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Specific Usage
 
Native San Franciscans say "the city" when they refer to San Francisco.
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You'll find a lovely girl
The sweetest in the world,
You'll take her in your arms,
And tell her of her charms.
'Neath the pale moonbeams,
You'll share love's dreams,
And your pin she wears
Will show how much she cares …
 
 — excerpt from a Fraternity's Pinning Serenade
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PART I
 
TWO OF A KIND
1993-1994
 
 
 
A man that studieth revenge
Keeps his own wounds green.
 
— Francis Bacon
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER ONE
Memorial Day Weekend,
Capitola, May 1994
 
 
DEW DROP INN
The intruder noticed the owners gave fresh coats of paint to the old cutesy sign with bright gold letters on shapeless dark brown slats of driftwood. One hung from eaves on the dockside roof. Another dangled from a mailbox in front of Bradley Banks' summer home in Capitola on the Soquel Creek five miles south of Santa Cruz at the north end of Monterey Bay. 
Dew Drop Inn.
Do drop dead, all you Banks.
The intruder hesitated as an intense feeling of nostalgia overwhelmed him when he remembered vacations in Capitola from July 4th weekend through Labor Day each summer with his parents from 1940 to 1950 and 1954 to 1959 after his discharge from the Marines.  
The intruder cut phone lines, picked the front door lock, and entered a dark silent home. He dispatched Chauncy, the Banks family's friendly ginger Cocker Spaniel, with his suppressed Glock 1911 9mm pistol. No cats. Bradley Banks' son was allergic to felines.
Wimp.
Its interior hadn't changed since holidays and summers when the intruder was a frequent and welcome guest after he became best friends with Bradley Banks, a classmate at Presidio Jr. High, Lowell High School, and first year at Cal.
Familiar knotty pine walls and beamed ceiling, shiny hardwood floor, and spar-varnished stairs leading to bedrooms upstairs all brought on more fleeting moments of nostalgia for his lost, naive teenage years.
Furniture would have changed over decades. Matching expensive Italian leather sofas and chairs, designer tables, vivid accented rugs, and track lighting replaced a worn mix of American Colonial and French Provincial furniture he remembered.
Empty beer cans and residues of marijuana cigarettes littered a coffee table. All Banks' family members should be sleeping soundly upstairs.
Should I do adults first? Will the children's mother instinctively awaken at first danger to her brood, or might a child going to the bathroom cry out?
The intruder went upstairs to the master suite. Randall Banks slept on his stomach, face to the wall. His wife lay on her back snoring.
Pfft!
A bullet between her eyes.
Pfft!
A bullet to Randy Banks' temple.
Pfft! Pfft!
A second shot to each head.
Justifiable homicides.
In the guest bedroom, a brunette slept alone, her face buried in a pillow.
Randall Banks' unmarried older sister Quay. My good fortune. Bradley Banks' son, daughter, and grandchildren, his entire family all in one place.
Pfft! Pfft!
The intruder next approached the dorm where children slept.
Ugly little bastards. Obvious family resemblances to their grandfather. Each one a bad seed. The supreme test. Can I execute innocent children? Never, but these little brats are not of innocent blood.
The intruder cleared the empty clip, put it in a pocket, and replaced it with a filled one. A five-year-old girl slept in the bottom bunk, her seven-year-old brother on the upper. A ten-year-old boy turned restless in a separate bed.
Pfft! Pfft! Pfft!
All of them gone.
Easier than I anticipated, with no regrets.
A fitting prelude to what is left to be done.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO
Six months earlier,
San Francisco, November 1993
 
Thirty-three-year-old Detective Inspector Max Calderon of the San Francisco Police Department's Robbery/Homicide Division squirmed in his favorite armchair until he was in a relatively comfortable position. "It's good to be back in my apartment, Mom. Thanks for picking me up at the hospital."
Barbara "Babs" Calderon, a pleasingly plump, cheerful woman in her late fifties, placed a throw pillow on an ottoman under the cast covering her only son's right leg. "I wish you were staying with me."
"I can manage here at home with my crutches."
"Why don't you visit Barry in Florida while you're healing? Your company will also do him some good. He's still grieving over the deaths of his family. He'll take you fishing and give you good advice. You know he's been a second father to you ever since ..."
"Maybe I will, Mom, after I no longer need crutches."
"Think about it."
"I promise I will."
Max felt sick at heart whenever he thought about the highway accident that took the lives of Barry's wife, son, daughter-in-law, and grandkids, which led to his daughter's suicide. They were his family too. After Barry moved to Florida and married Ella Mae Taylor, they invited him regularly, and over the years Max was a big brother to their children, David and Alexi.
He visualized the living room wall in his mother's home where she hung her most cherished family photographs. Several were of Barry Wilk, her favorite first cousin. When they were neighbors, she had been in kindergarten while Barry had been a sixth-grade traffic boy. He'd take Bab's hand and walk her to their elementary school. She'd also added Barry's high school graduation photo, and another in Marine uniform. She'd never gotten over a little girl's crush on her older cousin.
"I'll call Barry for you." Babs took her mobile phone from a pocket, punched in the numbers, and hung up within seconds. "Got the answering machine. Hate those suckers. I'll try him later." 
Babs took a set of keys from her purse. "I left something in the car I want you to see."
After Babs shut the front door, Max's twelve-year-old daughter, Raquel, came out of the kitchen and brought him a mug of coffee. "Here we are, Dad, your favorite blend, measured exactly as you like it, half French Roast and a quarter each of Mocha and Java. I'm preparing dinner too without Grandma's help."
"You're the best, Rocky." 
He'd called his daughter by that name since her birth, and so far, she hadn't objected. He hoped she never would. Each time Max encountered abused children, he'd call Rocky to make certain she was all right.
My little girl is growing up too fast before my eyes. 
Max watched Rocky go back into the kitchen. Her white blouse and pleated vermilion and navy-blue plaid skirt of her Catholic school uniform could no longer hide her developing breasts and curves. Two months earlier, her mother had given him the unsettling news their daughter had experienced her first menstruation. 
With her fiery dark brown eyes, narrow assertive nose, and confident bearing, Rocky was, as he tried to be objective about it, an exceptionally attractive child on the threshold of womanhood. No doubting my paternity, he thought with justifiable pride. Raquel's face was a feminine version of his, and he prayed her nose would never be broken playing sports the same as his was several times. 
She's one hell of a softball pitcher too.
Max also thanked God his daughter was not interested in tattoos, piercings, and bizarre hair coloring and styles. Nor any boy of that type. Hopefully no boys yet. When the time came, he'd run background checks on all of them, legal or not.
Max felt guilty he couldn't spoil Raquel as he always did on the weekends she stayed with him. She was the only child of his failed marriage to Maureen Monaghan, whom he'd met at San Francisco State when Public Relations detailed him to give a lecture for one of her college's Criminal Science courses. He'd been selected because he was Valedictorian at his graduation from USF and for his good looks.
At that time, Maureen was in her first year as an Assistant Professor of English Literature, with a PhD specialty in Anglo-Irish writers of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. They'd met in the library and experienced mutual attraction at first sight. 
Maureen was a classic Irish beauty, with curly auburn red hair, green eyes, a turned-up nose, freckles, and the most fetching smile he'd ever had bestowed upon him. Max was surprised to fall in love so easily. He'd ricocheted from woman to woman and believed he would never get over his earlier passionate college romance with Quay Banks, which had an ugly ending. Years later, he realized what attracted him most to Maureen was her difference from Quay in every way by a solid one-eighty degrees.
Throughout their courtship and early months of marriage, Maureen gave no indication she wanted him to quit the Department until Raquel was born nine months after their wedding night. At that time, he was working undercover in Narcotics and required by his superiors to grow his hair long, wear earrings, add a scruffy beard, and generally appear as a lowlife.
Because Max refused to quit SFPD, Maureen filed for civil divorce. As relatively lapsed Catholics, they did not want to go the annulment route and make Raquel illegitimate even though that stigma was becoming irrelevant.
Maureen was not a bitter woman and granted Max generous parental rights. Four years later, she married a Jewish stockbroker, their wedding officiated by a judge, and she had two more children. As Raquel grew older, Maureen allowed their daughter to visit Max more often than their settlement specified.
Max hadn't married again. Having been aware of so many of his colleagues' marital problems and witnessing their high divorce rate. He believed he'd never again wed. The high number of Domestic Violence calls to which he'd responded also contributed to his negative view of marriage.
Mom is carrying a large briefcase. She wants to discuss her business.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER THREE
Calderon Coffee 
November 1993
 
Babs returned carrying a briefcase, sat beside Max, and took out a sheet of paper. "Take a look at these numbers. My business needs to take a quantum leap if I want to survive. I need help. I can't expand it alone. It's either take in a partner I can never fully trust, or sell out. If I stay in business, I'll have to open several more gourmet shops, then franchise them and go national, or I could create a mail-order business. Otherwise, I'll never be able to compete against the biggies like Starbucks and The Coffee Bean."
"Either way looks ambitious."
"I've got a tiger by the tail, Max, and can't let go. Either I expand or sell out. If I expand, I'd need you in the business with me."
"Mom, it isn't as dire as you say. You can put your company up for auction today, and one of the big chains will buy you out for plenty of long green. You've worked hard all your life. Why not retire and enjoy yourself?"
"It isn't money. Our company has your father's, his father's, and grandfather's family name. I'd be betraying them if I sell out."
"Tío Felipe still owns the plantation and the coffee export company in Columbia that bears our Calderon name. You know I've never been interested in business."
"That's what our cousin Barry always said and look how well he did."
"He always claims he got lucky, like many do in real estate."
"Your father would have expanded the business. And if he were still alive, you'd be working with him."
Max agreed that was true. If his father hadn't been murdered, he never would have given any thought to being in Law Enforcement. He again went over the figures his mother gave him. "It seems your experiment is working out."
"Better than we thought."
Despite handicaps, his mother's prototype store was a raging success. Shut out of the local malls because the big chains had clout, Babs found a location with heavy foot traffic next to a free-standing Barnes and Noble bookstore in an open mall down the Peninsula near Stanford University, which included two high-end restaurants, a Circuit City, and a discount ladies clothing store. Several office buildings nearby supplied another steady stream of customers.
His mother's boutique sold an international assortment of packaged and loose coffee beans, with Café Calderon most prominently displayed, milk and soft drinks, a variety of coffee makers, cups and saucers, and other accessories. Decorated as a comfortable living room, it also offered a take-out-only menu of pre-packaged meals: Bagels and sweet rolls for breakfast; lunch and dinner of diet wraps and sandwiches or a half pound of meats for serious eaters; and a decent assortment of desserts, all at half most restaurant prices. 
The help had to stay behind the counter. If Babs hired mobile food servers or dishwashers, it would be designated a restaurant with more of California's anti-business permits and restrictions. 
Babs paid eighty-two cents a pound for Café Calderon beans and put about six cents worth into a demitasse selling for a dollar-twenty-five regular, more for exotic beans. That was a minimum of a dollar-nineteen gross profit per cup. 
"Max, you see it in front of your eyes. My prototype store needs four hundred dollars a day to break even. We're averaging eight hundred to a thousand cups, not to mention the incredible profit we make on our high-end packaged and loose imported beans at fifteen to forty dollars a pound."
"Mom, I've always said you ought to be busted for robbery."
Babs chuckled. "I might do something like Gevalia." Babs showed Max an elaborate brochure. "Forget the gift baskets, cakes, and other high-end items. The minimum order must be for two pounds of premium coffee each month, over twenty dollars a customer. And they've got at least two million customers. That's a forty million dollar gross each month on coffee alone. In the meantime, I'm negotiating with Barnes and Noble to get in next to them whenever they open a new store or get them to serve my coffee exclusively. Quality books and coffee. That's why I need you in the business."
"What would I do? I'm trained to be a detective."
"But you're educated to be anything, Max. You can scout locations. Go to food fairs. Check out state-of-the-art coffee machines. You're fluent in Spanish and can travel throughout Latin America and the Caribbean. Those macho Latinos still prefer to deal with a man. Even your uncles who run the Calderon plantation would prefer to deal with you.
Max never overcame his contempt for one aspect of business he despised, kissing ass and even worse for making a deal. He'd experienced all that once before. He'd sworn never again. 
Max pretended to study his mother's figures and the brochure. He wasn't ready to tell her what he decided to do with the rest of his life. For the past year, Max thought more and more about turning in his badge and gun. The circumstances of his last case could very well have been the final straws. 
He arrived at a homicide scene at an apartment on Webster in the Fillmore where missing children were found too late. The adorable boys and girls had been tortured, mutilated, and murdered by a known pedophile psychopath. The asshole, a reference Max used for all perps, had been released from prison the previous month and was still at large.
Child murders, molestations, and physical abuse increased over the past decade, and this particular crime scene sickened him more than the others. The beauty of an obscenely murdered little boy; and his inability to stop imagining what the victim had gone through during his prolonged captivity, became as permanently etched in his mind as an engraving on a copper plate.
Seven-year-old Joey Harris joined other children he'd failed to save and who cried out for help during his nightmares. Why couldn't he save them before they were abused and killed? He'd also seen too many kiddie porn films owned by those perverted assholes as evidence he described in court.
While Max supervised an investigation of the crime scene, a domestic dispute broke out in the next apartment. The uniforms lost control of the situation, and he was blindsided by the fleeing husband, who sent him flying down the stairs until his leg was caught in the banister railing. Typically, after the asshole was arrested, booked, and released on bail, he immediately launched a lawsuit claiming police brutality against The City, SFPD, Max, and the arresting officers who finally subdued him.
Not a mark on him. And look at me.
Max frowned at his cast. His ligaments had been torn away from a fractured ankle, and he'd require much time to heal and reflect on his future with SFPD and his past. 
Max decided to join SFPD after his father was gunned down by a pair of thugs on orders from some drug lord. Rodrigo Calderon, a native of Colombia, inherited with his brothers a large coffee plantation. Max's father met Babs Wilk when she was a freshman at Cal, and he was a grad student living at International House. Within the year, Babs converted to the Catholic faith and married Rodrigo Calderon. Only her cousin Barry gave her emotional support when their family never forgave her conversion even though they were not religious. That she raised her only child Catholic cemented the breach.
Rodrigo and Babs set up their coffee import business with a warehouse and distribution center in the City. Max was born seven months into their marriage, and not a preemie, as he later learned. Unlike several other importers, his father refused to use his business as a cover for smuggling cocaine. 
When Max was five years old, the cartel gave his father an offer he couldn't refuse. He refused, and they executed him. The detectives handling the case caught the assholes and became Max's heroes. That was when he decided to be a detective.
Babs had taken over her husband's business and made a comfortable living. Max went to the University of San Francisco where he excelled academically and pitched on the baseball team. After graduating at the top of his class and Valedictorian, he refused to go to law school despite his mother's and several of his professors' pleas and joined SFPD.  
Although a top homicide detective, he'd begun to question if it was all worth it. Morale was down because of too many politically correct restrictions against proactive force and intelligent profiling. He was passed over for Chief Inspector even though he was the most qualified amongst the candidates. The Calderon side of his family was Spanish in origin, his mother Jewish, and he lacked Indian blood, so the Department listed him as Caucasian not Hispanic for promotion quotas.
Several of his superiors also warned him to be less aggressive. Depending upon the case, he'd been frequently misrepresented in the press as a brutal cop, a racist, and a homophobe. And, of course, Internal Affairs was investigating him again on another false brutality charge.
Still, all that had never been enough to motivate him to write a letter of resignation. It was the children. He'd begun to dread every call for fear it would lead to another dead child. The mounting frequency of murdered and abused children tempted him to quit, go to law school; and become a prosecutor. Let other cops apprehend the predators. He'd make no deals. He'd prosecute the assholes to the full extent of the law and ensure that at least with every non-death penalty conviction the key would be thrown away so they would never get out to molest or murder again.
That meant he'd be forty-one or two when he passed the Bar. Max saw much irony in that. His mother, Quay, Maureen, and other women he'd gone out with over the years had wanted him to quit. Be a lawyer. Go into real estate or stocks. Make money at anything except as a cop.
Max understood why he naturally favored the prosecution. He was fiercely judgmental and viewed everyone as either guilty of something or about to be. He couldn't visualize himself in private practice dealing with boring litigation and contracts, and never as a defense attorney, working the limits of ethical behavior to keep the guilty out of jail.
Watch it! I shouldn't look at everyone charged with a crime as guilty.
Experience countered, "Why not?"  
"Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes, Dad." Raquel sat at his feet. "What are you and Grandma looking at?"
"What do you think, Rocky, about having a father who's a businessman?" 
"I'd like you to do anything but be a cop, Dad. If you had regular hours, you'd never have to break your promises to me." She touched his cast. "At least you're my prisoner every other weekend until you recover."
Max saluted Rocky. "Mom, why don't you try to reach Barry again, and this time leave a message? I agree. It would be a good idea if I spent some time with him despite these crutches, He'd probably like some company as well. And Rocky, if your mother gives the okay, you'll come with me. We'll do it over Spring Break and include a visit to Disney World too."
"Cool, Dad."
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FOUR
Barry Wilk
Jupiter, Florida, November 1993
 
 
Sixty-one year-old Barry Wilk's arms extended along the edge of his condo pool, ankles crossed in four feet of eighty-eight-degree water. He didn't open his eyes and turn his face away from the afternoon sun until portly Art Manchester stepped into the shallow end and waded over to face him. 
"Barry, 'tis almost the season in Palm Beach. The odds will be more in our favor. So tonight, let's troll yet again for babes who've come early at wherever … The Chesterfield's Leopard Lounge, The Colony, or Ta'boo."
Wilk's neighbor and closest new acquaintance in their Jupiter condo complex, Art Manchester, was a thrice-divorced retired urologist in his fifties and a gregarious, randy womanizer. He drove his Bentley convertible every night to Palm Beach and selected from a menu of horny widows, divorcee sharks, and high-maintenance professional beauties. Wilk occasionally drove separately to join Manchester on his forays, but he found no one to excite his interest. Content to be a voyeur, he watched, amused, when blindfolded Cupid shot his arrows at random couples.
"What say, Barry?"
"I'll let you know, Art. Check with me later."
"You got it. We'll leave around ten."
Manchester didn't dine out on evenings when he hunted for women. Heavy meals made him lethargic. He snacked between four and five in the afternoon, napped for several hours, and arrived after ten when the town was just beginning to hum. He believed early birds did not obtain the prize worms in Palm Beach. 
Wilk enjoyed his friend's sense of humor. His personalized license plate had three capital letters: PNC. When spoken aloud it was perfect for a urologist.
"Nothing but blue hairs and sun-dried lizards in our complex," Manchester complained when several women entered the pool area and waved hello before they set up their daily game of Scrabble at one of the tables.  "Yes, Barry, we men have it made. We do age better than women. We can look as weathered as Charles Bronson, Richard Boone, and Jack Palance, and still be virile and sexy to women. But no woman could look like those actors and attract a man." 
Wilk thought Manchester was too harsh. Art was seven years younger at fifty-four years, but compared to Barry, he looked nearly a generation older. Wilk still had a flat stomach because of his daily workout regimen and perhaps some fortunate DNA. Women often assumed he was in his forties.
Yet Manchester, though overweight, had a youthful charm. He never failed to score with the ladies who were aware of his Bentley. But Wilk would have rejected his friend's selections. They had different tastes.
"Barry, you leaving already? I just got here."
"I've taken my quota of sun for the day, Art. Otherwise, I'll have to change the colors of my wardrobe. As I said, maybe we'll get together later."
Wilk picked up his mail on his way from the pool. One throwaway advertisement was addressed to Ella Mae, which set him to brood again. He preferred to mourn his wife when and where on his terms and not be unexpectedly reminded of his great loss. That was why he sold their house, furniture, and everything they purchased together. He'd furnished his two-bedroom condo in Florida-cliché pastels and creams, the antithesis of their shared preference for earth tones, antiques, and dark woods.
Wilk's unit was on the sixth floor of an eight-story building, with an unobstructed view of the Atlantic from the living room and Intracoastal from his master suite, after what the condo's environmentalists called the Great Mangrove Massacre. The greenies in the complex behaved as if they were being castrated each time a branch was pruned. Most couldn't tell the difference between a Banyan and a Strangling Fig anyway. One condo commando chained himself to a long dead log base to prevent its removal. Wilk thought they should have let him rot there instead of making a big deal and cutting away his chains.
Silent, empty apartment. No pet. A cat might prolong my life. For what? For whom?
Wilk checked his phone messages: Two hang-ups, an unsolicited call, and the last one from his cousin, Babs Calderon. He listened, and decided it would be good for her son Max to visit. He'd invite Babs and Max's daughter Rocky too. Not in the mood to call now. Save it for tonight. Three-hour time difference anyway.
Wilk went into his second bedroom, unfurnished and filled with boxes of memorabilia still taped shut, the total of nearly thirty-four years of marriage, children, and grandchildren. He considered burning everything. They held no interest for anyone else, and the best moments, his most cherished intimate moments, were not on film but forever etched in his memory. Good times and bad.
Now it was the worst. 
The previous year on I-4, he lost Ella Mae, David, his only son, whom he'd groomed to take over the family business, Lara, his lovely talented daughter-in-law, and two adorable grandchildren, Billy and Tammy. They were on their way to Disney World to celebrate Tammy's seventh birthday.
A nasty un-rhymed chant refused to go away:
 
A car ahead on the left swerves into his lane,
My son slows his Blazer,
The gasoline truck behind plows into his rear, 
Bang! Flames, and All to ashes.
 
And another irreplaceable loss. Wilk opened a box and took out a photo album of Alexi, his brilliant but unstable daughter, who committed suicide after she heard about the accident. Daddy's little girl. Daddy's biggest problem. Whose genes had she inherited to become a cranky rebel and drug addict? Posed portraits and candid shots from Alexi's birth to the months before her death caused his unhealed wounds to hemorrhage, and he put away the album. 
Wilk had a business commitment, which prevented him from driving his family, but he'd planned to join them afterward.
Wilk opened the rest of his mail and lingered over an invitation to a cancer charity ball in Palm Beach. Every year Ella Mae and he purchased two tables and invited their employees and friends to join them. He made a mental note to send them a check for ten thousand, even though he had no intention to attend. 
Another envelope was forwarded to Wilk, care of WILK REAL ESTATE. He tossed it into the wastebasket. He'd sold out after the funerals to several of his ambitious sub-agents. He'd yet to create another business to help prevent brooding and forgetting even though he'd received big bucks from Ella Mae's life insurance policies and a sizeable award of blood money after an out-of-court settlement with the company whose truck had exterminated his family.
Money for what? For whom?
Why should he begin or invest in a business when he had no wife, children, or grandchildren? Unlikely at his age he'd start over with a new family. Wilk also didn't want to spend the rest of his life like Art Manchester, trolling among shallow and materialistic women of Palm Beach County. He could distinguish between true happiness and merely having a good time. Seeking a good time seemed to be an addiction for most people who could not tolerate being alone with themselves. Yet he envied Manchester, whose search for women was his opiate.
Food and drink will have to be my temporary opiates.
Wilk decided against trying to forget everything tonight with Manchester and swimming amidst a school of female barracudas. He lacked the energy to be good company for anyone. He poured a Campari on the rocks and added an orange wedge for an aperitif. Better to stay at home and reward himself for his pain with a thick overpriced center-cut tenderloin steak he'd bought at the local boutique meat market, red potatoes swimming in butter, and a bottle of '85 Brunello.
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER FIVE
Nostalgia
January 1994
 
Babs Calderon drove home after washing and drying the dishes with Raquel, who went to her bedroom. Max almost crushed his remote control after he surfed in frustration through the TV channels. He was already restless from enforced inactivity. Nothing on the tube interested him. Not even a challenging cozy British mystery to solve on the PBS channels. No Poirot, Anna Lee, Inspector Frost, nor other Brit-crimes until Sunday night. And Inspector Allyn was a rerun.
No more bowl games. March Madness was two months away. What would life have been at USF, his alma mater, during its glory athletic years when its Cinderella basketball team won the NIT in 1949, and Bill Russell and K. C. Jones won back-to-back NCAA championships in the mid-fifties?
USF also had one of the greatest college football teams ever in 1951. Led by Ollie Matson, it went undefeated and the only starters who did not play in the pros had their football careers aborted by college injuries. Also, because national sports writers held prejudices against West Coast teams and feared offending segregated southern universities, racially integrated USF never received a bowl bid, which caused the cash-strapped university to discontinue its football program.
Max sneered at banal recycled game shows. He cursed when American Movie Classics showed Pride of the Yankees yet another time. News channels filled the screen with pundits. Max wished a batting average standard existed for those talking heads. If they were proven wrong often enough, they should face banishment to their living rooms, specifically those keen observers of the obvious. And those talk shows. Homes for the dysfunctional. All crapola.
His daughter stood in front of him with one of the boxes he'd stored in the closet of her bedroom. "What are you watching, Dad?"
"Nothing. Just channel surfing."
"Anything I can get you from the kitchen, or do you want me to pour you a drink?"
"Not now." 
Raquel sat on the floor beside his ottoman. She'd changed from her school uniform to jeans and an oversized '49er sweatshirt.
Max muted the sound. "How's school?"
"It's okay. I should be maintaining my GPA."
A year ahead in the eighth grade and a straight-A student, Raquel had brains reinforced by having articulate, educated parents. Always proud of her beauty as well, Max saw them as a potential liability and worried about the inevitable. He often joked in earnest whether he'd lock his daughter in a convent or train her to be a Black Swan, never a victim. 
And how many boys did you destroy today, my dear?
Max smiled at another image. Perhaps he should emulate Thomas Jefferson. He'd prevented his daughters from bathing so their odors would keep males away.
"Any boys I should know about?"
"Oh, Dad, you ask me that every time we're together. Yes, I get looks and comments from them. All the girls do. It's fun. When they find out you're a cop, they get nervous and back off."
As it should be.
"So, you don't expect any special Valentines next month?"
"No, but it would be cool if someone I don't know surprises me."
Wish you'd outgrow your overuse of cool.
"Everything still all right at home?"
"No wicked stepdad, as you already know. Paul is a nice guy, and my two half-sisters look up to me. Mom loves me as much as possible, but she spends most of her time grading papers or writing for literary journals."
"Publish or perish."
"Yes, that's what she calls it."
"I remember seeing a cartoon attacking publish or perish in an old underground publication from the sixties. I think it was called The Monocle."
"What was the cartoon?"
"Imagine Christ on the cross with many people looking up at Him, except for two others clearly drawn, who face each other."
Rocky closed her eyes. "Got it."
"The caption read: 'Yeah, sure He was a great teacher, but He never published anything.'"
Raquel laughed. "That's cool. You should have told Mom about it."
"I did."
Raquel looked at him thoughtfully. "I think mom loved you more than she loves Paul."
I hope not for her sake. 
"Well, at least she did for a time so we could create you."
"Dad, I know you enjoy what you do, but like mom used to, I wish you weren't in the Department. Are you really going to quit and work with Grandma?"
"I haven't decided. Now tell me, what are you doing with that box?"
Raquel took out a handful of photos. "I was snooping …"
Definitely your father's daughter,
"… and found these."
"My harem. All the girls I went out with before I met your mother."
"You have mostly only one photo with each."
"I was fickle, and there were many to choose from. Beware of guys like me."
"You were awfully handsome when you were in school, but I like your looks better today." Raquel held up several more photos. "Who's this? She's the only one you have so many pictures of. She's so beautiful. You two look like you're really in love."
"We were."
"When? In college?"
"Yes."
"How long did you go together?"
"About a year."
"What was her name?"
"Quay Banks. Spelled Q-u-a-y."
"Cool."
Max was not surprised these photos of Quay stirred old memories and feelings he preferred to leave buried. He wanted to change the subject, but his daughter inherited all his natural skills as a detective interviewer.
"What happened between the two of you, Dad?"
"Not much to tell. She wanted to change me, wanted me to work for her rich daddy or become a lawyer, anything except being a cop."
"Why didn't you?"
"Bradley Banks, her father, was and probably still is an exceedingly unpleasant man. He was against me from the start ... told me to my face he'd never let his daughter marry a spic."
"He really said spic? That's awful."
Max had other reasons why he didn't want to discuss Quay with Raquel. "Banks gave her an ultimatum. Choose him or me. She was daddy's girl, so it ended."
"I'm Daddy's girl too. At least I hope I am."
"Of course you are."
"Maybe you ought to meet your Quay again, like on one of these talk shows. You know, when they do programs on lost loves."
"No reason to. It's been over seventeen years."
"If she still looks as good as she does in these photos, I wonder if you'd say that if you saw each other again. Did you love her more than Mom?"
"No," Max lied. How could he explain to his virginal daughter their intense passion and sexual attraction he and Quay felt for each other? It never happened with Maureen in the same way. It could never happen again with anyone else.
Raquel stood. "I'll want to hear more about Quay. And Dad, I know I'm your best girl, but I'd be so happy for you if you fell in love and married a nice woman."
"You never know. Leave the box here, Rocky."
Max put Quay's photos on a side table within reach. Would she look any different today? Would they have the same effect on each other? He'd never experienced anything like his passion for Quay. He didn't need these photos to stir vivid memories.
Max could not resist looking at his photos of Quay Banks, tall and willowy with the poise of a model. Her daddy had paid big bucks for a Swiss charm school. She was the most striking woman he'd ever seen. Raven's back hair framed her exotic features. Her sloe eyes dominating her face were dark brown. Max imagined she would have looked ethnically natural in any national dress from Mediterranean countries, also in an Indian sari. No matter the current style or fad, however, Quay dressed traditionally in San Francisco basic black, navy blue, or maroon with pearls, and she would never allow herself to be seen wearing gross platform shoes. Max had later learned her mother was Persian and Azerbaijani Jewish.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SIX
Quay and Bradley Banks
1980-1981
 
Twenty-year-old Max Calderon first met Quay in 1980 when a junior at USF. Against his better judgment, he allowed his mother to set him up with the daughter of a family friend. She was a sophomore at Cal, who needed an escort for her sorority's winter formal at the Fairmont. 
Sherri Stern had been above average in looks and affectionate, but the moment they entered the hotel, Max saw Quay across the lobby. How could he not? She was beyond movie-gorgeous in a low-cut, strapless backless scarlet formal. When her eyes locked with his, everyone and everything else became a blur.
Was it an electrical current? A chemical combustible explosion? Max could never articulate his unique experience with clichés or poetic fancies. Simply put, it was an intense attraction. but in reality, far more complex.
As if communicating by telepathy, Max and Quay closed the distance between them with their dates. After introductions, the two couples sat at the same table. When the first dance song ended, Quay suggested they change partners. The moment Max took her in his arms their bodies fit perfectly against each other. When Quay placed her hand on the back of his neck, he became aroused.
"Let's get out of here, Max."
"I want to but I can't desert my date. She's a family friend. I'll have to take her home."
"No problem. We can split for the next hour or two. I took a room here at the hotel."
"Won't your date object?"
"After the fact, what can he do? He doesn't own me just because I invited him as my escort. We came in separate cars anyway."
"Why did you take a room at this hotel?"
"I didn't want to go back and forth to Berkeley. I'm having brunch here at the hotel with Bradley tomorrow."
Another boyfriend? 
Max became consumed with jealousy. "Who's Bradley?"
"My father."
"You call him by his first name?"
"Always have. He insists. Well, are you coming with me?"
They went to her room. Quay got out of her formal with one zip. She wore no bra or panties, and her stockings were held up by a garter belt. 
While Max kicked off his shoes, removed his jacket, cummerbund, and tie. He gaped astonished at her long legs, narrow high waist torso, and plump D-cup breasts. 
They fell on the bed and devoured each other for two hours. Max never experienced anyone like Quay even though he'd had sex before, but he could not get enough of her. He wanted his mouth on every part of her body simultaneously. She scratched, bit, devoured, drained him, and wanted more.
When they returned to the dance, Max's date alternated between anger and tears but she allowed him to drive her home. He apologized at the door, sped back to the Fairmont, and spent the rest of the night making love with Quay. He left before her father arrived for breakfast.
Max's mother was furious with him for abandoning the daughter of her best friend. When Max explained he'd met the great love of his life, she asked, "Who was the girl?"
"Quay Banks."
"Quay Banks? Is she Bradley Banks' daughter?"
"Yes, Mom. Do you know the family?"
"I know something about the father. Be very careful. He is not a nice man."
"What do you mean?"
"Just be careful."
"Quay and I, we've made plans to see a lot of each other."
"Watch out for her father. I do not want you to get hurt."
"Why?"
His mother did not explain. Max hoped one day if he ever gave Rocky a warning, he'd be specific.
Max and Quay saw each other every weekend except when she went on business trips with her father and brother. She had one habit he disliked. Quay was a heavy smoker. Max had yet to meet her father, but he'd learned much about Bradley Banks from Quay and the newspapers. Banks recently shed his third wife. Quay's mother was the first and gave birth to her brother Randall, older by two years and already in the family business. Banks' father had been in the shmattas trade, barely earning a living before World War II. 
After Congress passed its first draft law in 1940, Hyman Bankoffsky somehow finagled lucrative contracts to manufacture uniforms for servicemen and women, He also changed his name to Harmon Banks. At the same time, he made plans to convert most of his factories to female civilian clothing anticipating the war would end with an American victory.
While Banks continued to supply the U.S. military with uniforms in the post-war era, he also specialized in women's fashions, bringing high style at affordable prices to the expanding post-war middle classes. He died in 1967, but by then, his son Bradley was running the company, already one of the largest women's clothing manufacturers in the United States and making huge profits off the backs of underpaid illegal aliens working in his sweatshops. 
After Max introduced Quay to his mother, Babs later confronted him. "How far do you intend to go with her?"
"We're in love, Mom."
"Look, if you're having a hot affair with her, good for you. But always keep an eye on reality. Have you met Banks yet?"
"I've been invited to their summer place in Capitola for next Memorial Day weekend."
"Well, that should cure or kill your romance."
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER SEVEN
Barry Wilk
November 1993;
memories of U.C. Berkeley, September 1949
 
Wilk's phone rang and interrupted his meal. He drank from his glass of wine before he answered. "Yes?"
The voice at the other end was female. "Mr. Wilk you do not know me, but you knew my mother."
"Who are you?"
"Valerie Blaine, Lark Castle's daughter. I am calling from her condo in the City."
Her revelation shocked Wilk into silence. Why couldn't Lark call me directly?
"Mr. Wilk, are you there?"
"Yes, is Lark going to speak?"
"She's sleeping. My mother has terminal cancer and needs pain medication to help her sleep."
"Terminal Cancer? How long does she have?"
"It could be any day now, but she wants to see you and apologize for what she did to you."
"Did Lark tell you what happened in college? 
"Not all, but she wants to apologize and explain her behavior to you before she dies."
"Please give me your phone number so I can tell you when I'll fly in."
Wilk copied the
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