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A PARTY TO HONOR THE NEW
PSYCHOLOGY DEPARTMENT
CHAIR, DOCTOR PAUL KRUSE.

AN ENDOWED CHAIR, THE
ULTIMATE REWARD FOR
EXCEPTIONAL SCHOLARSHIP.

AYYP _

FROM THAT TO BLALOCK ENDOWED
PROFESSOR. INCREDIBI

THE PARTY WAS IN
JUST TWO DAYS.
FAST CARS, WEAK
DRINKS, AND
NUMBING BANTER
WAFTING ACROSS
MONEY-GREEN
LAWNS. NOT My
IDEA OF FUN.

IT MADE NO SENSE. KRUSE
WAS ANYTHING BUT A
SCHOLAR. ADVICE COLUMNIST
AND TALK SHOW DARLING,
WRITER OF "WOMEN'S"
MAGAZINE ARTICLES THAT
OFFERED SEXUAL IQ TESTS
DESIGNED TO MAKE ANYONE
FEEL INADEQUATE.

THE SLIMMEST PRETENSE OF
CONDUCTING ANY REAL
RESEARCH—SOMETHING TO
DO WITH HUMAN SEXUALITY
THAT NEVER PRODUCED A
SHRED OF DATA.

HALF A SIX-PACK DIDN'T HELP SLEEP COME. I TOSSED AND
TURNED IN THE BED THAT WAS SUDDENLY TOO LARG|
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SURROUNDED BY HER CLIENTS, SAD-EYED MUSICIANS
CRADLING MANGLED INSTRUMENTS, SINGING ONE FORM
OF BLUES OR THE OTHER.

MORNING,
BABE. WHAT'S
THE RUSH?

THINGS TO
po.

ROBIN AND I WERE LOVERS FOR
TWO YEARS BEFORE SHE AGREED

TO LIVE WITH ME. EVEN THEN SHE
I HELD ON TO HER VENICE STUDIO.

OVER TIME, SHE ESCAPED THERE
MORE AND MORE. I GRITTED MY STAY JUST A
TEETH BACKED 0P, TOLD MSELF LTTLE LoneER.
ONA LET'S TALK.
SUNDAY?

SUNDAY,
MONDAY, IT
DOESN'T

MATTER. 1 oe

JUICE—THERE'S
A PITCHER IN THE
FRIDGE.

SHE'D COME HOME AT RANDOM INTERVALS TO
RETRIEVE SOMETHING. SHE'D MAKE LOVE TO ME
WITH A WORKMANLIKE DETERMINATION THAT SCARED
ME BUT WAS BETTER THAN NOTHING.

P

SOMETHING
HAD TO GIVE.

“uBouT
Us, ROBIN.
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QUESTIONS
YOU WANT

TO ASK ME,
DENISEZ

The pattern continues
Y| atter the doirs
decapitation. A burst
of hyperactivity.

ollowed by complete
physical and emotional

xhaustion. J

HE'S COME A
LONG WAY, BUT THERE'S

HOW'D HE
SLEEP THIS WEEK?

STILL HAVING SIX OR
SEVEN NIGHT-
MARES?

STILL ANGER AND FEAR THERE
THAT HE'S NOT EXPRESSING.
I'D LIKE TO SEE HIM

MORE.

ABOUT THE
SAME. 1 DIDN'T
COUNT. DO I STILL
HAVE TO?

IT WOULD
HELP TO KNOW
WHAT'S GOING
ON.
IT'S FAR,
COMING UP HERE.
TOOK US NEAR TWO
HOURS. WHY DO YOU MAKE
YOURSELF SO HARD TO

GET TO, LIVING UP
HERE?!

1 KNow
IT'S BEEN ROUGH,
DENISE. IF YOUD
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MY REPORT, WORKING SLOWLY, WITH EVEN
GREATER PRECISION THAN USUAL.

hed )
I TAGEED THE VIDEOCASSETTE AND BEGAN

SEVERAL HOURS LATER THE DAMNED
THING WAS FINISHED; EVICTED FROM
THE HELPER ROLE, I WAS, ONCE
AGAIN, SOMEONE WHO NEEDED HELP.

=

=l "

A WEEK'S WORTH OF MAIL THAT I'D
BEEN AVOIDING, NOT UP TO FACING
THE SUPERFICIAL CARESSES

OF COME-ONS, COUPONS, AND
GET-HAPPY-QUICK SCHEMES.

WHAT THE HELL. KEEPING MY

MIND TETHERED TO MINUTIAE 8

MIGHT FREE ME FROM THE
PERILS OF INTROSPECTION.

TRYING TO FORESTALL
THE INEVITABLE.

I CONSIDERED
CALLING ROBIN,
DECIDED AGAINST IT.
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WHAT'S UP IS
BRENDA IS CRAMMING \
AT THE LAW LIBRARY AND
I'VE GOT ALL FIVE MON-
STERS TO MYSELF.

MONDAY I'M SENDING
AWAY FOR HALF A DOZEN CATTLE
PRODS. ONE FOR EACH OF THEM AND
ONE TO SHOVE UP MY OWN ASS FOR
ENCOURAGING BRENDA TO GO BACK TO
SCHOOL. IF ROBIN EVER COMES UP
WITH AN IDEA LIKE THAT, CHANGE
THE SUBJECT...FAST.

T'LL BE SURE
TO DO THAT,

YEAH, I GOT THE
INVITATION. IT'S GRACING
THE BOTTOM OF MY WASTE-
¥ BASKET. ROBIN COULDN'T MAKE

NO...I'M IT, ANYWAY. OUT OF TOWN.
I Fine. gusT | YEAH...SOMETHING
LIKE THAT.

LARRY SOUNDED GENUINELY DISAPPOINTED.
I THOUGHT ABOUT IT FOR A MOMENT,

CONSIDERED ANOTHER LONELY DAY AT HOME
AND SAID...
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ALEX,

I'VE BEEN LIVING A
LIE HERE—VIEWING MY~
SELF AS STRONG AND

SELF-SUFFICIENT.

1DONT You ARE
KNOW How To PUT
THIS WITHOUT BEING

HURTFUL.

DON'T
WORRY ABOUT
THAT. JUST LET

YEAH. .. WHAT-
gl EVER YOU SAY,

THAT WAS DADDY'S
LINE. HE'D GET MAD AT
ME WHEN MY CONFIDENCE
LAGGED, YELL AT ME OVER
AND OVER THAT I WAS DIF-
FERENT FROM THE OTHER 4 NEVBEA:'EV(EANT
GIRLS. STRONGER THAT'S THE
THAN THEM. Ao 0 HEMyeUlL PROBLEM! IM A BABE—

BOUGHT INTO IT. NOW,
A DAMN BABY! HELPLESS
HERE I AM, TAKING A GOOD ANDIRE DY 1o Bt Pk

LOOK IN THE MIRROR, AND
ALL I SEE IS ANOTHER BY DOCTOR ALEX!
WEAK WOMAN LIVING
OFF AMAN. g

1DONT
VIEW YOU AS A
PATIENT. I LOVE
YOU, FOR GOD'S

SAKE.

LOVE...
WHATEVER THE
HELL THAT
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TWO DAYS LATER, I CAME
HOME AND FOUND THE
NOTE ON THE ASH-BURL
TABLE ROBIN HAD MADE
YEARS BEFORE.

Dear Alex,

Gone vp o
San Lis.
Cousin Terry
Nad a baby.
Going to
\elp \er,

be back in
about o
Weel.

A FEW YEARS BACK I WORKED ON A I RECOMMENDED A FORMER
CUSTODY CASE. GOT 50 UGLY THAT CLASSMATE NAMED LARRY DASCHOFF,
THE JUDGE ASKED ME TO BRING IN A SHARP DIAGNOSTICIAN WHOSE
ANOTHER PSYCHOLOGIST TO ETHICS I RESPECTED. A FRIEND, BUT
EXAMINE THE PARENTS. A CASUAL ONE, AT BEST.

WAIT TIL I'M
OFF THE PHONE. NO,
NOT NOW. WAIT! I'M TALKING
ON THE PHONE, JEREMY. IF YOU
DON'T COOL IT IT’S NO COCOA
PUFFS AND TWENTY MINUTES
OFF YOUR BEDTIME!
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THAT CAR
IS OWNED BY THE - @‘E;u_rmé\: :v;ize:N

RICHEST GUY AT
B\ THIS PARTY. TREAT
IT WELL...

I COULD HEAR THE PARTY BEFORE I sAW
IT. FROM OVER THE CREST, A STRING
SECTION PLAYING SOMETHING BAROGUE.

THE SOUND COORDINATED
WELL WITH JEEVES, RIGHT
OUT OF CENTRAL CASTING.

A i
/ Q0
PLEASE 4
FORGIVE THE )}
INCONVENIENCE,
SIR.

NO PROBLEM.

1 GUESS THE VALETS

AREN'T EQUIPPED TO DEAL
M RAMEY, WITH PEDESTRIANS. ‘
' DR. DELAWARE,
JUST COMING TO
GET YOU, SIR.
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IT CERTAINLY WASN'T JUST ANOTHER NIGHT AT THE DELAWARE

-

OF BEDS OF ROSES 50 BRIGHT THEY SEEMED FLUORESCENT, |*
AND HUNDREDS OF PARTYGOERS CLUTCHING LONG-STEMMED
GLASSES AND ADMIRING THEMSELVES IN THE MIRRORED

I MADE A NOTE TO THANK LARRY FOR GETTING ME OUT TO
LIMESTONE FOUNTAINS, A PHILHARMONIC, GRAVEL PATHS, A
MAZE OF BOXWOOD HEDGES, REFLECTING POOL, HUNDREDS

WITNESS THIS AFFAIR FIRSTHAND.

(S 0000 3

WATER OF THE POOLS.

:
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Silent Partner: The Graphic Novel is a work of fiction. Names,
characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s
imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2012 by Jonathan Kellerman
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trademarks of Random House, Inc.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Kellerman, Jonathan.

Silent partner : the graphic novel / Jonathan Kellerman ; adapted
by Ande Parks ; art by Michael Gaydos.

p.em.

TISBN 978-0-440-42363-8 (hardcover : acid-free paper) —

ISBN 978-0-345-53545-0 (ebook)

1. Graphic novels. I. Parks, Ande. II. Gaydos, Michael. IIL. Title.

PN6727.K386855 2012

741.5'973—dc23 2011048293

www.villard.com
V3.1

Text design by Dana Hayward





OEBPS/images/Kell_9780345535450_epub3_003_r1.jpg
BOOKS BY JONATHAN KELLERMAN

FICTION

ALEX DELAWARE NOVELS

Victims (2012) Monster (1999)

Mystery (2011) Survival of the Fittest (1997)
Deception (2010) The Clinic (1997)

Evidence (2009) The Web (1996)

Bones (2008) Self-Defense (1995)
Compulsion (2008) Bad Love (1994)

Obsession (2007) Devil’s Waltz (1993)

Gone (2006) Private Eyes (1992)

Rage (2005) Time Bomb (1990)

Therapy (2004) Silent Partner (1989)

A Cold Heart (2003) Over the Edge (1987)

The Murder Book (2002) Blood Test (1986)

Flesh and Blood (2001) When the Bough Breafks (1985)

Dr. Death (2000)

OTHER NOVELS

True Detectives (2009)

Capital Crimes (with Faye Kellerman, 2006)
Twisted (2004)

Double Homicide (with Faye Kellerman, 2004)
The Conspiracy Club (2003)

Billy Straight (1998)

The Butcher’s Theater (1988)

NONFICTION

With Strings Attached: The Art and Beauty of Vintage Guitars (2008)
Savage Spawn: Reflections on Violent Children (1999)

Helping the Fearful Child (1981)

Psychological Aspects of Childhood Cancer (1980)

FOR CHILDREN, WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED

Jonathan Kellerman’s ABC of Weird Creatures (1995)
Daddy, Daddy, Can You Touch the Sky? (1994)
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1988. MEXICO. .. SOMEWHERE.

BLINDFOLDED FOR HOURS. I'D TAKEN TO COUNTING,
JUST TO MARK THE TIME. WITH NO SENSE OF
WHERE I WAS, HOW LONG WAS ALL I HAD.

THE EDGE OF A PRE

1 STOOD THERE, COUNTING,
SWEATING, TRYING TO MAINTAIN.
ENDURING THE MOLASSES DRIP
OF TIME SLOWED BY FEAR.

GROUPS OF THREE HUNDRED. FIVE MINUTES
EACH. I'D BEEN STANDING HERE FOR NEARLY
TWENTY MINUTES. FROZEN IN THE SUN.

OR SIMPLY DROPPED IN THE MIDDLE OF
NOWHERE, GIFT-WRAPPED BRUNCH FOR
THE SCORPIONS AND THE BUZZARDS.

MAYBE HUMMEL WAS BLUFFING. I CONSIDERED
MOVING. UNCERTAINTY LOCKED MY JOINTS. I
WAS A MAN WITH ONE FOOT ON A LAND MINE;
IMMOBILITY MY LIFE SENTENCE.






