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“Early in life I had to choose between
honest arrogance and hypocritical humility. I chose honest
arrogance and have seen no occasion to change.”

—Frank Lloyd Wright

 


 


“All I can do is be me, whoever that
is.”

—Bob Dylan

 



PART I:

 


BEFORE




 


“Every adventure requires a first step.”

—The Cheshire Cat, Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland

 



Chapter 1.0

 


April 1, 1977

 


I was on my seventh attempt to reach my
answering service, but instead of getting my messages, all I got
was my seventh busy signal. The irony did not escape me.

They answered on the eighth try, just as a
scruffy hippie walked into my office. His long black hair was
tousled as though he’d recently awakened from a year-long nap. His
beard was sparse and scraggly. His T-shirt was sweat-stained and
his blue jeans were ripped and soiled. He was barefoot, and his
bare feet were dirty. He probably thought he looked like Jesus.

Oh boy—a client.

The operator at the answering service said
“Please hold.” I wasn’t about to hang up after all that effort just
to be polite to this gamy vagrant. I waved my free hand at him to
shoo him back out the door, but instead, he took a seat in the
wooden client chair in front of my desk. I’d only been in the
private investigation biz a few months, but I’d scored a sweet
corner office on the second floor of an iconic building in downtown
Los Gatos. The single room was big enough for my desk, my chair,
and me. A client chair was crowding it. An actual client was about
all the excess space the room had to spare. Lucky for me clients
were a rarity.

He sat. And he propped his feet up on my
desk. His filthy, stinking feet.

I had my lunch on the desk—a veal parmesan
sub from the All American Sandwich Shop on Moorpark. Breaded
cutlets, tangy red sauce, mozzarella. Best sandwich in the Valley.
I grabbed the wrapper and slid it to the other side of the desk,
far away from his funky, fetid feet.

“Any calls?” I said to the answering service
operator once she returned and I identified myself. As usual, the
answer was no, so I hung up.

“Your office is a real shithole,” my
uninvited guest announced.

I interlaced my fingers and placed my fists
on my desk.

“Buddy,” I said, “in a second or two I’m
going to ask you what I can do for you. But first I’m going to tell
you something: Get your filthy fucking feet off my desk.”

“Or?” he challenged.

I opened the middle drawer of my scarred
wooden desk. I withdrew a 12-inch wooden ruler and slapped it
against my palm.

“Bastinado,” I said.

He chuckled. But he removed his feet.

“Now: What can I do for you?”

“I’d like you to locate my father.”

“How long has he been missing?”

“Since I was born.”

“Would you care to elaborate?”

“I’m adopted,” he stated.

“OK,” I said. “So you want me to track down
your birth parents?”

“Just my sperm donor.”

“You don’t want to know about your
mother?”

He shook his head. “Time’s not right.”

“OK,” I said trying to usher him out of my
office gracefully. “I’ll think about it and get back to you.”

He remained seated.

“I’m not leaving until you agree to take my
case,” he said.

“Has that approach ever worked for you?”

“Ask Nolan Bushnell,” he replied.

I had no idea who Nolan Bushleague was. But
I don’t like to advertise my ignorance. I have no budget for a
billboard that size. He seemed cocksure that his abrasive nature
had worked on this Nolan Bullshit guy, however, even if he was a
homeless hobo.

What he didn’t count on was that I could be
as obstinate as the next guy. I wasn’t about to let him force his
business on me. Nonchalance was the prescribed response. So I
picked up my sandwich and took a bite. He watched me intently.

“Would you like the other half?” I offered
casually. It seemed like the right thing to do since he looked like
his last supper had been sometime during the Ford
administration.

“I can’t eat that,” he said. “I’m a
fruitarian.”

“I don’t care if you’re gay,” I said.

“No, I only eat fruit. It keeps me naturally
pure and odor-free, so I have no need to bathe.”

“And how’s that working out for you?” I
said, swallowing. “And for the people around you?”

He stayed silent. And he stayed planted in
the client chair.

Time to try a different approach.

“Have some wine?” I asked. “It’s made from
grapes. Which are fruit.”

“I don’t see any wine,” he remarked.

“There isn’t any.”

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer
it,” he said angrily.

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down
without being invited.”

I was getting tired of this mad tea party,
so I played my ace. I told him my rates and my retainer. That’d get
rid of this disgusting derelict, this reeking street freak. To my
surprise, he reached into the pocket of his filthy jeans and
retrieved a wad of cash. He peeled off a few Franklins and spread
them on the desk.

“That cover it, you think?” he said.

The previous few months had not been great,
workwise. Not only was California beginning a second year of
drought, but my finances were suffering a severe dry spell as well.
The parade of bald Bens looked mighty inviting.

“OK,” I conceded. “Consider me hired. But
I’ll need some information. Your name and birthdate, for
starters.”

“Steven Paul Jobs,” he said. “My adopted
name. Born February twenty-fourth, 1955, in San Francisco.”

So far, so good. The research could be done
nearby. And he was a Pisces. Like me. I didn’t care, but my
girlfriend might consider it important. She was into that kind of
mumbo-jumbo, bless her human potential movement-oriented heart.

And so it went for a few more minutes. I
grilled him for details that were important to me but irrelevant to
this narrative. And when I ran out of questions, I opened a desk
drawer and retrieved the form I’d need authorizing me to access the
necessary records. He read it and signed it and got up to
leave.

“Oh,” I said. “One more thing. How’d you
pick me?”

“You doing market research?”

“Just curious.”

“I saw you on some PBS show. KTEH.
Watching the Defective, or something.”

“You too, huh? Maybe I should just stop
paying for an ad in the Yellow Pages.”

“I’d keep buying the ad,” he advised. “The
show was a piece of shit.”

I was beginning to wish bastinado was still
an alternative.

“I’ll call you when I’ve found something,” I
said. “How do I reach you?”

He pulled a card from a pocket in his jeans
and handed it to me. A bum with a business card? That was
unexpected. Across the top, in an odd font like something out of
Star Trek, it read: apple computer inc.
Beneath the name, in a simpler, sans serif font, was an address on
Stevens Creek Boulevard in Cupertino and a phone number. And at the
bottom, in the same unornamented font, it read: Steven Jobs, Vice
President, Operations.

I took the card and he extended his hand. It
was a little cleaner than his dirty, filthy, stinking, cheesy feet,
so I shook it. But I’d go down the hall to the powder room and wash
my hands before I picked up my sandwich again.

He left. I opened a window.

 


 



Chapter 1.1

 


April 4, 1977

 


Three days later…

 


Tracking down Jobs’ birth parents could have
been a bureaucratic nightmare, wrapped in apathy and neatly tied
with bright red tape. Since it was a closed adoption, I knew that
driving up to the San Francisco County Courthouse and requesting
the files was a waste of time; those files could only be released
by court order. Social Services likewise would likely stonewall me.
Steve didn’t know if there was an organization involved, so
checking local adoption agencies was out. But even if it had been
that difficult, there are few doors that can’t be opened with a
well-placed Grant or Franklin. Or a credit card. Not to charge a
bribe, you understand, but by wedging it in a doorjamb to pop the
lock after hours, when offices are empty and information is
free.

As it turned out, however, luck was on my
side. For a change.

I started by looking up Steve’s adoptive
parents in the phone book. Paul and Clara Jobs still lived in
Cupertino, so I drove out to their house and simply asked them if
they knew how the adoption had been arranged. They told me it had
been orchestrated by a doctor, and gave me his name. Once I knew
that, tracking him down was simple. I found him by employing the
complicated methodology of looking him up in the phone book. Once
again, my years of professional training paid off. Or I got lucky.
Either way was OK by me.

The doctor was retired but still local. I
drove to his house and explained Steve’s request. I showed him the
papers Steve had signed authorizing me to ask on his behalf and
asked politely for his cooperation. He gave it, even though he said
he’d expected to share that information only from his deathbed.

Turns out the “sperm donor” was a Syrian
immigrant named John Jandali. Once again, my primary tool—the phone
book—provided an address. Like the doctor, Jandali was still local,
managing a Mediterranean restaurant right here in the Valley. I
drove out to his eatery and had a meal. Who’d pass up a chance to
have kabobs, or shwarma? Or baklava? Especially on someone else’s
dime? I left a big tip (which I’d add to my daily expense account,
so why not) and asked to speak to the manager.

The resemblance between Steve and his birth
father was not obvious but was unmistakable. Same hawklike profile,
for one, and the same cold, penetrating brown eyes. I praised his
food and said I’d spread the word about his place among my
coworkers in the tech industry. He seemed pleased. “They come here
all the time,” he said. “Even Steve Jobs has eaten here a couple of
times. Nice guy. Big tipper.”

Jobs had already had a face-to-face
encounter with his birth father and neither of them knew their
relationship? That’s the kind of coincidence you find only in bad
novels and real life.

I called my client and told him I had his
information.

 


 



Chapter 1.2

 


April 5, 1977

 


I was on the phone the following afternoon
disputing a long-distance charge with an unsympathetic operator
when a slick businessman walked into my office. He was wearing a
sharp three-piece suit—Wilkes Bashford, if I knew my unaffordable
fashions—and expensive shoes. He was immaculately groomed: his
stylishly long dark hair was combed over his forehead and his beard
and mustache were precisely trimmed.

I motioned him to have a seat in the client
chair. He sat. And he propped his feet up on my desk, ankles
crossed.

“I gonna have to call you back,” I told the
operator and hung up.

My visitor gave me a smartass smirk. An
unmistakable smartass smirk.

“Jobs?” I said. “What the hell happened to
you?”

“I have an industry event coming up in a
couple of weeks,” he said sourly. “West Coast Computer Faire in The
City. My business partner and ethics guru, Mike Markkula, said I
had to clean up my act and look professional for the industry
bozos. I was a lot more comfortable in my T-shirts and
Birkenstocks.”

“Well, if it’s any consolation,” I said,
“you clean up nice.”

“Nicely,” he corrected. “Grammar.
Words are important.”

“Well, I got two words for you,” I said,
pulling a manila envelope out of my desk drawer. “Your
information.”

I slid the envelope across the desktop. He
did not pick it up.

“Don’t you want to read it?”

Instead of answering, he reached inside his
vest, pulled out his own manila envelope, and slid it across the
desktop to me.

“What I want,” he said, “is for you to open
this and compare the results.”

I picked up his envelope. It was sealed.
Clearly never opened. I opened it. Inside was a two-page typed
report on letterhead that read “Top Shelf Investigations, San
Francisco.” The report was dated a few months ago.

“‘Client: Steven Paul Jobs,’” I read.

“No, no, not out loud,” he protested. “Just
read it to yourself and see how it compares to your results.”

I skimmed through the report, which detailed
a search for the client’s biological father. The same assignment
he’d given me—with results identical to mine: John Jandali.

“You had this done before?” I said, sliding
the pages back into the envelope.

He nodded.

“And you had me do it again why?”

“To verify the results.”

“Results you don’t want to know,” I said.
“After you’ve had them researched twice.”

“The time isn’t right,” he shrugged. “You
just hang onto them.”

Now it was my turn to shrug. “Well, it’s
your nickel,” I said. “Speaking of which, there is at least one
page of my report I’m going to have to insist that you read.” I
pulled out my invoice and handed it to him.

“How about a trade?” he suggested after
scanning my bill. “I can get you a deal on the Apple II computer
we’ll be debuting at the Computer Faire.”

“The hell would I do with a computer?” I
scoffed.

“It’s a bicycle of the mind,” he said
cryptically.

“I need a computer like a fish needs a
bicycle of the mind,” I replied. “Cash is fine.”

“Your loss,” he mumbled.

He wrote a check. I took it. We shook hands
and said goodbye.

And that was the last time I ever saw Steve
Jobs.

 



Chapter 2.0

 


June 1979

 


Until it wasn’t.

I was hooking up a phone answering machine
in my office—Rockford had one, so I had to have one—when who should
walk in but Steven Paul Jobs.

The first thing I noticed is that he seemed
to have split the difference between Dirty Hippie Jobs and Slick
Businessman Jobs. This time he was just a skinny, angular guy in
faded, beltless blue jeans and a long-sleeved dress shirt, untucked
and unbuttoned at the neck. He still had the semi-satanic beard and
mustache but they were neatly trimmed; his thick, glossy, dark hair
was Beatle-length and still combed over his forehead.

“If you’re looking for your adoption
information,” I said without preamble, “it’ll take a few minutes to
dig it out of my filing cabinet.” I’d added the cabinet to my
minimal décor sometime during the previous couple of years. It took
up valuable space, but it had become a necessity, which I took as a
sign of my success.

“Nope,” he said. “Got a different assignment
for you this time.”

“Oh lucky me,” I said, sitting in my same
old squeaky wooden chair and motioning him to sit in the same old
wooden client chair. Aside from the filing cabinet and the phone
machine, nothing else in the office had been upgraded. “And how may
I be of assistance?”

“Well,” he began, “I’m the founder and CEO
of Apple Computer in Cupertino. You might have heard of us?”

“Nope.” Arrogant bastard. Maybe my ignorance
would put him in his place.

“Oh. OK. But you have heard of Xerox, I
assume.”

“Yep.”

“OK, it’s a start. Xerox has an advanced
research facility up in Palo Alto. Xerox PARC.”

“What kind of park is it?” I said. “Swing
sets, teeter-totters, that kind of thing? Frisbee on the lawn?”

“Ah…no. It’s P-A-R-C. An acronym. Palo Alto
Research Centre.”

“And?”

“And I want you to get a job there.”

I smiled and gestured at the magnificent
splendor of my workspace.

“I already have a job.”

“This would be different,” he said. “I want
you to get employed there and do some research for me. Snoop around
the different departments and report back to me about what they’re
working on.”

I felt the pit of my stomach drop.

“I think I can arrange to get you in there,”
he continued. “They only hire the best and the brightest, but I’m
sure they need janitors, too.”

Where was my gun when I needed it? Oh, in
the bottom desk drawer. I employed my legendary self-control and
did not retrieve it.

“Those Xerox PARC guys, they’re a bunch of
bozos,” he continued emphatically. “I think they’re sitting on some
real technological breakthroughs, but they have no idea what to do
with them. I do. They don’t deserve them. I do.”

“Mr. Jobs,” I sighed wearily, shaking my
head, “how old are you?”

“Twenty-four.”

I outranked him by nearly half a decade,
which I assumed made me both wiser and more experienced about the
ways of the world than this brash asshole.

“Twenty-four,” I repeated with a heavy sigh.
“Kid, you’ve got a lot to learn about the business world. What
you’re proposing is called industrial espionage. I can’t do
that. Not only is it illegal, it’s also unethical.”

He did nothing but glare at me, as though he
could intimidate me with the one-two punch of silence and the Evil
Eye. I’m intimidated by guns. I’m intimidated by women. Clowns, of
course. But silence? Not so much.

I figured his strategy was a variation of
the old cop trick, based on the assumption that Nature abhors a
vacuum. Stay silent long enough and your perp will feel compelled
to keep talking and maybe inadvertently reveal something of
importance. Clearly, this kid had no idea that I’d been trained in
this same technique and could use it to my advantage.

“Hey,” I continued talking. “Didn’t you tell
me long ago that you had some kind of guru?”

“Neem Karoli Baba,” he said. “Maharaj-ji. In
India. But he died before I could meet him.”

“No, no, an ethics guru. Dracula?”

“Oh. Markkula,” he said. “Yeah.”

“Did you run this plan by him?”

He was silent until he wasn’t.

“Yeah.”

“And what did he have to say about it?”

“Same as you.”

“So why ask me?”

“I thought,” he said levelly, “you might be
more…flexible.”

“No amount of yoga in the world could make
me that flexible.”

He returned to staring-glaring at me. It was
in fact becoming unnerving. The bastard.

“So here’s an idea,” I said, mainly to get
rid of him. “You want to see what they’re working on? Buy a ticket
to the show.”

His brow furrowed. “What do you mean?”

“Make ‘em a deal,” I suggested. “Buy a
shitload of their stock. Or if you can’t afford that, offer them a
stake in your company. Sell ‘em some stock. Cheap. Once they’re
investors, give them a tour of your facilities. Then ask for
reciprocity. Ask them to open the kimono, give you a peek. No
subterfuge necessary—you’re invited. You go in, you look around,
you go home and figure out what they’ve got that you can use.”

His brow furrowed even further.

“Just call them up and ask for a tour?”

“Whattaya got to lose?”

He pondered this. Silently, of course.

And at length, he nodded to himself, rose,
and left my office without so much as a by-your-leave, a ta-ta, or
a toodle-oo. Or even a TTFN.

It was rude. But I was OK with that, as long
as he left.

And that’s the last time I ever saw Steve
Jobs…

 



PART II:

 


THE DURING TEST




 


“I am not crazy. My reality is just
different from yours.”

—The Cheshire Cat, Alice’s Adventures in
Wonderland

 


“Leave the beaten path and dive into the
woods.”

—Alexander Graham Bell

 



Chapter 3.0

 


April 11, 1980

 


…until it wasn’t.

I was scrutinizing the new Snoopy phone on
my desk, trying to decide if it was appropriate for a professional
office. It was a masterpiece of 3D plastic molding: a smiling,
foot-high figure of the iconic character and his sidekick,
Woodstock, standing on a telephone base. It was a playful personal
phone, but was it a proper private eye phone? I worried it might
send the wrong message to prospective clients, that I was silly and
frivolous and that they could not take me seriously. I had a
solution to that eventuality, if it ever occurred: I’d show them my
gun.

I was interrupted when—once again—Steve Jobs
entered my office.

He was still gangly and lanky, still
awkwardly angular. He seemed to have settled on a wardrobe by now,
however, as he was dressed in blue jeans and a long-sleeved dress
shirt, just as I’d last seen him. He’d added round wireframe
glasses since then. His thick hair was still long and still swooped
over his forehead, but on this visit, he’d shaved the satanic beard
and was sporting a Frank Zappa look: a mustache and a “jazz beard”
under his bottom lip.

He didn’t wait to be invited to sit. He just
sat.

“Well well well, if it isn’t Mr. Steven
Jobs,” I said in mock astonishment.

“Third time’s the charm,” he said with a
knowing smirk.

“And what can I not do for you this
time?”

“I think I’m being followed.”

No polite amenities; no screwing around with
small talk.

“By who?”

“ ‘By whom,’ you illiterate idiot.
You clearly don’t know shit about grammar.”

He’d been in my office thirty seconds and
already I wanted to slap him. In my experience, however—and despite
Sam Spade’s typical modus operandi—many potential clients do
not respond well to being slapped. So I stifled my instinct and
played along.

“Don’t you have your own security people to
handle things like this?”

“I don’t want to do this in-house.”

“So you decided to come to my little
outhouse?”

“I don’t want to use corporate resources.
For all I know, there might be a mole in my company. Who knows? I’m
not sure who I can trust.”

“So what makes you think you can trust
me?”

He gave this some thought until he had a
bullet-point argument to present.

“The first guys I hired took three weeks to
track down my birth father,” he said. “You did it in three days.
That indicated to me that you were efficient. My next request? What
you called ‘industrial espionage’? You agreed with my ethics
consultant—my own personal Jiminy Cricket—which indicated to me
that you have integrity.”

“Aw, shucks,” I demurred. “I thought it was
because I have a gun.”

“No,” he said. “It was because I decided you
must be good at what you do to make a living as a detective in a
small town like Los Gatos. But mostly it’s because you work
cheap.”

Not today, I decided.

“Speaking of which…” I replied.

We talked fee. It was a pretty one-sided
talk. I told him my rates—my new, improved rates—and he agreed.

“OK,” I said, hitting the carriage return.
“Who do you think might be following you?”

He shrugged and shook his head. “I don’t
know. We’re going public in a few weeks—”

“Who’s ‘we’? And what does that mean, ‘going
public’?”

He looked at me as though he was assessing
me for a spot in a Special Ed class.

“ ‘We’ is Apple Computer, the company I
founded,” he said slowly. “And ‘going public’ means we’re going to
start selling shares of stock to the public. So it might be the SEC
following me.”

“The Securities and Exchange
Commission?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Doing some research on me.
See if I’m legit. Trustworthy.”

“Deep background by the stock market cops,”
I said. “Or…?”

“Or it could be the FTC.”

“The Federal Trade Commission. Makes sense.
Consumer protection. They’d want to make sure you were legit as
well—no fraud or deception.”

“Or it might be the FBI. Checking me out,
see if I’m loyal.”

“Right. Make sure you’re not gonna sell
American high-tech to the godless commies. Or trade it for the
hostages in Iran.”

“Or,” he said, tugging absently at his soul
patch, “somebody could just be plotting a simple, garden-variety
kidnapping. I’m worth over a million dollars.”

“Possible,” I said. “That kind of thing
happens in South America all the time.”

“Could be the FCC,” he continued.

I must have had a quizzical look on my face.
I don’t know—I was too busy being confused to pay attention to my
expression.

“They set the standards for electronic
devices,” he explained. “Or it might be Xerox, although I don’t
know why they’d be after me since they’re stockholders now. Might
be HP… No, I know those guys. They’re trustworthy. Too
ethical.”

“Xerox makes copy machines,” I said. “And,
uh, HP? What does that stand for?”

He stared at me like my middle name was Ed
and my first name was Special. “I can’t believe you live in Silicon
Valley and don’t know any of this shit,” he growled. “What a bozo.
I’m beginning to think you’re not very bright.”

Jesus. Even Gandhi would want to bitch-slap
this crass asshole.

“All I know is what I read in the funny
papers,” I cracked back. “So what is it exactly that you want from
me?”

“Three things,” he replied. “One, I want to
find out whether or not I’m actually being followed. Two, if I
am being followed, I want you to find out who it is and what
they want. And third, I want you to stop them. This is all very
distracting, and I’m working on a lot of big things. I don’t have
the bandwidth for sidetracks like this. I just want it to end. You
think you can accomplish any of that?”

I ignored the blunt insult and nodded. “One:
yes. Two: yes, And three… Well, I do have a gun.”

“That’s a little mega-overreactive, I’d
say,” he said.

I’d tried to tease him but he was clearly
dead serious about his troubles.

“All right,” I said. “Consider me hired.
Sleuth and bodyguard. We’ll start with One: establishing whether or
not you’re being tailed. Do you think you were followed here?”

He nodded.

“Well, then let’s find out,” I suggested
brightly.

“What are you thinking?”

Here’s what I was thinking:

It’s dinnertime. I’m hungry. Laurel is
working swing in the Pediatric ICU at Good Sam, so I can’t show up
at her house and talk her into cooking for me, which means I can
stick with Steve. Or that I’m stuck with Steve. We’ve gotta go
somewhere far enough away that we can be certain someone is in fact
following us, and public enough that they can hide and watch us if
they want but can’t abduct us in front of witnesses. Pianto’s on
Stevens Creek? Best ravioli in the world. No—it’s a deli; only
three tables. Too small. And I’d just want to go next door to JJ’s
Blues Lounge to listen to some music after dinner anyway. Pedro’s
is here in town. Short walk down the street. Not far enough to
establish a tail, though. If there even is one. But Mexican? Mmmm.
Jalisco Taco Bar on Stevens Creek? Great food. Big enough, but
never busy enough that the tail can hide from us, or crowded enough
that they couldn’t abduct us. Ah, but—

I knew exactly where we should go. I
figured, what the hell. Maybe Jobs was just paranoid. At least I’d
get a free meal out of this scruffy, irritating beatnik.
Ex-beatnik.

“OK,” I announced. “I have a plan. Let’s
go.”

As he rose to leave, I opened a side drawer
in my desk and brought out a small compact, which sounds redundant,
but isn’t.

“I know you were on TV,” Steve said, “but do
you really need makeup to do this job? A disguise?”

“You’ll see,” I said, slipping the compact
into my pocket. I opened the bottom desk drawer and retrieved my
gun.

Steve took one look at the piece and
froze.

“You’re bringing a gun?” he asked
quietly.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said. “I’m
licensed. And I’ve never had to use it off the firing range.”

“Still, makes me nervous. I got robbed at
gunpoint once, in the parking lot of a pizza joint in Sunnyvale.
That’s what motivated me to get out of the blue box business.”

I had no idea what he was talking about, but
it was irrelevant to his main concern: the gun.

“Think of it as an insurance policy,” I said
to him. “You have no idea who’s after you.” If anyone, I
said to myself. “It’s a safety net. And the safety’s on. If they
are in fact bad guys, this can level the playing field.”

The gun was small and flat and fit nicely in
the palm of my hand. I held it up like I was palming a card in some
dangerous closeup magic trick. Now you don’t see it, now you do. My
gun is quick. Maybe not as quick as a card trick, but it has a lot
more impact.

“Beretta Four-Eighteen,” I said.
“Semi-automatic pistol. Eight-round mag of twenty-five caliber
bullets.”

“Beautiful design,” he said, his curiosity
or sense of aesthetics apparently overcoming some of his
trepidation. “Nice sleek lines. Sweet curves.”

I tucked the piece into the waistband of my
jeans and pulled the bottom of my black Moody Blues T-shirt over
it.

“Voila,” I gestured. “Invisible.”

“Wait a minute,” he said. “A Beretta? Isn’t
that the gun James Bond uses? Is that why you chose it?”

“No,” I said, maybe a little too
forcefully.

 


 



Chapter 3.1

 


I shrugged into the red Pendleton shirt I
was currently using as a jacket and we left the office. As I locked
the door, Steve headed down the hallway to the stairs. He was about
to turn right and take the staircase that led to the rear
entrance.

“No,” I said. “Use the other staircase. On
your left.”

“But my car is parked out back.”

“Yeah, so’s mine. But we don’t know if your
tail is watching the back door or the front door. So we exit using
the front door then walk about the building to the rear parking
lot. That gives them plenty of time to spot you no matter which
door they’re watching.”

We exited out onto E. Santa Cruz Avenue. I
just stood there on the sidewalk for a minute, looking around.

“Are we going?” Steve asked.

“Yeah, soon. We need to give your tail a
chance to wake up and spot us.”

He didn’t argue, so I didn’t move. Instead,
I pointed up the street.

“East Santa Cruz Avenue,” I said. “The main
drag. Pedro’s Mexican restaurant is a couple of blocks that way.
And the Chart House. Surf and turf; great steaks. The Gatos
theater, a leftover from the Art Deco movie palaces of the
twenties. Looks its age. And the Black Watch. It’s a dive bar, but
I’m honor bound to drink there occasionally since I’m
Scottish.”

He scrutinized me closely. “You don’t look
Scottish.”

I shrugged. “Scottish on my mom’s side. My
dad was adopted. We don’t know what he was. Various clues indicate
an Italian, a Greek, or a Syrian as the leading contenders.”

“Assyrian?” he said. “They still
around?”

“Mountain Charley’s bar,” I said, continuing
my stationary tour by pointing across the street. Then I aimed a
finger in the opposite direction, toward the Post Office and the
entrance to Highway 17 South. “Montebello Park. Nice view from my
office.” We began walking toward the park, past the Curious
Bookshop that occupied the ground floor of my building. When we
turned the corner onto Main, I pointed down the street. “Big
antiques store in the old Opera House right there. Civic Center a
few blocks down the road—police and public library. Farther down,
Los Gatos High and the Jaguar and Ferrari dealership. And my
dentist’s office.”

“Yeah, I know Los Gatos a little,” he
remarked. “Bought a house here last year. Up in the foothills.” He
looked back the way we’d come. “Did I see a place called ‘Carrie
Nation’s’? Is that a bar?”

“Yeah. Why? You want a drink?”

“Nah. I don’t drink. Much. A beer or a glass
of wine occasionally. Looks like it might be a good place to have a
business meeting is all. I just like the irony, naming a bar after
a rabid temperance leader.”

We took a left into the parking lot behind
my building. This was the first time I’d stood next to the guy. He
was, I’d estimate, about six-two. I’m six even, but he stooped a
bit, like a bent straw, so we appeared almost even.

“Where’s your car?” he asked.

I didn’t want him to see the piece of shit I
was driving. He might lose all respect for me. I know I would.

“We should take your car,” I said. “That’s
what your tail will be looking for. It’s familiar to them, and we
don’t want to throw them any curve balls. Don’t want to confuse
them. Or lose them.”

He nodded and led me to his car: a silver
Mercedes-Benz 450SL. The two-door coupe. Brand new.

“No license plates?” I noticed. I am a
detective, after all, and trained in the fine art of observing the
obvious.

He smiled a crooked smile and unlocked the
car.

“Yeah, I know that trick,” I said. “Lease a
new one every six months so you never have to have permanent
plates. Protects your privacy.”

“How do you know about that?” he said.

Now it was my turn to smile. “You hired a
detective,” I said, climbing into the passenger seat. “Nice wheels.
Elegant. Graceful. Classy.”

“Yeah. It was either this or a new Jaguar
XJS. Love both of them. Beautiful designs. All curves, no angles.
Smooth, sleek, efficient.”

“You know a lot about cars?”

“Not really,” he said. “I’m more into
design. My dad is the car guy. When I was a kid I used to help him
do repairs in our garage. But I had no interest in cars. I just
wanted to spend time with my dad.”

“Your adopted dad?”

“My dad,” he said, starting the car.
It purred smoothly. “So where we going?”

I gestured behind us.

“Eventually, Campbell. But right now, just
go back the way we walked. Right on Main, right on Santa Cruz.
Whether your tail is out front or back here, they’ll spot you.
We’ll give ‘em redundant chances and multiple opportunities.”

“Isn’t that itself redundant?” he mumbled.
Rhetorically, I assumed.

We headed down E. Santa Cruz. When we
reached the Highway 9 intersection he turned on his clicker for a
right turn.

“No, no,” I directed. “Keep going
straight.”

“Campbell? We’re not taking Seventeen?”

“No. The freeway’s too fast. Too big a risk
of losing them. We’ll take the back way. Surface streets.”

The street name changed to Winchester
Boulevard, but we drove on as if the name didn’t matter. Because it
didn’t.

I pulled out the compact and opened it, then
held it between us.

“Oh,” he said. “I get it. Your own little
secret rearview mirror. You look for the tail, but they can’t see
you looking.”

“You catch on,” I said. It was too soon to
tell if any specific car was following us. There was one candidate:
a poop brown Pontiac Cutlass I might have seen earlier. It’s
difficult to mistake that ugly rectangular grill and those nasty
square headlights for any other car. I’d keep checking.

“You mentioned your dad,” I said, clipping
the compact shut. “What’s he do?”

“He’s an engineer. Worked for International
Harvester in the Midwest before he moved out here. Before I was
born.”

“No shit? My dad worked sales at IH in
Illinois. Before we moved out here. What’s he do now?”

“My dad? He works at Lockheed.”

“Whose doesn’t?” I chuckled. “Everybody I’ve
ever known in the Valley has some relative who works for
Lockheed.”

“Or IBM.”

“Yeah. Even Steven Spielberg’s dad worked
for IBM.”

“Wow. Cool.”

“Yeah, his family lived here a couple of
years in the mid-sixties. He graduated from Saratoga High School.
But yeah, Lockheed and IBM were the two anchors. Between the two of
them, they jumpstarted the Valley into the twentieth century.”

“Twenty-first,” he said. With
conviction.

“Feels that way, yeah. The New Florence. But
all that…progress gets a little exhausting. One of the
things I like about Los Gatos is how it never seems to change.
Still looks and feels the same as when I first saw it in the early
sixties.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Really incredible how much
the Valley has changed in the last twenty years.”

“Oh, for sure. Used to be called ‘The Valley
of Heart’s Delight.’”

“And now it’s Silicon Valley.”

“All those orchards back
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