getting paid for.”

			“Call me,” she said, and then she was gone.

			I went to the window and looked out onto Broadway. It had begun to rain. Mrs. Janus came out of the building, looked around, then stepped out into the street, raised her arm and, out of nowhere, a cab suddenly appeared. She got in and I thought, damn, the rich and beautiful really are different from the rest of us. For one thing, they can always get a cab in New York City when it’s raining.

		

	
		
			New York 2

			The Golden Goose Gets Laid to Rest

			I decided to celebrate my newfound wealth. I could afford to. Bars don’t take food stamps, but they do take Benjies. Gladly. And when I had extra dough, which wasn’t often, I liked to spread it around. Good for the economy, which could always use a shot in the arm. Besides, I didn’t often get the chance to look like a high roller.

			Across Broadway is the Paradise Bar and Grill. Mostly, it’s a Puerto Rican hangout with a few black regulars tossed in for color. They tolerate the likes of me because every once in a while, just to promote good community relations, I’ll buy everyone in the joint a drink. And for that simple act of human kindness the boys at the Paradise sometimes do me the odd favor, like sending me a client or two.

			It was only three in the afternoon, but the place was jumping, mostly with amigos waiting for their old ladies to come home from work and fix dinner, after which they would, no doubt, be right back at the Paradise for the evening’s action.

			The joint was certainly not on Zagat’s list of hip or trendy bars in the city. Far from it, in fact. They hardly ever touched a mop to the floor and it showed. But no one appeared to notice or care. Especially not the roaches, who seemed to appreciate the brand of peanuts Joe Bailey, the owner of the place—a black man who resembled Captain America with his cut physique and chiseled facial features—put out for the paying customers. In fact, one whole wall behind the bar was proudly decorated with Board of Health citations, each one with the city’s “Failed” stamp front and center.

			In the back there was a pool table and a cigarette machine that only worked when you were nice to it. There was a jukebox up front, but all it played was Tito Puente and various other Puerto Rican favorites, which was exactly what was playing when I strolled in.

			“Hey, gringo,” Manny the bartender called out as I walked in the door. He’s the biggest damn P.R. I’ve ever seen. Six-four, over three hundred pounds and yet there wasn’t an ounce of fat on him. I never knew they grew them so big back in Ponce. On his right arm he had a tattoo of the Puerto Rican flag, in color, that waved when he flexed. Manny was a good fellow to know. He had all sorts of areas of expertise. Need a car heisted and gutted for the insurance? Manny’s your man. Success guaranteed. He’d take the car up to the South Bronx or over to the West Side Highway, lift up the hood and the trunk, baptize the insides with a couple of jiggers full of kerosene, toss a match in through the window, and ten minutes later your car would be history, stripped to the bone, burned nearly beyond recognition, with Allstate’s friendly fist knocking at your door. Or, if you needed a green card and didn’t feel like marrying just any old chica, Manny knows the guy who can confer instant citizenship on your ass.

			“Long time no see,” said Manny, as he dunked dirty glasses into a tub of soapy water. He hardly kept them in there long enough to do any real damage to the faintest-hearted bacteria, but his heart was in the right place.

			“I been pretty busy,” I said, digging into my pocket for one of the bills. I put it on the bar, smoothed it out, and said, “Look, Manny, you give me twenty back, lay two shots of Johnny Walker Black on me, the real stuff, then use the rest to buy all my friends here a drink.”

			Manny smiled, winked, scoffed up the fifty with one of his over-sized meat hooks and replaced it with a wrinkled ten and two fives, one with a corner missing. He poured my drinks and then started to see to the others.

			For over a year now the Paradise Bar and Grill had been a second home to me. It was there when I needed it. It was there when no one else was. It was there when my wife died in a freak accident, one of those items you read under a ridiculously large headline on the front page of the New York Post. She was walking down the street minding her own business when a manhole cover exploded. Like a runaway Frisbee it flew through the air and when it got close to earth, she happened to be in its path. When it hit her, it virtually cut her in half and she bled to death before the ambulance even arrived. All this just because she was in the wrong place at the wrong time. It was so bizarre, so unbelievable, that people, when I tell them, and that’s only when I’m drunk enough not to remember to keep it to myself, think I’m making it up. I’m not. I couldn’t. I’m just not that imaginative. Sometimes they even remember the story in the papers, which makes it worse, making my wife part of tabloid history, along with Headless Body in Topless Bar. And to this day, every time I walk in the street and see steam coming from one of those manhole covers, I can’t help but shudder and cross quickly to the other side of the street, as visions of a flying disc of steel careen through my head.

			After it happened, I went through a very bad period, which culminated in a brief stay at a hospital. All this did little to help the kid we had, who was five at the time. I tried to pull myself back together but it wasn’t easy. I would be okay for a while and then, out of the blue, I’d start crying. It scared me. It scared my son. In order to save him—and maybe myself—I had to send him off to live with my wife’s folks in Missouri. It was better that way. I see him a few times a year and feel guilty about it, which is the way it’s supposed to be. I talk to him a couple times a week, sometimes less. Every time I see him, he’s a different person. He knows more. He’s bigger. I suppose, if I had to, I could pick him out of a crowd, but I have to admit, if I’m honest with myself, that it wouldn’t be easy. I feel myself growing older through him and then I feel even more alone. The Paradise Bar and Grill helps me get over that alone feeling. Nothing helps me with the growing old part.

			I hung around the Paradise Bar and Grill for half an hour or so, until my drinks were gone and I couldn’t take any more of the good will I’d generated, or the pats on the back, which were beginning to take their toll. I started to leave, but before I got far one of the regulars, a pimply-faced punk named Billy D., who spent half his childhood in the Bronx House of Detention where he learned all sorts of useful vocational skills like how to open parking meters with a nail file, called out, “Hey, Swann, how about some po-it-tree, man?”

			Once, just once, you get a little snookered and start reciting a bit of harmless poetry you once memorized in a moment of weakness and you’re a marked man for life.

			“Sorry, Billy D.” I said. “I’ve got work to do. Some other time, maybe.”

			But they were feeling real good over at the Paradise Bar and Grill, thanks to me, I might add, so they were not about to take no for an answer.

			“Come on, Swannee,” Manny purred sweetly from behind the bar, as the Puerto Rican flag waved high. “It won’t take long, man.”

			When Manny made a personal appeal like that, I found it nigh unto impossible to resist. He was not the sort of guy you’d want mad at you. I’d seen him in action. He threw three wise guys out of the joint one night without even working up a sweat.

			“Just one,” I said, and I began:

			Adam was my grandfather,

			A tall, spoiled child.

			A red clay tower

			In Eden, green and mild.

			He ripped the Sinful Pippin

			From its sanctimonious limb.

			Adam was my grandfather

			And I take after him.

			Noah was my uncle

			And he got dead drunk.

			There were planets in his liquor can

			And lizards in his bunk….

			At this point in my narrative, the patrons of the Paradise Bar and Grill began to roar with laughter. They cheered. They threw peanuts around the room. They sloshed beer out of their mugs. They stood up and raised their glasses. They toasted me. They toasted Noah and his beer cans. They toasted lizards and other slimy reptiles. They toasted Manny. They toasted Joe Bailey. They toasted every fucking P.R. fighter in the whole town. They even toasted the goddamn mayor and half of them didn’t even know who the hell he was. And so, with all this toasting going on, I took the opportunity to slip out, knowing full well the next time I showed my white ass in the Paradise Bar and Grill I’d better be prepared to buy a few rounds and recite “The Charge of the Light Brigade” from start to finish.

			I went back upstairs to my office to start the ball rolling with a few key phone calls.

			The first and, as it turned out, the only call I had to make was to an acquaintance in the police department, Detective John Kelly. I first ran into him when I was arrested for grand theft auto. The charges were dropped when they found I was only repossessing a car for delinquent payments. I gave him Janus’s description, what little I had, without giving him the name, then twiddled my thumbs while waiting to find out if they had any reports on anyone who might fit the bill. Five minutes later, Kelly was back on the line.

			“What’s the guy’s name, Swann?”

			“I’m afraid I can’t say right now.”

			“How you expect me to help if I don’t got the name?”

			“Description should do for now.”

			“Why you looking for this guy?”

			“The rent’s due. He took a powder and his wife’s looking for him. I’m just the hired help. You know something or not?”

			“I think maybe you ought to get down here. We got things to talk about.”

			“Like what?”

			“Just get your ass down here.”

			I was on an expense account, so I took a cab. It made me feel like I could live the way I couldn’t. Of course, it took me a lot longer to get one than it did the Janus woman, but that was to be expected. The handwritten receipt—the printer on the meter was broken, big surprise—was for $9.50. I added a discreet 1 in front of the 9. She could afford it and who knew how long I’d be on the case. For all I knew the next day I could be spending my time trying to unload a handful of food stamps on the black market.

			I was ushered into Kelly’s puke-green office by his partner, the redoubtable Detective Patterson. He took a seat in the corner, while I made myself as comfortable as possible in a hard-backed folding chair in front of Kelly’s desk.

			“Well?” I said.

			Kelly ignored me, shifting around some papers on his desk. Finally, he leaned back in his chair, sucking on a big cigar, smiled and said, “I think maybe we got something here, Swann….” It could be that sometimes a cigar is just a cigar, but with Kelly I don’t think so. He’s a big man, almost as big as Manny but with none of Manny’s redeeming qualities. I kept hoping maybe he’d topple over, land on his head, and then we’d all get a good laugh.

			“Yeah?”

			“Yeah. But first I want the guy’s name.”

			“First you tell me something, then I’ll be glad to give you the name.”

			“Jesus fucking Christ!” Kelly roared, as he rose quickly, sending his chair flying backward into the wall.

			“Easy, Kelly, easy,” the detective’s partner, Patterson, warned, as he sat in the corner cleaning his fingernails with a pocketknife.

			“I thought I told you to cut that out,” Kelly said, staring coldly at his partner.

			“Cut what out?” Patterson asked, feigning ignorance. He just loved getting under Kelly’s skin. And he knew just how to do it, too.

			“You know what the hell I’m talking about. That friggin’ digging around under your nails. It don’t matter how much you dig, Patterson, it still looks like you been shoveling shit all day. Why the hell don’t you try wearing gloves if you’re so damn worried about how your friggin’ hands look.”

			“Ever hear about cleanliness being next to godliness

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/1.jpg
SWANNS

St Sronty Steon Wyitety by

ICHERLES SALZBER(G

S
B






OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/image/Image1409.jpg





