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Chapter 1

 

He liked it down there. Yes, it was damp and cold, but without the constant wind off the ocean, it was tolerable, even comfortable. He liked the quiet best of all. No horns beeping, sirens, engine noises, or human babbling. He could think clearly. All that noise distracted him, and set off his panic attacks. It was peaceful. There was no one to make fun of him, bully him, hurt him. He would live here if he could.

He walked through the tunnel, guided by the beam from the headlamp he wore, struggling to drag the man's naked corpse behind him. He wore a cheap set of coveralls over a sweatshirt--the hood pulled up and tied snugly under his chin--rubber gloves, and plastic bags over his shoes. He duct taped the sleeves around his wrists and the legs around his ankles. A headlamp provided the only light.

His favorite TV show, CSI: Crime Scene Investigation, Las Vegas, had taught him how to best prevent leaving trace evidence behind. Though canceled a few years ago, he religiously watched all the re-runs. He was confident the police would find no evidence of value on or around the corpse.

Reaching his destination, he placed the man in a sitting position against the wall across from a small access panel. Taking a jar of honey from his pocket, he poured it over the body, replacing the empty jar in his coveralls to dispose of far from the scene. He smiled, thinking--the rats will eat well tonight. 

He opened the access panel to the Bay Area Rapid Transit tunnel enough to reach through to tape an envelope on the outside, addressed to Homicide Inspector Vince Torelli, SFPD, 850 Bryant St. He would monitor the panel each night and if not gone in three days, would make an anonymous call from a pay phone to the BART Police Department advising them of the envelope's location. 

Looking at his watch's luminous dial, he saw it was after ten p.m. He knew no one would be on the other side of the panel, having spent several days watching it from the BART tube five hundred feet past the Embarcadero Station. All the time he watched from a niche just large enough to conceal him, he never saw anyone that far in, and only occasionally saw the small electric inspection cart drive by.

He found the panel by accident, as he usually kept his wanderings to the tunnels that branched off through Chinatown. He would come up into the neighborhood and break into the shops, stealing only food or small amounts of money. Having explored those as much as he could, he took to wandering through the BART tunnels in the early morning hours. When he found the access panel, he was curious about its purpose. He managed to get it open and discovered this other tunnel, constructed decades earlier for an unknown purpose. He quickly realized it was exactly what he needed to carry out his plans. The body in the tunnel, Alex Chesterson, was the first of several victims in those plans. 

His task completed, he strolled to the exit and changed into the clean garments he'd stashed in a black plastic garbage bag--levis, socks, underwear, t-shirt and a zippered sweatshirt--placing the other clothes, gloves, and shoe coverings into the bag, he exited onto Judah Street near 19th Avenue, through a small basement door of the Calvary United Methodist Church. Few people were walking the streets at that time of the night, and none paid any attention to an ordinary looking man strolling along carrying a garbage bag. It was not unusual to see such a sight on the streets of San Francisco. 

At some point, the church had used the tunnel as a storage area. The boxes and old furniture were moldy and crumbling from the damp air. It was apparent no one had been inside the tunnel for years. Rats had chewed holes in the cardboard boxes and made nests inside. 

He walked the few blocks to Elk Glen Lake in Golden Gate Park, put several large rocks in the bag and sealed the top with several wraps of duct tape. Using his small pocket knife, he cut a few small slashes in the bag and threw it as far as he could into the lake, and watched as the bag sank beneath the dark water.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

Vince arrived at his office a bit early, leaving the hospital after being checked out at the emergency room. He had to finish his report on a homicide from three days earlier. 

He poured himself a cup of coffee from the pot in the break room next to his office, and limped to his desk. His knee ached from the sprain he suffered earlier that night.

He and his partner, Bobby Mattox, had solved the homicide quickly, arresting the former boyfriend of the murder victim. Fingerprints had been lifted from her apartment, the murder scene, and run through the department's fingerprint database. A hit was made identifying them as belonging to Matthew Grayson, who was known to the department as a car thief and burglar. His rap sheet showed numerous arrests and convictions, mostly for property crimes. There were no violent felonies on his record.

Grayson decided he didn't want to get arrested and bolted out the back when he saw Vince and Bobby, with uniformed officers, approaching his front door. 

He made it out before the officers assigned to the rear of the small house were in position. They did, however, see him run out the door and turn up the alley leading to the street. 

Alerted by radio, Vince ran toward the alley, followed closely by Bobby, arriving at the entrance at the same time as the suspect. Grayson tried to dodge past them but crashed into Vince, knocking him to the ground as he fell. Vince grabbed hold of his leg and prevented him from getting to his feet for the few seconds it took Bobby to catch up. They got him handcuffed and under control before the uniforms caught up. After the uniformed officers took the suspect away, Bobby, against Vince's protests, drove him to the emergency room. The examining doctor determined he had a moderate sprain to his left knee, along with an abrasion to his elbow. The abrasion was treated, his knee wrapped with an ace bandage, and he was released with a prescription for pain meds. The doctor gave him a note for his supervisor to place him on light duty for ten days. Vince thanked him, and as he limped out the front door, threw the note in the waste can.

Bobby arrived shortly, got coffee, walked over to Vince, and sat on the corner of his desk. "See, if you had let me take the lead, I would've gotten there before Grayson and none of this would've happened. You're getting slow in your old age, Partner."

"Yeah? So how come you arrived in second place?" he responded. "You do know coming in second makes you the first loser, right?"

Bobby chuckled and walked to his desk to write his own report. He had been Vince's partner for two years, and during that time they had become close friends. He enjoyed working with Vince and was still in awe of his investigative skills. He seemed to have a sixth sense when it came to homicide investigations. Several times he played a "hunch" that, to Bobby, seemed to be a waste of time, yet turned out to be the lead that resulted in the case being solved. 

By six a.m., they were finished and getting ready to go to breakfast when Vince's phone rang.

"Homicide, Inspector Torelli," He listened for a few moments, then said, "Just getting ready to go get something to eat, why?"

Bobby heard the one sided conversation and walked over out of curiosity.

"A BART sergeant to see me? Did she say what it was about?" Silence for a few moments, then, "OK. Send her up."

He hung up, and Bobby asked, "What's that all about?"

"Not sure. Said she had an envelope addressed to me. An inspection crew found it taped to the wall of the BART tunnel a few hundred feet west of the Embarcadero Station."

"Did she say what was in it?"

"No. We'll find out in a few."

Vince met her at the door and escorted her in, offering coffee. "You're welcome to a cup, Sergeant...?" 

"Nielson, Andi Nielson. I'll pass. Had enough coffee for today. I'm going off duty in an hour and won't sleep a wink if I have anymore."

Sergeant Nielson had been with BART PD for eleven years, making sergeant two years ago. Vince thought she was around five foot six, and trim, with auburn hair pulled into a severe bun. She wore little makeup, and he saw she didn't need much. Her natural good looks showed through. The crowning touches were her hazel eyes and a charming smile. He noticed a faint one-inch scar running down from the left corner of her mouth. Her uniform was neatly pressed, boots polished, her duty belt clean and in good shape. She carried a Smith and Wesson M&P 40 caliber sidearm. 

Vince motioned her to the chair next to his desk. As they sat he said, "I understand you have an envelope for me?"

"Yes. An inspection crew found it a couple of hours ago taped to the wall of the tunnel between the Embarcadero and Montgomery Street stations." She handed him a plastic baggie with the envelope inside. "The crew was smart enough not to handle it without gloving up. We didn't open it, as it was addressed to you. Felt it might be connected to a crime you were working."

"Your inspection crew carries rubber gloves with them?"

"Oh, yeah. You never know what might be found in the tunnels with the homeless wandering through at all hours of the night."

"Isn't that kind of dangerous for them?"

"Yeah, but they usually don't go in until after the trains stop running at midnight."

"Huh, never knew that." Looking at Bobby he said, "Guess you learn something new every day." 

Taking a pair of gloves from the desk drawer, he pulled them on, then opened the baggie and removed the envelope. He carefully sliced it open and removed the contents, a single sheet of paper. Vince read it quickly, frowning. He laid it on the baggie and turned it so Bobby and Sergeant Nielson could read it.

Neatly printed in large letters, it read, "This is the first of many. Sic semper tyrannis." A one inch square color photo of a smiling boy was taped to the page below the message.

"This is what John Wilkes Booth yelled as he shot Lincoln--Thus always to tyrants," Bobby commented.

"Yes," Sergeant Nielson replied. "It was originally attributed to Brutus during the assassination of Julius Caesar, though its true origin is unknown."

"I wonder what its significance is," Vince asked, more to himself. "What do you make of the photo, Bobby?" he asked as he refolded the paper, replaced it in the envelope, and returned it to the plastic baggie.

"Haven't a clue, Vince. It looks like a school yearbook photo, maybe of a seventh or eighth grader. It looks old, like it was taken twenty years ago."

"I thought the same. It's important, but I wonder what the connection is."

Turning to Nielson he asked, "Where exactly was it found?"

"As I said, taped to the wall...actually to a small service, or access, door in the tunnel, why?"

Ignoring her question, he replied, "Is the door still in use?" 

"No. It hasn't been opened in more than a decade."

"Are you sure about that?" Bobby asked.

"Well, as far as we know. There wouldn't be any reason to open it. Probably just opens up into a small storage room."

"Can you take us to it? I'd like to see it for myself," Vince asked.

"Not while the trains are running. It would be too dangerous. The evacuation walkways are narrow without much clearance between the wall and the trains. We would have to stop the trains for a while, or we could wait until after midnight."

"I don't want to wait. I have a hunch we need to open that door. Might be something behind it we're meant to find."

Bobby rolled his eyes. "Here we go with the hunch, again," he said. He turned to Sergeant Nielson. "I've learned to trust his hunches, so I suggest you get going on stopping the trains. How long will it take?"

"Not too long, if we can convince my administration of the necessity, and honestly, it's a bit thin right now."

Vince stood up and told her, "Do your best, please. Bobby and I'll meet you at the Embarcadero Station in an hour. Meanwhile, we'll take the envelope and note to forensics to be photographed, tested for prints, DNA, fibers, and anything else they can find. Oh, and before you go, can I get you to sign this chain of evidence form?"

"Sure. You'll fill it out later?"

"As soon as you sign it."

She took it from him and signed. "OK. See you on the platform."
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Vince and Bobby were waiting on the platform as the last train was allowed through. They left a message for their boss, Lieutenant Simons, advising him of their suspicions and what they were up to. Sgt. Nielson stood with them, awaiting the arrival of her Lieutenant and a BART Detective.

"How's the knee?" Bobby asked.

"Not bad. I got one of those neoprene braces. It fits tight enough to give support. I can walk fine with it on."

"No pain?"

"Almost none. A couple ibuprofen tablets help, too. Look, if you're wondering if I can walk the tunnel, the answer is yes."

"Just checking, Boss. Hey, here comes the BART Sergeant."

"Good morning Sergeant Nielson," Vince greeted her. "So, how did you convince your bosses to stop the trains?"

"It wasn't easy, but once I had the watch commander persuaded, he called the Operations Control Center Manager and told him to hold the trains due to a pending investigation. The manager had the trains stopped and the third rail powered off. I kinda fudged the facts a bit. Told them there was a strong probability a homicide had occurred in the tunnel, based on the note and photo. Oh, and I might have led them to believe you were already investigating a similar case."

Vince and Bobby grinned at each other. "I like her, Vince," Bobby said. "Can we keep her?"

"How long can we keep the tunnel closed?" Vince asked.

"As long as you need. 

"Thanks, Sergeant, and good work. I'd like you to accompany us into the tunnel, along with your detective."

"Absolutely, Inspector.” She grinned, and said, "Sure hope this doesn't make a liar out of me." 

It was now 7:45 in the morning, the height of the commute, and no BART trains were running past the Embarcadero station. Sergeant Nielson had arranged to have several BART officers standing by at the Embarcadero and Montgomery Street stations to seal the tunnel at both ends of the search area, an approximate one-mile distance.

Nielson's lieutenant arrived, along with the detective, Sam Wilson. She introduced them to Vince and Bobby, and, together, they came up with a plan. Vince, Bobby, Sgt. Nielson, and the BART detective would walk to where the envelope had been found, take a look at the service door and whatever was behind it, if they could gain access. 

Sergeant Nielson was responsible for scene security and, if needed, requesting the SFPD CSI unit. She would call for any additional support should it be necessary. Her lieutenant was designated as the contact officer for the team and for the press, should they show up. Vince's small team was given hard hats with headlamps, reflective vests, flashlights, and walkie-talkie radios. After gearing up and a radio check, they set off. Vince and Sergeant Nielson moved along the narrow walkway, and Bobby and Detective Wilson walked along the tracks.

The air in the tunnel was fresh and cool, thanks to the ventilation system. Evenly spaced dim lights along the way gave enough light to see where they were going, but were not bright enough for their search.

 They proceeded slowly, looking for anything out of place. Other than discarded empty wine bottles, beer cans, food containers, and assorted other trash, nothing caught their attention. It took them forty minutes to reach the access panel.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

Vince shined his flashlight on the small door, noticing the dust on the outside was disturbed where the envelope had been taped. He shined the light along its edges, looking for a handle or hinges. At the top, he saw what appeared to be four finger marks pointing downward.

"See this, Sergeant? Looks like someone on the other side grabbed the top and pulled it closed."

"Sure does. I'm thinking it was whoever opened the door and taped the envelope to it."

"Yep, me, too. Hey, Bobby." He called. "You two find anything along the tracks?"

"Nope, nothing that seems important. We bagged a couple of cigarette butts, just in case, but they look like they've been here a while."

"OK. Come over, and we'll see about removing this door."

Bobby and Detective Wilson climbed onto the walkway next to Vince.

"You got your knife with you?" Vince asked.

"Yeah," he replied, unclipping the Gerber folding knife from his belt and handing it to him.

Vince opened the blade and inserted it along the top of the door. Pulling the handle toward him, expecting some resistance, he was surprised when the door came loose and fell out.

"That was easy." Vince shined his flashlight in the opening and saw he was staring directly at a body. 

He was startled by the appearance of the corpse. The face resembled raw hamburger, like someone had taken a hatchet to it. The eyes were gone--just empty, mangled sockets. There were pockets of raw flesh on the chest and upper arms. He saw shiny stuff covering the head and torso. Ants were crawling over the body, and in and out of the eye sockets.

He backed off a bit and drew his pistol. Seeing him do that, Bobby un-holstered his gun, as did Sgt. Nielson and Detective Wilson. Not looking away from the opening, Vince told them, "We're going to need forensics and a tactical team."
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An hour and a half later, after Lieutenant Simons confirmed the tunnel next to the BART train tunnel was not BART property, he advised Vince and Bobby they would be the primary investigators.

The SWAT team had completed its search of the tunnel for any suspects, and forensics was allowed in. Numerous photographs of the corpse were taken from all angles, documenting the injuries to its face and body, and the victim's fingerprints were rolled, to be run for possible identification. The tunnel couldn't be printed due to the dampness. Photos were taken of what appeared to be fresh footprints leading up to and away from the body, as well as the drag marks.

The victim was carefully removed from the tunnel to the BART side and transported to the morgue. The forensics team conducted a more thorough search for evidence in the tunnel, in both directions, making casts of the footprints and collecting what they deemed to be potential evidence. 

After the corpse had been removed, Vince and the other team members went back to the SFPD homicide office to go over the investigation up to that point. "So," Vince said, "Why was the envelope addressed to me? Any ideas?" he asked the group.

Bobby answered, "Maybe the suspect knows you, or heard of you."

Sergeant Nielson posed a thought. "It's like he, or she, is daring you to solve it, Sir."

"Good points," Vince answered. "I did that television interview two weeks ago. They really played up my successes, made me seem infallible, like I was some kind of super cop." He thought for a moment. Turning to Lieutenant Simons, he said, "It's a possibility our suspect is using the BART tunnels to move around, so I'd like Sgt. Nielson to be our contact officer if we need anything more from BART PD." 

Lieutenant Simons readily agreed. "I'll give her lieutenant a call." Turning to her, he asked, "Is that OK with you, Sergeant?"

"Yes Sir, that's fine."

"Good," Vince replied. "Bobby, get over to forensics and see if they've developed any evidence from the envelope or note. Do what you can to identify the photo, too, though that's a long shot at this point."

"Got it. You going to the morgue?"

"Yeah. I want to see if they've found the cause of death, or had the prints run yet."

"What do you want me to do, Inspector?" Andi asked.

"Vince, please. For now, just go off duty. You've had a long night. I'll be in touch."
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"Hey, Doc," Vince called out as he walked into the morgue, winding his way past the stainless steel autopsy tables. "You done with the post mortem yet?"

The forensic pathologist, Doctor Harrison, said, without looking up from his desk, "What took you so long, Torelli? We've had the body for..." he looked at his watch--"all of thirty minutes now. I expected you fifteen minutes ago."

"So is that a yes, or a no?" Vince replied, smiling. "Seriously, how ya doing, Doc?"

Standing up, he held out his hand and said, "I'm good."

Vince shook his hand. "Anything you can tell me?"

"Not much. Did a quick preliminary exam, 'cause I knew you'd soon be here. Our victim was not strangled--no petichiae in his eyes--and no bruising, redness or obvious damage to his neck. Otherwise, I've got nothing for you, other than animal activity. I suspect he may have been poisoned, or given a lethal dose of drugs. I'll know more once the blood work is done."

"Can you estimate the time of death?"

"I'd say sometime between eight p.m. and midnight last night. Rigor mortis has set in, and liver mortis has set in his buttocks and back of the legs."

"When will you do the autopsy?"

"It's been slow this week, so I can start tomorrow morning, around nine."

"Great. See you then."
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John Hastings-Bruber lay in bed staring at the ceiling of his studio apartment. He had woken a few minutes earlier, but didn't feel like getting up. He didn't have to be at work for two hours, so there was no rush.

He wondered if his note had been delivered to Inspector Torelli. He hoped so. He would take the train from the Embarcadero Station later today to see if it was gone. His heart raced a bit at the thought that Torelli might have already found the body of Alex Chesterson, the leader of the school bullies who tormented him for several years. He was not concerned about being caught. After all, he was much smarter than the great homicide inspector Vince Torelli. 

Let's see if you really are as good as they said on the news last week.

John's mind drifted back to seventh grade. It all began that first day of class, when the teacher called roll and mispronounced his name, saying blubber instead of Bruber. The snickers from the class cut him, and he blushed as he looked around at their sneering faces. 

"It's Bruber, Miss Robins; B-r-u-b-e-r, pronounced Broober." He said, his face burning with embarrassment. 

"Sorry, John. My mistake. Your name is misspelled on the roster."

From then on, they called him Blubber Boy. He could still hear their taunts. He tried to tell them it was an old English name that went back centuries. They would not listen. The name-calling was bad, but he could deal with it and the humiliation he felt. 

When he was a boy, John was small for his age, overweight, and his front teeth protruded. He was very conscious of his appearance, and was embarrassed by how he looked.

The physical bullying started a couple of weeks later. At first it was bumping into him in the hallways, or knocking his books out of his hands as they passed. He could deal with that, too, by avoiding them as much as he could. Then, one day, it turned violent. 

At times, John would take refuge in the boy's bathroom until the bell rang, then hurry to his class after the halls were clear of students. When he left the bathroom that fateful day, six of them were waiting. They surrounded him and taunted him while they pushed him back and forth. 

When he tried to run past them, the ringleader, Alex, punched him in the stomach, knocking the wind out of him. He dropped his books and fell to his knees, gasping for breath. They walked away, laughing. After John regained his breath, he sat on the floor and cried.

Once Alex and his group knew John was hiding in the bathroom until after the bell rang, they would accost him, and the bullying would continue. It got to the point where John would miss school, telling his mother he didn't feel well. He started missing so much his grades suffered, and the days he did go to school he found it hard to concentrate.

After several weeks, John reached the breaking point and lashed out at his tormentors. He took a swing at Alex. As a result, each of the six punched him several times, though never in the face. They were smart enough not to leave any visible injuries. By the time the beating ended, John was laying on the floor, vomiting and crying. With a parting kick, Alex and his cronies left. John did not report the bullying to the school authorities.

Lying on his bed, tears welled up in his eyes as he remembered the months of abuse he suffered. It continued into the next school year, and the next. So intimidated by Alex and the others, he became a loner, sitting by himself during lunch, and not participating in the games at recess. He walked with his head down, not making eye contact with anyone. He did not smile much.

John's parents knew something was different about him. They tried to talk with him, but he just said nothing was wrong, refusing to say more. They did not push it. They suspected he was having problems at school.

Between eighth and ninth grade, John's parents enrolled him in a nearby private school, where no one knew him. His mom took him to get braces to correct his buck teeth. 

During the summer he hit his growth spurt, gaining three inches in height, and dropping fifteen pounds. Away from Alex and the others, the bullying stopped. He fit in better, even made a couple of friends. His grades improved, and he seemed almost happy, at times. He started playing little league baseball, and was on the ninth-grade basketball team. Continuing to lose weight and build muscle mass, he stood five feet seven and weighed one hundred-fifty pounds by the end of the year. Now, John was six feet tall and weighed one hundred-ninety pounds. 

John got up and moved to a small desk across from the bed. He pulled on latex gloves. Taking a Diablo Crest Middle School yearbook from a drawer, he opened it to the seventh-grade class photos. Finding the picture of Frank LeFarve, he took his scissors and carefully cut it out. Smiling, he taped it to a note and placed it in an envelope.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

Frank LeFarve walked to the bus stop two blocks from the Ace Hardware he managed in San Ramon. He was hung over and tired, having not slept well. He hated his job. He thought his employees were a lazy lot and not worth what they were paid. He liked none of them, and knew the feeling was mutual.

He kept his interaction with them to a minimum, usually a loudly barked order or a snide criticism. Frank put in his forty-hours and not a minute more if he could help it. The highlight of his workday was getting to the Oasis Bar five blocks from home, and drinking until he was pleasantly drunk. Since he was divorced, twice, and had no children, he had no reason to hurry home. 

John knew his routine. He'd followed Frank after work for the last four days. Today, he arrived at the bar twenty minutes before him, and spent the time nursing a beer while talking with the bartender. Few customers were there that evening.

John sat at the bar, two seats down from where Frank usually sat. When Frank arrived, John ignored him for a quarter of an hour. He didn't think Frank would recognize him--it had been more than twenty years since they were in school together. Besides, John had changed a lot since middle school.

John was prescribed diazepam to help control his panic attacks. He knew it was a fairly fast acting sedative, and its effects were magnified when combined with alcohol. He crushed three of his pills into a powder and poured them into a small paper envelope. Knowing Frank drank heavily at the bar, he planned to strike up a conversation with him and, after a couple of evenings drinking, when the opportunity arose, he'd slip the powder into Frank's drink. When the drugs began to take effect, he would offer to take Frank home, but instead would walk him around until he was sure the drugs had kicked in before actually getting to Frank's house.

 An hour later, John was walking to work at the 22nd and Irving Market, nine blocks from his apartment. Whistling, he thought how good it would feel when he killed Frank. A couple more nights of drinking and chatting him up is all it would take.
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It was six p.m. and John was sitting in the bar waiting for Frank to arrive. John had arrived ten minutes earlier, ordered a Corona, and waited, anxious. As usual, a few customers were sitting at the small tables scattered around the dimly lit room. He wasn't concerned about anyone being able to identify him later. If questioned by the police, they all would describe him as a blonde, slightly overweight white male with a mustache. The wig and mustache came from a costume shop in another town south of San F The padding was a couple of large beach towels wrapped around his midsection, making him look thirty pounds heavier. 

A half hour passed and still no Frank. John was getting worried that he may not show up. He kept looking at the door, as if that would make Frank appear.

"Expecting someone?" the bartender asked as he wiped down the already clean bar.

"Nah. Just deciding if I should be heading home. The wife doesn't like it when I'm late. Ruins her dinner, and there's hell to pay," he replied, grinning.

"I hear ya." 

"Screw it. Give me another beer."

As the bartender placed the beer in front of him, John heard the door open and turned to see Frank walk in. Taking the seat next to him, Frank greeted the bartender and ordered his usual--Jack Daniels over. He took a large gulp, downing half the drink. Letting out an audible sigh, he shook his head.

"Have a tough day?" John asked, smiling.

"That's an understatement," Frank replied, not looking at him.

"I've had days like that."

Turning on the stool so he was facing John, he replied, "Every day is a tough day."

John stuck out his hand and said, "I'm Robert."

Shaking John's hand, he said, "Frank. Nice to meet ya."

Having broken the ice, John spent the next hour talking with Frank, commiserating over lousy lives and jobs, during which he watched Frank down three more whiskeys. John heard Frank starting to slur his words, seeming more relaxed. He bought him another drink. 

As luck would have it, Frank chose that time to go to the bathroom. He staggered a bit walking across the room.

John retrieved the envelope from his pocket with the diazepam and, seeing the bartender had his back turned, poured it into Frank's drink. He didn't stir it, afraid someone would see him. He counted on Frank being intoxicated enough not to notice the slight residue at the bottom of the glass.

When Frank returned, John raised his beer to him, saying, "Here's to better days." 

Frank replied, "To better days," as he clinked his glass with John's bottle. He took a large swallow.

Ten minutes later, Frank called for another drink. His speech was more slurred, his eyes bloodshot and half closed.

"I think you've had enough, Frank," the bartender said. "Want me to call you a cab?"

"Aw, c'mon. I'm OK. Just one more."

"I don't think so. Time to go, buddy."

"I can take him home," John offered. "He told me his house is just a few blocks from here, right?"

"That's right. You sure you can handle him? He's pretty drunk."

"Yeah. He won't be any trouble. I don't mind. Besides, it's time I left, too."

John knew the drugs were taking effect, and wanted to get Frank outside before he passed out. "Let's go, Frank. Time to head home."

Frank grunted in reply, and allowed John to guide him out of the bar. John smiled as they walked out.

Before arriving at the house, John pulled on nitrile gloves. Once outside the front, he looked up and down the dark street. Seeing most of the houses were dark, and the sidewalks deserted, he sat Frank against the door and retrieved a black plastic garbage bag containing a pair of jeans, a shirt, running shoes, and a watch cap, from behind a bush by the porch. He had purchased the clothes two days earlier from a Saint Vincent DePaul store in Pleasant Hill, a small town thirty miles east of San Francisco. He'd placed the bag behind the bush before going to the bar.

John used Frank's keys to open the door. Stepping inside, he pulled Frank in and eased him onto a recliner. The only light came from the stove fan in the kitchen. Stripping off his clothes, and dropping them in a small pile next to the door, John took the spare clothing from the bag and placed his own clothes inside. He dressed in the new clothes and donned the watch cap. 

John gave Frank more diazepam-laced whiskey, having to pour it down his throat after Frank passed out. Getting a beer from the fridge, he sat on the couch across from him and, while sipping the beer, watched him die.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

Vince was at his desk going over the forensics report when his phone rang.

"Inspector Torelli," he answered.

"Hey, Vince. Tom Micheli here." Tom was the day shift desk sergeant downstairs.

"Hi, Tom, what's up?

"Just had a kid walk in and hand me an envelope with your name on it."

"Aw, shit. I'll come down and get it. Don't let anyone touch it. Where's the kid?"

"I've got him stashed in an interview room with a uniformed officer. I know about the other envelope, so as soon as I saw your name on this one, I put it down on my desk."

"Thanks, Tom. I'm on my way."

Vince took a plastic bag with him for the envelope, to preserve any possible evidence. It looked the same as the first one, with the same writing on the front. Using his pen, he slid the envelope into the bag. 

Vince briefly interviewed the twelve-year-old boy who had delivered the envelope. As he entered the room, he smiled at him, and introduced himself. 

"First of all, I want you to know you're not in any trouble. I need to talk to the person who gave you the envelope, and I think you might be able to help me find him."

The boy looked frightened when Vince first came in, but now seemed more relaxed. "OK," he replied. 

"What's your name, Son?"

"Robby. Robby Martin. I'm twelve."

Vince smiled again, and asked, "Was it a man who gave it to you?"

"Yeah."

"Can you remember what he looked like? How old he was, his clothing, his hair color, or anything else?"

Robby thought for a moment, then said, "He wasn't as old as you. Maybe like my Dad's age."

"How old is your dad?"

"Pretty old, like thirty five, maybe. He was tall, like you, but he had blonde hair and a mustache, and was kinda chubby."

Vince stifled a chuckle, and asked, "Do you remember what he was wearing?"

"Yeah. Jeans and a brown jacket. Oh, and he had a Giants baseball cap on."

"Anything else about him that was unusual?"

"No, nothing."

"OK, Robby. How did you meet him?"

"He just came up to me and told me he would give me ten bucks to deliver the envelope to the police department. We were only a couple of blocks away, so I said OK. It was easy money. He gave me the money and just walked away."

Vince stood up. "You've been a big help, my friend." He handed him a business card and said, "If you remember anything else, call me, OK?'

"Yes, Sir."

"Good. I'm going to have an officer record what you told me, then call your Mom. We'll get you home after that."

Vince shook his hand, thanked him, and left the room. 

As he turned to go back upstairs he called out a "Thanks, Tom," to the sergeant.

Back at his desk, he donned a pair of gloves and took the envelope out
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