








was found.
“I think he got what he deserved, Pete.”
“Any idea who did it?”

The sergeant shook his head, “Could have been
any junkie in town, or one of his girls, or another
pusher. Crumbs like Jake Mills have an army of
enemies.” He threw the cigarette on the ground and
crushed it with the heel of his shoe. “I really don’t
give a damn,” he added. “Whoever killed him saved
us the trouble.”

“Yeah,” Pete said. “But that won’t wash at
headquarters. They’re going to want some answers.”

Calloway shrugged his broad shoulders and
sighed, “I guess you're right.”

He glanced absently down the alley, wrinkling
his nose at the musty dank smell that hung in the
summer air.

“I'd say it was a junkie. There wasn’t any stuff on
him, but his wallet was there with a wad of money in
it. As far as I'm concerned they could put it down as
‘unsolved’ and go on to more important things like
running these scumbags in while they're still alive
and stringing them up by their thumbs.”

“Are you going to put that in your report?”

Calloway smiled wistfully, “I don’t have to. They
know how I feel.”

His eyes met Pete’s and the patrolman looked
away quickly.

Calloway made another brief inspection of the
alley, shoved his hands in his pockets and strolled to
his car. “Wrap it up here and get on with your beat.
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got up slowly, holding his head as he stumbled into
the bathroom. He cupped his hands under the faucet
and splashed water on his face, carefully avoiding
the reflection in the crazed mirror above the sink.

It started to come back to him now; the fight,
the fleeting look of horror on Jake’s face as he
crashed against the wall. He killed him!
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“Calloway, what have you got for me on the Jake
Mills murder?” Lt. Parks asked.

“Not a damn thing, Lieutenant,” Calloway said.

“Why not?”

Calloway glared at the bulky red-faced man
and leaned over the desk, pressing his closed hands
against the pockmarked wood. “I haven’t looked for
anything.”

“Well, start looking,” Parks said.

Calloway straightened, “Woody, you know how
I feel about pushers. I'm only interested in the ones
who are still alive. They’re the dangerous ones.”

“Look, Cal,” Parks interrupted, “nobody on the
force likes them. But we have a job to do. And you're
the guy who is assigned to the Mills case.” He cast a
meaningful glance at Calloway. “Now get busy.”

A tense silence followed, the two men
standing across the desk facing each other in a
wordless battle. Calloway was the first to look away.

“There are no witnesses that I know of, no
murder weapon and no fingerprints.”

Parks snorted, “Don’t play the dumb cop with
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let his personal feelings dictate his effectiveness as a
detective. Maybe it was time to retire. He had been
a cop too long.

He sat on a bar stool in a sleazy tavern in the
lower end of town where the dregs of society spent
their time drinking throat burning booze and
making contacts. He studied the customers with the
practiced eye of his profession, separating the pimps
from the junkies in his mind. He knew most of them
by name; they had all been in and out of jail at one
time or another. They huddled around the tables in
small groups, talking in monotones or staring into
space.

Calloway pulled out his wallet, pushed a bill
across the dirty bar and ordered a beer. He grimaced
at the greenish swill that the bartender pushed back
at him.

“Look, Frankie,” he said to the glassy-eyed little
man hunched on the stool beside him. “I'm not here
to bust anyone. I'm trying to get some answers about

Jake Mills.”

“Yeah? Well, why pick on me?” Frankie’s looked
around the room like a trapped animal. “All those
guys knew him.” He brushed a shaky hand over
his face and licked his lips. “Hell man, I don’t know
nothin’. Why don’t you...”

Calloway sighed, “T'll ask the questions.”

He shoved a beer towards Frankie, who took
it and drank eagerly. Calloway felt revulsion mixed
with pity as he watched the little man drink.

“When did you last see Jake?”
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“You ain’t pinnin’ nothing on me,” he said.
“Who, then, Frankie? Who was Mills meeting?”

Frankie blinked, “You don’t want to know, man.
Leave it alone.”

Calloway sat back and studied the frightened
man. Frankie licked his lips.

“Leave it alone, man,” he repeated.

Calloway turned back to the bar, put his arms
on the counter and looked at his frowning image in
the mirror.

“Get out of here,” he said. “Get out of here before
[ run you in.”

Frankie uncoiled from the stool and ran out the
door. Calloway watched him go, shaking his head
sadly at the pathetic sight of the man. He scooped up
his change, pocketed it and picked his way through
the bar to the street.
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Allen hadn’t eaten in three days, since the night
he killed Jake. He hadn’t even left his room except
to get a paper. It lay on the nightstand, open to the
page describing the murder of Jake Mills. Buried
behind the want ads, the account was brief. There
was no mention of suspects. But Allen knew it would
only be a matter of time before the trail led to him.
He was sorry that Sgt. Calloway had been assigned to
the case. Not that Allen cared for himself anymore.
It was too late for that. But to have it end this way,
well, a real tragedy. If only there was another way.

Even if he was never caught, the thought of
living with the knowledge he killed a man was more
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wrung perspiration from Calloway with the slightest
exertion. He was exhausted from the short walk to
his office and sat down in his chair heavily, skipping
his morning coffee. The backlog of work was piled
high on his desk. He contemplated the disarray with
a sigh of defeat.

“« Ca]_?”

Calloway looked up into the steel, gray eyes of
Lt. Parks. The red face wore a troubled expression
that warned Calloway the chief had bad news. Parks
motioned silently towards his office, stood back and
waited for Calloway to enter. He closed the door
softly.

)

“Trouble?” Calloway said.

Parks nodded. Calloway sat down and waited
for the stern faced man to speak.

“It’s Allen.”
Calloway tensed.

“They found him this morning, about an hour

”»

ago.
"Where? How?” Calloway said.
“In his room. He OD’d.”

Calloway’s brain numbed and he stared out
the window. The morning sun blinded him, but he
shivered in spite of the heat.

“He killed himself, Cal. It was deliberate.”

Calloway sat for a long time, staring but not
seeing. His stomach churned, and a wave of nausea

74

“What are you saying, Woody?” Parks shook his
head, “Forget it. It’s not important.”

He toyed with a folder on his desk, sighed and
handed it to Calloway.

“The Mills case. It’s a real puzzler. I can’t have
you wasting your time on it.” He swiveled in his chair
until his back was to Calloway. “We’re marking it
‘unsolved’, Cal.”

He turned quickly and the hurt in his eyes
matched Calloway’s.

“Scum like Mills will never be missed in this
world. You've said that many times.”

Calloway nodded, “Unsolved’.” He smiled
wistfully, “Woody. I...I know the score.”

Parks raised his eyebrows questioningly.

“I got it from Frankie. Oh, not in so many words.
It’s what he didn'’t say that told me.”

His shoulders sagged as he stared at his feet.
The whir of an electric fan was the only sound to
break the heavy silence of the room.

Parks shrugged, “Frankie’s a loser. You can’t
believe anything...”

Calloway held up his hand, “Thanks, Woody. But
frankly, I'm glad. It’s one of the last good things Allen
did.” He allowed himself another smile. “Funny. It
was his job to take the garbage out when he was a
boy. I guess he couldn’t get out of the habit.”

His voice broke. Without looking back he
stepped out of the office and closed the door. ®
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en parents lose their six-year-old son to an esteemed
pediatrician’s seeming negligence, they turn to attorney
David Sloane for justice.

In his return as "the lawyer who does not lose,” Sloane is on
the verge of another victory, but something about the mal-
practice case has bothered him from the start. And his uneasi-
ness grows when toy designer Kyle Horgan confronts him on
the way to the verdict to claim responsibility not only for the
child’s death, but also for the fate of a second little boy in cen-
tral Washington.

When the toy designer vanishes, leaving behind only a ran-
sacked apartment, Sloane teams up with his longtime inves-
tigative partner (and former CIA operative) Charles Jenkins
to reexamine the deaths and dig deeper into Horgan’s claims.
They are forced to enter the cutthroat world of toy manufac-
turing where hundreds of millions of dollars are staked on
finding the next "It" product. Sloane must dodge a vicious
and calculating killer, exonerate the doctor and overcome a
devastating personal loss that nearly destroys him, all while
keeping in check his overwhelming desire for revenge.
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