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      On THE WHITE DEVIL

      A glittering noir triumph … Recounted in a delirious, shimmeringly erotic flow, The White Devil is a possessed, fever dream of a book, an unwise third cocktail that proves impossible to resist. —The Irish Times

      Edgar-winner Stansberry takes the reader on a wild ride in this exceptional noir …Compelling Reading. —Publishers Weekly (Starred Review)

      Gripping from beginning to end, The White Devil is an unforgettable novel by an author at the height of his powers. —Foreword Reviews

      Erotic and sophisticated. —Sunday Times (UK)  Top 10 Summer Crime Club Selection

      With its down-to-the-bone, spare prose style … and scenes that would not be out of place in a Fellini classic, The White Devil is quite simply perfect in its execution. —UK Raven Crime

      On THE CONFESSION

      In the literary tradition of The Killer Inside Me, and every bit as powerful … Stansberry is an extraordinarily evocative writer. —George Pelecanos, writer/producer The Wire

      A masterful novel by a (heretofore) underappreciated master of the genre. Very highly recommended. —Bookreporter.com

      A book that sticks in your craw, your brain and your gut for a very long time. No question: Stansberry is one of the genre's best writers right now. —Sarah Weinman, Confessions of an Idiosyncratic Mind

      This first-person account will give you goosebumps for days. …. With masterful technique, the author reveals and conceals until neither the mystery, nor the suspect can be taken for granted. Chilling ending.—Bookblog.com Vivian Lake

      

      On THE NORTH BEACH MYSTERY SERIES

      Suspense … Illicit Passion … Murder … Stansberry does it with originality, through the freshness of his imagery and the lyricism of his lament for times that change, neighborhoods that grow old and people who can never find their way home. —New York Times Book Review  on The Last Days of Il Duce

      "This series... revitalizes the classic detective story, injecting it with a noir sensibility that both evokes the old masters and seems altogether new.—Booklist (Starred Review)

      Triumphant… a wonderful exercise in lyrical simplicity … noir in its finest form with near flawless execution and style. -Baltimore Sun  on  Chasing the Dragon

      Brilliantly imagined … packs an emotional wallop genre fiction rarely delivers.—Kirkus  (Starred Review) on The Ancient Rain

      Takes a seemingly soulless contemporary phenomenon--dot-com speculation--and gives it the same chilling, metaphorical resonance that the postwar noir masters gave to a darkened city street or a tilted Venetian blind. —BOOKLIST (Starred Review) on The Big Boom

      Compelling … Equal parts contemporary crime fiction and dark, existential poetry.—Publishers Weekly on Naked Moon

      [It's] transporting  to view San Francisco's colorful Italian-American neighborhood, North Beach, through the eyes of Domenic Stansberry. This underrated crime novelist really gets under the hood  of this part of the city.... in a habit-forming series about Dante Mancuso, a private eye who knows everyone to talk to—or goes to the funeral of anyone unable to talk. —New York Times Book Review on The Ancient Rain

      The demographic collision of the area's Italian and Chinese residents serves as an apt metaphor for the cultural (and criminal) forces at play in this complex yet unvarnished story…  Stansberry doesn't write with a lot of frills and flourishes. Instead, he stays out of the way of his characters and develops a strong sense of place in which his tale can unfold. —San Francisco Chronicle on Chasing the Dragon

      On MANIFESTO FOR THE DEAD

      Fascinating, beautifully written—an enviable achievement.—San Francisco Chronicle

      Stansberry’s prose is an eerie echo of a dead man’s style. And his insights into a writer’s anxiety about losing his identity to his characters would make Thompson’s own skin crawl.—New York Times

      Positively hallucinatory.—LA Weekly

      On THE SPOILER

      In the tradition of Graham Greene ... a moving chronicle of humanity, disquietingly black and totally absorbing. —Los Angeles Times

      A sensitive writer and observer... Stansberry knows his baseball and is obviously in love with the game. —New York Times Book Review
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      Sometimes, I close my eyes and imagine myself at the top of Mt. Tamalpais, the jagged peak that overlooks Marin. The weather is temperate one moment, unruly and fog-driven the next. The wind blows through me as if I don’t exist. There are rumors about this mountain. Of spiritualists who transcend the material world while walking the high trails. Of cougars sleeping in the grass. Of coyotes who grab small children and disappear into the rocks.

      The gray Pacific lies to the west and San Francisco Bay to the east, and the land in-between is multitudinous. Hardscrabble beaches. Green pastures and black forests. Brown hills and canyons filled with yellow light. The roads spiderweb down the hills, over the old Indian graveyards, past the abandoned communes and the Zen retreats. They snake beneath the custom homes that gleam on the promontories, through the old towns, past squares lined with madrone and eucalyptus and oak. All American towns really, each one bleeding into the next.

      It is a place where people find their inner selves, this mountain. Where they separate from the world.

      Myself, I float over it all. Over the redwoods and the scrub oak. Over the roads that follow the old creeks, flowing through the subdivisions into the mudflats. I see the cars siphoning into 101, that gray ribbon that winds along the bay.

      I see it all, I tell myself. I see everything.

      My old house, my old life.

      Elizabeth—alone by the water.

      All visions are illusions, someone told me. At a cocktail party, I think. A colleague of mine. All dreams are born in the darkness, he said, and there are times, even now, I feel that darkness within myself.

      I open my eyes.

      I am no longer on the mountain. I am far away. Another place, another time. My wife lies in the bed next to me.

      Life is a circle, they say. We begin where we end. I no longer argue with such truisms. I close my eyes and find myself back where I started, on that dock there, on the far side of the mountain, clutching her necklace in my hand.
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        * * *

      

      1.

      Some of you will remember this story. It was ten years ago, and I was employed then as a forensic psychologist in Marin County. Much of my work involved talking to criminals, then testifying as to their sanity in a court of law. On the afternoon this all began, for example—that afternoon when I blacked out in Sara Johnson’s apartment—I was scheduled to examine a man who’d been accused of strangling his wife.

      Because of that incident, and all that has happened since, I know many people will be suspicious of anything I put down here. Jake Danser is not to be trusted, they will say. I have ulterior motives. I pretend to be whole-hearted, confessing minor flaws to hide a deeper evil.

      I am not innocent of everything, I admit. I was thirty-seven years old then, vain in the way of men at that stage of life, wanting to own the world and feeling that I’d reached a pivot point, a time of reckoning. At the same time, I had my own predilections and my own past, and these things bound me in ways hard to escape. Maybe those old emotions, coming again to the surface, triggered the incident that day at Sara’s apartment. Or maybe the cause lay elsewhere. I don’t know. I can’t say for sure.

      On that afternoon, I met with Sara Johnson at her apartment in Sausalito. Sara was an attorney, ten years younger than myself. She worked for the public defender's office, and we knew each other on account of a case I had taken regarding an aging schizophrenic who refused to take his medication. My testimony had kept him out of the asylum, and Sara admired me for this. She was a wholesome girl, idealistic and straightforward—except for the fact she’d been meeting with me these past weeks, surreptitiously, in back offices, elevators, closets. Furtive encounters that had been building in intensity, so now we were together in her apartment, having stolen away for the afternoon.

      I made a couple of drinks, preparing them carefully. Vodka for her, gin for me.

      She sighed deeply and went into the kitchen. When she came back, her glass was empty.

      “That was quick.”

      “The Mori case, it’s all anyone’s talking about,” she said. “Did you see that spread in the paper? ”

      “I did.”

      “Angela Mori was a beautiful woman,” Sara said, and there was something like envy in her voice. She and the dead woman were about the same age, from similar backgrounds, with high cheek bones and the look of privilege. “You knew her, didn’t you?”

      “Let’s not talk about Angela.” I lowered my voice. There was a catch in it, the briefest stutter. “You’re a beautiful woman yourself, you know.”

      “I’m alive, anyway. I have that going for me.”

      She turned to look outside, down the hill through the jumble of telephone wires that looped over the gray streets toward the harbor. If you looked hard, you could see the sailboats small and white on the bay. It was a typical Marin County day, a little windy and blue with the sun shining hard off the water and cars glinting by on the road below.

      “Jake,” she said. “What are we going to do?”

      I circled behind her then and put my hand around her waist and placed my palm on her stomach, touching her white blouse. I kissed Sara's neck and felt her back arch toward me, and had for a moment the sensation of something shifting within my head, the blood rushing. I caught a glimpse of us in the mirror. Sara's blonde hair, her small breasts and long legs. My own blue eyes, my black hair: longish, just graying, pulled back in a pony. I put my hand down into her skirt, her eyes closed—and in that moment I thought about my wife.

      “What are we going to do?” Sara asked again.

      Though she was not a naive woman, it was a naive question. Her eyes were still closed. The look on her face said she was moving towards some secret place within. We fell onto the bed. There was a delicious coolness about her body, a tautness. My thoughts drifted. My wife again. Our beautiful house out at the point… our beautiful things….

      Then I thought about Angela Mori, and the morgue photos I’d seen splayed across the desk of her husband’s attorney.

      Sara and I had not undressed yet. She was in her office clothes, a skirt cut at the knees, a blouse that unbuttoned in the back. She ran her fingers on my collar, then down the length of my tie, touching my belt. Soon things between us grew feverish. I lifted her skirt. She clutched me tighter, excited. My tie was undone, and the end of it got tangled between us. I pulled the tie off and it snaked across her chest, and somehow it got wrapped around her wrist and my wrist, too.

      “Your eyes,” she said to me, “they have a life of their own. The way they glimmer.”

      “The window to the soul,” I joked.

      “Do you believe in it?’

      “What?”

      “The soul.”

      “Sometimes. Other times, I don’t know.”

      “That job of yours,” she said. “All those crazy people. The criminals. It must be hard.”

      She fell silent for a while. Her body was tight against mine. We were moving toward a deeper, more convulsive rhythm.

      I pulled up and glanced down into her face. She wrapped her legs around my haunches. Then suddenly, she laughed. It was a deep laugh, from a deep place, sleepy and provocative. She was in some ways a reckless woman.

      I pulled away.

      Out the window, there were low clouds coming down the hill. White clouds, fog really, and before too long that fog would come rushing down. The wind had already begun to nag at the rooftops. I was familiar with that nagging breeze—it hounded my house, mine and Elizabeth's, on the other side of the point, over in Golden Hinde.

      “What’s the matter?” she asked.

      “Nothing. Let’s slow things down. Make the time last.”

      The room held a vivid luminosity. The curtains, Sara's toes, her blouse draped over the chair—all were etched with light, an aura not unlike that which precedes certain types of seizures. It was often there for me at such moments, like the glow of the sun after it slips over the edge of the world. Entranced, though, lost in the moment, I sometimes did not recognize its presence until afterwards, in memory, so I cannot be sure even now, as I write this down, if it was there at all.

      Sara rolled toward me. “We've been meeting like this for a while now,” she said.

      “Not so long. A few weeks.”

      “It wasn't what I had planned, you know. This kind of thing, with a married man. I have a boyfriend.”

      “I know.”

      “He wants to get serious with me.”

      “You told me that, yes.”

      “So what are we going to do?”

      “I have to go over to the Correctional Facility this afternoon.”

      “That's not what I mean.”

      She was astride me now, and I reached up to touch her breasts. She yawned. The drink catching up with her. It was a strong drink—I knew how to mix them—and she’d taken it down pretty fast. My tie hung over her neck, draped like a scarf.

      “Your wife, Elizabeth, she knows, doesn't she?”

      “I don’t think so.”

      “She will. Sooner or later.”

      I said nothing.

      “So, what are you going to do? About us?”

      Maybe that was the trigger. Sara's question. The anxiety it produced. I was confused, torn between two women. I still loved my wife. Or maybe it was simply something gone wrong in the soft mass of the brain. Something induced by the way she moved, eyes closed, straddling me—a kind of sleepy, drowsy, circling motion, as if she were slipping into a vortex and I was at its center. She didn’t speak. Her head slumped and rolled back a little.

      What happened next, exactly, it’s hard to describe. I remember lying on my back, with Sara straddled over me. My grip was easy one instant, my hands gentle on her shoulders, then my grip tightened. I felt her resist, I saw her panic. My muscles were paralyzed, locked, and I could not open my hands to let her loose. I felt the convulsion. I lifted my head, looking into her eyes, trying to speak her name, but then she pulled away. I tugged back. I was clumsy and our heads butted, one against the other. Then I must've gone into a full fit. I went black. For how long, I’m not sure. I came back slowly, still in darkness. I could sense her movement in the room, hear her talking, but I could not move, and then the spell was broken and I was up, sitting on the edge of the bed. (I closed my eyes and saw a shadow inside myself, a little man moving within the shadow of another little man moving along the edge of a dark plane.) Sara stood across the room, bare-chested, holding the phone in her hands. She still wore her gray office skirt, hiked and rumpled. Her lip was bruised, badly, and my nose was bleeding.

      “What happened?” She kept her distance, but her look was as much puzzlement as fear.

      I tried to speak, but I couldn’t. After such incidents, it takes a while to get back your tongue.

      “Are you all right?”

      I nodded.

      “You really scared me.”

      Outside I heard a siren. An ambulance on its way up the hill.

      “I called emergency,” she said.

      In another minute, the paramedics stood at the door, knocking. My voice returned, audible but faint. A kind of croaking. “I guess you better let them in,” I said.

      Sara grabbed a robe, something silk with a lace fringe. Held it close at the collar. I grabbed my pants from the floor.

      She let the paramedics in. The first was tall and earnest, a bit breathless from the stairs. The second was a skinny little brute who looked as if he belonged on morgue detail. They took the scene in, glancing from one of us to the other.

      The skinny one regarded me suspiciously. He turned to Sara. “Is this some kind of domestic squabble,” he said. “Do we need a cop out here?”

      “No,” I insisted.

      Then I staggered through an explanation. How as a kid I'd suffered from Hayes Syndrome. Or Blackout Syndrome, as it is more commonly known. Sudden fits—not seizures exactly, but something close. The child goes suddenly still, holding his breath, eyes open. Sometimes, the incidents go on for an inordinate amount of time, the skin turning blue, the veins bulging. Ultimately, they are not serious. They pass on their own. The biggest danger comes from the onlooker, the inclination to panic, to shake the victim: to force breath back into the body. This is exactly the wrong thing to do. Because the victim will thrash and rage, all the while unseeing, unconscious.

      Usually Hayes Syndrome fades with time, though it has been known to linger through adolescence, even into adulthood, reappearing at times of emotional stress. I explained this all to the paramedics. I did not say, though, how there are other specialists who insist it is not a syndrome at all but rather an excuse—a pretense developed after the fact, as explanation for violent behavior of which the perpetrator is fully aware.

      “I suffered an attack,” I told the ambulance driver. “Sara didn't know what to do. She tried to restrain me—and I guess we must have smashed heads.”

      The paramedic turned to Sara. “Is that what happened?”

      Sara rubbed her wrists where I had grabbed her. She looked pretty shaken. I was embarrassed. I am not a violent man, I wanted to tell them, but I held my tongue, knowing the situation appeared otherwise—and the more I protested, the more they might disbelieve.

      “He’s telling the truth,” she said at last. “I saw his body seize up. ”

      The driver had wandered into the kitchen. He came back with the empty vodka glass in his hand. He sniffed it.

      “You two been drinking.”

      “No,” said Sara. “I mean Jake had a drink. One. But I didn’t have a drop.”

      I looked at her in surprise.

      “I poured it down the sink,” she explained.

      I nodded but felt betrayed somehow. I remembered how she’d looked in bed above me—full of torpor, sleepy-eyed, as if on the edge of tumbling into a deep languor—but when I’d grabbed her shoulders, she’d jerked up pretty fast. Sober as a pin.

      The skinny one took Sara aside now, going over the story with her in private. The other one helped me clean up my nose. He examined me a little bit, shining a light in my eyes, taking my pulse, my blood pressure. “It might be a good idea to come down to the hospital with us. Get an emergency CAT scan. Test things out.”

      The skinny one came back. He shrugged unhappily, as if disappointed Sara had not changed her story. They loitered around for a while, trying to persuade me into going to the hospital. I refused.

      When they had gone, Sara sat beside me on the bed. The wariness was still there but mixed with something else. Concern, maybe. Compassion. She put her hand on my hand, and I felt the confusion well up once again.

      “I’m sorry,” I said. “Maybe….” I stammered, looking for an explanation.

      “What?”

      “I don’t know. I can’t say. This situation, the way things are with you and me.”

      “What are you saying?”

      “Maybe it’s the case I’m working. Sometimes, these things, they get inside your head. They twist you around.”

      “You frightened me,” she said softly.

      I put my arm around her. She was still edgy, but she seemed comforted in my presence, in the slow return to normalcy.

      “I’m sorry,” I said again.

      “There’s something about you,” she said, “I can’t resist.”

      She laughed a little. Then she kissed me with more sweetness than you might expect. She stroked my hair in back, adjusting my ponytail, fiddling. I touched the back of her head, too, and stroked her, telling her again how beautiful she was, how she reminded me of a girl I’d seen once, in a field of flowers, in an elevator, in a barroom, somewhere, once upon a time. She was a sweet girl but there was another side of her, too. She liked the sense of danger, the darkness underneath. I tasted her lips. I pulled away. I looked around. The aura was gone from the room.
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        * * *

      

      2.

      My wife and I lived out on Golden Hinde, a narrow spit of land that extends into the bay halfway between Sausalito and San Quentin. It was about ten minutes off the freeway, down a road that snaked and wound between the wetlands on one side and the brown hills on the other. The back of the house was all glass—you could see the water, the egrets, the sailboats, and San Quentin, too, castle-like across the bay. On a nice day our spot was as balmy a place as you could want, but often as not the wind funneled down over the hills. It was a nagging, irritating breeze. All the more so because just a few blocks over the air hung still and warm, perfect as can be.

      Later that afternoon I was scheduled to meet with Matthew Dillard, the accused murderer, but I stopped first out at Golden Hinde. I had gotten blood on my shirt and needed to change.

      Elizabeth was out of town. She had gone down to New Orleans to an academic conference—to read a paper on Jung, defending him from the new group of psychologists taking over the field. Then she had gone up to Anders, just outside of Baton Rouge. It was an old town, all but disappeared from the map, everything swallowed by kudzu and bamboo. Everything except the graveyard, that is. It was maintained by a sugar refinery nearby. Her mother and father were buried in that graveyard, and Elizabeth had gone to pay her respects.

      She was her father’s girl, mostly; he was the one she grieved.

      I checked the mail—and found an invitation to the Wilders’ party: an upscale bash we went to every summer. I put it aside and checked the answering machine, but Elizabeth hadn't called. I studied her picture on the mantelpiece. In it, she wore a necklace her father had given her, a string of pearls.

      My wife and I had met on a tennis court. She worked at a teacher's college. I'd liked her long legs and the blunt cut of her hair. She was several years older than myself, but I liked that, too. She was an elegant woman, recently divorced. We’d been married three years but things had become difficult lately.

      My fault, no doubt. My obsession with my job. My infidelities. Venal attractions to status and material comfort.

      We had marble in the entry and granite in the kitchen and a sauna on the deck. We had a slate fireplace and a bookshelf full of metaphysical texts. On the mantle was a statue of the Laughing Buddha—a fat-bellied little man who smiled voraciously and looked as if he had just devoured the world.

      We had a hot tub where I soaked and meditated. From there, I could see Mt. Tamalpais looming over the county.

      I was feeling off-kilter. The incident at Sara's had left me disoriented, but there were other things, too. I'd had affairs before, but usually they were brief things, a handful of encounters, a night here, there, building in intensity—then over. I would cut it off. I would be faithful for a while, six months, a year, then something would build inside me. This time, with Sara, I was more reckless. Letting it stretch out. Being seen. A risky thing. It made you wonder who you were. I wanted something new in my life, I guess, a new exhilaration—one of those moments when you feel the world brush against you, fragile and ungainly—but at the same time I didn’t want to lose Elizabeth. A contradiction, I know, unrealistic. Selfish. I couldn’t help myself. I took off my clothes now. I had to be out to the Correctional Facility in just a little while, to interview Dillard. In the meantime I stood naked in the front of the mirror, regarding myself.

      There was a game I had used to play with my patients. I called it Peel the Onion. The point of this game was self-discovery, to take them deeper into the self. I would pose a simple question Who are you? and the patient would have to respond quickly, in just a few sentences, nothing more. Then I would ask the question again, then again. The trick was for each answer to be truthful yet different than the one before. Lying was not allowed. And to work right, to penetrate to the fundamental core, the game had to be played quickly, without reflection.

      I looked at myself again. My face was a mask.

      Who are you?

      Jake Danser, born 37 years ago in Baltimore, Maryland. Married twice, both times to older women. First marriage fell apart when my wife discovered I was having an affair with a younger woman. She was dead now, my ex-wife. Drowned off the coast of Mexico.

      I reached down for my pants, caught a glimpse of my face in the mirror. My penetrating eyes and high cheekbones. My ponytail, longish in back.

      Who are you?

      A boy raised by his mother. No dad. Mom worked here and there to support little Jake. A teacher's pet at school. Interested in psychology. Boy prodigy.

      Who are you?

      Idealist. Worked for five years after college counseling the mentally ill in Los Angeles County Department of Corrections. Listened in patience. Later started my own practice for bored women and delinquent teenagers in Santa Monica. After divorce, moved to Marin County to begin successful, visible career as forensic psychologist.

      I continued dressing as I went through the drill. Unfaithful husband. Lover. Man of a million faces. I put on my shirt. I combed my hair. I straightened my tie, my suit collar.

      Professional witness. Advocate for the criminally insane.

      I smiled. I was dapper as hell in my outfit, I had to admit. Women liked looking at me, I knew this, and I liked looking back. I liked touching, too. But this guy in the mirror, he was just a shell, nothing more. If you got underneath, what would you find? A hundred Jakes, maybe, and inside those a hundred more—but if you cracked all those open, and peered, and peered some more . . .

      Who are you?

      I felt myself staring into the blackness. In my mind’s eye, on the mantle, the Laughing Buddha stared back. What did he see? I wondered. A tremor. The smallest quiver in the dark, emanating. I checked myself one last time in the mirror. Smiled. Wiped a black tear from my cheek. Then went out to the Correctional Facilities to do the profile on Mr. Dillard.
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        * * *

      

      3.

      Before I continue, I know there are people, familiar with my case, who will say I am not telling the whole story here. That I leave out important information. If so, it is only because it’s difficult to divulge everything at once, to get out all the facts without somehow going astray. Still I admit, in regard to the Dillard case, I have not told you everything. It is true, for example, that I had some acquaintance with Angela Mori, the accused’s wife. Our worlds intersected. A few days before her death, I’d run into her at a lawn party at a suburban estate in Ross. We had danced together, and in a lascivious moment she had pressed her stomach close to mine. Dillard had been just a few yards away, his back turned, dancing with another woman.

      Now he sat in front of me in the underground jail at the Marin County Correctional Facility. It was a cold place, dug into the ground beneath the Civic Center, a low-sloping building of spires and painted-gilded porticos that crouched drunkenly into the San Rafael hills.

      Dillard was a good-looking man about 32 years old. He had dark eyes and fine features and skin the color of faded copper. He wore his hair short-cropped. He had grown up in West Oakland, near the shipyards, in one of the black neighborhoods under the old Nimitz Freeway. His father was Creole. The old man had run a jazz club out on San Pablo Avenue, and Dillard knew how to move back and forth across social lines. Otherwise, he would never have ended up with Angela.

      At the moment, Dillard was not at his best. He had the uncomfortable, smutty look that people get when you put them in an orange prison suit.

      I tended to like him anyway. It is another one of my flaws. I feel camaraderie with my patients despite their crimes, or perhaps because of them. Part of me empathizes, maybe, more than it should. Looking at him, I remembered dancing with his wife. Elizabeth had been there as well that night, off in the back. She was the one who’d given me entry to this world, but it was my world, too, these days: Sara and Elizabeth; the lawyers and shrinks of Marin County; the dead woman and the man in front of me. I was tied to them all, twisted together even here, now, in this cell.

      “How are you?” I asked Dillard.

      “I been better.”

      “I can imagine,” I said. “It must be a little rough.”

      I started to explain to him why I was here, but he cut me off. “You can skip the explanation, Doc. I been through it already. The court-ordered shrink was out here, and I know the routine.”

      Shortly after the indictment came down, the court had ordered a psychiatrist to examine Dillard. It was not unusual in cases like this, and in a lot of ways my examination would duplicate what had already been done. There was a difference though. The court psychiatrist had been merely looking to determine mental competence. My job was to gather evidence that might be useful in helping the defense attorney gain acquittal, or at least mitigate the sentence.

      Dillard and I spent some time then going over his childhood, but I didn’t really learn much that hadn’t been established in the earlier report. I could see Dillard had a natural volatility and maybe some problems with impulse control. Even so, my original impressions were in line with those of the court psychiatrist. Just listening, off the top, nothing suggested the man was delusional.

      “You went out with some buddies, the night Angela was killed?” I kept my voice low and friendly, pleasant, down to earth
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