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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tuesday, January 13, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    The door of 5F was open a crack. 
 
    Her heart began thrashing about. 
 
    She knuckled the sleep from her eyes. 
 
    Was she dreaming? 
 
    A dull light knifed out through the gap. 
 
    The dark corridor outside the apartment was empty. 
 
    The luminescent hands on her wristwatch showed six minutes to three in the morning. 
 
    Maybe he’d left the door open by mistake. 
 
    She unzipped her sleeping bag and wriggled out of it. 
 
    How long had she been in the corridor now? Eleven days! It felt as though she’d spent her whole life there. 
 
     She recalled knocking on his door that first day and expecting him to open it immediately, but he didn’t. Maybe he’d gone out, she thought. So she paced up and down in the corridor and waited, but nobody came. 
 
    After knocking until her knuckles were swollen and bruised, a woman with straggly grey hair stuck her head into the corridor three doors along to the left and said, ‘Will you please stop that?’ 
 
    ‘Sorry. You don’t know where he is, do you?’ 
 
    ‘He never comes out of there.’ 
 
    ‘Never?’ 
 
    ‘Not that anybody has seen. Hasn’t done for almost three months now.’ 
 
    ‘Three months! Are you sure he’s still alive?’ 
 
    ‘He’s alive all right. Mister Solomon next door to him on the other side . . .’ She pointed a hooked finger to indicate where she meant. ‘. . . he said he’s heard him talking to himself. And Ruby Lowenstein, who lives in Apartment 5A at the far end of the corridor, says she’s seen a light under the door sometimes.’ 
 
    ‘What about groceries?’ 
 
    She pulled a face and shrugged. ‘No idea.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks anyway.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome.’ 
 
    She banged on the door again and said, ‘I’m going to stay out here until you open the door.’ 
 
    Well, she was true to her word. She’d lived in the corridor outside Apartment 5F in the dilapidated high-rise for the whole eleven days. Of course, on that first day, she’d had to go to the local store and buy food and drink, but apart from that she’d been in the corridor the whole time knocking, shouting, pacing, eating and sleeping. 
 
    She’d become friends with Mrs Martha Barbarossa in Apartment 5I, who’d first come out and complained about her knocking. After she’d told the old woman why she was there, she’d allowed her to use the bathroom when she needed to. 
 
    Other people nodded at her and muttered “hello” as they shuffled past. She was nearly one of them. 
 
    Now, after eleven days, he’d finally opened the door. 
 
    Pushing herself up, she crept forward. 
 
    She’d come up from Kettle River in Minnesota to find him, and she wasn’t going to leave without at least talking to him. If he’d thought she was going to give up, he had no idea who he was dealing with – she never gave up. 
 
    That’s what her father had said when she’d been ten years’ old. ‘Give up, let your mother go now.’ But she couldn’t do that, she could never do that. She’d phoned a million specialist doctors, researched brain cancer in the Kettle River library until her fingers had bled from the papercuts and she couldn’t read another medical word with her worn-out eyes, but she’d never given up. Her mother had died, and she’d cried for a whole month, but she’d never once given up hope of keeping her mother alive. Annie was only three years’ old then and didn’t understand what had happened. 
 
    Three months ago, her father had died from a broken heart. Or, at least that’s what it seemed like from the outside looking in, because the doctor said there was nothing physically wrong with him. Annie had run away from home two months prior to that, which was the day after her seventeenth birthday on August 2, 1947, and they hadn’t seen or heard from her since. She’d left a note, that her father didn’t find for two days, saying that she didn’t want to live on a farm in the middle of nowhere for the rest of her life. She had hopes, dreams and rainbows to follow. She was going to Hollywood to become an actress just like Lauren Bacall, Ava Gardner and Rita Heyworth.  
 
    She didn’t think Annie was her father’s favourite, but she was the youngest and that made all the difference. And even though he never said as much, he took his parenting responsibilities seriously – probably too seriously if the truth be told. For Annie, and maybe for her a little bit as well, he’d been both mother and father. That’s just the way he was. When his wife had died, he’d promised her he’d look after the two girls, and he’d kept that promise . . . Well, up until Annie ran away. 
 
    Two months after Annie had left, Billy Madden – the Sherriff of Kettle River – made a special trip out to the farm to tell her father that Annie’s naked body had been found in Echo Park, which as well as being a park was also a suburb of Los Angeles, not far from Hollywood. 
 
    It was as if the Sherriff’s words had sucked the life out of her father and he collapsed onto the veranda. Within a week he went from life to death in the blink of an eye. 
 
    In the middle of October 1947, she buried her father. Over the next two months she sold the farm to the highest bidder, handed in her notice at the local elementary school in Kettle River where she’d been a history teacher, ruthlessly packed her few belongings into a backpack, and bought a one-way ticket on a Greyhound bus from Minneapolis to Kansas City and then onto Los Angeles in California. 
 
    Before she’d left Kettle River, the Sherriff had told her that Annie was victim number seven, but the detective who had been in charge of the investigation from the beginning – Erik Urban – had been on sick leave with exhaustion for the past six months and the detective who had taken over from him – Mike O’Meara – was the man she needed to see in the Homicide Division at Police Headquarters on the South Side of First Street. 
 
    So, as soon as she’d stepped off the bus, she made her way by cab to the police headquarters. 
 
    After waiting an hour and a half, Detective O’Meara finally showed up. 
 
    ‘What can I do for you, little lady?’ 
 
    ‘Little lady! Don’t belittle and patronise me, Detective. Didn’t your parents teach you how to address a woman?’ 
 
    ‘You want to talk to me, or no?’ 
 
    ‘My name is Katie Brazil. I’m the sister of the killer’s seventh victim – Annie Brazil. I’d like to know what you’re doing to find my sister’s killer?’ 
 
    ‘We’re doing everything we can is all you need to know, Missy. More than that I can’t tell you.’ 
 
    ‘Won’t tell me? Don’t want to tell me?’ 
 
    ‘Can’t. Is that it?’ 
 
    ‘You don’t know anything, do you?’ 
 
    ‘It was not so nice talking to you, Miss Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have any suspects?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t tell you anything about the case – you’re a civilian.’ 
 
    ‘Where’s Detective Urban?’ 
 
    ‘Not here.’ 
 
    ‘I’d like his address.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry, no can do.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be hearing from my attorney.’ 
 
    ‘Looking forward to it,’ he said, and left her standing there seething with anger. 
 
    She had a good mind to lodge a formal complaint, but she knew it wouldn’t do any good. She’d met people like Detective O’Meara before. Not that many, but enough to know they couldn’t help themselves and would never change. 
 
    ‘I’d like Detective Urban’s address, please?’ she asked the Desk Sergeant. 
 
    ‘You know I can’t give you that, Miss.’ 
 
    She wasn’t going to give up.  
 
    Outside, she accosted every police officer who went in or came out of the building. After close to two hours an officer in uniform appeared with a slip of paper and pressed it into her hand. ‘You’d better go before Sergeant Millington sends someone out here to arrest you.’ 
 
    ‘You could have given me the address two hours ago.’ 
 
    ‘From what I’ve heard, it won’t do you any good. Nobody’s seen him in three months. In fact, I don’t even know if he’s still a police officer.’ 
 
    She hailed a cab and told the driver to go to the address on the paper: George Washington Heights on Arlington Avenue in Old Town Torrance. 
 
    After climbing the five flights of stairs to Apartment 5F, because the elevator was out of order, she banged on Detective Erik Urban’s door. 
 
    That was eleven days ago. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Now, she eased the door open with her fingertips. 
 
    The old hinges creaked. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ she called. 
 
    Maybe he hadn’t left the door open for her to walk through at all.  
 
    There was a dim light at the end of the hallway. 
 
    She turned and shut the door. 
 
    Both sides of the hallway were full of cardboard boxes with other stuff stacked on top of them. The wooden floor was bare. There was a naked bulb hanging from the ceiling, but it wasn’t switched on. It was like a nocturnal obstacle course. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ 
 
    Why wasn’t he answering? He wasn’t deaf, was he? And according to Mrs Barbarossa he was still alive. 
 
    ‘Hello, Detective Urban?’ 
 
    She pushed the door of the living room open, but didn’t step inside. 
 
    There was a single chair on a threadbare rug in the middle of the room facing the far wall, which was completely full of photographs, sticky notes, reports, fingerprint sheets, location maps, crime scene photographs, newspaper cuttings, witness statements, missing person reports . . . it was a terrible mess. She couldn’t see the wood for the trees, but she did see a pouting photograph of Annie that had been included in her portfolio. 
 
    She could see the top of his head in the chair. Two out of four wall lights worked. There were beer cans, rubbish, newspapers, files, part-filled cardboard boxes, maps and scraps of paper scattered all over the bare wooden floor. 
 
    On the right was a filthy drape covering a window and there were three more doors leading into dark rooms. 
 
    She walked up to the wall and touched Annie’s photograph and then she turned round to look at Detective Erik Urban. 
 
    He was emaciated. His skin barely covered his skeleton; his hair and beard were long and unkempt; his clothes were full of holes; he had bare feet with long twisted toenails and his hands trembled like someone with an affliction. 
 
    ‘Jesus!’ she said, holding her nose. ‘You stink.’ 
 
    His empty eyes stared at her, tears rolled down his face, but he didn’t speak. 
 
    ‘When was the last time . . .?’ but she didn’t bother to finish what she’d started. It didn’t matter. It was obvious what had happened and where it would lead if she didn’t do something. Another couple of weeks and she would have found a dead man sitting in the chair. 
 
    She left the apartment, let herself into 5I and knocked on Mrs Barbarossa’s bedroom door. 
 
    ‘Martha?’ 
 
    ‘Is that you, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I’m sorry to wake you at this time of the morning, but can I ask you to help me?’ 
 
    ‘With what?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Detective Urban in 5F. He needs a bath and probably some food if he can keep it down.’ 
 
    She swung her legs out of the bed, put her dressing gown on and followed Katie to Urban’s apartment. 
 
    ‘Look at this place,’ Mrs Barbarossa mumbled, squeezing through the cardboard boxes in the hallway. When she walked into the living room and saw Erik Urban she said, ‘Oh my word!’ She glanced at Katie. ‘Wait here,’ and hurried out. A couple of minutes later, she returned with Ruby Lowenstein from Apartment 5A. 
 
    ‘You leave Mister Urban to us, dear,’ Ruby Lowenstein said, helping Erik out of the chair like a broken porcelain mannequin. ‘I used to be a nurse in another life. I’ve seen people this thin before. Martha and I will take care of him while you sort this place out. Phew! It stinks in here.’ 
 
    ‘There’s cleaning things under the sink in my apartment,’ Martha said. 
 
    Once they’d gone, she went from room to room and decided that it would probably take a team of cleaners the whole day to clean the apartment. 
 
    She checked her Tudor watch, which had been a present from her father on her eighteenth birthday. It was only five o’clock – far too early to call anybody. The place needed decorating as well. And what about some furniture? The fridge and kitchen cupboards were also empty. All of Urban’s unwashed clothes needed disposing of. She thought about moving her stuff into the apartment, but it was cleaner in the corridor, so she decided to stay where she was until the cleaners had been in. 
 
    With the money from the farm, together with her savings, she had just shy of four hundred thousand dollars in her accounts. And she was prepared to spend a small portion of it sorting Detective Urban’s apartment out, especially as she’d be staying there to help him find Annie’s killer whether he liked it or not. There were two bedrooms, so she could sleep in one and pay him rent. 
 
    While she was waiting for the hands of her watch to reach nine o’clock, she moved the rubbish on the floor to one side of the room and emptied a cardboard box to use. She then began taking everything carefully off the wall and placing it in the box. If they were going to use the wall like a pinboard, then it needed doing properly. 
 
    As a historian, she had transferrable skills that she could use to put the wall back together again, but first it needed painting. 
 
    When she pulled back the drape and opened the window to let some fresh air in, she found a rope tied to a hook on the windowsill with a bell attached. She peered out of the window and pulled on the rope. The bell tinkled. She smiled. This must have been how Urban was getting copies of the files, she thought. She pulled the rope all the way up. There was a wicker basket tied on the end with an envelope in the bottom. 
 
    She opened the envelope. An eighth victim had been found – her name was Lola Coburn, and she was just eighteen years’ old. Katie put the paperwork in the cardboard box. 
 
    Once she’d done as much as she could, she walked along the corridor to Ruby Lowenstein’s apartment to find out how things were going. 
 
    ‘He’s in my spare bed,’ Ruby said. ‘We’ve scrubbed him, force-fed him a little soup, dressed him in a pair of my late Shimon’s night clothes and now we’ll just have to wait and see. It’ll be a few days before he gets out of that bed without assistance.’ 
 
    Mrs Barbarossa clicked her tongue. ‘What was he trying to do – kill himself?’ 
 
    ‘He wasn’t far off,’ Ruby said. ‘It’s a good job you got yourself into his apartment when you did, dear.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be keeping him here for a couple of days then?’ 
 
    ‘No alternative. He needs looking after. It’s either here, the hospital or the morgue.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll arrange for his apartment to be cleaned and decorated while you have him locked up here.’ 
 
    Martha chuckled. ‘Locked up! Yes, I like that. Course, he’s a detective, isn’t he. Well, he ain’t escaping from Ruby’s jail anytime soon, that’s for sure.’ 
 
    She walked back along the corridor, packed up all of her belongings, moved them into Urban’s apartment to keep them safe and then picked up the phone. Urban obviously hadn’t paid the bill, because there was no dial tone, so she walked along to Martha’s apartment and used her phone. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The first day, the cleaners came in. As well as cleaning the whole apartment, they disposed of everything except for seven cardboard boxes she’d stacked in the middle of the living room floor. While they were there, she also organised a plumber, an electrician and a gas engineer to come in, check everything over and fit new parts where necessary. Over the next two days, the decorators painted everything white. She also had a carpenter cover the whole length of the far wall with a pin board. There was no point in sticking things on a newly-painted white wall when she could arrange for a pin board to be put up. 
 
    While the decorators were in the apartment wearing masks and slopping paint everywhere, she went shopping. She had a long list and bought rugs; a three-piece suite; drapes; light fittings; a table and chairs; some Chinese wall art that she liked the look of; two three-quarter-sized beds with mattresses and pillows; bed linen; kitchen utensils; pots and pans . . . and arranged for it all to be delivered the following day. 
 
    When she arrived back at George Washington Heights and ascended the five flights of stairs, she was exhausted. She walked along to 5A and knocked on the door. 
 
    ‘Hello, dear,’ Ruby said when she opened the door. ‘How was your shopping trip?’ 
 
    ‘Exhausting.’ 
 
    ‘Well, come on into the kitchen. Sit yourself down and I’ll make you a nice cup of tea. How would that be?’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, Ruby.’ She followed the old woman into the kitchen and sat down at the table. ‘How’s Detective Urban?’ 
 
    ‘Detective Urban is just fine, Miss Brazil,’ a man’s voice came from behind her. 
 
    She clutched her chest. ‘Are you trying to kill me?’ 
 
    ‘If I was, you’d be dead already.’ He sat down in another chair at the table. ‘I hear I have you to thank for saving my life?’ 
 
    ‘That’s about the size of it. I’d like to know what you thought you were doing?’ 
 
    ‘My thought processes had stopped working, I’m afraid. Ruby said no one’s seen me in three months. The last thing I remember was around that time.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’m glad to see you’re getting better.’ 
 
    ‘I’m nearly ready to move back into my apartment, but apparently I no longer live there.’ 
 
    Katie laughed. ‘You still live there, but so do I now.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t recall inviting you to stay, or sub-letting a room to you.’ 
 
    ‘I’m shocked! It was during those three months you can’t recall.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure.’ 
 
    ‘You need me.’ 
 
    ‘I have a partner.’ 
 
    ‘Not any more. I’m sorry to have to tell you this, but Detective Janik was shot and killed in a police raid three weeks ago. It was in the newspapers and the funeral was last week.’ 
 
    ‘Jan’s dead?’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Why did nobody tell me?’ 
 
    ‘They probably sent someone round to inform you, but you didn’t answer the door.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose that’s likely. How did you know Jan Janik was my partner?’ 
 
    ‘I found the rope with the bell attached disappearing out of the window. There was the copy of another victim’s file in the basket on the end. It wasn’t hard to work out that someone at the police department was copying information for you. I searched the newspapers in the library and found that your partner was Detective Janik. That’s also when I discovered he’d been killed in the line of duty. A woman opened fire and hit him in the face. He died of his injuries at the hospital.’ 
 
    ‘The world carried on without me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want from me, Katie Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘I want you to find my sister’s killer.’ 
 
    He spread his arms and looked down at himself. ‘As you can see, I’m not really up to the job anymore.’ 
 
    ‘A temporary condition,’ she said, taking a swallow of tea. ‘We’ll soon have you back at work again. Won’t we, Ruby?’ 
 
    ‘A couple more days of Mrs Lowenstein’s magical Cure-All Elixir will see you right as rain in no time, Detective Urban.’ 
 
    Tears welled in his eyes. ‘I don’t know if I can do it anymore.’ 
 
    ‘You’re still weak. As Ruby said, a couple more days and you’ll be a different person.’ 
 
    ‘I failed once. What makes you think I can find the killer now?’ 
 
    ‘Because you have me, and I never give up.’ 
 
    ‘You should go to Police Headquarters on the South Side of First Street and see whoever is in charge of the investigation now.’ 
 
    ‘Detective O’Meara.’ 
 
    ‘Oh!’ 
 
    ‘I went to see him and he called me a little lady.’ 
 
    Urban’s lip curled up. ‘Yeah! Mike’s view of the opposite sex is a bit dated.’ 
 
    ‘A bit! He should be extinct like the dinosaurs.’ 
 
    Urban pushed himself up. ‘I’m a bit tired. No doubt I’ll see you again before you go, Miss Brazil,’ he said as he shuffled out. 
 
    ‘I’m not going anywhere, Detective,’ she threw after him. ‘So you’d better get used to the idea of seeing me around.’ 
 
    Katie finished her tea and stood up. ‘Well, I’d better go and see how the painters are getting on. Thanks for the tea, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘My pleasure, dear.’ 
 
    She made her way back to 5F to find out what had been going on in her absence. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Monday, January 19, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    She was busy replacing all the details about the murders on the new pinboard, but in a way that made sense to her, and she didn’t hear Detective Urban enter the apartment. 
 
    ‘Still here, I see.’ 
 
    She jumped. The clump of papers she was holding flew out of her hand and see-sawed to the floor. ‘Creeping up on people is not very nice, Detective.’ 
 
    Some colour had come back to his cheeks. He was still painfully thin – all sharp edges and hollows – but he’d begun to fill out a bit under Ruby Lowenstein’s ministrations. He was clean-shaven and Ruby had cut his hair as if he was an Army recruit. 
 
    ‘When are you leaving?’ he said, leaning heavily on a gnarled walking stick. 
 
    ‘I’m not.’ 
 
    ‘It’s my apartment. My name’s on the agreement.’ 
 
    ‘Not anymore.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘The landlord came knocking. Wanted to throw you out on the street, because you hadn’t paid your rent for six months. I said I’d pay the arrears and give him another six months in advance if he put my name on the agreement instead of yours, changed the lock on the front door and got someone in to fix the elevator. He was happy to oblige, so if anyone’s leaving – it’s you.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t do that.’ 
 
    ‘Already done. This is my apartment now. However, I’m prepared to let you stay here if you’re willing to help me catch my sister’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, so now I’m helping you? If I recall correctly, you’d come here to help me?’ 
 
    ‘A minor point. Either we’re helping each other, or I’ll find the killer on my own and you can look for another place to live.’ 
 
    He hobbled round looking at what she’d done to the apartment. Went in the kitchen, the bathroom, the bedrooms . . . ‘Where’s my clothes?’ he asked when he re-appeared. 
 
    She laughed. ‘Rags, you mean? I threw them out. If you’re staying, and when you’re up to it, I’m prepared to buy you new clothes.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, so now I’m a charity case? I have money.’ 
 
    She shrugged. ‘Please yourself, but I haven’t seen any evidence of you having any money so far.’ 
 
    ‘Where’d you get all your money from anyway, Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘The Sherriff came to inform us that my sister had been murdered in Los Angeles, which killed off my father within a week. We lived on a big farm in Kettle River, Minnesota. I was a history teacher at the local elementary school, not a farmer. So, I sold the farm to the highest bidder, put the money in the bank with my savings and caught a Greyhound bus here.’ 
 
    ‘What about your mother?’ 
 
    ‘Died of brain cancer when I was ten years old.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry to hear that.’ 
 
    ‘It was a long time ago. And call me Katie.’ 
 
    ‘If we’re living here together, you know what people will say, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never been one for taking any notice of what people say.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve made a better job of this place than I ever did.’ 
 
    ‘Women make a home, men make a mess.’ 
 
    ‘I guess that’s true. What about the cooking and cleaning?’ 
 
    ‘I said I’d pay Martha and Ruby to come in and clean for us turn-about, except Sunday. They seem to be happy to do that and earn some money. As for the cooking, I’ll be doing that. I enjoy cooking and I’m a good cook. You can do the washing up.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t made up my mind whether I’m staying yet.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t get any pressure from me. As I said, I’ll be doing what I’m doing with you or without you. Of course, it’ll be a lot easier with you, but I’m used to overcoming obstacles, so take your time, Detective.’ 
 
    He sat down on the new sofa, put the walking stick between his legs and said, ‘Call me Erik.’ 
 
    She smiled, picked up the papers she’d dropped and continued putting them up on the pinboard. When she turned round again, Erik had fallen asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Her sister – Annie Brazil – was the killer’s seventh victim. There were six before her, and one after her. They’d all travelled to Hollywood as aspiring actresses, but they were just eight of the hundreds who had followed their dreams only to discover the reality of an America still struggling out of a decade-long depression. 
 
    The naked bodies were all found by members of the public disposed of in municipal parks, but they’d been murdered elsewhere: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn: Cypress Park, 2630 Pepper Avenue, Sunday, February 10, 1946; 
 
    Paula Simpson: McArthur Park, 2230 W 6th Street, Wednesday, August 7, 1946; 
 
    Isabella Brunet: Lincoln Park, 3501 Valley Boulevard, Friday, October 11, 1946; 
 
    Vivienne Turner; Veteran’s Barrington Park, 333 South Barrington Avenue, Monday, January 13, 1947; 
 
    Dawn Morrison: Elysian Park, 835 Academy Road, Saturday, May 3, 1947; 
 
    Sally Wells: Ascot Hills Park, 4371 Multnomah Street, Thursday, July 17, 1947; 
 
    Annie Brazil: Echo Park, 1632 Bellevue Avenue, Thursday, October 2, 1947; 
 
    Lola Coburn: Holmby Park, 601 Clubview Drive, Sunday, December 14, 1947. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Each woman had been brutally raped and strangled, which was evidenced by the dark bruising to the neck, abdomen, upper arms, inner thighs and genital area. Afterward, the killer washed and made the victims look beautiful. Their hair had been neatly coiffured in various styles, make-up had been applied, fingers and toes manicured and a single item placed between their breasts: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn – a dead rattlesnake; 
 
    Paula Simpson – a car key;  
 
    Isabella Brunet – a bottle of perfume; 
 
    Vivienne Turner – a needle and syringe;  
 
    Dawn Morrison – a new red shoe;  
 
    Sally Wells – a Chinese hair stick; 
 
    Annie Brazil – a black velvet wrist bow; 
 
    Lola Coburn – a red and blue striped scarf. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Urban cried out and woke himself up. 
 
    Katie stopped what she was doing and turned round. 
 
    His face was covered in sweat, tears filled his eyes and his hands were trembling. 
 
    ‘Are you all right?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t look fine. Did you serve in the war?’ 
 
    ‘After working foot beat in Harbour Division for seven years, I joined the Marines in 1941. Left in 1945 as a Sergeant. In those four years I crossed the River Styx and went on a sightseeing tour of Hell. Fought at Guadalcanal; Tarawa; Guam; Peleliu; Iwo Jima; and Okinawa. Don’t ask me how I got out alive when so many didn’t, because I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘And then you joined the Homicide Division?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘How old are you?’ 
 
    ‘Thirty-seven, but I feel a hundred and thirty-seven.’ 
 
    ‘You look how you feel.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘Birthday?’ 
 
    ‘Born February 12, 1910 in a little place called Borrego Springs in San Diego County. I have the same birth date as Abe Lincoln, so I expect to be elected President anytime soon.’ 
 
    ‘Good luck with your nomination.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘Parents?’ 
 
    ‘Long gone.’ 
 
    ‘Siblings?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Married?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘So, it’s you and me against the world?’ 
 
    ‘No, Katie. If you’re determined to stay here and help, then it’s you and me against the demons of Hell. I saw some things in the war that I can’t get out of my head, but in a way there was a rhyme and reason to what happened.’ He pointed at the photographs on the pinboard. ‘There ain’t no rhyme or reason to any of those.’ 
 
    ‘I guess the killer has a rhyme and reason, we just don’t know what it is yet. There are patterns here.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, Jan and I explored all those patterns, but they didn’t lead us anywhere. We went back and re-examined the murder of twenty year-old Georgette Bauerdorf who was found dead in her apartment in an overflowing bathtub in October, 1944 – only two months after she’d arrived here to become an actress. She suffered head trauma, a crushed hand, bruised inner thighs from being raped and she was finally strangled. It was two years prior to Hildegard Zinn’s death and like Dawn Morrison, she also worked at the Hollywood Canteen.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds similar.’ 
 
    ‘But not similar enough. We decided it wasn’t connected. You heard of Elizabeth Short – the woman they called the Black Dahlia?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘She was found on January 15, 1947, in a disused lot in the Leimert Park neighbourhood with her body cut in half at the waist amongst other things. Worse thing we ever saw. We thought she was victim number five, but in the end we discarded the idea. She called herself a would-be actress like the others, but she had no known acting credits to her name and rumour had it that she worked as a whore to get by, that’s really where the similarity to the other victims ended. Detective Sergeant Harry Hansen and Detective Finnis Brown were assigned to the Black Dahlia case, but they had the same luck as Jan and me, which was no luck at all. At least Hansen and Brown only had one dead body to contend with, ours just kept piling up.’ 
 
    ‘You need to go into the police department and let them know you’re getting better, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘I ain’t ready for that yet. And anyway, what makes you think they ain’t fired my butt already?’ 
 
    ‘You’ve been sick.’ 
 
    ‘I’m still sick.’ 
 
    ‘But instead of getting worse, you’re getting better. You need to let them know to keep your job open and that you’ll be back as soon as you’re up to it.’ 
 
    ‘I thought we were working the case from here?’ 
 
    ‘We are, but now that Jan’s dead, you don’t know what’s going on. You’ve lost your inside man. They could be sitting on a dozen leads and we wouldn’t know about it.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, so it’s not about my wellbeing? It’s about you keeping your pinboard up-to-date?’ 
 
    ‘It’s about both, Erik. One thing you ought to know about me is that I never give up. If it takes a thousand years to find my sister’s killer, then that’s how long I’ll be here. You can either hold on tight, or jump out now while we’re still going slow.’ 
 
    ‘You got yourself a man, Katie Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought.’ He struggled to stand up. ‘Maybe tomorrow I’ll catch a cab to the police station and say hello to the guys. For now, I gotta lie down again.’ 
 
    ‘You could stay here?’ 
 
    ‘You finish your pinboard off. Ruby’s doing just fine looking after me for now. Next time I come back in here, I’ll talk you through the case. I expect you’ll have everything up on the board by then and a thousand questions that need answers.’ 
 
    She watched him shuffle out and turned back to the pinboard. There was still a lot of information to go up. She’d started off with a street map of Los Angeles, identified the location where each woman had been found; and used pins and cotton to connect them to the photograph and details of each victim. After that, she worked in concentric circles by first putting the photographs of the items found between the breasts of each woman; and then the crime scene photographs. While she was locating everything like pieces of a jigsaw; thoughts, questions and observations jumped into her head, so she made a list on a piece of paper at the far right of the pinboard. 
 
    Why did the killer pick these particular women? As far as she could see, they weren’t alike. Erik said that they were all similar to Elizabeth Short in that they were aspiring actresses with no acting credits. How had they been making ends meet? Did they have jobs? Or were they harlots like Elizabeth Short? She made a list of the work each woman did before they were murdered. It seemed that most had jobs, but after a day’s work they needed to mix with the people who had contacts in the movie business. How could you be an actress if nobody saw you? she reasoned. Or, if nobody knew you were available for that part they were trying to fill? And to be considered for the part, you had to do certain things. It was expected. Everybody was doing it. If you weren’t prepared to sleep with the people who could get you that part you always dreamed of . . . Well, you should just pack your bags and go back to the hick town you came from. 
 
    It was clear to Katie that men had the power in Hollywood. The question was: How far was a woman willing to go to make their dreams come true? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn didn’t work; 
 
    Paula Simpson worked as an ice cream girl in the cinema; 
 
    Isabella Brunet had a cashier’s job in a drug store; 
 
    Vivienne Turner was a clerical assistant at a firm of attorneys; 
 
    Dawn Morrison was a waitress at a diner; 
 
    Sally Wells was a bank teller; 
 
    Annie Brazil didn’t work; 
 
    Lola Coburn was a shoe salesperson. 
 
      
 
      
 
    She didn’t want to cry, but she couldn’t stop the tears streaming from her eyes and down her cheeks. Poor Annie! How quickly the dream had become a nightmare. She was glad that her father had never known the whole truth about his youngest daughter. Once she realised that there was no pot of gold at the end of the rainbow, all she had to do was write them to come and get her. Katie would have jumped on the first plane, train or bus to bring her sister back home, but no letter had come. Annie was always too proud, too stubborn, too self-willed. In a way, they shared similar traits, but Annie never knew when to stop. There was a big difference in never giving up, and never knowing when to give up. It was that difference that had got Annie killed. 
 
    Why had the killer brutally raped and strangled these women? And then washed and made them up? It was as if a terrible anger had turned to regret and sadness. Where had he murdered them? Where were their clothes? Why had they been left naked? What did the items left between each woman’s breasts mean? Why were they disposed of in municipal parks for anybody to find? So many questions, but no answers. She could imagine how the many unanswered questions had possessed Erik to the point of exhaustion. Well, things would be different this time round. 
 
    As far as she could tell, Erik and Jan had not worked out any of the clues the killer had left them. There’d been a lot of speculation, but they really had no idea who they were looking for, or why he was killing these women. 
 
    She hadn’t known Detective Jan Janik, and she only barely knew Detective Eric Urban. She’d briefly met Detective Sergeant Mike O’Meara, whom she’d taken an instant dislike to. In total then, she knew very little about the detectives in the Los Angeles Homicide Division, or anywhere else for that matter. However, what little she had learned from her brief encounters with them, had not filled her with any measure of confidence that these police officers knew what they were doing, or that they had the intelligence or wherewithal to catch Annie’s killer. In fact, she felt that the opposite was true. So, there was no question of her leaving them to it, or trusting that they’d get there in the end. She was sure that without her help, they never would. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a knock at the door. 
 
    She opened it to find Martha standing there. 
 
    ‘Oh! Hello, Martha.’ 
 
    ‘Hello, dear. How are things going with you?’ 
 
    ‘Very well, thank you. Would you like to come in for tea?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll make it.’ 
 
    ‘If you’re sure?’ 
 
    Martha made her way down the hallway, held her hand up to her eyes as she walked through the living room, and went into the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Why did you do that?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know how you can bear to look at those dead women. When people come in here, they shouldn’t have to see terrible things like that. It ain’t right to have those pictures on your living room wall.’ 
 
    ‘You’re right. I’ll go and cover the board up.’ She found two sheets and used drawing pins to tack the edges to the top of the board. Later, she’d go out and buy a length of material, some brass curtain rings and half-a-dozen hooks. That way, she’d be able to easily cover and uncover the pinboard. Martha was right, and it wasn’t just about her and Ruby seeing what was on the board. People might come to the apartment, people who she wouldn’t want to see what she and Erik were doing. 
 
    There were no table and chairs in the kitchen like Ruby had, so they carried the tea into the living room and sat on the sofa. Maybe, while she was out, she could buy some kitchen furniture and ask for them to be delivered. She and Erik would need somewhere to sit while they were eating. 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s much better,’ Martha said, referring to the sheets covering the pinboard. ‘After I’ve finished my tea, I’ll get on with the cleaning.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t mean to pry, but are you going to be all right on your own here with Detective Urban?’ 
 
    ‘There’s two bedrooms. He’ll be sleeping in one, and I’ll be sleeping in the other. One thing you’ll notice about my bedroom is that there’s a lock on the door. I’m only here for one thing, Martha – to catch my sister’s killer. You can tell anybody who hasn’t got enough of their own business to worry about that’s what I’ll be doing.’ 
 
    ‘Of course. I just thought I’d mention it, because you know how people are, always sticking their snouts into other people’s truffles.’ 
 
    ‘Well, now you have mentioned it, and you’ve got your answer. Not only that, Erik is twice as old as me and he wasn’t exactly at the front of the queue when they were handing out good looks, was he?’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    Martha said, ‘Never a truer word.’ She threw back the dregs of her tea. ‘Well, the cleaning won’t do itself. You’ve done a nice job of this apartment.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘While Martha cleaned, she stuck her head under the sheet and continued putting the last of the information on the pinboard. She recalled reading magazines by torchlight under the bedclothes as a girl. That was when her mum had still been alive, and Annie was crying in her crib to be fed. 
 
    She looked at the elapsed time between each murder. There were six months between the first two – Hildegard Zinn and Paula Simpson. After that it was usually two, three or four months. She had the feeling that in February 1946 murder was all new to the killer, he was waiting for the police to catch him, but when they didn’t he killed again. What had happened to make him start and continue killing young women? 
 
    As a historian she was already a detective. She searched for clues about the past, putting them together to find out what had happened. A historian, not unlike a police detective, was concerned with constructing a continuous, methodical and coherent narrative that explained past events. Philosophers of history have long thought of history as archaeology – digging up the past. She realised then, that in order to create that coherent narrative, she needed a second pinboard to carry out her historical research and construct a timeline. Beginning at Lola Coburn, she needed to go back in time to Hildegard Zinn, look for the clues and then follow the trail of evidence. 
 
    The telephone in the apartment was now working, because she’d paid the outstanding charges and had it re-connected. She phoned the carpenter and arranged for him to fix another pinboard on either side of the window later in the day. 
 
    Soon, once she’d identified the gaps in the narrative, she and Erik would be in a position to conduct field research. Before that though, she needed to visit the library and Erik had to go to the police department, so that they could bring the information they had on the pinboard up-to-date. 
 
    ‘That’s me finished, dear,’ Martha said. ‘It’s a lot easier cleaning this apartment than it is my own. Clutter soon mounts up. You think you’ll get rid of your clutter, but you never do, it just keeps on mounting up. The trouble is, everything has a memory attached to it. I could walk around my apartment, pick up the clutter and tell you my life story from the memories attached to each item.’ 
 
    The corner of Katie’s mouth curled upwards. ‘When I decided to come here, I left all my clutter behind. I have a small box with a few keepsakes inside, but most of my memories are in here.’ She tapped the side of her head with her index finger. 
 
    ‘You’re still young, dear. When you get to my age, memories start leaking out as if your head was a colander. The clutter stops you from forgetting.’ 
 
    She gave Martha a ten dollar bill. ‘Thank you, Martha.’ 
 
    ‘See you soon, dear.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tuesday, January 20, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik paid the cab driver, walked through the brick archway of Police Headquarters on the South Side of First Street and slowly climbed the stairs to the Homicide Division. He had to stop half-way to catch his breath. 
 
    He didn’t know what to make of Katie Brazil. She was a strong-willed woman, that was for sure. Intelligent and beautiful as well, with her shoulder-length wavy black hair, hour-glass figure and green eyes that resembled chips of emerald ice. Her sister – Annie – had come here to make a name for herself as an actress, but it could just as easily have been Katie. A few years older than her sister, but those years hadn’t detracted from her beauty. 
 
    Why hadn’t she got herself a man yet? He guessed that a man would want control, power and ownership over her, and from what little he knew of Katie, he doubted that she’d be prepared to hand any of that over to a man. 
 
    She’d certainly taken control of his life, and he didn’t really know her. Maybe that was what he’d needed. In fact, there was no maybe about it. If she hadn’t come along when she did, he’d probably be lying on a freezer shelf in the county morgue just like those eight women by now. 
 
    Since coming back from the war, he hadn’t made such a good job of his life. Truth be told, it wasn’t all peaches and roses before the war either. He hadn’t given it much thought, but his life had been pretty much squandered. Yeah, he’d made a bit of a difference, but he guessed he could have done so much more – maybe a wife, a couple of kids, someone to leave behind and remember him. It was too late now, too late by far. 
 
    Maybe Katie Brazil had been sent for a reason. Maybe she was his chance to make things right with the world. 
 
    The guys were sitting around the squad room smoking and swilling coffee like there was a world shortage or something. 
 
    ‘Well, look who it ain’t,’ Detective Greg Lombardi said. He had his feet on the desk. A couple more inches would have put him in the horizontal position. ‘The shadow of the man we once knew as Erik Urban.’ 
 
    Erik smiled, took one hand off his walking stick and waved. ‘Hey!’ 
 
    They were all there – Mike O’Meara, Bill Ackerman, John Harrity, Carl Seger, Dennis Whipple, Jack Rogers and George Hirst. Made him wonder who was out doing the work. 
 
    He sat down in the chair at his desk. Was it still his chair and desk? It didn’t look as though it had been occupied during his absence. 
 
    ‘You back to work?’ Bill Ackerman enquired. 
 
    He half-laughed. ‘Do I look like I’m back to work? I had to stop half-way up the stairs to re-start my heart.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, you don’t look so good, Erik,’ Detective Sergeant Mike O’Meara said. ‘It’s good to see you’re on the mend anyway . . . You are on the mend, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’m over the worst of it. I’ll be back to work before you know it. Where’s the Lieutenant?’ 
 
    ‘Got a meeting with Mayor Bowron and his cronies first thing, but he shouldn’t be long.’ 
 
    He looked at the wall. ‘How’s the case going?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what the Lieutenant is seeing the Mayor about,’ Dennis Whipple said. ‘Lack of progress. Been going nowhere for months now.’ 
 
    Mike O’Meara eyed him and said, ‘It was going nowhere for months before that, Dennis.’ 
 
    Erik nodded. ‘Very true.’ 
 
    ‘You hear about Jan?’ John Harrity asked. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘Damnedest thing. Shouldn’t have even been on the raid. Woman shot him in the face. The doctors at the hospital tried to save him, but it was no good. Between you and me, it was probably a good job they didn’t, because his face looked like a bowl of pasta. Carl came round to your apartment to let you know, but you must have been out or something.’ 
 
    Carl pursed his lips. ‘I saw a light on under the door, knocked a couple of times, but you was probably washing your hair, or in the sauna?’ 
 
    ‘Been through a tough time the last couple of months, but I’ve come out the other side now.’ 
 
    ‘On the mend?’ O’Meara repeated. 
 
    ‘Exactly, Mike. I’ll soon be back at work. That’s why I’ve made the effort to come in and see the Lieutenant.’ 
 
    ‘Looking forward to it, Erik,’ Mike said, but there was no conviction in his voice. 
 
    Carl said, ‘Jan was cremated a week last Thursday. John and me went to the funeral to represent the division. His ashes are interred in the mausoleum at Memorial Park Cemetery if you want to pay your respects.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, I’ll do that when I can get up a head of steam.’ 
 
    ‘His wife asked after you as well.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’ll need to go and see Barbara.’ 
 
    Just then, Lieutenant Bob O’Callaghan stomped in with a face like a stormy day. He was six-feet four in his bare feet and nearly as wide. Other than his size, the first thing anybody noticed about Bob was his nose – it was bent and twisted like the trunk of an ancient gum tree. In his youth he’d been a boxer, but for all his size and power he’d gone down like a sack of spuds. As soon as the word got out that he had a glass jaw, his boxing career was over. He’d had an offer of employment from the mob boss Mickey Cohen who needed an enforcer, and although Bob was tempted, he decided to join the police force and enforce the law instead. 
 
    ‘My office, Urban,’ O’Callaghan said as he swept by. 
 
    Erik pushed himself up and shuffled into the Lieutenant’s office. 
 
    ‘Shut the door. Sit.’ 
 
    He did as he was told. 
 
    ‘When are you coming back?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not much good for anything at the moment, Lieutenant. I’d say in about a month.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve got two weeks.’ 
 
    ‘Two weeks?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve kept you on the books for six months. On quarter pay I’ll admit, but at least you’re still a copper. The least you can do to pay me back for my generosity is return to work and catch the crazy bastard who’s killing these women. Hansen and Brown are going round in circles on the Black Dahlia case as well; and Mike . . . Well, you know what Mike’s like – couldn’t find his way out of a wet paper bag. And to put the icing on the cake, the Mayor wants results or my head on a platter. I need you back, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘What are you going to do with Mike if I come back?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll find somewhere to put him, don’t you worry.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll try my best, Lieutenant.’ 
 
    ‘Your best had better have you back here in two weeks, Erik. If you’re not telling those lazy bastards out there what to do on Monday, February 2, don’t bother coming back at all.’ 
 
    ‘Two weeks?’ 
 
    ‘Two weeks.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll ask the guys to bring me up to speed on the case before I go then.’ 
 
    ‘You do that. Close the door on your way out.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There didn’t seem to be any point in wasting money on a cab, so she jumped on a streetcar to Echo Park, bought a bunch of flowers from a street vendor and laid them beneath the jacaranda tree where Annie had been found. 
 
    ‘Goodbye, my sweet sister,’ she said, although she’d said goodbye to her a long time ago. And if she was being honest, this place meant nothing to her. It was where the naked body of Annie had been dumped – nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    She walked to Echo Park branch public library at 1410 West Temple Street, filled out the form to join, and the librarian handed her a temporary library card until the permanent one was posted to her apartment. Shafts of dull grey light stabbed through the high arched windows as she made her way to the local newspaper section. 
 
    The main newspaper she focused on was the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner. Most of the articles on the murders, that Erik had stuck to his wall, and she’d now transferred to the pinboard, were from that paper. She’d been taught to look beyond the article to the person who’d written it – their experience, motives and objectives. 
 
    What surprised her was that a female reporter – Eliza Linton – was covering gruesome murders when most female reporters were confined to writing advice columns or reporting on high society, fashion and such like. She read all of Linton’s articles, her interview of Amelia Earhart after she’d successfully completed her solo flight from Honolulu in Hawaii to Oakland in California; the untimely deaths of Hollywood stars Thelma Todd and Jean Harlow; her series on women incarcerated in Tehachapi prison; and the murder of twenty-two year-old Elizabeth Short – the Black Dahlia. She was also covering the more recent “Starlet Murders”, as Linton had called them. 
 
    Although Katie was angry about what Linton had written about Annie when the woman didn’t even know her sister, she also recognised a kindred spirit. Someone else who had rebelled against the expectations of a man being the breadwinner and a woman being the full-time homemaker. Writing about crime, especially murder, was what men did, not women. The male view was that women were stupid, submissive and purely domestic creatures. If they were working, then they were neglecting their husband and children. It was as simple as that. The days of “Rosie the Riveter” had come and gone. When the men had returned from the war, the women were expected to resume their homemaking duties. Well, it seemed that Eliza Linton wasn’t anybody’s homemaker, and neither was Katie Brazil. 
 
    Reading between the lines of the articles, it was clear that Linton was in the newspaper-selling business, which meant she was sensationalising the murders rather than helping the police to solve them. She and her photographer – Russ Lapp – always seemed to arrive at the place where the bodies were found before the police and before the reporters from the other newspapers, which suggested that they were being tipped off by either the killer or someone in the police department. And because of their early arrival at a crime scene, they appeared to be interfering with the police investigation by revealing information that the police probably didn’t want making public. 
 
    She decided to go and see Eliza Linton at the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner with a proposal for collaboration and friendship, but if neither were forthcoming, then she’d confront the reporter with her suspicions about an inside man in the police department tipping her off. If Katie was going to find Annie’s killer, then the last thing she needed was a reporter interfering in her investigation. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik went back out to the squad room, sat at his desk and leaned on his walking stick like a centenarian. 
 
    ‘What did the Lieutenant say?’ Mike O’Meara asked him. Of course, Mike was concerned about his position, which was only natural, but he must have known the writing was on wall. 
 
    ‘You’ll have to ask him, Mike. All I know is that I offered to come back in a month, and he said I had two weeks. It’ll probably take me two weeks to get back to my apartment, and then I’ll have to turn right around and come back here.’ 
 
    ‘He putting you back in charge?’ 
 
    ‘That’s between you and him, Mike. He didn’t say anything about you to me, that’s not his way.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I’d be happy enough working for you, Mike. You’re a Sergeant after all. The Lieutenant’s hardly likely to put me in charge when you’re here, is he?’ 
 
    ‘No, I suppose not.’ 
 
    ‘So, any chance of a coffee before you guys bring me up to date on the case?’ 
 
    John Harrity pushed himself up and said, ‘I’ll expect payback.’ 
 
    Erik grunted. ‘Goes without saying, John. One thing I can do right is make coffee. I’ll put an IOU in my “favours to return before I die” notebook.’ 
 
    ‘You crossed any of those favours off yet?’ 
 
    ‘No, but I’ve been given a second chance to make things right, so I might just get to them – we’ll see.’ 
 
    John put a steaming coffee mug on Erik’s desk. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ he said and took a swallow of the treacle-like liquid. What he really wanted to do was go back to Ruby’s apartment and lie down, but that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. ‘Pretend I’m a new guy and know nothing, which ain’t too far from the truth.’ 
 
    Bill Ackerman pushed himself up. He had a thick head of dark hair; had begun to fill out around the jowls and waist; always dressed well in a short-sleeved white shirt and offensive bow tie. ‘We got as far as we got while you and Jan were here, Erik. Ain’t progressed much since then. If I ain’t losing my memory, you went off sick around June 17 last year, so you won’t know about the last three victims . . .’ 
 
    Mike O’Meara interrupted. ‘Talking of which, a crazy bitch name of Katie Brazil came by here a week ago saying she was the sister of the seventh victim. Asked after you; wanted your address; stood outside the police department for hours pestering everyone who came and went for your address; but eventually she gave up. She ever come knocking on your door?’ 
 
    Erik thought for a handful of seconds and then shook his head. ‘If she did, I never heard her.’ 
 
    ‘She was asking me about the case; wanted to know what we were doing to find her sister’s killer . . . Well, I soon told her it was none of her business and that she should leave it to the professionals. Last thing we need is to be answerable to the public.’ 
 
    ‘Only natural I suppose,’ Erik said. 
 
    Bill continued. ‘So, we’ve had three more murders since you went off sick.’ He pointed to the photographs of each victim and the details that had been written beneath them. ‘Raped, strangled, dumped naked in a park, washed and made up, an item left between their breasts – same as the others.’ 
 
    Erik stared at the crime scene photographs. ‘Killer still not made any mistakes?’ 
 
    ‘Not that we’ve been able to identify. Nobody saw the bodies being dumped in the parks, so we have no description of a vehicle or a suspect; there’s no pattern to the locations or the dates, except for them being all parks; we checked out what the victims were all doing before they went missing, but none of the information led anywhere; we’ve still not identified where he’s killing them either; we spoke to friends, acquaintances, work colleagues – nothing there either. Ain’t no leads to follow, Erik. It’s easy to see why the Mayor is breaking the Lieutenant’s balls. We got nothing.’ 
 
    ‘And you coming back ain’t gonna change that,’ O’Meara said. ‘You go home and rest, Urban. By the time you drag your butt back here in two weeks’ time the whole thing will be wrapped up prettier than a broads’ legs in nylon stockings.’ 
 
    Erik struggled to a standing position holding onto his stick. ‘That would please me no end, Mike. It’d certainly be a weight off, for sure. Maybe I could even sleep at nights.’ He drank the rest of his coffee, thanked everyone for their concern and aimed himself at the door. 
 
    Katie was right, he thought. Mike and the team weren’t going to solve the case. They were sitting in the police department waiting for the winds of good fortune to blow through. 
 
    Outside he hailed a cab. 
 
    It was cold for January, maybe ten degrees and it had begun to drizzle. He pulled up the collar of the mohair coat that Ruby had given him. It was slightly too big for the skin and bones he’d become, but he was glad of it all the same. 
 
    He told the cab drive where to take him and to wake him up when they got there. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Mission Revival style Herald-Examiner building at 1111 South Broadway was certainly impressive. She recalled reading about Harry Houdini and how 20,000 people had packed the street on April 4, 1923 after he’d been strapped into a straightjacket by Police Chief Louis D Oaks and suspended fifty feet above the sidewalk. Harry had made his escape in five minutes. 
 
    With its marble interior, filigree engraving and arches, the two-storey lobby was more like the entrance to an eastern palace than the headquarters of a Los Angeles newspaper. 
 
    There were people coming and going, standing and talking, and sitting in seats reading free copies of the newspaper. What were they all doing here? Didn’t they have jobs to go to? 
 
    She approached one of the women behind the marble counter. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘Good afternoon,’ she said. ‘I’m here to see Miss Linton.’ 
 
    ‘You and a thousand others. Who are you?’ 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘I’m assuming you don’t have an appointment?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘She won’t see you, not without an appointment.’ 
 
    ‘Could you let her know I’m here?’ 
 
    ‘What would be the point of that? She doesn’t see people without an appointment.’ 
 
    ‘Tell her I’m the sister of the seventh starlet murder victim.’ 
 
    ‘What was your name again?’ 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘Take a seat. I’ll call her, but I think you’ll be wasting your time. If she saw everybody who came to see her without an appointment she’d never write any of those grisly stories she writes.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ She wandered to a row of seats beneath an arched window, sat down in an armchair and waited. She’d read enough newspaper articles for one day, so she didn’t pick up a free copy of newspaper. 
 
    There seemed to be a lot of noise that echoed around the enormous space. Apart from all the conversations taking place, the rustling newspapers and the sounds of traffic filtering in from the constantly opening doors, there was also the clackety-clack of women in stiletto heels. She looked up, recognised Eliza Linton from her newspaper photograph and watched her descend the marble staircase. 
 
    Eliza Linton was in her early thirties, slim with dark wavy shoulder-length hair, a high forehead and a stubborn chin. She wore a red and white patterned dress, nylon stockings and red leather pumps with a French heel. 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil?’ 
 
    Katie stood up and offered her hand. ‘Yes.’ 
 
    Linton gripped her hand hard and pumped it up and down as if she was drawing water from a well. 
 
    She grimaced. 
 
    ‘Sorry. I forget sometimes. That was my man handshake. If you shake their hand like a weak woman, that’s how they’ll treat you. You’ll get more respect in this town if you crush their hand like a gorilla would. Of course, if you do, don’t expect them to offer you a date or marriage.’ She laughed like a hyena. ‘Nobody wants a gorilla for a wife.’ 
 
    She smiled politely. ‘I’ll remember that.’ 
 
    ‘First, let me say that I’m sorry about your sister.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘So, why have you dragged me away from my desk?’ 
 
    ‘I have a proposition for you.’ 
 
    Linton’s eyes narrowed and her forehead crumpled up. ‘A proposition?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Which is?’ 
 
    ‘I’d rather not discuss it out here.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose you’d better come up to the newsroom then, Katie Brazil.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    If the elevator had still been out of action, he’d never have made it up to the apartment. 
 
    He desperately needed to lie down, but he stood outside his old apartment staring at the door. He still had his key, but he didn’t make any attempt to go inside. And would the key still work? Didn’t she say that the caretaker was changing the lock? 
 
    Although Katie had said she didn’t care what people thought, he did. If he moved in with her, there would be no going back. People were quick to judge and even quicker to condemn. It would tarnish her reputation beyond repair, and he wasn’t prepared to do that to her. He shuffled down the corridor to Ruby Lowenstein’s apartment. The spare room at Ruby’s suited him just fine. He had lots of psychological baggage, but no possessions to speak of – no photographs, no keepsakes and no clothes. He didn’t have to clean, cook or worry about paying the bills. If Ruby was happy to have him, then he’d stay as long as it was convenient for both of them. 
 
    Ruby had given him a key, but he knocked before he slid it into the keyhole. Although he had his own room, he was still a guest. He’d been staring into the darkness when she and Martha had dragged him back from the edge of the abyss, so he was conscious of not taking advantage of her kindness. 
 
    ‘You in, Ruby?’ he called. 
 
    She didn’t answer. 
 
    He went into his room, undressed and climbed between the sheets. There was a small wooden cupboard built into the facing wall that Ruby had put some of her late husband’s clothes in for him – hand-me-downs, which had been designed for a larger man. They were good quality clothes, but they hung on him like material on a wire hanger. 
 
    He’d put his Smith & Wesson revolver and detective badge inside the drawer of the bedside cabinet until he was ready to go back to work, which would now be in two weeks according to the Lieutenant. Would he be well enough by then? A feeling of panic overwhelmed him, he found it difficult to breathe and tears welled in his eyes. Would he ever be a detective again? At one time, he’d thought he was a good detective, but the starlet murders had soon made him realise that he wasn’t very good at all. Someone was killing beautiful young women and he’d had no idea how to stop them – still didn’t. Would Katie Brazil make any difference?  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eliza Linton’s desk was a working desk. Some people liked clean desks, tidy desks, or organised desks, but Eliza Linton’s desk wasn’t any of those. Her desk boasted two telephones; mountains of files; a mess of paper; letter spikes some that were empty, and others with stacks of notes on them . . . and a baseball bat. 
 
    They were in the newsroom. There were other, less messy desks scattered around; metal filing cabinets; a variety of Royal, Imperial and Torpedo typewriters; an overflowing trash can; grimy windows; and dingy lighting. It was a world away from the palatial lobby she’d been sitting in downstairs. 
 
    Linton dropped her thin frame into a dark wood Captain’s chair with a coat slung over the back and directed Katie to a hard-backed chair on the other side of the cluttered desk. ‘So, you’ve muscled your way in here, what’s this proposition you have for me?’ 
 
     ‘You have someone inside police headquarters who’s providing you with information on the starlet murders.’ 
 
    ‘Even if that were true, it would be none of your business.’ 
 
    ‘Otherwise, you’d never have been able to arrive at the crime scenes with your photographer before anyone else. What’s the baseball bat for?’ 
 
    ‘Keeping order. It can get a bit noisy and boisterous in here sometimes. I’m still waiting for your proposition.’ 
 
    ‘I want you to stop interfering in the police investigation.’ 
 
    ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘If you do, I’ll give you an exclusive.’ 
 
    ‘An exclusive what?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be the first person I call when I find out who the killer is.’ 
 
    ‘Are they letting women become detectives now?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t have to wait for men to let me do anything – I decide what I do and when.’ 
 
    ‘A woman after my own heart, but you’re not making much sense.’ 
 
    ‘I’m working with the detective in charge of the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘Sergeant O’Meara?’ 
 
    ‘No, not that clown – Detective Urban.’ 
 
    ‘He’s no longer running the investigation. I heard he was on sick leave, has been for six months now, so he won’t be much use to you or me.’ 
 
    ‘Your inside man hasn’t been keeping you up to date, Miss Linton . . .’ 
 
    ‘It’s Mrs Linton. I’m married with three children.’ 
 
    ‘I’m surprised your husband allows you to. I thought a woman’s place was in the home.’ 
 
    ‘He knows what would happen if he tried to stop me. Anyway, we’re not talking about me.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Detective Urban has been sick, but he’s getting better now. He’ll soon be back at work. In fact, that’s where he is now, catching up on how the investigation has been going during his absence.’ 
 
    Linton pulled a face. ‘I feel as though I’ve walked in half-way through the movie. You’d better start from the beginning.’ 
 
    Katie told her about Sherriff Madden at Kettle River; about burying her father, selling the farm; giving up her job; travelling to Los Angeles and meeting with Sergeant O’Meara . . .’ 
 
    Eliza laughed. ‘That’s Mike all right, but they’re all like that. If you hadn’t noticed men run America, they run this town and they run Hollywood.’ 
 
    ‘Well, after I told Sergeant O’Meara what I thought of his pathetic attitude, I found out where Detective Urban lived and went to speak to him. It took me eleven days . . .’ She told Linton about sleeping in the corridor; about finding the detective close to death staring at a wall full of details about the murders; about Martha and Ruby nursing him back to health; about Erik’s apartment; and about the pinboard.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re a history teacher?’ 
 
    ‘Was a history teacher. Now I’m finding my sister’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘All very laudable, but what makes you think you can find the killer when Los Angeles’ finest detectives have failed?’ 
 
    ‘I never give up.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds like Detective Urban never gave up either, and it nearly cost him his life.’ 
 
    ‘He just needs guidance.’ 
 
    ‘From you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s say I believe you, and let’s also say that I might have a source inside the police department, I’ll still get my exclusive with or without you.’ 
 
    ‘Not if Detective Urban identifies your source and removes him.’ 
 
    ‘Mike O’Meara’s in charge of the investigation, and I can’t see that changing even if Detective Urban does make it back to work.’ 
 
    ‘Urban doesn’t have to be in charge to let it be known that there’s a leak inside the department that needs to be plugged, and then I could offer my exclusive to Mister Barr at the Express.’ 
 
    ‘He wouldn’t know what to do with an exclusive if it sat jiggling in his lap. And you’re suggesting what exactly?’ 
 
    ‘We work together.’ 
 
    ‘I still don’t know how you fit into all of this, Miss Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Calling each other by our first names still doesn’t explain why I should take any notice of you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve already said, I’m going to find the killer.’ 
 
    ‘How?’ 
 
    ‘By piecing together the past.’ 
 
    ‘Because you’re a historian?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    Eliza stood up. ‘Well, thanks for coming in to see me, Katie. I hope you find what you’re looking for in Los Angeles . . .’  
 
    Just then the telephone rang. 
 
    ‘Excuse me.’ She picked the telephone up and listened intently before putting the earpiece back on its hook, then she sat down. ‘So, what you’re proposing is that we work together to find the starlet killer?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Instead of relying on your inside man, you’ll be part of the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘They won’t let me anywhere near the police department.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not where the real investigation will be taking place.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘Remember the details of the murders that Detective Urban was staring at when I found him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, they’re now up on the pinboard in my apartment.’ 
 
    ‘Your apartment?’ 
 
    ‘Detective Urban was behind with his rent. So I paid the arrears, six months up front and had my name put on the agreement instead of his.’ 
 
    ‘Where’s Urban staying now?’ 
 
    ‘At Ruby’s for the time being, but he can move into my spare room anytime he feels up to it.’ 
 
    ‘You know what people will say?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t care what people say.’ 
 
    ‘And Detective Urban has agreed to you being in charge of the investigation?’ 
 
    ‘What choice does he have? The first victim – Hildegard Zinn –  was murdered on February 10 last year. Since then, the killer has murdered another seven women and Los Angeles’ finest still have no idea who they’re looking for. Detective Urban went off on sick leave six months ago. During that time there’s been three more murders and Sergeant O’Meara hasn’t turned up one clue, or identified one suspect. I’m surprised the Lieutenant has allowed Los Angeles’ finest to sit on their hands doing nothing for so long.’ 
 
    ‘If I agree to your proposition, I’m not working for you.’ 
 
    ‘We’ll be equal partners with Detective Urban.’ 
 
    ‘And I get to keep my source.’ 
 
    ‘As long as neither of us is holding back any information from the other. You’ll have access to all of my information at the apartment, but it’s a two-way street.’ 
 
    ‘Agreed. And you don’t tell me what to print?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t dream of it. Just as long as you give me advance warning about what you are going to print, you don’t undermine the investigation and you don’t write about me?’ 
 
    ‘I can live with that. Don’t you want to be a household name?’ 
 
    ‘No. I’m here to find Annie’s killer. I won’t be able to do that if people know who I am.’ 
 
    ‘All right, then we have a deal.’ Linton thrust her hand across the desk. ‘We work together, share information and I get the exclusive.’ 
 
    Katie pushed her hand forward and then pulled it back. ‘The woman’s handshake, not the man’s – if it’s all the same to you?’ 
 
    Eliza smiled. 
 
    They shook hands. 
 
    ‘Who was on the telephone?’ Katie asked. 
 
    Linton’s eyes narrowed to slits and the corner of her mouth creased upwards. She stared at Katie for a handful of seconds and then said, ‘It seems you were right. Mayor Bowron called Lieutenant O’Callaghan over to his office at City Hall this morning and informed him that he wanted results, or the Lieutenant could look for another job. O’Callaghan then met with Detective Urban when he came into the police department and told him he expects to see him back at work in two weeks’ time.’ 
 
    ‘Two weeks!’ 
 
    ‘That’s what my source tells me. Also, he’ll be put in charge of the investigation again, and Sergeant O’Meara will be transferred to another division.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm!’ Katie said. ‘We have two weeks to carry out the background research and devise a plan.’ 
 
    ‘For Detective Urban and the other detectives to follow?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ Katie stood up. ‘You should visit my apartment and take a look at the information on the pinboard. Detective Urban will be coming round later to go over the investigation and to fill in any gaps after his visit to the department today.’ 
 
    ‘What time?’ 
 
    ‘Six o’clock?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll see you there.’ 
 
    As she made her way down the marble stairs, Katie thought that the meeting had gone quite well. She hoped that she could trust Eliza Linton. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a lazy knock on the door. ‘Delivery for a Katie Brazil,’ a man’s voice said. 
 
    On the way back to the apartment she’d called into a second-hand shop and purchased a blackboard, easel and a box of chalk, which the old man promised to have delivered before the end of the day for her. 
 
    She opened the door to a thin spotty-faced young man in a checked shirt and a pair of dungarees. ‘Blackboard and easel?’ 
 
    ‘Just bring it in and put it over there, please.’ She pointed to a place in front of the window between the two covered pin-boards. 
 
    While the young man erected the easel, she took a half dollar out of her purse and then, once he’d finished, handed the coin to him. 
 
    His eyes opened wide. ‘A Franklin?’ 
 
    ‘If you don’t want it . . .?’ 
 
    ‘Sure, I want it. Hey, thanks, Mrs.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome.’ 
 
    After he’d gone, she returned to the pin-boards, drew the curtains aside and began working on her plan. At least now, she had something to make notes on. 
 
    The central question was: Who killed the eight starlets? She wrote it on the chalkboard. This overarching question could be broken down into a list of chronological questions: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Why did he start killing? And why has he continued killing? 
 
    What was so special about these women? Why them? 
 
    Were they random victims? Or had the killer selected them for a particular reason? 
 
    Where were they during the final hours of their lives? 
 
    Where were the women murdered? 
 
    Why had they been brutally raped and strangled? 
 
    Why had the killer washed them, coiffured their hair in different styles and made them up to look beautiful after killing them? 
 
    Why had their fingers and toes been manicured and painted? 
 
    Why had they all been disposed of naked in municipal parks? Where were their clothes? 
 
    Why had items been placed between their naked breasts? 
 
    What did each item mean? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ideally, she would like to have gone back to the beginning, to Hildegard Zinn – the first victim – and worked forwards, but a year was a long time in people’s memories, so she decided to focus on Lola Coburn, who was killed just over a month ago, and work backwards from there. The events surrounding Lola Coburn’s final hours would still be fresh in people’s memories. The thought of starting at Annie’s murder had crossed her mind. It was, after all, why she’d come to Los Angeles in the first place, but Annie had been killed over three months ago. If they found nothing looking into Lola Coburn’s death, then she’d move on to Annie’s final movements. 
 
    Based on the questions she’d identified, she made a list of tasks she needed to undertake to obtain answers: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Speak to the people who knew Lisa Coburn – friends, work colleagues, acquaintances; 
 
    Retrace her final hours; 
 
    Speculate on who the killer might be; 
 
    Compare the victims – backgrounds, physical appearance, who they knew and came into contact with – look for any similarities or connections; 
 
    How was the body moved from the murder site to a vehicle? Speculate where the murder site might be and what type of vehicle was used; 
 
    Look into any connection between the municipal parks – look for previous deaths that might be connected; 
 
    Who might know what the items left between the victim’s breasts mean? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Next, she examined the patterns, focusing first on the victims: 
 
      
 
      
 
    All were would-be actresses with no acting credits to their name; 
 
      
 
      
 
    She wondered how a young woman became an actress. What did they have to do when they first arrived in Hollywood? Who did they have to see? How did they ever get noticed and stand out from all the other would-be actresses? She realised she had no real idea. Maybe Eliza Linton would know. Or, maybe she should pretend to be a would-be actress and experience first-hand what Annie and the others had to go through. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Varying ages between seventeen and twenty-two: Hildegard Zinn – 18; Paula Simpson – 19; Isabella Brunet – 19; Vivienne Turner – 18; Dawn Morrison – 22; Sally Wells – 21; Annie Brazil – 17; Lola Coburn – 21; 
 
      
 
      
 
    Did age matter? Annie was the youngest at seventeen and Dawn Morrison the eldest at twenty-two, but there was only five years between them. Was she too old at twenty-four, soon to be twenty-five? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Each one found in a different municipal park: Zinn – Cypress Park; Simpson – McArthur Park; Brunet – Lincoln Park; Turner – Veteran’s Barrington Park; Morrison – Elysian Park; Wells – Ascot Hills Park; Brazil – Echo Park; Coburn – Holmby Park; 
 
      
 
      
 
    The victims were being spread about Los Angeles like discarded pieces of garbage. What was the significance of the municipal parks? Which park would be next? How many parks were left that he hadn’t used? Would he re-use a park once he ran out? 
 
      
 
      
 
    The time between each murder was different: Zinn and Simpson – 6 months; Simpson and Brunet – 2 months; Brunet and Turner – 3 months; Turner and Morrison – 4 months; Morrison and Wells – 2 months; Wells and Brazil – 3 months; Brazil and Coburn – 2 months; 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn had been killed on February 10, 1946, which was less than a month short of two years ago. What had made him want to kill Zinn then? And why had he waited nearly six months to kill Paula Simpson on August 7? Had Zinn’s death been an accident? Had he enjoyed killing that first time? Had he tried to fight the urge to kill again, but not succeeded? She needed to talk to someone who might understand what was driving him to kill, such as a psychiatrist. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Most were employed, but two were not: Zinn – unemployed; Simpson – ice cream girl in cinema; Brunet – cashier in drug store; Turner – clerical assistant at attorneys; Morrison – waitress at diner; Wells – bank teller; Brazil – unemployed; Coburn – shoe salesperson. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Why didn’t Annie have a job? She’d been in Los Angeles since August of last year and she wasn’t murdered until October. How had she survived for two months without money? She’d had some savings with her, but it wasn’t a lot. Certainly not enough to pay for an apartment, food and all the other necessities for two months. Had Annie resorted to prostitution? Had she found a man to keep her in return for sex? She desperately wanted to find out everything she could about her sister, but hopefully that would come in time. First, she had to find her sister’s killer to stop him brutally raping and strangling any more starlets. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Bodies were left in parks on different days of the week: Zinn – Sunday; Simpson – Wednesday; Brunet – Friday; Turner – Monday; Morrison – Saturday; Wells – Thursday; Brazil – Thursday; Coburn – Sunday; 
 
      
 
      
 
    Was there any significance to the day of the week? Or was it purely random? There were two Mondays, two Sundays, but only one of the other days except Tuesday – would Tuesday be the next day? 
 
      
 
      
 
    They were all naked; 
 
      
 
      
 
    Why? What was the purpose of leaving them without clothes? He had gone to a lot of trouble making them look beautiful after brutally raping and strangling them, so why did he not dress them. Erik had said there was no rhyme or reason to the killings, but there obviously was. They just didn’t know what it was yet.  
 
      
 
      
 
    They all had different coiffured hair styles: Zinn – pompadour; Simpson – omelette fold; Brunet – pin-curl up-do; Morrison – peekaboo; Wells – bumper bangs; Brazil – curled bob; Coburn – barrel curl ponytail. 
 
      
 
      
 
    She had to smile. Annie knew all the hairstyles of the Hollywood actresses: Betty Grable’s victory rolls; Veronica Lake’s side-parted waved long hair; Ava Gardner’s curled bob; Katherine Hepburn’s brushed out pin curl . . . Annie went into Kettle River specially to look at the fashion magazines in the library – Charm; Vogue; Harper’s Bazaar; Seventeen; Elle; Marie Claire; Hollywood . . . If her father had known where her fascination with Hollywood actresses would lead, he would have tied Annie up in the barn with the pigs and never let her go into Kettle River. 
 
      
 
      
 
    They had all been washed and made up. Their eyebrows had been plucked in a natural arch with a hint of dark eyebrow pencil; light eyeshadow to match the eye colour with a hint of gold for the evening; black mascara; light rouge on the apples of the cheeks brushed up to the cheekbone; matte red lipstick overdrawn for fullness on top and bottom in a Hunters Bow Lip, which had been developed for Joan Crawford by Max Factor; finger and toenails were meticulously painted red to match the lipstick with the half-moon white spot at the base left unpainted. 
 
      
 
      
 
    She was looking for someone with a high degree of expertise in both hair-styling and make-up. It was a clue! She was sure there couldn’t be that many people with the skill to do what the killer had done with each victim. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    There were three wood-on-wood taps on the door. The apartment was getting as busy as Union Station, she thought. She guessed Detective Urban was using his walking stick instead of his knuckles to knock on the door.  
 
    She glanced at her new clock hanging on the wall by the hallway. It was a stainless steel Hampton Art Deco Moderne clock. The time was five to six. 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ A woman could never be too careful. It was just sad that Annie hadn’t been as cautious. 
 
    ‘Erik.’ 
 
    She opened the door. ‘Did you forget your key?’ 
 
    ‘It isn’t my apartment anymore. Not only that, didn’t you say you’d had the lock changed? And who knows what I’d find if I used my key and walked right in?’ 
 
    ‘You’d find me going over the murders, but it’s your choice. As I said, you’ll get no pressure from me. Yes, the lock has been changed. If you want a key, just say so.’ 
 
    He shuffled in, sat down on the sofa and rested his gnarled walking stick between his legs. ‘I’ll stay at Ruby’s for the time being.’ 
 
    ‘Fine by me. So, how did your visit to the police department go?’ 
 
    ‘Good. Mike O’Meara spoke warmly of you, by the way.’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘I’m sure.’ 
 
    ‘At least I still have a job.’ 
 
    ‘My understanding is that you have to be back at work in two weeks’ time, that the Lieutenant is putting you back in charge of the investigation, because he’s under pressure from the Mayor and he’s moving Sergeant O’Meara somewhere else?’ 
 
    Erik’s eyes narrowed to slits. ‘You never said you could read minds.’ 
 
    ‘I know someone who has a mole in the homicide division. She’ll be here soon.’ 
 
    ‘Eliza Linton from the Herald-Examiner?’ 
 
    ‘You already know?’ 
 
    ‘It’s an open secret that Dennis Whipple tells her everything that’s going on and she pays him for the information. We don’t mind, Dennis has a wife and four kids to feed. It also means we can pass her information when we need to.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t let her know you know. I’ve persuaded her to help us on the understanding that I won’t tell you about the mole, and that she gets the scoop when we catch the killer.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know anything about anything, which is the God honest truth.’ 
 
    ‘Did they have anything more on the murders than we have?’ 
 
    ‘Not a thing. With the exception of three more murders, it’s as if time has stood still for the past six months.’ 
 
    A thunderous knock reverberated down the hallway. 
 
    ‘That’ll be her,’ Katie said. ‘And don’t shake hands with her if you want your hand to come back with all the bones in the right place.’ She let Eliza in. ‘You already know Detective Urban, don’t you?’ 
 
    Her lip curled up. ‘He’s had the pleasure.’ 
 
    Erik looked at Katie. ‘You never said you’d invited a reporter. Are you trying to get me fired before I’ve even started back?’ 
 
    ‘Eliza has promised to work with us, not against us.’ 
 
    ‘That’ll make a change,’ he grunted. 
 
    ‘I can go if you want, Detective?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t stay on my account.’ 
 
    Eliza turned and headed for the door. 
 
    Katie thought Erik could have been a good actor if he’d applied himself. ‘Don’t go, Eliza. Eric will come round.’ 
 
    ‘He’d better. I’ve sacrificed my judgement, principles and independence to come here.’ 
 
    Katie held out her hands. ‘Let me take your coat.’ She helped Eliza off with the red-fleck swing coat and hung it on a hook by the front door. ‘Can I get anybody a drink?’ 
 
    ‘Not for me thanks,’ Erik said. 
 
    Eliza shook her head. ‘Nor me. I can only stay an hour. My two children already think I’ve moved to a different state.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s get down to business then,’ Katie said, drawing the curtains back fully that were hiding the pin-boards. ‘Erik, you were going to talk me through the murders?’ 
 
    He nodded, pushed himself up with his walking stick and shuffled over to the pinboard that Katie had made her timeline on. ‘You’ve done a fine job with these pin-boards, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. Well, as you both know Hildegard Zinn was found by a man – Philip Rushton – who was taking a short-cut through Cypress Park on his way to work in the Schwartz Bakery on Elyria Drive at four-thirty in the morning. We checked him out. He was a regular guy with a wife and two kids. No connection to anyone in the film industry. Of course, when we got there, a certain reporter was already tramping all over our crime scene with her photographer – Russ Lapp – taking pictures . . .’ He stared at Eliza. ‘If I’d had any sense, I should have locked you both up then and there and lost the key.’ 
 
    Eliza feigned a half-laugh. ‘Sense is something that is sadly lacking in the police department, Detective.’ 
 
    ‘Anyway, we found what you already know we found – the naked body of the young woman all done up ready for her coffin with a dead rattlesnake lying between her breasts. I remember thinking at the time that it wasn’t no normal murder, if any murder can be considered normal that is. If she’d just been raped and left there, then it might have made some sense, but she was killed somewhere else, and what he did to her after he’d brutally raped and strangled her – the washing, the hair, the make-up, the manicure and the item left between her breasts – that was the work of a madman. It wasn’t an accidental or spontaneous murder, it was planned. ’ 
 
    ‘I agree with you, Detective . . .’ 
 
    ‘If we’re going to be founding members of this little conspiracy group, then maybe we should be less formal. Call me Erik.’ 
 
    ‘All right, Erik. As I was saying, I agree with you. I remember when Russ and I arrived at the scene of Elizabeth Short’s murder in Leimert Park . . . Nobody knows this except for Russ, but I threw-up when I saw what the killer had done to her – sawing her in half and the knife cuts that extended her mouth. The worst thing I’d ever seen. Why would a man do that to a beautiful young woman? I could only think that it was the work of a madman, but he was a different type of madman to what we’ve got here.’ 
 
    Katie said, pointing at the chalkboard, ‘You’ll notice I have a chalkboard and easel now and I’ve written a number of tasks on there. One of those tasks is to ask a psychiatrist to try and identify the type of man who would commit these murders.’ 
 
    ‘You want to go and see Doctor Randolph Levitsky who runs the psychiatric unit in the Los Angeles County Poor Farm at 7601 Imperial Highway in Downey. It’ll take you thirty minutes by cab to get there. He might have some idea about the man we’re looking for.’ 
 
    Katie stood up and wrote the name and address down on the chalkboard. ‘I’ll do that, thanks.’ 
 
    ‘If I can continue . . .?’ Erik said. 
 
    Katie smiled at him. ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘At the time, Zinn was the first murder, and I recall thinking that someone who would do those things to a woman after he’d killed her would likely kill again. He did kill again as we know, but it was another six months before Paula Simpson was found in McArthur Park, so we had time to focus on investigating who killed Hildegard Zinn. She lived in a small one-room apartment off Santa Monica Boulevard at 12 Lily Crest Avenue and we spoke to the people there, but they hardly knew her. She was the only child of Herman and Greta Zinn who owned a hardware store in Fort Dodge, Iowa. She’d been in Los Angeles just under four months . . .’ 
 
    Katie cleared her throat. ‘Sorry to interrupt again, but I’m not clear what these girls do when they arrive here.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ Erik said. 
 
    ‘Well, I’m sure my sister would have known, but maybe she didn’t. I mean, who do they see? Where do they go? How do they become an actress in films?’ 
 
    Erik looked at Eliza. ‘You’d know better than me.’ 
 
    Katie shifted on the sofa and stared at Eliza as well. 
 
    ‘Before I became a crime reporter, I was a gossip columnist at the Herald-Examiner for a short time. The girls – I say girls, because most of them are girls, some as young as twelve or thirteen – get off the train, or the bus and sometimes don’t even look for a place to live before finding themselves an agent.’ 
 
    ‘Hildegard Zinn was on the books of Jackson Porter,’ Erik interrupted. ‘But so were a hundred other women.’ 
 
    Eliza continued. ‘There are four main agencies in Hollywood: Selznick-Joyce; Collier & Flynn; Edward Small; and Philip Berge. However, there are over a hundred other agencies. Some operate with more scruples than others. Jackson Porter is way down the list of reputable agencies. The main responsibility of an agent is to find or select work for their clients, then to negotiate their contract. Unknown actors are presented to the casting director with a photograph, details of their acting experience and a list of acting credits – if they have any.’ 
 
    ‘And the agent and casting director are both men?’ 
 
    ‘They’re all men, Katie. Hollywood is a brutal business. If these girls aren’t picked out of the crowd for their good looks, then they have to pay-to-play, which means sleeping with the people who could give them a hand up. You can’t sleep your way into being a star, but it helps. A lot of actresses get their first chance that way.’ 
 
    ‘That’s terrible.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it is. Unfortunately, that’s the way the system works. Even if they do make it, they’re often asked to change their names, hair, teeth, diet and so on. Abortions are illegal, but they happen regularly in Hollywood. A lot of it is down to luck. Teenager Lana Turner was noticed by a Hollywood reporter drinking from a water fountain at Schwab’s Drug Store on Sunset Strip. He introduced her to Zeppo Marx, who took her to meet Mervyn LeRoy at MGM, who cast her in 1937’s They Won’t Forget, which made her a sex symbol. Of course, the tight-fitting skirt and sweater helped. After that, she was known as the “Sweater Girl”. For every actress who makes it, there are a thousand who don’t.’ 
 
    ‘And men control it all?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Then one of those men is the killer, isn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘I’m getting tired,’ Erik said, leaning both hands on his stick with his shoulders slumped over. 
 
    Katie smiled. ‘Sorry, Erik. Please, go on.’ 
 
    ‘We went to see Porter Jackson, but he didn’t even know who we were talking about. Yes, she was on his books, but apart from agreeing to take her on and represent her, he hadn’t done a damned thing to get her noticed by casting directors. He said she was good looking, but there was nothing special about her face or her figure. She didn’t catch the eye. There were hundreds like her out there.’ 
 
    ‘Had he slept with her?’ Katie asked. 
 
    ‘I’m sure he had, but we didn’t ask, and he didn’t volunteer the information. It wasn’t relevant to our investigation.’ 
 
    ‘You can be certain he did,’ Eliza said. ‘As I keep saying, men have the power here in Hollywood. If women don’t know what they have to do to get on when they get here, they soon find out. Doors remain closed. And even when they do make themselves available, there’s no guarantee they’ll ever get a part in a film. Some people think the movies exist to support prostitution, but they’re wrong – it’s the other way round.’ 
 
    ‘Why do they do it?’ Katie screwed up her face. ‘I would never do something like that.’ 
 
    ‘The lure of the silver screen. They see the likes of Ava Gardner, Loretta Young and Hedy Lamarr in films, and they want to be just like them. Of course, when they get here and discover the price they have to pay, some turn right round and go back home, but many stay and sacrifice themselves.’ 
 
    Erik pretended to clear his throat. ‘So, as I was saying, Porter Jackson didn’t even know who Hildegard Zinn was. She had no job that we could find, so we couldn’t talk to her work colleagues. We hawked her photograph around the dozens of nightclubs on the Sunset Strip without any luck. We even went in the top clubs such as the Mocambo, the Stork Club, Coconut Grove, Ciro’s and the Café Tracadero before it closed. Nobody recognised her. If she went in any of the clubs, then she was invisible, anonymous.’ 
 
    All the time that Erik was talking about Hildegard Zinn, Katie was thinking about Annie. Was Annie invisible? Anonymous? 
 
    ‘A few of the other girls recognised her picture, but they didn’t know her to speak to. As far as we could tell, she had no friends. We showed her picture to the people at the studios, but nobody recognised her there either. In the end, we had nothing apart from what the killer had left us, and none of that was any help either.’ 
 
    ‘Not one suspect?’ Katie asked. 
 
    ‘No suspects, no leads and no clues that we could make any sense of. We couldn’t even establish when she’d actually gone missing. We were making the assumption that it was the night she was murdered, but it might not have been. So, after a couple of weeks, other murders took priority. Hildegard Zinn was still there staring at us from the wall, but we had nowhere else to go, so we moved on.’ 
 
    ‘How sad,’ Katie said. 
 
    Erik made his way back to the sofa and sat down. ‘And that story is much the same for the other seven victims as well. They were all on the books of different small-time agents; all fairly new in town; all young and attractive, but nothing special. We had one lead, but it just didn’t lead anywhere. A work colleague of Dawn Morrison’s at the Hollywood Canteen, 1451 Cahuenga Boulevard said that Dawn had told her she was going to meet with someone that night who’d promised to make her a star. Who that someone was, she never said and we never found out.’ 
 
    Katie stood up and pointed at the notes she’d made on the chalkboard. ‘Can’t we at least speculate about who the killer might be? There are clues to his identity. For instance, he’s obviously skilled in hair styling, applying a woman’s make-up, manicures and nail painting.’ 
 
    Erik laughed. ‘This is Hollywood. I dread to think how many there might be.’ 
 
    ‘Also, he’s physically strong. Otherwise he wouldn’t have been able to carry the women in and out of a vehicle . . . And that’s another thing – he’ll have a vehicle, and his own home with a place he can move bodies in and out of without being seen .’ 
 
    ‘You’re fishing in the dark, Katie. We speculated, hypothesised and theorised until we were blue in the face – nothing. We made the same list, but it could have been a thousand guys.’ 
 
    ‘What about the victims? Their backgrounds, physical appearance, who they knew and had contact with  . . .’ 
 
    ‘The same. The one thing they all had in common was that they wanted to be actresses at any cost. Well, they paid the ultimate price for getting their pictures on the front page of the Herald-Examiner.’ 
 
    ‘Did anybody know what items he left on the bodies meant?’ 
 
    ‘No. We called in a couple of so-called experts, but they didn’t know.’ 
 
    ‘Experts in what?’ 
 
    ‘Curiosities.’ 
 
    ‘What does that mean?’ 
 
    ‘Showbiz curiosities. I mean, we got a dead rattlesnake, a car key, a bottle of perfume, a needle and syringe, a new red shoe, a Chinese hair stick, a black-velvet wrist bow and a red and blue striped scarf. The people we called in had no idea.’ 
 
    ‘So you gave up?’ 
 
    ‘Gave up!’ 
 
    ‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘I know you didn’t give up.’ 
 
    ‘No, I didn’t give up, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe we need someone else to take another look at the items. All these murders are connected – we know that. They’re connected by the brutality of the rapes; the strangulation; the washing of the bodies; how he makes them look beautiful afterwards; the items left between their breasts; and the fact that he disposes of the bodies in different municipal parks. The answer is there, we just have to find it.’ 
 
    ‘And some of us have been doing that for two years, not two minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s not fight, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Eliza said. ‘Give the girl a break. You may have been looking for an answer for two years, but you and the rest your airheads didn’t find one, did you?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I’m thinking it’s maybe because you ain’t got no women on the police force.’ 
 
    ‘I was thinking about that,’ Katie said. 
 
    Erik grunted. ‘You thinking of applying to join?’ 
 
    ‘They should be so lucky. No, I was thinking of becoming an actress – doing what they did.’ She pointed at the pinboard with the victims’ details on it. 
 
    ‘Over my dead body,’ Erik said. 
 
    Eliza grinned. ‘That would be good.’ 
 
    A shadow crossed Katie’s face. ‘I don’t take kindly to men trying to tell me what to do. If I want to do it, I’ll do it.’ 
 
    ‘I know a man who could act as your bodyguard if you did decide to do it,’ Eliza said. ‘But to be honest, I don’t think we’re there yet. The one thing that’s obvious is that the killer could be almost anyone in Los Angeles. We’re looking for the proverbial needle in a haystack. I think we need to narrow our suspect list down from the thousands to at least the hundreds.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I expect you’re right.’ 
 
    Erik pushed himself up. ‘Well, it’s been nice chatting over old cases with you, but we’re nowhere nearer than when we started.’ 
 
    ‘And we won’t be if you don’t lose the attitude, soldier,’ Katie said. ‘You’re still on sick leave for another two weeks, so tomorrow you could go to the library and find out if there’s been any murders of a similar nature in municipal parks.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Ma’am.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll travel over to the County Poor Farm in Downey and speak to Doctor Levitsky.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want me to do?’ 
 
    ‘If you’re sure? You already have a job. Erik and me are free agents.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not saying I’ll get a lot done, but I should be able to squeeze something in.’ 
 
    ‘What about making a list of all the men who could style hair, do make-up and nails? I’m not talking about anyone, but someone with qualifications. You were both there at each crime scene, so you’d know better than me, but from the photographs it appears as if he knew exactly what he was doing.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I would say that was true. What do you think, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘I think I know less about women’s hair and make-up than I do about women.’ 
 
    Eliza smiled. ‘Yes, I’d say that was also true. All right, I can compile a list. It won’t be completed tomorrow though.’ 
 
    ‘We could meet here again on Friday evening at the same time – six o’clock?’ 
 
    ‘That’ll be fine by me,’ Eliza said. 
 
    Erik headed down the hallway. ‘I’ll have to check my rolodex before I can commit.’ 
 
    Eliza followed him out and shrugged into her coat on the way. ‘I know you’re thinking it, so I’ll say it. No, I’m not going to print anything about what we’ve been up to. A deal is a deal. I’ll wait for the exclusive. Not only that, as much as I’m a reporter without any morals to speak of, I want to catch this evil bastard as much as you do.’ 
 
    Katie squeezed her arm. ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    After Erik and Eliza had left, she made herself a radish and cucumber salad with two slices of buttered bread on the side, and sat at her new kitchen table to eat it. Thank goodness food rationing had ended just over six months ago, she thought. 
 
    She was disappointed that Erik had decided not to move in with her, the company would have been welcome, but she could understand his reasoning. For the time being at least, he’d be better off at Ruby’s, and her reputation would remain intact. 
 
    On the positive side, she felt as though she was finally doing what she came to Los Angeles to do – to catch Annie’s killer and make the world right again for her sister and her father. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    Wednesday, January 21, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    At Hollywood Memorial Park Cemetery, off Santa Monica Boulevard, he asked the cabbie to wait for him. 
 
    Walking, or riding a streetcar, seemed like impossible tasks for the time being. Ruby was doing a fine job nursing and feeding him back to health, but he wasn’t there yet. Yes, he was feeling stronger each day, and there was a bit more meat on his bones than he’d had when Katie had found him close to death in the apartment seven days ago, but it wasn’t simply about physical strength. His mind had been sick as well, had been since 1945. The things he’d seen and done during the war had burrowed deep inside his head and left their mark. Since coming back he’d had problems concentrating and sleeping. The nightmares and flashbacks kept dragging him back there against his will. Sometimes, he struggled to get out of bed in the mornings, to put one foot in front of the other and to make it through the day. 
 
    On his way to the mausoleum he walked past the graves of Bugsy Siegel – the gangster who was shot in June of last year; Rudolph Valentino – the actor who died at the age of thirty-one and had 100,000 people line the streets to say goodbye to him; Barbara La Marr – the actress who was referred to in the media as “The Girl Who is too Beautiful” and died at the age of twenty-nine . . . The place was full of dead celebrities rubbing caskets. 
 
    He found the urn that contained the remains of his partner and friend – Jan Janik – in a niche in the circular mausoleum. 
 
    ‘You seem to be in good company, Jan,’ he said. ‘Thanks for everything, and I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you at the end.’ Tears rolled down his face. He touched the small wood and glass door of the niche and said, ‘I’m sure we’ll meet again very soon. Rest in peace, my friend.’ 
 
    He dried his eyes, turned and made his way back to the cab. 
 
    ‘Library, please,’ he said as he shuffled into the rear seat. 
 
    ‘Cahuenga Branch Library?’ 
 
    ‘That the nearest?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah. Ten minutes along Fountain Avenue.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    Outside the library he paid the cabbie, stepped onto the sidewalk and staggered sideways. As he grasped his walking stick and clung onto it as if it was his only tether he had to the world, he couldn’t believe how weak he’d become.  
 
    ‘You all right?’ the cabbie called to him. 
 
    ‘I will be in a moment. Thanks for asking.’ Once the world had stopped spinning, he made his way into the library. 
 
    He stopped at the curved wooden desk and spoke to an attractive dark-haired woman in her early thirties who had the demeanour of a Bullmastiff. The name printed on her badge was Mrs M Rackham: Chief Librarian. He wondered if she was guarding the books. 
 
    ‘I’d like to do some research, please.’ 
 
    ‘Library card?’ 
 
    He showed her his gold shield. 
 
    ‘That’s not a library card.’ 
 
    ‘It’s better than a library card.’ 
 
    ‘Not in here, it’s not. Only library cards are valid in here. No library card, no access. If I went into the police department and showed the desk sergeant my gold library card, would he let me in?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Same applies here. Think of me as the library desk sergeant.’ 
 
    ‘How do I get a library card?’ 
 
    ‘You ask me.’ 
 
    ‘Can I have a library card, please?’ 
 
    ‘Of course you can, Detective . . .?’ 
 
    ‘Urban – Erik Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Urbanus is Latin for “city dweller”. There have been eight Popes called “Urban”. You’re not related to any of them, are you?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t know.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll need some details first.’ 
 
    After answering her questions, which she recorded on a library card application form, she handed him a small brown library card and said, ‘Now you have access. And if you don’t mind me saying, it’s a lot more useful than that gold shield you flash around.’  
 
    ‘Thank you. I’d like to look at the local newspapers, please.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t afford to buy one yourself?’ 
 
    ‘No, not today’s.’ 
 
    ‘When then?’ 
 
    He hadn’t really given it much thought, but now he did and realised that he didn’t need to look for any crimes in municipal parks after February, 1946, which was when Hildegard Zinn’s body – the first victim – had been found in Cypress Park. ‘Before February 10, 1946.’ 
 
    ‘Going back how long?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘Very helpful.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘All newspapers are kept on microfilm now. I suppose I’ll have to show you how to work the new-fangled reader, won’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Is it difficult?’ 
 
    ‘Not for me, but a policeman . . .’ She shrugged and pulled a face. ‘We’ll see, won’t we? Any particular newspapers?’ 
 
    ‘What have you got?’ 
 
    ‘Sentinel, Times, Mirror-News, Evening-Herald, Herald-Express, Examiner, Daily News . . .’ 
 
    ‘Yes, please.’ 
 
    Her face crinkled up. ‘All of them?’ 
 
    ‘If it’s not too much trouble?’ 
 
    ‘It is.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry enough to change your mind?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t think so. Follow me.’ 
 
    He followed her to a dark out-of-the-way corner of the library where there was a bulky-looking machine with a large screen standing on four legs in an alcove. 
 
    ‘Sit,’ she said, indicating the chair in front of the Rekordak Model C Library Film Reader. ‘I’ll go and find the microfilmed newspapers, and then I’ll come back and show you how to work the contraption.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    She was gone for some time. It was so peaceful and quiet that he dozed off and didn’t wake up until he felt someone nudging his shoulder. 
 
    ‘There’s no sleeping in the library.’ 
 
    He wiped the dribble from the corner of his mouth with the side of his index finger. ‘Sorry. I’ve not been well.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing contagious, I hope?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    She took a reel out of the top box from a stack of four that were loaded onto a steel hand truck and showed him how to load the reels into the reader and move through the pages of the newspaper by turning the handle on the side. 
 
    ‘I think I’ve got it.’ 
 
    ‘Good. Typically, there’s a thousand pages on each reel, which equates to approximately fifty newspapers at twenty pages each. The one that’s in the reader now is the Los Angeles Times for January and February, 1946. The newspaper and the date each reel covers is written on the top of the metal container. You know where I am if you need any further assistance.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for your help.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t forget to rewind them, otherwise they’ll all be back-to-front.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    ‘What are you looking for exactly?’ 
 
    ‘Crimes in municipal parks.’ 
 
    Her brow furrowed. ‘I thought your name sounded familiar. You’re the detective in charge of the investigation into the starlet murders, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘I was six months ago, but as I said – I’ve been unwell.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t look a hundred percent.’ 
 
    ‘More like forty.’ 
 
    ‘And they’ve got you back working already?’ 
 
    ‘No, this is me resting and recuperating.’ 
 
    ‘You should be lying in a bed for that.’ 
 
    ‘Nothing I’d like better.’ 
 
    Mrs Rackham shuffled off back to the front desk. 
 
    He turned the handle on the side of the reader and began scrolling through the pages. He was under no illusion that it was going to be a long day. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Where to, lady?’ the cabbie asked her once she’d settled into the back of his cab and closed the door. He was in his fifties, had deep lines under his eyes, a bulbous nose and a squashed face. He wore a donkey jacket displaying his numbered Public Hack Driver badge, a flat cap and a half-chewed unlit cheroot was hanging from the corner of his mouth. 
 
    ‘County Poor Farm in Downey, please,’ she said. The interior smelled of leather polish, sweat and tobacco. Something else women didn’t do was drive cabs. If they did, the insides would smell a lot better than this one did. 
 
    ‘One way trip’ll be twenty miles and cost you about sixteen bucks, lady.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    ‘You staying there?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You want me to wait and bring you back?’ 
 
    ‘If it’s not too much trouble’ 
 
    ‘Nothing’s too much trouble for an even forty bucks?’ 
 
    ‘I’m happy with that.’ 
 
    ‘You got yourself a cabbie for as long as it takes then, lady. Name’s Jersey, if you ever need a cab in the future.’ He passed her a card over his shoulder. ‘Call that number and I’ll drop everything to come get you.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll bear that in mind.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all I ask.’ 
 
    He pulled out into the traffic.  
 
    While she was deciding what to wear earlier, she’d telephoned ahead and booked an appointment with Doctor Randolph Q Levitsky for ten-thirty. In the end, she’d opted to wear her emerald-green pleated swing dress that matched her green eyes, her matching open-toe sandals and carried her black reefer coat in case the temperature dropped, or it began to rain. Neither was likely, but only a fool would hope for the best and she was nobody’s fool.  
 
    A short while into the journey the cabbie said, ‘So, which films you been in, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Films! Me? No, I’m not an actress.’ 
 
    ‘You gotta be kidding me? Someone as beautiful as you ought to be in every film they got going.’ 
 
    ‘That’s very kind of you, but I have no interest in becoming an actress.’ 
 
    ‘Probably a wise decision, if you ask me. A lot of those actresses lead tragic lives and die young. Makes you wonder about the nature of life and death. And let me tell you, I got lots of time on my hands for wondering in this here cab.’ 
 
    ‘I can imagine.’ 
 
    ‘Well, if you ever do get yourself into a film as a leading lady, give me a call on that number. I’ll be the first one in the queue at the cinema to see you.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll have a long wait.’ 
 
    When they arrived at the County Poor Farm Jersey parked up under the shade of a eucalyptus tree, turned in his seat and asked, ‘How long you reckon you’re gonna be, lady?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t really know, but certainly no more than an hour.’ 
 
    ‘If I’ve dozed off when you get back, just give me a shake.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    As she walked towards the imposing administration building, she thought the place was more like a college campus than a farm for the poor. It was set in the midst of an orange grove with cypress hedges, lawns and flowers. There was a church; a Spanish-style mansion; a giant water tank; row upon row of housing that formed streets like the old Wild West; a bus stop; wide green fields and concrete yards. She walked into the main reception and spoke to the woman behind the wooden counter. ‘Good morning. I’m Katie Brazil. I have an appointment to see Doctor Levitsky at ten-thirty.’ 
 
    ‘Please take a seat. I’ll let him know you’re here.’ 
 
    It wasn’t long before a thin bald man in his late fifties with a head that leaned towards the left arrived. He held out his hand. ‘Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ She shook the proffered hand and said, ‘Thank you for seeing me at such short notice.’ 
 
    ‘I was intrigued. It’s not often I have a woman calling me up to discuss the perpetrator of a crime.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not your usual woman.’ 
 
    ‘Please, come through into my office.’ 
 
    He led her along a whitewashed echoing corridor to a room with a high ceiling, a wall full of books on shelves, a walnut desk, a low treatment couch and five easy chairs around a coffee table. ‘Please take a seat. Can I ask my secretary to get you anything to drink?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m fine, thank you.’ 
 
    ‘So, what can I do for you, Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘I was hoping you could give me some idea of the type of man who is committing the starlet murders.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! Although I have an interest in the criminal mind,’ Levitsky said, ‘I’m probably not the person you should be speaking to, but I do know someone who’s been working on exactly what you’re here enquiring about. Psychiatry is more interested in diagnosing and classifying mental illness from an organic basis. Whereas psychology focuses more on personality and behaviour and also deals with non-mentally disordered offenders. Psychologists engage in aspects of the investigation and prosecution of the crime as well as searching for causes and treating offenders. With that in mind, a young man came to see me eighteen months ago. He developed a hypothesis that he’d be able to determine the kind of person he was looking for by what he could see at the crime scene. He reviewed unusual homicides from a number of police agencies to test his hypothesis. He examines all the data and prepared a tentative description of the perpetrator, then he would look at the individual found to have committed the crime and compare the actual perpetrator to his description. He consulted me on the details of psychological disorders. And do you know what? 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘There was an uncanny accuracy in his descriptions. Of course, it’s still early days yet, but I have no doubt that the work he’s doing will bear fruit one day.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that does sound like the type of thing I want.’ 
 
    ‘Let me call him. His name is Doctor Howard Caplan. I’m sure he’d welcome the opportunity to become involved in your investigation. Psychologists like nothing better than to get down in the mud and play with the other boys.’ 
 
    ‘Where does he live?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know where he lives, but he’s employed as an instructor in the criminalistics department at the university, which you probably passed on your way up here?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I did.’ 
 
    Doctor Levitsky called Howard Caplan using the phone on his desk and then put his hand over the receiver. ‘Howard says he’s teaching all day, but that he’s free for lunch between twelve and two if you’re interested?’ 
 
    She nodded. ‘Yes, I can meet him for lunch.’ 
 
    Once the conversation had ended, he came and sat back down. ‘He’ll meet you in the Pacific Dining Car at 6th Street and Witmer at twelve o’clock.’ 
 
    ‘Is that close to the university?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, not far away.’ 
 
    ‘I have a cab waiting, so the driver should know where it is.’ She stood up and thrust her hand forward. ‘Thank you for all your help, Doctor.’ 
 
    ‘It’s been my pleasure. Sorry I couldn’t be more illuminating on the subject of murderers.’ 
 
    He escorted her out of the administration building and she made her way back to the cab under the eucalyptus tree in the car park. 
 
    Jersey was fast asleep and snoring like a mini-tornado. 
 
    She nudged his shoulder. 
 
    ‘Yep! Yep! Just coming.’ 
 
    ‘Jersey, it’s me.’ 
 
    ‘You ready for going back?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, except I’ll now be going to the Pacific Dining Car . . .’ 
 
    ‘On 6th Street and Witmer? Fred and Lovey Cook’s place. Know it well from the outside. Ready when you are.’ 
 
    She clambered into the back seat. 
 
    Jersey reversed up, pulled out of the car park and headed back the way they come along Imperial Highway. 
 
    ‘You get what you wanted?’ 
 
    ‘Not yet, but I’m hoping I will during lunch.’  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    He felt someone nudge him. His face was stuck to the screen of the microfilm reader. 
 
    ‘Sleeping is strictly forbidden in the library, Detective Urban,’ Mrs Rackham said. ‘Often punishable by withdrawal of a library card and all the perks that come with it.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry. I must have dropped off.’ 
 
    ‘Dropping off is akin to sleeping in my book.’ She was standing next to him holding a steaming mug of coffee and a plate with a sandwich sitting on it. ‘So is eating and drinking, but seeing as it’s your first day, I’m willing to forgive such transgressions.’ She thrust the food and drink towards him. ‘I hope you like tuna fish salad?’ 
 
    ‘It’s one of my favourites.’ He hated tuna, but he was so hungry he didn’t care. Taking the drink first, he placed it on a side table and then set the plate on his lap. ‘You’re a life-saver, Mrs Rackham.’ 
 
    ‘I have many responsibilities as the Chief Librarian. How’s the research going?’ 
 
    ‘Slow to boring. It’s simply a question of ploughing through each paper until I find what I’m looking for . . . If, that is, what I’m looking for is actually there at all.’ 
 
    ‘What are you looking for?’ 
 
    ‘Something that happened in a municipal park in the past, which might explain why dead naked starlets are being left in the parks now.’ 
 
    ‘Still no idea who’s doing it?’ 
 
    ‘Between you and me – no.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll let you carry on then.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for the coffee and sandwich.’ 
 
    ‘I was looking after my own interests. A dead body in the library wouldn’t look good on my record.’ 
 
    ‘No, I suppose not.’ 
 
    After he’d devoured the sandwich and drank the coffee, he felt much better and continued ploughing through the papers. However, it was mind-numbingly boring work. His eyes kept glazing over and each time they began to close, he got up and shuffled up and down the book aisles. 
 
    He was reaching the end of his stamina when he noticed something interesting on page five of the Los Angeles Times dated June 7, 1936, which gave a roundup of the entertainment news from the night before. It was a brief article about Theda Bara, whose real name was Theodosia Goodman, and who had been a silent movie star between 1914 and 1926. She had made an appearance during a broadcast of a version of Dashiell Hammett’s The Thin Man starring William Powell and Myrna Loy on Lux Radio Theatre announcing her plans to stage a movie comeback. The article was accompanied by a promotional photograph of Theda Bara as Cleopatra in 1917. What was interesting about the photograph was the coiled metal snake brassiere she wore over her breasts, which made him think of the first victim – Hildegard Zinn – and the dead rattlesnake placed between her breasts. Was it connected? Or was it merely a coincidence? 
 
    Once he reached the end of the reel he rewound it, switched the microfilm reader off, picked up the mug and plate and walked back to the main desk with them. 
 
    Mrs Rackham was dealing with a customer, so he waited until she was free. 
 
    ‘Thanks again for the coffee and sandwich,’ he said, placing the mug and plate on the counter. 
 
    ‘Don’t get the idea that it’s part of our regular service.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘I won’t. I’ve switched the microreader off, but I’d like to come back again tomorrow morning and continue from where I left off, if that’s all right with you?’ 
 
    ‘Of course it is. That’s what we’re here for.’ 
 
    ‘What do you want me to do with the boxes of reels?’ 
 
    ‘If you’re coming back tomorrow, then leave everything where it is. I’ll go over there in a short while and make sure it’s as it should be.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll see you in the morning then.’ 
 
    ‘And get some rest.’ 
 
    ‘I plan to. Thanks for your help today.’ 
 
    ‘A Chief Librarian’s work is never done.’ 
 
    Outside, he flagged down a cab. ‘George Washington Heights on Arlington Avenue in Old Town Torrance, please.’ 
 
    ‘Sure thing.’ 
 
    He thought about the metal coiled snake brassiere barely covering Theda Bara’s breasts. The victims had been washed and made up, their hair coiffured, nails painted and items left between their breasts. Why had the killer gone to all that trouble? Was Hildegard Zinn meant to represent Theda Bara? Or Cleopatra? And who did the other victims represent? Why? What was the point of it all? 
 
    This was a new kind of killing to him. One that he had trouble wrapping his brain around. Murder came in different shapes and sizes, but it always had an underlying motive such as money, greed, hate, sex or jealousy. What was the motive for these murders – sex? He doubted it was about sex. Katie had said the killer had a rhyme and reason, but they just couldn’t see it yet. Maybe he needed to think about these murders differently. Maybe Katie was right, maybe there was a rhyme and reason that made perfect sense to the killer. Maybe he needed to understand the murders from the killer’s perspective. 
 
    ‘That’ll be eight bucks, fella,’ the cabbie said as he pulled up outside George Washington Heights. 
 
    Erik gave the man a ten and said, ‘Keep it.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks. Enjoy your evening.’ 
 
    ‘And you.’ 
 
    He made his way up to the fifth floor in the lift. As he stepped into the corridor he thought about knocking on Katie’s door, but he desperately need to lie down before he fell down, so he made his way to Ruby’s. Maybe later, after a sleep and some food, he’d go along and discuss his day, and Cleopatra’s coiled snake brassiere with her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    In 1921 the Pacific Dining Car was originally a rail car. More rooms and a larger bar area were added over the next twenty years. It had wood beamed ceilings, stained glass windows, chairs covered in deep green velvet, leather booths and luggage racks with vintage baggage to further carry the train theme. Prices weren’t cheap, but it was elegant dining and the atmosphere was worth the additional expense. 
 
    Howard Caplan hurried over when Katie entered the restaurant and greeted her. ‘Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ She shook the extended hand. 
 
    ‘I have a booth already. I dine here often.’ 
 
    ‘They must pay you well at the university?’ 
 
    ‘Not nearly enough. I have additional income from my books on criminalistics and the advisory work I do for the studios.’ 
 
    ‘A celebrity?’ 
 
    He laughed. ‘Hardly.’ 
 
    She followed him through the busy room. It really did look like the dining car on a train, but without the movement and clackety-clack of steel wheels on tracks. 
 
    ‘I won’t point,’ Caplan whispered. ‘They don’t like people pointing at them, but you’ve just walked past Bud Abbott and Lou Costello; and over in the corner there . . .’ He rolled his eyes and cocked his head to the left. ‘. . . are Spencer Tracy and Katherine Hepburn. They’ve just appeared together in the film Sea of Grass. He’s married to someone else, but it’s an open secret in Hollywood that they’re together.’ 
 
    ‘Are they not people just like us?’ 
 
    ‘Oh no! They’re celebrities.’ 
 
    ‘I see.’ 
 
    Doctor Howard Caplan was in his mid-thirties, at least six feet tall with a muscular physique, slicked-back hair and an angular face. He wore dark-rimmed glasses, a double-breasted dark-grey suit with a light-blue shirt, brogues and a striped red and blue tie held down with a gold tie pin clasping a large black onyx. 
 
    She thought him quite handsome, but she wasn’t here to become entangled in any kind of relationship. The only thing she was interested in was finding Annie’s killer. After that, then she’d decide what to do with the rest of her life. 
 
    ‘You’re here for lunch, aren’t you?’ 
 
    ‘You invited me to meet you here, so I hope you’re offering me lunch, Doctor Caplan?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    A waiter appeared and passed them a menu each. ‘Would Sir like to order wine?’ 
 
    Caplan looked at Katie. ‘Are you drinking wine?’ 
 
    ‘No, just water for me please.’ 
 
    ‘In which case I’ll have a large glass of the 1929 Le Corton Bouchard, Antoine.’ 
 
    ‘Certainly, Sir,’ the waiter said, turned on his heel and left. 
 
    They studied their menus. 
 
    ‘Not a wine drinker?’ Caplan asked her. 
 
    ‘No. I don’t drink alcohol, never have.’ 
 
    ‘A sensible woman.’ 
 
    ‘So I’ve been told.’ 
 
    The waiter returned with the wine and water and then took out his notepad. ‘Madam?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have the New York sirloin steak with Béarnaise sauce, please.’ 
 
    ‘Sir?’ 
 
    ‘The lobster thermidor for me, Antoine.’ 
 
    ‘Of course, Doctor Caplan.’ 
 
    ‘They know your name?’ Katie said once the waiter had left. 
 
    He smiled. ‘Antoine does, at least. So, what’s all this about, Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘Katie.’ 
 
    ‘A lovely name.’ 
 
    She ignored his flattery. ‘I’ve come to Los Angeles to find my sister’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘Is that not the job of the police?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought, but they’ve not been doing a very good job.’ 
 
    ‘And they need your help?’ 
 
    He was being facetious. Under normal circumstances she would have reproached him for it, but she needed his help. ‘It’s been nearly two years since he killed Hildegard Zinn. Since then, he’s killed seven more starlets. My sister – Annie – was number seven. The police are no further forward than they were in February 1946. So yes, they need my help, and I need your help. Are you prepared to give me your help, Doctor Caplan?’ 
 
    ‘Of course. What do you want to know?’ 
 
    ‘The type of man I’m looking for. Doctor Levitsky led me to believe that you can derive a killer’s likely personality characteristics from the way in which he committed the crime, and thereby help me to identify him.’ 
 
    ‘I’m still testing my hypothesis, but so far I’m pleased with the results.’ 
 
    ‘Have you actually field-tested your hypothesis?’ 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think we’re at that stage yet.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not the police, Doctor Caplan . . .’ 
 
    ‘Howard.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll either be right or wrong. If you’re right, it might help me to get closer to identifying the killer, bringing him to justice and stop him killing any further young women. If you’re wrong, then there’s no harm done.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘If your description makes a positive contribution to identifying the killer, then you could write an academic paper for one of the criminalistics journals.’ 
 
    He rubbed his chin between the thumb and forefinger of his left hand. ‘Mmmm! I could, couldn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘We could.’ 
 
    ‘Excuse me?’ 
 
    ‘You’re not the only one with a degree. I have a Bachelor’s degree in History from Minnesota State University Moorhead.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, really.’ 
 
    ‘There are very few women with degrees.’ 
 
    ‘And whose fault is that?’ 
 
    ‘Ah! I walked right into that, didn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘You certainly did. Men have a lot to answer for. So, if there’s an academic paper to be written, then I expect to co-author it. I’ll let you put your name first.’ 
 
    ‘I’m overwhelmed.’ 
 
    ‘Think of it as a small but significant reparation for injustices done to American women. Not only that, I have access to all the information on the murders, which I’m prepared to share with you.’ 
 
    ‘I could simply ask the police for that information.’ 
 
    ‘They wouldn’t give it to you.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘Because I’d tell them not to.’ 
 
    ‘How could you possibly do that?’ 
 
    ‘All you need to know is that I can. Now, are you prepared to help me?’ 
 
    ‘And my assistance includes agreeing to let you co-author an academic paper on the field testing of my hypothesis?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’d become a laughing stock in academia. You know nothing about psychology or criminalistics.’ 
 
    ‘You’d become a trailblazer.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! I would, wouldn’t I? All right, but my name goes first?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    The waiter brought their food. ‘Bon appetite.’ 
 
    Howard spoke while they were eating. ‘The first person who described a killer from their behaviour was actually a police surgeon in England called Thomas Bond. He was asked to provide his opinion on the extent of Jack the Ripper’s surgical skill and knowledge . . . He butchered at least five women in the district of Whitechapel in London, England in 1888.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a historian, Howard. I know all about the Whitechapel murders.’ 
 
    ‘My apologies. Bond’s opinion was based on his examination of the most extensively mutilated victim and the autopsy reports from the other four murders. In his notes, he mentioned the sexual nature of the murders, which was coupled with aspects of misogyny and rage. He stated that the murderer must have been a man of physical strength with great coolness and daring, and subject to periodic attacks of homicidal and erotic mania. He also suggested that the man may have had Satyriasis, which is an uncontrollable or excessive sexual desire . . . I’m not putting you off your lunch, am I?’ 
 
    ‘Not all women swoon at the sight of blood or sex.’ 
 
    ‘No. Anyway, in 1912, a psychologist in Lackawanna, New York delivered a lecture in which he analysed the unknown murderer of a local boy, who the press had called “The Postcard Killer”. Then, in 1932, a New York psychiatrist, Doctor Dudley Schoenfeld was asked to provide clues as to the identity of the man who had kidnapped the Lindbergh baby. Also, something that isn’t widely known, is that in 1943, psychoanalyst Walter Langer hypothesised what Adolf Hitler might do in various situations based on his previous behaviour. So, you can see, there are some precedents underlying my hypothesis.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I can see how you might think that a killer’s personality could be predicted from his behaviour at a crime scene, but surely it’s an oversimplification, isn’t it? Human beings aren’t robots, they have free will.’ 
 
    ‘Suddenly you’re an expert in human behaviour?’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘Don’t go building walls between us, Howard. I am, after all, your co-author.’ 
 
    His face reddened. ‘Yes, I’ve been known to get overly defensive if people criticise my work.’ 
 
    ‘Which is not an endearing trait. Nor, I might add, an adult response to an attempt at reasoned critique.’ 
 
    ‘Consider me chastised.’ 
 
    ‘All I’m saying, is that human beings are complex. I’m sure it’s not as simple as, “if they did that, then this is what it means.” There must be a lot of intervening variables.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, there are . . .’ 
 
    She glanced at her wrist watch. ‘We’re running out of time. So, I’ll describe what the killer does, and you tell me the type of person he is?’ 
 
    ‘Just like that?’ 
 
    ‘Is that not how it works?’ 
 
    ‘No. I’ll need time to consider my response, and refer to my notes and textbooks.’ 
 
    ‘Time! How much time?’ 
 
    ‘At least a week, maybe more.’ 
 
    ‘You have until Friday at six o’clock. Come to my apartment – 5F George Washington Heights on Arlington Avenue in Old Town Torrance – and I’ll introduce you to the other people who are helping me.’ 
 
    ’But . . . That’s only two days away.’ 
 
    ‘Are you saying you can’t do it in two days?’ 
 
    ‘Well no, but . . .’ 
 
    ‘If the police called you in to help them catch a killer, do you think they’d be happy about you saying you needed at least a week, maybe more, before you could give them anything?’ 
 
    ‘Probably not.’ 
 
    ‘Think of the time restraint as part of the field test. We’ll include it in the academic paper.’ 
 
    He nodded slowly. ‘Yes, we could do that.’ 
 
    ‘Two heads are generally better than one.’ 
 
    While she described the killer’s behaviour, Howard made notes in a spidery scrawl with a black Montblanc fountain pen in a small notebook that he kept in the inside pocket of his jacket. 
 
    She told him how the killer brutally raped and strangled the starlets; how he washed the body; coiffured the hair in different styles; manicured the finger and toe nails; applied make-up; dumped their naked bodies in municipal parks in the middle of the night; and left items between their breasts. She described the items . . . ‘I have photographs of each item at my apartment.’ 
 
    ‘I’m curious about how you’ve managed to become involved in a police investigation.’ 
 
    ‘Another reason to come to my apartment on Friday evening.’ 
 
    ‘What does “brutally raped and strangled” mean exactly?’ 
 
    ‘The autopsy reports identify bruising on the necks, upper arms, abdomen, inner thighs and genital area, which suggests they were beaten into submission. The medical examiner states that the contusions occurred before death and postulates that the women were probably strangled during sex.’ 
 
    ‘Interesting.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think so?’ 
 
    ‘From the perspective of a criminalistics lecturer only.’ 
 
    Just then, a man appeared at the end of the table and addressed her specifically. ‘Excuse me for bothering you Miss, but are you represented by an agency?’ 
 
    ‘Represented! Why?’ 
 
    ‘Surely, someone as beautiful as you must already be an actress? 
 
    She batted her eyelids. ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘No!’ As if he was practising sleight-of-hand, a business card appeared between his fingers. ‘Let me give you my card. Should you change your mind, which I strongly urge you to do, please call me, Miss . . .?’ 
 
    ‘Brazil . . . Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    He smiled like a used-car salesman. ‘A name to conjure up costumes and carnivals. I have casting directors eagerly awaiting to snap you up, Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sam Rich 
 
    Agent to the Stars 
 
    Rich Talent Agency 
 
    2031 Wilshire Boulevard 
 
    Hollywood 
 
    (408) 995-1010 
 
      
 
      
 
    She looked at the card and slid it into her handbag. The seed of an idea began to germinate in her mind. ‘If I do have a change of heart, you’ll be the first person I call, Mister Rich.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all anybody could ask for. Enjoy the rest of your lunch. Sorry to have bothered you.’ He wandered off. 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t,’ Howard said. 
 
    ‘I won’t. I’m not here to pursue an acting career. That’s why my sister came to Hollywood and look what happened to her.’ 
 
    ‘Sam Rich is not his real name either – it’s Barney Cornthwaite. And the Rich Agency is not one of the better agencies in town.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll bear that in mind. Can you make Friday at six o’clock then?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose I have no choice, do I?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Sam Rich is right though.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘You are beautiful. If you wanted to be an actress, I think you could simply walk right in off the street and get the part of a leading lady in a film without too much difficulty.’ 
 
    ‘Instead of co-authoring an academic paper on the link between personality characteristics and crime scene behaviour, you mean?’ 
 
    ‘No, that wasn’t what I meant . . .’ 
 
    ‘Of course you didn’t. You men are all the same. You just want to keep women in their place, because you believe it’s the natural order of things. And what’s worse, you don’t even know you’re doing it.’ 
 
    ‘The Nineteenth Amendment to the Constitution gave women the vote in 1920, you know.’ 
 
    ‘And you think that was the end of the fight?’ 
 
    ‘I guess you don’t?’ 
 
    ‘Not by any means. It was simply one injustice in a catalogue of injustices.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not going to win this argument, am I?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    They finished lunch, Howard settled the bill and he escorted her outside. 
 
    ‘Do you have everything you need?’ she asked him. 
 
    ‘I think so.’ 
 
    ‘Let me give you my telephone number in case you have any other questions.’ 
 
    He took out his notebook, wrote down the number and opened the door of a waiting cab for her. ‘I’ll see you at six o’clock on Friday evening at your apartment then, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘With a description of the personality characteristics of the killer?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was soft knock and the door opened. 
 
    Ruby came in. ‘Ready for some food? I’ve cooked a fine ham and pea soup with thick crusts of bread for dipping.’ 
 
    ‘Makes an invalid want to get out of bed.’ He threw the covers back and swung his legs over the side. ‘I’ll just get dressed, wash my hands and face, and I’ll be right there.’ 
 
    ‘Right you are, Detective.’ 
 
    ‘In your apartment I’m Erik, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘Right you are, Erik.’ She shut the door. 
 
    He sat on the side of the bed for a handful of seconds while his head got its bearings. It was hard adjusting to weakness. He’d always been strong, especially in the Marines – it was expected. Now, he could barely lift cutlery to eat his food. Thanks to Katie, Martha and Ruby he was on the mend. A week ago, he’d been closer to death than he was to life. They’d pulled him back from the abyss, stopped him falling. He wondered whether he’d crawled to the abyss on purpose, or whether it really was a sickness of his mind. 
 
    After he’d dressed and washed, he made his way into the kitchen to find Katie there as well. 
 
    ‘Katie’s joining us, if that’s all right with you, D . . . Erik?’ 
 
    ‘Why wouldn’t it be?’ He sat down. Already he was out of breath. ‘How was your day?’ 
 
    ‘Interesting. And yours?’ 
 
    ‘The same.’ He swallowed a spoonful of soup. It was as thick and lumpy as it was meant to be. ‘You should open your own restaurant, Ruby,’ he said, tearing a piece of bread in half like a circus strongman. 
 
    Ruby’s face reddened. ‘Where they ate my ham and pea soup for every meal?’ 
 
    ‘People could do a lot worse.’ 
 
    ‘It’s lovely, Ruby,’ Katie agreed. 
 
    ‘I saw something interesting at the library today,’ Erik said. 
 
    Katie licked the green soup off her top lip. ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘A silent film star called Theda Bara, which is not her real name – it’s an anagram of Arab Death, apparently – starred as Cleopatra in a film in 1917. The interesting part was that she wore a metal coiled snake brassiere, which wasn’t very successful in covering her breasts, I might add. Also, if I recall correctly, Cleopatra was killed by snakes.’ 
 
    Ruby shook her head. ‘Disgusting – that’s what it is. I don’t know how they get away with it. A woman’s private parts should remain private. Nobody but my Shimon saw my private parts, and that was only in the dark with his eyes closed. May he rest in peace.’ 
 
    Katie said, ‘Times are changing, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘And not for the better if you ask me, but nobody ever will.’ 
 
    Erik continued. ‘I thought about what you’d said about the killer having his own rhyme and reason for what he was doing, and that maybe Hildegard Zinn was made up to represent Theda Bara or Cleopatra, and the dead rattlesnake was the clue to that connection.’ 
 
    Katie’s eyes opened wide and the spoon stopped midway between the dish and her mouth. ‘That is interesting, Erik. It’s certainly an idea that we hadn’t thought of before. I have time tomorrow. I’ll have to check out whether any of the other items might represent other actresses.’ 
 
    ‘What about you?’ 
 
    ‘I went to see Doctor Levitsky at the County Poor Farm as Eliza had suggested, and he put me in contact with a criminalistics lecturer at the university called Doctor Howard Caplan who is testing a hypothesis that the personality characteristics of a killer can be inferred from his behaviour at a crime scene.’ 
 
    Erik nodded. ‘I can see how that might work. Everything we do says something about who we are?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. You working yourself to exhaustion to find the killer of these girls says something about who you are as a person.’ 
 
    ‘And you coming all this way from Minnesota to find your sister’s killer and moving into my apartment says something about who you are as well, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    Katie smiled. ‘Exactly.’ 
 
    Ruby chuckled. 
 
    ‘Doctor Caplan agreed to come to my apartment on Friday evening to provide us with a description of who we might be looking for.’ 
 
    ‘A psychological description, not a physical one?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘Which probably won’t be of much help.’ 
 
    ‘Small stepping stones, Erik. A psychological description is a lot more than we have now. And by “we”, I mean the police. Of which you’re a part. I’m not doing this for me, I’m doing it for my sister Annie. I don’t expect any thankyous, fanfares or parades. You’ll be the detective who’ll solve these murders and get all the accolades. I’m merely a woman who has no business dabbling in police affairs when I should be in the home making babies and looking after my husband.’ 
 
    Ruby stopped eating her soup and stared at him. ‘Well, what have you got to say for yourself, Detective?’ 
 
    He bowed his head. ‘I’m a sick man.’ 
 
    ‘Isn’t that true of all men?’ Katie said. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
   
  
 

   
 
      
 
    Thursday, January 22, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    She wore more sensible clothes – a pair of black swing trousers that matched her black hair, a white pleated blouse, a pair of black low-heel pumps and a red pearl jacket. She thought about wearing her red matching hat, but she wasn’t a hat person – never had been. She’d always found them uncomfortable and they made her head itch. 
 
    Outside the apartment block she hailed a cab. 
 
    ‘Where to lady?’ 
 
    ‘Sunset Boulevard.’ 
 
    ‘Any place in particular? Sunset Boulevard stretches from the Sea of Cortez to Chinatown.’ 
 
    ‘Where the shops are.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! You want the Strip. I’ll drop you at Sunset Plaza. You can go from there.’ He pulled out into the traffic. 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Buying anything special?’ 
 
    ‘I’m looking for places that deal in 1920s Hollywood memorabilia.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! Why didn’t you say so? There’s a couple of places I know, but they’re on Hollywood Boulevard, which is called “Bookseller’s Row”, but there’s a lot more there than bookshops. It’s only one block up from the Strip. There’s Larry Edmunds Bookshop and Hollywood Movie Posters. My advice is to start there, and if you don’t find what you’re looking for, I’m sure they’ll point you in the right direction.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’ll be fine. Thanks for your help.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I’m here for. Are you new in town, or just visiting?’ 
 
    ‘New.’ 
 
    ‘You want to get yourself into films. Someone who looks like you would give Lana Turner and Lauren Bacall a run for their money.’ 
 
    ‘Very kind, but I don’t want to be an actress.’ 
 
    ‘The wife loved Lana Turner in The Postman Always Rings Twice with John Garfield; and Lauren Bacall in The Big Sleep with Humphrey Bogart. Mind you, if I’m being honest, my wife loves any movie more than she loves me. Wanted to be an actress herself, but she didn’t have the looks, the figure or the voice, so she married me instead.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure she’s lovely.’ 
 
    ‘You haven’t seen or heard her. Got a body like a gorilla and a voice that sounds exactly like a steam engine pulling into the station.’ 
 
    Katie laughed. ‘I’m sure that isn’t true.’ 
 
    He caught her eye in the rear view mirror. ‘Trust me, lady. The truth is a lot worse than what I’m telling you. I’m being kind to her this morning.’ 
 
    ‘And what does she say about you?’ 
 
    ‘That I’m the sweetest guy she ever met.’ 
 
    ‘Is that so?’ 
 
    ‘As God is my witness.’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    He passed her a card over his shoulder. ‘You need a driver, call Jerry Romero.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ She slipped the card into her handbag with the others. She was getting quite a collection. 
 
    They arrived outside Larry Edmunds: Cinema & Theatre Bookshop, which was a small inconspicuous store wedged between the South Side Theatre and the Pandora Gift Shop. 
 
    ‘That’ll be six dollars, lady,’ Jerry said. 
 
    She gave him a ten and said, ‘Keep the change.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I’ll take the wife and ten kids to the zoo with that four bucks,’ he said with a twinkle in his eye. ‘Some of the wife’s relatives work there entertaining the crowds.’ 
 
    ‘You’re incorrigible.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t even know what that word means. Have a good day, lady. And get yourself into the movies. That’s where the money’s at.’ 
 
    She shut the door, watched him drive off and made her way into the bookshop.  
 
    ‘Can I help you?’ a woman asked her. 
 
    Unsurprisingly, the shop was lined with shelves full of books that extended backwards a good way. 
 
    ‘Is Larry about?’ she said. 
 
    ‘Committed suicide in 1941, love. His partner, my husband – Milton Luboviski – and I run the shop now. My name’s Git. What is it you want with Larry?’ 
 
    ‘I have some questions.’ 
 
    ‘Book-related questions?’ 
 
    ‘Movie-related I think . . . That’s what the questions are about.’ 
 
    ‘Milton will have answers to your questions. He has a memory like an encyclopaedia. He’s cataloguing in the back just now. You want I should go and get him?’ 
 
    ‘If it’s not too much trouble?’ 
 
    ‘Milton hates cataloguing and loves being tested on his movie knowledge, so it ain’t no trouble.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘You wait here.’ 
 
    She was gone a few minutes and returned with a tall thin man in tow. 
 
    Milton Luboviski was all skin and bone. He had dark greying wiry hair, large brown eyes and ears to match. 
 
    He extended his hand. ‘Milton Luboviski. Git tells me you have some questions?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Any particular reason?’ 
 
    ‘Can I tell you afterwards?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    They were standing in a thoroughfare and three people entered the shop and squeezed past them. 
 
    Milton said, ‘Let’s go into the back where it’s quiet and we can sit down.’ 
 
    She followed him deep into the shop and through a door that led into a stock room with metal concertina doors that opened out onto an alleyway. 
 
    He pointed to a wooden chest. ‘All the comforts of home. Okay, shoot, as John Wayne said in Stagecoach.’ 
 
    ‘What does a dead rattlesnake mean to you?’ 
 
    ‘I take it you’re referring to a movie?’ 
 
    ‘Possibly.’ 
 
    ‘A dead rattlesnake?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! Let me see. In 1914 there was the Perils of Pauline. In which a Gypsy woman hides a snake under flowers in a basket and gives it to Pauline hoping it will bite her and kill her. Her boyfriend finds the snake and whips it to death; in 1919 there was The Spiders: Chapter 1 in which an adventurer saves an island princess from a big Burmese python; in 1922 there was Haxan: Witchcraft Through the Ages in which live snakes, frogs, and dried fingers are tossed into a witch's potion; in 1924 The Thief of Bagdad had a snake in an orb on top of a sceptre that is used as a murder weapon . . .’ 
 
    ‘Is there a lot?’ 
 
    ‘Thirty-five, but that’s not counting the twenty-one Tarzan movies. There’s always snakes in a Tarzan movie.’ 
 
    ‘What if I said a dead rattlesnake between a woman’s breasts?’ 
 
    ‘Ah! Then you’d be watching the 1934 film of Cleopatra with Claudette Colbert in the lead role. Cleopatra commits suicide by holding an asp to her breast.’ 
 
    ‘Is that the only film that has been made about Cleopatra?’ 
 
    ‘No, no. There was the 1917 version starring Theda Bara, but there were no snakes in it. Also, it was heavily censured by city and state censorship boards due to the risqué nature of her costumes. They particularly objected to her showing her breasts wearing the snake breast plates. I personally thought it was very tasteful.’ He chuckled. ‘But don’t tell Git I said so. Is that it then?’ 
 
    ‘No, I have some more for you.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    ‘A car key?’ 
 
    ‘What type of car does the key fit?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ She made a mental note to ask Erik. 
 
    He shook his head. ‘I’m sure there are lots of car keys in films, but I have nothing specific.’ 
 
    ‘A bottle of perfume?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘A needle and syringe?’ 
 
    ‘Ah! There’s quite a few films about drug use. In fact, some of the earliest films were about drug use such as the 1894 film Chinese Opium Den; and the 1904 Rube in an Opium Joint. I have quite a few more – twenty-seven to be exact, but nothing specific on a needle and syringe.’ 
 
    ‘A new red shoe?’ 
 
    ‘I understand that there is a film currently in production with Moira Shearer in the lead role called The Red Shoes, but nothing before then.’ 
 
    ‘A Chinese hair stick?’ 
 
    ‘With Chinese symbols on it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘A black velvet wrist bow?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing.’ 
 
    ‘A red and blue striped scarf?’ 
 
    ‘Could be anything. Women wear scarves in lots of films I have nothing specific.’ 
 
    Katie shrugged. ‘That’s all the questions I have for you.’ 
 
    ‘Oh! Well, I’m sorry I couldn’t be of more help. I like nothing better than being tested on my movie knowledge.’ 
 
    ‘Can I give you my number?’ 
 
    ‘Git is always going through my pockets.’ 
 
    ‘No, I meant so that you could call me if you think of anything.’ 
 
    ‘Oh! Of course. I thought . . . Well, never mind what I thought.’ He wrote her number down on a scrap of paper that he took from his shirt pocket. 
 
    She pushed herself off the wooden crate and offered her hand. ‘Thank you for your time, Mister Luboviski.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, Miss Brazil. You were going to tell me the reason for your questions?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes. They’re the items that were left on the dead women in the starlet murders.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’m certainly aware of the murders, but not all the details are published in the papers. Why are you asking me these questions instead of the police?’ 
 
    ‘My sister was the killer’s seventh victim.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to hear that. Well, I’ll be sure to call if anything does come to mind.’ He passed her a business card. ‘And likewise for you.’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ She slipped the card into her handbag with the others in her growing collection. 
 
    She made her way out through the shop and squinted in the bright sunlight. She hadn’t realised how dark and dingy it was in the bookshop. If the truth be told, she was disappointed. After the connection Erik had made between the snake and the actress Theda Bara appearing in Cleopatra in 1917, she thought they’d identified why the killer had left the items, but it was a false lead. None of the other items led to actresses or films.  
 
    Now, she had some shopping to do if Sam Rich and all the other men involved in producing a Hollywood film were going to take her seriously as an actress. Her clothes were mostly working clothes for teaching History in an Elementary School, not for walking out as an actress. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    He caught a cab out to 1603 East Myrrh Street in Compton to pay his respects to Jan’s wife – Barbara. On his way he bought a bunch of flowers from a street vendor. 
 
    He asked the cabbie to wait. 
 
    No one answered when he knocked on the door. He walked along the front of the house and peered through the window, but it looked as though no one was at home. 
 
    ‘Is this what you do for a living now, Erik?’ Barbara’s voice came from behind him. 
 
    He clutched his chest and turned. ‘I won’t be doing much of anything if people don’t stop creeping up on me.’ 
 
    She hugged him. ‘Jan said you looked awful.’ 
 
    Barbara Janik was in her late forties with tight dark-brown curly hair, more than filled out her flowery dress and her round chubby face was more puffy than usual. 
 
    He gave her the flowers and nodded. ‘Jan was right. I’m sorry I never made it to the funeral. I called into the cemetery yesterday to say goodbye to him. I was close to death, but a week ago a woman pulled me back from the edge.’ 
 
    ‘A woman you could give your heart to?’ 
 
    ‘No, nothing like that.’ 
 
    ‘Shame! You deserve some happiness.’ 
 
    ‘She wants me to find the man who killed her sister.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t tell me. Her sister is one of the murdered girls from the case you and Jan were working on?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Come inside,’ she said. ‘I’ve just been to take the children to school.’ She and Jan had been late parents with a boy followed by a girl, but the girl – Margaret – had nearly killed Barbara. 
 
    ‘How are they holding up?’ 
 
    ‘They’ll be all right. Do you want coffee?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m good, thanks. I’ve not long had breakfast. And what about you?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, you know?’ 
 
    ‘No, I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking.’ 
 
    ‘It’s been hard the last couple of weeks.’ 
 
    He stroked her upper arm, followed her inside and perched on the edge of a chair. ‘If you need anything, or you just want to talk . . .’ 
 
    ‘I should be saying that to you.’ 
 
    ‘I only lost myself, but I’m on the mend now. You lost the man you loved and the kids lost a father.’ 
 
    ‘You lost him as well.’ 
 
    ‘I know. He was a good partner and friend, but I’m not here to talk about me. Are you all right for money?’ 
 
    ‘Jan died in service, so I’ll get death benefits. Also, there’s his pension and we had some savings set by.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t have a lot, but you’re welcome to what I do have. My living expenses have reduced dramatically. The woman who saved me, helped herself to my apartment while I was recovering, so I’m living with a neighbour for now who’s nursing me back to health.’ 
 
    ‘The children and I are moving back to Iowa soon to be near my family. They’ll help if we need it.’ 
 
    ‘That’s probably for the best. LA is no place to raise a family.’ 
 
    ‘I always said that to Jan. Another couple of years and he would have retired. He wasn’t like you, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘No . . . The lieutenant has ordered me back to work a week on Monday.’ 
 
    ‘So soon?’ 
 
    ‘The Mayor isn’t happy with the progress that’s been made on the case.’ 
 
    ‘It’s been nearly two years since that first woman was murdered, hasn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘There’s been no progress, because you got sick. Jan always said that you were the best detective he’d ever worked with.’ 
 
    ‘Not so much anymore.’ He didn’t tell her about Katie and Eliza helping him – she didn’t need to know. 
 
    ‘What are you doing today?’ 
 
    ‘I’m on my way to the library.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve taken up reading?’ 
 
    ‘No. I’m doing research for the case.’ 
 
    ‘You should be resting.’ 
 
    ‘There’ll be plenty of time to rest when I’m dead.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t say that.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the truth, Barbara. There’s a man out there who’s already killed eight young women and he’s now looking for his ninth victim.’ 
 
    There was an awkward silence. 
 
    Erik stood up and said, ‘I’ll let you get on. I just wanted to come by and . . .’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Thanks.’ Tears skittered down her face. 
 
    He hugged her again. ‘Look after yourself, Barbara. And say “hello” to the children for me.’ 
 
    ‘I will. They’ll be sorry to have missed you.’ 
 
    He made his way outside, climbed into the waiting cab and waved to her as the driver pulled away. He knew it was the last time he’d see her. 
 
    ‘We’re here, fella,’ the cabbie said. 
 
    The voice pulled him back from the darkness. He looked out of the side window at the entrance to Cahuenga Branch Library at 4591 Santa Monica Boulevard in East Hollywood. 
 
    ‘How much do I owe you?’ 
 
    ‘Sixteen bucks.’ 
 
    He gave the man a twenty and said, ‘Keep the change.’ 
 
    ‘You got more money than sense, Mister.’ 
 
    ‘I could change my mind.’ 
 
    ‘That won’t be necessary. You have a good day.’ 
 
    He climbed out of the cab and, recalling what had happened yesterday, he took things nice and slow. He didn’t want to end up sleeping on the sidewalk. 
 
    Inside the library he held up a lunch box and flask and said, ‘Good morning, Mrs Rackham. I brought my own today.’ He’d asked Ruby to make him a Monte Cristo sandwich, which was simply a ham and Swiss cheese sandwich dipped in egg batter and fried. It had been many years since he’d eaten one, which reminded him of a long-time girlfriend from his youth called Eva Moens and, of course, her mother Hilda, who had a habit of brushing herself against him and had introduced him to the sandwich. On September 14, 1927, Eva had disappeared. Apparently, she’d taken a suitcase stuffed with her clothes and possessions, and simply vanished. Nobody ever heard from her again. It had taken him months to get over her desertion. Later – when he was working as a deputy in the Sherriff’s Department – he often wondered if Eva had really left as her parents had said. 
 
    ‘I hope you understand that there’s no eating and drinking under any circumstances in the library, Detective?’ 
 
    ‘I understand. I’ll take it outside when the time comes.’ 
 
    ‘I certainly hope you do. It would be a shame if I had to revoke your library card.’ 
 
    ‘Is it all right if I continue on the microfilm reader?’ 
 
    ‘All ready and waiting for you. Oh, and try and stay awake today.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do my best.’ 
 
    He made his way between the book-filled shelves, and the morning rush of people, to the small alcove containing the machine, settled himself in, put the next reel on the spool and switched the reader on. 
 
    Yesterday, he had reached the end of 1936. The next reel began in January 1935. How far did he go back? He thought of Theda Bara and the possible link between the dead rattlesnake left on Hildegard Zinn’s chest and Theda Bara’s portrayal of Cleopatra in 1917. It was the only lead he had, so he decided to keep going to at least 1916, which was another twenty years down the road. 
 
    The thought made him want to lie down on the floor and sleep. He wondered if there was a way of speeding things up, but he knew that taking any kind of short-cut was the place he’d find the answer. He wasn’t a short-cut kind of guy, which was probably how he’d made it through the war. How many times had he seen a short-cut end in disaster? 
 
    Shortly after he’d begun scrolling through the LA Times again, he came across an article on December 18, 1935, about the Coroner’s Inquest into the death of actress Thelma Todd, who had died two days before that date under suspicious circumstances from carbon monoxide poisoning. One of the problems with the theory of her accidental death was the condition of her red shoes. She was meant to have walked between her apartment and the garage where her car was stored, which would have involved her climbing over 270 stairs, or walking through dark streets in a very hilly area, but her shoes showed no evidence of her having done either of those things. Also, from the condition of her stockinged feet, it was obvious that she hadn’t taken her shoes off, so how did she get to the garage? 
 
    He read the rest of the article, and returned to the previous reel to read the Grand Jury probe into her death. And even though there were a number of unanswered questions, her death was still ruled an accident. 
 
    The only thing that interested him about the reports was reference to the red shoes. Was it connected to the investigation? Or was it simply another coincidence? He now had two possible links, but to what? How were those events connected? There was the snake left on Hildegard Zinn, and a new red shoe left on Dawn Morrison. What was the killer’s message? After comparing the two clues, all he was left with was the actresses themselves: Theda Bara and Thelma Todd – they were both silent film stars, although Thelma Todd had begun doing talkies from 1929 until her death. 
 
    Was that the connection between the murders? If it was, what did it mean? How did it help them to identify the missing pieces of the puzzle? 
 
    Mrs Rackham appeared. ‘Are you all right, Detective?’ 
 
    ‘I’m fine, thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Found what you were looking for?’ 
 
    ‘No, not yet.’ 
 
    ‘Good luck, then.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    He carried on. Now, he was not only looking for events in municipal parks, but also any mention of the items found on the bodies of the victims. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Been shopping, dear?’ Martha said as she squeezed into the elevator beside her. 
 
    It was obvious she’d been shopping, because she was loaded down with bags. She’d spent a fortune on dresses, skirts, tops, underwear, shoes and jewellery by designers she’d previously only ever heard Annie talking about such as Pierre Balmain, Jean Desses, Bonnie Cashin, Christian Dior and Anne Klein. 
 
    She pulled a face. ‘What makes you think that, Martha?’ 
 
    Martha laughed. ‘A bit of a daft question really, wasn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll say. I needed some new clothes. All I had were sensible work clothes, which weren’t very flattering.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you looked lovely, dear.’ 
 
    ‘And I should take your word for it, should I?’ 
 
    Martha laughed again. ‘I guess not. What do I know about ladies’ fashion?’ 
 
    She didn’t tell Martha what she’d really bought the clothes for. The less people who knew what she was planning to do the better. 
 
    ‘I needed cheering up.’ 
 
    ‘With what you’ve been doing on those pin boards with Detective Urban it’s hardly surprising, dear.’ 
 
    The elevator reached the fifth floor and the doors opened. 
 
    ‘Do you want to come in for a cup of tea, dear?’ 
 
    ‘Maybe another time, Martha. I have to put all these things away and then I need to do something important.’ 
 
    ‘Not to worry, dear. You know you only have to knock when you want some company.’ 
 
    ‘I know. Thank you.’ 
 
    She let herself into the apartment, took all the bags into the bedroom and put everything away. When the clothes were hung on the rails, the shoes lined up at the bottom of the wardrobe, and the underwear stuffed into drawers, it hardly seemed like she’d bought anything. 
 
    After making herself a cup of tea, she called Eliza Linton at the Herald-Examiner. 
 
    ‘News room,’ a male voice said. 
 
    ‘Could I speak to Eliza, please?’ 
 
    ‘Not here.’ 
 
    ‘Could I leave a message for her to call me when she gets back?’ 
 
    ‘Sure. And your name is?’ 
 
    ‘Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Does she know who you are, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. So, the time is quarter to four. Katie called and wants you to call her?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Any idea when she’ll be back?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll wait for her call then.’ 
 
    ‘Probably best.’ 
 
    The line disconnected. 
 
    She replaced the receiver, retrieved Sam Rich’s business card from her handbag and called the number printed on it. 
 
    ‘Sam Rich – agent to the stars.’ 
 
    ‘You gave me one of your cards in the Pacific Dining Car restaurant yesterday.’ 
 
    ‘Black wavy hair, green dress, a face that could launch a thousand movie cameras.’ 
 
    ‘You have a good memory and a silver tongue, Mister Rich.’ 
 
    ‘Nobody calls me “Mister Rich” unless they owe me money. You don’t owe me money, do you?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Then you can call me Sam. What do I call you, beautiful?’ 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘A name that rolls off the tongue. Tell me you want me to represent you, Katie Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘I do, Sam.’ 
 
    ‘My dreams have come true.’ 
 
    ‘What do I have to do?’ 
 
    ‘You have to ignore all other offers, hurry over here and sign on the dotted line for me. I’m going to make you a star of the silver screen, Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘That sounds good, but it’s late. I’ll come to your office first thing in the morning?’ 
 
    ‘I can’t change your mind?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose I’ll just have to wait then.’ 
 
    ‘What will I have to do tomorrow, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘After you’ve signed the contract we’ll get you in for a screen test. That’s the most important thing. If you’re a wash-out in front of the camera, then the contract becomes null and void . . . There’s a clause on page seven that states that.’ 
 
    ‘What do I have to do for the screen test?’ 
 
    ‘You don’t know?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, well you can do a cold reading of Scarlet O’Hara from Gone With the Wind. How would that be?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know the film or the person.’ 
 
    ‘What! Where’ve you been, Katie? It’s one of the greatest films ever made. It had Clarke Gable in the lead role as Rhett Butler, and an English actress called Vivien Leigh as Scarlet O’Hara.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Well, never mind. Come to my office tomorrow morning and we’ll take things from there.’ 
 
    ‘Do I have to wear anything special?’ 
 
    ‘Of course, you should come looking your best. Do you have a casting portfolio?’ 
 
    ‘What’s one of those?’ 
 
    ‘I can see I’m going to have my work cut out with you, Katie. A casting portfolio consists of a set of photographs that catches the attention; shows your versatility as an actress; highlights your personality and range of emotions; and comprises different images, which can be sent to casting directors for a specific role.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t have to take my clothes off, will I?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely not. I run a respectable and reputable talent agency . . . You’re not interested in pornographic movies, are you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I am not.’ 
 
    ‘I only ask, because some actresses are, and I don’t want us to get our wires crossed from the outset. If you don’t mind me saying though Katie, you sound a bit naïve. You are aware that sometimes a film script requires you to do certain things such as kiss a man, wear a swimsuit, take some of your clothes off . . .’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but nothing really bad?’ 
 
    ‘Oh no! The Production Code Administration – PCA for short – requires that all films produced by the major studios obtain a certificate of approval before being released. The last thing anybody needs is for the government to become involved and start dictating what the studios can and can’t do.’ 
 
    ‘I understand.’ 
 
    ‘Come in tomorrow morning . . . By the way, “first thing” is about ten o’clock around here. Late nights don’t lend themselves to early mornings.’ 
 
    ‘Ten o’clock is fine.’ 
 
    ‘Once you’re here, we’ll get all the paperwork out of the way, and then I’ll take you over and supervise the screen test myself. If that’s a success, then we’ll go and see the photographer. By the end of the day, I’ll have your photograph in front of every casting director and director in Hollywood. Then, we simply sit back and wait for the offers to come in. Today, you’re an unknown; but next week you’ll be a star.’ 
 
    ‘I’m already excited.’ 
 
    ‘And so you should be.’ 
 
    She hung up the phone. 
 
    Well, she was on her way. Sam Rich was right – she was naïve about Hollywood and the movie business, but she wasn’t stupid. She really had no idea what she was getting herself into, so a man to watch out for her was imperative. Annie, and probably the other women as well, had been on their own. There’d been no one to look after them when they got into trouble. 
 
    The phone jangled. 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Eliza.’ 
 
    ‘How are things with you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I’d love to chat with you, but I don’t have time. I received an anonymous tip earlier about a steamer trunk, which was owned by Elizabeth Short – you remember, The Black Dahlia?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, this trunk was in the left luggage store at the Greyhound bus station downtown, but it’s now here in my newspaper office. It includes letters, photographs and clothing that belonged to Short.’ 
 
    ‘Shouldn’t you give the trunk to the police?’ 
 
    ‘Of course we’ll give it to the police . . . After we’ve been through it and photographed everything in it. Anyway, I’m on a deadline. This is tomorrow’s front page.’ 
 
    ‘Where did the tip come from?’ 
 
    ‘Anonymous.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t think it was the killer?’ 
 
    ‘I guess we’ll never know. So, what did you want?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve decided to pursue an acting career.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think that’s wise?’ 
 
    ‘You sound like Erik.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t mean to, but you could be putting your life in danger.’ 
 
    ‘Which is exactly why I’m doing it, and why I’m calling you. You said you knew a man who could act as my bodyguard.’ 
 
    ‘Yes. His name is Don Carroll. Do you want me to call him?’ 
 
    ‘Please. Can you ask him to come to my apartment at nine o’clock tomorrow morning?’ 
 
    ‘What are you planning to do?’ 
 
    ‘I have an appointment with Sam Rich . . .’ 
 
    ‘There are better agents in Hollywood than him.’ 
 
    ‘We won’t find the killer by going to the top agencies.’ 
 
    ‘No, I suppose not.’ 
 
    ‘After I’ve signed a contract, I have a screen test. If I pass that, I then need a photographic portfolio for casting directors. By this time next week you’ll have to queue up to speak to me.’ 
 
    ‘Or you could be victim number nine?’ 
 
    ‘Being a crime reporter has made you cynical, Eliza.’ 
 
    ‘With good reason. I’ll call Don now and make sure he’s available. If I don’t call you back, he’ll be there at nine.’ 
 
    ‘Does he have a car?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. He drives a Hudson sedan that looks as though he bought it at the junk yard.’ 
 
    ‘Great! Oh, and let’s keep this between you and me? Erik doesn’t need to know.’ 
 
    ‘All right, but be careful, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    She replaced the receiver. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    After eating his lunch sitting on a wall outside the library, he closed his eyes and let the sun caress his face. The last time he’d done that had been during the war with the 1st Marine Division. He’d had his back against a rock on Peleliu in September 1944 – was it only just over three years ago? They’d been trying to take the airstrip from the Japanese, but were pinned down by snipers in a lethal crossfire and couldn’t move. The only thing to do was to sit there, take stock and enjoy the enforced rest. It was called Operation Stalemate for good reason. 
 
    ‘This is where I usually come to eat my lunch,’ a familiar female voice said. ‘There’s a bit of traffic and a few people coming and going, but it’s mostly quiet.’ 
 
    He opened his eyes to find Mrs Rackham sitting beside him. ‘And don’t forget the midday sun,’ he added. 
 
    She sighed. ‘We spend all day locked inside drab buildings. I’m sure that’s not what God intended for us.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Are you married, Detective Urban?’ 
 
    ‘No. Never found the time. You?’ 
 
    ‘I was married to Henry for eighteen months, but then the war came along, he was drafted into the Army and never came back.’ 
 
    ‘It took a lot of good men.’ 
 
    ‘And even the ones who did come back weren’t the same as those who left.’ 
 
    He knew all about that. ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘How long did you serve?’ 
 
    ‘Four years.’ 
 
    ‘Was it as bad as they say?’ 
 
    ‘Much worse.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like liver loaf, Detective?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t tell me, you’re doing a survey of the food likes and dislikes of your library members?’ 
 
    Her lip curled up. ‘A Chief Librarian has many responsibilities.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I like it well enough. According to the advertisements it has “B vitamins that help keep you smiling with glowing health”.’ 
 
    ‘Which is something you can’t afford to turn your nose up at.’ 
 
    ‘That’s very true.’ 
 
    ‘I’m cooking liver loaf and buttered spinach for my evening meal tonight, with banana drop cookies for dessert. It would be just as much work cooking for one as it would be for two, if I can tempt you to join me?’ 
 
    He stared at her. The war had left a lot of widows, but she was still young enough to make a life for herself. ‘Do you have a hidden agenda, Mrs Rackham?’ 
 
    Her face turned crimson. ‘Absolutely not. As I said, a Chief Librarian has many responsibilities, and one of those responsibilities is looking after the wellbeing of her members.’ 
 
    It should be him asking her out, not the other way round. But these were strange times. And when was the last time he’d asked a woman out? Or even thought about it? He hadn’t. Not since Eva. And if he was being honest, he was nothing to look at. What did she see in him? He’d be a fool, not only to turn his nose up at the liver loaf and buttered spinach, but to decline her company as well. ‘What time do you want me?’ 
 
    ‘Seven thirty?’ 
 
    ‘Where?’ 
 
    ‘Apartment 4E, 700 South Saint Andrews Plaza, Leimert Park.’ 
 
    He committed it to memory. It would take him about thirty minutes from George Washington Heights, but it was a straight run up Western Avenue. ‘Looking forward to it, Mrs Rackham.’ 
 
    ‘Marilyn. My maiden name was Kendrick.’ 
 
    ‘In which case, my name is Erik – with a k.’ 
 
    ‘Derived from the Old Norse Erikr, which means eternal ruler, or king – like Erik the Red.’ 
 
    ‘I was probably abandoned in translation.’ 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    It was the first time he’d seen or heard her laugh. It was a natural laugh and she had good teeth to go with it. How strange, he thought. He hadn’t even noticed her before, but now he was looking at her differently. In his weakened mind they were already married with two children and a dog, and living in a house with a white picket fence in the suburbs. 
 
    ‘How’s your research going?’ 
 
    ‘Do you remember that I said I was looking for crimes in municipal parks?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, now I’m also looking for events surrounding actresses, and although there’s an entertainments’ section in the newspapers, it’s not very helpful.’ 
 
    ‘If you want to know about movie stars you need to look at three magazines. Hollywood & Screen Life was first published in 1941. Before that, it was Motion Picture Magazine, which ran from 1914 until 1941. There was also a supplement called Motion Picture Classic between 1925 and 1931.’ 
 
    ‘And you have those on microfilm?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Would you like me to bring them for you?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think I’ll get to them today, but if I could have them tomorrow, that would be great?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    He pushed himself up and collected the lunchbox and flask from the wall. ‘Well, I suppose I’d better go back and start again, and I’ll see you at seven-thirty tonight.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll walk back in with you.’ 
 
    Back at the microreader he continued going through the pages. It was considerably quicker now that he didn’t have to strain his eyes searching the small print on the entertainments’ page. 
 
    However, the shooting of Mabel Normand’s lover – Courtney S Dines – three times by her chauffeur with her pistol on New Year’s Day 1924, was on the front page. As he read the article, he realised that it could very easily be considered another connection to the murders. This one to Paula Simpson and the car key left between her breasts. The car key represented the key to Norman’s Stutz Bearcat limousine. But like the other connections – it was tenuous to say the least. If he went into the police department and told the other guys what he suspected, they’d think he was still sick. The Lieutenant would probably sign him off for another six months, or worse still – fire him. 
 
    They’d accuse him of making the facts fit his theory. Would they be right? He was beginning to doubt himself, his thought processes. He had a dead rattlesnake, a snake brassiere and Theda Bara; then there was a new red shoe, a suspicious death and Thelma Todd; lastly, there was a car key, the Dines’ shooting and Mabel Normand. All three women were silent movie stars. Was he making it up? Was he seeing what he wanted to see? Was it simply desperation? He had no idea. And the more he thought about it, the more he began to doubt there were any connections at all. 
 
    He stopped, switched everything off, collected up his things and made his way to the reception. 
 
    There was a queue of people at the desk. 
 
    Mrs Rackham – Marilyn – looked up. 
 
    He smiled and waved. 
 
    She responded in kind. 
 
    He’d already said that he’d see her later, so he didn’t need to repeat himself. 
 
    Outside, he hailed a cab. 
 
    ‘Washington Heights, Old Town Torrance,’ he said to the driver, made himself comfortable and closed his eyes. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eliza hadn’t called her back, so she guessed Don Carroll was available to act as her bodyguard. Was she doing the right thing? What choice did she have? The police were getting nowhere, and were unlikely to find the killer by sitting in the police department waiting for leads to fall into their laps. They had no idea who the killer was, and no idea how to catch him. As long as she took precautions, which she was doing, everything would work out fine. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Erik.’ 
 
    She opened to door to let Erik in. ‘Hello. How was your day?’ 
 
    ‘Not bad. I thought I’d drop in to let you know how things are going before I have a lie down.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘What about you?’ 
 
    ‘I went to see someone who knows about Hollywood actresses and as soon as I mentioned the dead rattlesnake left between Hildegard Zinn’s breasts, he thought of Theda Bara playing Cleopatra in 1917.’ 
 
    ‘Interesting.’ 
 
    ‘Yes and no. He didn’t link any of the other clues to actresses in films.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe the clues aren’t just related to actresses in films.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘I may have found two other clues, but it could also be wishful thinking on my part.’ 
 
    ‘Go on?’ 
 
    ‘The new red shoe could relate to the suspicious death of Thelma Todd on December 16, 1935.’ He told her about the circumstances surrounding the actresses’ death. Also, the car key could refer to the shooting of Courtney Dines and Mabel Normand’s limousine.’ He told her what had happened on New Year’s Day in 1924. 
 
    ‘Mmmm! I was going to ask you what type of car key it was, but it’s all a bit . . .’ 
 
    ‘Tenuous?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Which is exactly what I thought, but I don’t think that the circumstances surrounding the clues are important in themselves, I think they’re simply pointing to the actresses. All three women who we’ve identified so far were silent movie stars.’ 
 
    ‘And you think the clues point to silent movie stars?’ 
 
    ‘That’s the way it’s looking.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    He shook his head. ‘I don’t know, but it was you who gave me the idea.’ 
 
    ‘Me?’ 
 
    ‘You said that the killer would have his own rhyme and reason for what he was doing, that we might not understand what it was yet, but he’d have one. So, I began to think about things differently, which is when I started seeing connections between the clues and events surrounding silent movie actresses as I was going through the newspapers. As I said, I could be fitting round pegs into square holes for all I know. What do you think?’ 
 
    ‘It’s possible, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘How it helps us I have no idea.’ 
 
    ‘Well, let’s try to think like the killer.’ 
 
    ‘I imagine that would be difficult.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe, but we could try. And you have more experience of thinking about a killer’s motive than I do.’ 
 
    ‘This isn’t any kind of motive I understand, Katie. All the killers I’ve dealt with have murdered people for money, greed, jealousy, revenge, drugs and, of course, war. I have no insight into the mind of the person who’s killing these young women.’ 
 
    ‘Which is why I went to see Doctor Levitsky who put me on to Doctor Caplan. He understands how people think, and he specialises in people who kill.’ 
 
    ‘A strange occupation, if you ask me.’ 
 
    ‘Like being a murder detective, you mean?’ 
 
    ‘There’s probably some truth in what you say, but the way I see it is that the dead can’t seek justice for themselves, so I’m doing it for them.’ 
 
    ‘Which is what we’re doing for these women – my sister being one of them. Sometimes though, it doesn’t hurt to ask other people for help, especially if those people know more than you do. As you’ve said, you’re used to dealing with murders where there’s usually an obvious motive and the killer is one from a small pool of suspects. That’s not the case with these murders, is it? You and the other detectives are no longer the experts. In fact, I’d go so far as to say that your previous experience is an impediment. You’re having trouble thinking beyond the confines of what you know. These murders are different. If we’re going to bring him to justice, then we need to employ different methods.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not arguing with you. For one, I’m too tired to argue. And for two, there might be something in what you’re saying.’ He pushed himself up. ‘I just dropped by to tell you what I’d found. I’m not here to crawl into the mind of this killer, that’s not something I’m well enough to do. Maybe tomorrow evening we can discuss it more, but for now I need to lie down before I fall down. 
 
    ‘All right, Erik. I’ll see you tomorrow at six o’clock.’ She didn’t see him to the door. Already, she was putting the new information on the pin board and thinking about the reasons why someone would kill young starlets and link them to silent movie stars. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
    She phoned Milton Luboviski at Larry Edmunds Bookshop. His wife Git answered the phone. 
 
    ‘Hello.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Katie Brazil. I came this morning and asked Milton some questions about the movies.’ 
 
    ‘I remember. Dark hair, young and pretty?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. Can I speak to him again, please?’ 
 
    ‘He’s with a customer at the moment. Can I get him to call you back?’ 
 
    ‘Of course. He has my number.’ 
 
    ‘Does he now?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I gave it to him in case he remembered anything else.’ 
 
    ‘I see. He’ll call you soon.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    She put the phone down. 
 
    Git sounded jealous. She wondered why. Milton didn’t give the impression of being a ladies’ man. In fact, he wasn’t at all good looking. 
 
    The phone jangled. 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Milton Luboviski.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you for calling me back.’ 
 
    ‘What can I do for you, Miss Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘I have some more news.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    ‘Remember I provided you with a the list of items that were left on the victims of the starlet killer?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I remember. The dead rattlesnake, which might be linked to Cleopatra; a car key, but you didn’t know what type of car the key belonged to; a bottle of perfume; a needle and syringe; a new red shoe; a Chinese hair pin; a black velvet wrist bow; and a red and blue scarf.’ 
 
    ‘What would you say if I told you that the car key could represent Mabel Normand’s Stutz Bearcat limousine and the shooting of her lover – Courtney Dines – on New Year’s Day, 1924; and that the new red shoe might be connected to Thelma Todd’s suspicious death on December 16, 1935?’ 
 
    ‘I’d say those two facts were very interesting. The items left on the victims don’t just relate to films then?’ 
 
    ‘Probably not.’ 
 
    ‘And the three actresses you’ve mentioned are all silent movie stars?’ 
 
    ‘So it would appear.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm!’ 
 
    The line went quiet. 
 
    After a handful of seconds she said, ‘Are you still there, Milton?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, yes. I was thinking and trying to make connections. The needle and syringe could very well relate to Barbara La Marr who died on January 30, 1926. Rumours were rife that after being prescribed morphine for an injured ankle she became addicted to both morphine and heroine. How true that is, I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘What about the other items? Can you think of any more connections?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll need to give it some thought. Can I call you tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not going to be here tomorrow. What if I call you upon my return?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I’ll be here. I’m always here. Running a bookshop doesn’t lend itself to trips out, or vacations. One always has to be here. Git makes sure I’m always here. So, I’ll be here. Call me any time.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll speak to you tomorrow, Milton. And thank you for your help.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, Miss Brazil.’ 
 
    She hung up, walked over to the array of boards and added the details of Barbara La Marr’s death. It might not be related, but then again, it might be. 
 
    If the connections were real, and they were what the killer had intended by leaving the items on the dead women, then it was likely that they’d worked out the meaning behind the clues. So far, they’d only deciphered half of them, but it was possible that they were on the right track. And it was probable that either Erik or Milton could work out the remaining four clues soon. 
 
    If the items did refer to silent movie stars, then the next question to ask was why? What message was the killer trying to convey? Maybe Howard Caplan would be able to tell them that tomorrow night. 
 
    She began making notes on the chalkboard. Why had the killer chosen those particular women? What had drawn him to Hildegard Zinn? Or to Annie Brazil? Or to any of the other women for that matter? Were they simply random selections? Or was there some other reason? She listed the killer’s actions: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lured victim to the place they were murdered; 
 
    Brutally raped and strangled them; 
 
    Washed them; 
 
    Applied make-up; 
 
    Manicured their finger and toe nails; 
 
    Coiffured each victim’s hair in a different style; 
 
    Moved the body to a vehicle; 
 
    Transported it to a municipal park; 
 
    Placed a different item between their breasts; 
 
    Left. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Where were the women murdered? They were all hoping to be discovered, to become actresses, movie stars, famous. She imagined that they would probably have done anything to get noticed, to get their first film credit. Is that how the killer lured them to their deaths? The promise of a contract? A screen test? A reading? An audition? Fame? Fortune? 
 
    She recalled Annie’s obsession with Hollywood, and the lives of the actresses and actors. Annie wanted desperately to be a part of it. Knowing father would never have allowed her to become an actress or to go to Hollywood, she’d run away from home. For Annie, it was an easy decision. She’d had no doubts that once the people who mattered saw her, they’d make her dreams come true. Well, there was a gossamer line between dreams and nightmares. 
 
    If each victim did represent a silent movie star – why? What was it about silent movie stars that would make the killer now want to abduct women and do what he did to them? Was there someone in his past? Someone who had also been a silent movie star? A lover? A sister? His mother? But why beat and rape them? Why strangle them? And why did he keep doing it? Yes, there were patterns, but there still wasn’t a rhyme and reason for why he was doing what he was doing. On the one hand he was beating, raping and strangling them; and on the other he was washing them and making them look beautiful. It was a pattern of behaviour that she’d seen in children when she’d been teaching. Angry outbursts followed by bouts of tearful remorse. Did that explain the strange contradictory behaviour of the killer?  
 
    She also wondered whether anyone really cared about identifying the murderer of these women. Yes, the police were obligated to investigate each murder, but those investigations were going nowhere. The studio bosses, directors, producers and leading actors simply didn’t seem to care. As far as they were concerned, there were plenty more where they came from. And eight was hardly any number at all. Deaths and scandals happened all the time in Hollywood, what was one more? 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘700 South Saint Andrews Plaza, Leimert Park,’ he said to the cabbie as he settled himself into the back seat for the journey. 
 
    He was going on his first date in a hundred years, or that was how long it seemed. The only clothes he possessed were hand-me-downs from Ruby’s dead husband who was a size bigger than his emaciated frame. He was so thin that he had difficulty seeing himself in the bathroom mirror when he was naked and standing sideways. 
 
    Well, he was supposedly on the mend. And he was feeling better with each passing day. As long as Marilyn Rackham didn’t ask him to take off his clothes for a physical inspection, he’d be able to pass as a replica of a human being. He hoped she wasn’t expecting more than a conversation, because he wasn’t ready for any of that yet. Maybe he should have declined her invitation, taken a rain check, or at least stipulated some boundaries. She was attractive, witty, had good conversational skills and seemed to have taken an interest in him, but he wasn’t in any position to promise her anything for the future. He had no money; his health was touch-and-go; he had no place to live that he could call his own; he had a bunch of oddballs helping him to solve a murder case; he only had a job by the skin of his teeth; and the future looked bleak. If he was being honest, he had no prospects at all. She’d have been better off choosing one of her other library members. 
 
    He’d said he’d be there, and he was a man of his word. After his nap, he felt rejuvenated. But how long it would last was anybody’s guess. He was just as likely to fall asleep with his face in his meal, than to make it to the end of the night. 
 
    The cab pulled up outside the apartment block. 
 
    ‘That’ll be eight bucks, fella.’ 
 
    He gave the driver a ten and said, ‘Keep the change.’ He was being overly generous with money he didn’t possess. 
 
    ‘Appreciate it.’ 
 
    Taking his time, he pushed himself onto the sidewalk and stood holding his walking stick until he’d got his bearings. Once he was sure of his equilibrium, he headed for the door. 
 
    Thankfully, the elevator was working. He walked inside and pressed the button for the fourth floor. 
 
    He knocked on apartment 4E and waited. There was an eye-viewer, which he saw flicker just before the door opened. 
 
    ‘Hello, Erik,’ Mrs Rackham said. 
 
    He hardly recognised her. She’d let her dark hair down and it touched her shoulders; she had on a hint of make-up with a cherry-coloured lipstick; she wore a white flower-patterned sleeveless summer dress with a v-shaped neckline that hinted at cleavage; and if he wasn’t mistaken, she was wearing silk stockings. 
 
    ‘Hello, Marilyn. You look like a million dollars.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, kind Sir,’ she said. ‘Come in.’ 
 
    He squeezed past her. 
 
    She didn’t make it easy for him. 
 
    ‘Can I take your jacket and walking stick?’ 
 
    ‘The jacket,’ he offered her. ‘I’ll hang onto the walking stick, if it’s all the same to you?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    He would like to have kept Shimon’s double-breasted suit jacket on over the yellowing oversized shirt, and the suspenders holding up the baggy trousers, but he shrugged out of it and passed it to her anyway. He’d have appeared stupid keeping it on when the apartment was warm and she was wearing a thin summer dress. They were having a meal together, not dining the King of Siam. 
 
    ‘Excuse the clothes,’ he said, feeling the need to explain why he looked like a hobo. ‘While I was sick . . .’ 
 
    She interrupted him. ‘You look just fine. Take a seat. Can I get you a drink?’ 
 
    ‘A beer would be good.’ 
 
    ‘Blatz?’ 
 
    ‘Whatever you’ve got in.’ 
 
    ‘The meal will be ready in about fifteen minutes. Take a seat. I’ll get your beer.’ 
 
    He perched on the edge of the beige two-seater sofa and looked around the room. The walls were mostly an off-yellow, except for one wall that had been covered in a strange flower-patterned dark-brown wallpaper. The wooden furniture was a bright-green and the small dining table had been set for dinner with two tall candles. There were also two matching table lamps and two beige easy chairs either side of the sofa, and on top of a small bookcase he saw a photograph of a man in the uniform of an Army private with his hat set at a jaunty angle. 
 
    Marilyn returned, handed him a glass of beer and sat down in one of the easy chairs. ‘I hope you’re feeling hungry?’ 
 
    He held out his arms to indicate his physique. ‘I’d be a fool to say no. Since my illness, I live in a perpetual state of hunger.’ 
 
    ‘I like a man who likes his food.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t get any complaints from me.’ He took a swallow of beer. It was nice and cold – just how he liked it. He indicated the photograph on the bookcase. ‘That Henry?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. It was taken the day before he left for England. To remember him by, he said. I think we both knew he wasn’t coming back.’ 
 
    He didn’t say anything. What was there to say? Henry Rackham didn’t come back. A shadow of Erik Urban had made it through, but he’d left pieces of himself all over the Pacific. What remained, was held together by a darkness he couldn’t seem to shake. 
 
    Tears welled in his eyes and skittered down his face. He dabbed at them with the cuffs of his shirt. ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    She moved and sat next to him on the sofa, took a handkerchief from her cleavage and wiped his eyes. ‘You have no cause to apologise. All of us are grateful for the sacrifice you made.’ She held his face in her hands and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    He had no idea whether to respond in kind, or not. So he simply sat there and did nothing. 
 
    ‘Dinner’s ready,’ she said. 
 
    Saved by the food, he thought. ‘Is it all right if I wash my hands?’ 
 
    She pointed to a door off the hallway. ‘And then, sit down at the table and I’ll bring the food through.’ She went back into the kitchen. 
 
    He put his glass of beer on the dining table and then went to the bathroom to wash his hands and face. In the mirror was a wraith of a man he barely recognised, but she didn’t seem to care that he was damaged goods. She obviously saw beyond the skin and bone to the man inside, or what was left of that man? 
 
    The food was excellent. Marilyn was a good cook. 
 
    He listened as she told him about her childhood in Thousand Oaks; about her love of books; and about her desire to be a writer of fiction one day. 
 
    ‘Not much of a reader,’ he said. ‘Not that I don’t like reading, just never found the time.’ 
 
    ‘People who read for work, rarely read for pleasure,’ she said like the font of all knowledge. 
 
    He nodded. ‘I suppose that’s true. I certainly do a lot of reading for work.’ In return for the story of her childhood, he told her about his own childhood in Borrego Springs, San Diego County; about Eva Moens and her strange disappearance; and about becoming Deputy Sherriff before joining the Marines. 
 
    They moved to the sofa. 
 
    She sat close to him. 
 
    ‘And you settled here?’ 
 
    ‘I had no reason to go back to Borrego Springs, so I got off the train downtown and became a murder detective.’ 
 
    ‘And now here we are,’ she said, snuggling up to him. ‘Two lost souls paddling for all we’re worth and trying to keep our heads above the murky water of the fishbowl they call Hollywood.’ 
 
    ‘Here we are,’ he repeated. ‘Some are better paddlers that others, but ain’t that always the way of things?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Friday, January 23, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    Today was the day! The first day of her acting career. Of course, it was all a ruse to find a killer, but she’d be lying to herself if she didn’t admit that she was a tiny bit excited. She didn’t want to be an actress. At least, that’s what she told herself. But what if . . .? What if one of the top directors spotted her? What if he wanted to make her a star? What if she was offered a part in a movie? What if one of the leading actors wanted her to play his leading lady? What if . . .?’ 
 
    She was being foolish. There were no what ifs. She was here to catch Annie’s killer and that was an end to it. 
 
    Once she’d bathed, done her hair and applied her make-up, she took a black and white patterned Jacques Fath frock from the wardrobe and slipped it on. The design went against all her instincts. She’d always worn crew neck dresses, but this one was cut low in a V-neck and showed off her chest. If he wasn’t already dead, and if he could see her now, her father would have had a heart attack. He’d know though. He’d know what she was doing and why. He’d also know that nothing he could have said or done would have changed her mind. And even though he’d be dead against her doing what she was going to do, he’d still be proud of her. 
 
    She wore a black pearl necklace with matching earrings; a gold Elgin watch with a black silk cord band and black shoes with Cuban heels. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Don Carroll.’ 
 
    She opened the door. 
 
    A medium-sized muscular man in a freshly-pressed white short-sleeved shirt, a beige pair of slacks and brown shoes was standing there with a toothpick moving about in the corner of his mouth. He had a droopy left eye, and his hair was slicked back and waved with oil. 
 
    He whistled. ‘Nice.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not here to pass comment on how I look, Mister Carroll.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a man who appreciates the good things in life, lady.’ 
 
    ‘You’re here to protect me, not appreciate me. If you can’t do that, then I’ll find someone who can.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a talented guy, I can do both.’ 
 
    ‘Well, keep your comments to yourself.’ 
 
    ‘You got it. What’s the plan, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Eliza Linton said you had a car?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. A maroon 1946 Plymouth 15C Special convertible – my pride and joy.’ 
 
    ‘Then you can be my driver. I have an appointment with Mister Sam Rich at his offices on Wilshire Boulevard . . .’ 
 
    ‘I know where Sam plies his trade. To be honest lady, you could do much better for yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Did Eliza tell you what I was doing?’ 
 
    ‘She was in a rush. Said you needed a bodyguard and asked if I was available. I said I was between jobs right now and could fit you in if the price was right.’ 
 
    ‘And that price is what?’ 
 
    ‘A hundred bucks a day, plus expenses.’ 
 
    ‘What expenses?’ 
 
    ‘Gas and food.’ 
 
    ‘Seventy plus expenses?’ 
 
    ‘You got yourself a driver and a bodyguard, lady.’ 
 
    ‘My sister was murdered by the sunset killer.’ 
 
    His face clouded over. ‘I’m sorry to hear that.’ 
 
    ‘It was a while ago now, but I’m here to catch him.’ 
 
    ‘Catch him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Aren’t the police supposed to do that?’ 
 
    ‘Have they caught him yet?’ 
 
    ‘I guess not, otherwise you wouldn’t be telling me you’re gonna catch him.’ 
 
    ‘The first victim was killed two years ago next month.’ 
 
    He whistled. ‘That long ago huh! And they still ain’t caught him?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘But you think you can catch him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘By becoming an actress?’ 
 
    ‘Pretending to become an actress.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! Offering yourself up as bait?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘You’re playing a dangerous game, lady.’ 
 
    ‘Which is why you’re here – to protect me and prevent me from becoming his next victim?’ 
 
    ‘I got ya. So, you’re new in town and you’ve hired me to drive you around, because you don’t know your way about?’ 
 
    ‘That sounds plausible.’ 
 
    ‘No problem, although being your driver means I gotta wait outside while you’re inside doing whatever it is you’re doing. And I can’t protect you inside if I’m sitting in my car outside.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! I don’t want you coming inside to scare him off.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve got a .25 automatic Colt 1908 with a pearl grip in the trunk of my car that’ll fit nice and snug in your purse.’ 
 
    ‘A gun?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what Colt make.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘It could save your life, lady. Look, if you’re really employing me as a bodyguard, then I’m gonna try and keep you in sight as best I can. It won’t be easy, but I understand you don’t want me hanging around like a bad smell so that the killer ain’t gonna make his move. The gun could make the difference between you living and dying.’ 
 
    ‘All right, if I must.’ 
 
    ‘You must. So, you’re going to see Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, to sign a contract. After that, I have a screen test. If that goes well, then a photographer will be taking pictures of me for a portfolio.’ 
 
    ‘I hope you’re prepared for what they’re gonna ask you to do, lady?’ 
 
    ‘I’m prepared.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hoping that Ruby had gone out, or that maybe she was distracted in some way, he quietly let himself into her apartment, but she was sitting in the kitchen with a birds’ eye view along the hallway and there was nothing wrong with her hearing either. 
 
    ‘I was worried about you, Erik,’ she admonished him before he’d even closed the door. ‘You’re not a well man, you know. The thoughts that went through my head were truly awful. Anything could have happened to you, anything at all. And I was left here thinking the worst things imaginable . . .’ 
 
    He touched her arm. ‘I’m sorry, Ruby. If I’d known I was staying and that you were worried about me, I would have called and let you know. I fell asleep on Mrs Rackham’s sofa and she covered me over with a blanket and left me there. I woke up an hour ago stiff as a board and still fully clothed.’ 
 
    ‘Mrs Rackham?’ 
 
    ‘Cahuenga Branch Chief Librarian.’ 
 
    ‘A Chief Librarian huh! Is that what they’re calling them these days?’ 
 
    ‘She’s a friend.’ 
 
    ‘Is her apartment better than mine?’ 
 
    ‘No, Ruby. No offence, but she’s a lot younger than you are.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re calling her, “Mrs Rackham”?’ 
 
    ‘Her name is Marilyn, but don’t go getting the wrong impression about us – we’re just friends. I’m not saying it’s going to stay like that, because I think she has an agenda.’ 
 
    ‘An agenda huh? Most women have an agenda when it comes to men.’ 
 
    ‘She was married for eighteen months to a man called Henry Rackham, but he was one of the many who never came back from the war.’ 
 
    ‘Poor soul. At least I had my Shimon . . . Until he died of the tuberculosis, that is. We came over here from Germany in 1932. It was before that madman Hitler came to power. The Jewish people were already being blamed for everything and we were glad that we got out when we did. We could have gone to Palestine, but we chose to come here instead. Looking back, I don’t know whether that was a good decision or not, because here you had the Great Depression. Thankfully though, we had enough money to see us through the worst of it, but it was hard. And of course, Shimon’s tuberculosis gradually got worse until he died one night in 1936. It was the worst day of my life.’ 
 
    ‘Didn’t you have any children?’ 
 
    ‘Never happened for us. Of course, we wanted children. I wanted children. What married woman doesn’t want children? But as much as we tried . . .’ She covered her face with her hands and giggled. ‘And we tried a lot, believe me. God didn’t see fit to bless us with any children.’ 
 
    ‘And you never married again?’ 
 
    ‘No. I was too old by then. And don’t go thinking I didn’t have lots of admirers and offers of marriage. I had lots of offers, but I still loved my Shimon. No one could replace him.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been thinking of asking you to marry me, Ruby Lowenstein.’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘And you’d be in a right pickle if I accepted your offer of marriage, Erik Urban.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘I’m going to freshen up, change my clothes and go back to the library.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t get enough of your Chief Librarian huh?’ 
 
    ‘Research.’ 
 
    ‘Is that what they’re calling it these days?’ 
 
    ‘On the murders.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure there’s a couple of libraries closer than the Cahuenga Branch Library. I can’t imagine why you’d want to go all that way to do some research unless, of course, you had some other reason?’ 
 
    ‘I’d be grateful if you could make me some lunch again?’ 
 
    ‘Same as yesterday?’ 
 
    ‘If it’s not too much trouble?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure it’s not as much trouble as going all the way over to the Cahuenga Branch Library,’ she threw over her shoulder as she made her way to the kitchen. 
 
    He smiled, went into his room, stripped off his creased clothes and wrapped a towel around his waist before going to the bathroom. 
 
    Waking up in Marilyn’s apartment had disoriented him. He’d had no idea where he was, and he was sure that he would have still been there if she hadn’t woken him when she did. Not only that, but as she leaned over him her dressing gown had billowed open leaving nothing to his imagination. Was it an accident? Or part of her masterplan? He didn’t complain then, and he wasn’t complaining now, but it had definitely given him food for thought. 
 
    After washing, he put more of Shimon’s clothes on and walked along to the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Sit down,’ Ruby said. ‘I’ve made you a lovely cup of tea. Did your Chief Librarian make you breakfast?’ 
 
    ‘Two pieces of toast with honey.’ 
 
    ‘Are you hungry now?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m fine thank you.’ 
 
    ‘So, she made you dinner last night and breakfast this morning! Some people might say that you were already betrothed to be married.’ 
 
    He swallowed his tea, stood up and kissed her on the forehead. ‘Well, some people would be wrong.’ 
 
    She hurried after him along the hallway with his lunchbox and flask. ‘Don’t forget these, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes! Thank you. I’ll be back about four o’clock.’ 
 
    ‘But you’ll call me this time if you decide to sleep over?’ 
 
    The corner of his mouth creased up. ‘I won’t be sleeping over, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure that’s what you said last night,’ she mumbled as she shut the door behind him. 
 
    He walked along the corridor to his old apartment and was just about to knock when he heard Martha’s voice. 
 
    ‘She’s not there.’ 
 
    ‘She’s gone out?’ 
 
    ‘No wonder you’re a detective.’ 
 
    ‘Any idea where?’ 
 
    ‘No, but she was with a man called Don Carroll. Don’t go thinking I was eavesdropping. It was just that I heard him say who he was when he knocked on her door.’ 
 
    ‘From inside your apartment?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve often said it. Sound travels something terrible in this apartment block, Detective Urban.’ 
 
    He knew Don Carroll by reputation. A bit of a ladies’ man. Hired himself out as a bodyguard. What did Katie need a bodyguard for? 
 
    ‘Looked real pretty this morning, Katie did.’ 
 
    ‘In what way?’ 
 
    ‘Like a movie star. She was wearing a lovely frock, but those new fashions are a bit too daring for my tastes.’ 
 
    He watched as she illustrated with her index fingers just how daring the frock was. ‘I’m sure they would have slipped out if she’d leaned too far forward.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘I’m sure you’re exaggerating, Martha.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe a little, but not by much.’ 
 
    ‘And you have no idea where she was going?’ 
 
    ‘Do you think I stand here all day listening to other people’s conversations?’ 
 
    ‘No, but as you’ve said – sound travels here.’ 
 
    ‘It certainly does. Well, I did hear a few words that sounded like “contract”, “screen test” and “portfolio”. I got the impression that she was thinking of becoming an actress like her poor dead sister.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm!’ That’s what he was afraid of. She was offering herself up as bait. She’d mentioned the idea the other night, but he’d made it quite clear that she wasn’t to go down that route. She’d obviously ignored him. And from the little he knew about her, he would have expected her to have done that, if his mind had been working properly. At least she’d had the good sense to hire someone to protect her. He guessed Eliza Linton had given her Carroll’s name, so she was clearly in the know. ‘Thanks, Martha,’ he said as he headed towards the elevator. ‘You would have made a good detective.’ 
 
    ‘She’s not going to get herself killed, is she, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘Not if I have anything to do with it.’ 
 
    Outside, before flagging down a cab, he walked along to the callbox. A wave of sadness washed over him. In the past, he would have called Jan, but Jan wasn’t at the police department anymore – he was taking things easy in the mausoleum at Hollywood Memorial Park Cemetery; Erik was classified as sick for another week; and Mike O’Meara was still in charge of the investigation, but he had little choice than to ask for help. If Katie got herself killed like her sister had, and the Lieutenant found out that he knew what she was doing . . . Well, it didn’t bear thinking about. Not only that, if Katie was hell bent on acting as bait, as she seemed to be, then he had to do everything in his power to stop her from getting herself killed. 
 
    He dialled the detective’s room. 
 
    After Jan, the best out of the bunch was John Harrity. 
 
    ‘Homicide Division. Detective Ackerman speaking.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Erik, Bill.’ 
 
    ‘Can’t keep away huh?’ 
 
    ‘No. Is John there?’ 
 
    ‘Sure. You want me to pass you to him?’ 
 
    ‘Please.’ 
 
    He heard, ‘John. It’s Erik for you.’ 
 
    John came on the phone. ‘Hello, Erik. What can I do for you?’ 
 
    ‘Can you talk?’ 
 
    ‘Not really.’ 
 
    ‘Can you meet me for a coffee at the Pantry in thirty minutes?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I can do that.’ 
 
    ‘You’re paying.’ 
 
    ‘Very generous.’ 
 
    He put the phone down and hailed a cab. 
 
    Katie was meant to be working with him, not against him. It was clear though, that he wasn’t in charge, especially not of her. Acting as bait was a stupid idea and likely to get her killed, and they’d still be none the wiser. From the little he knew about Don Carroll he seemed like a stand-up guy, but had Katie told Carroll what was at stake? 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘It’s a nice car,’ she said as they turned right into Crenshaw Boulevard. 
 
    ‘Nice! Is that the best you can do? She’s a lot more than nice, lady.’ 
 
    ‘She! Why do you refer to an inanimate object as a “she”?’ 
 
    ‘Because I’d get some strange looks if I called her a “he”?’ 
 
    ‘You could call it an “it”?’ 
 
    ‘A man’s gotta have a relationship with his car. Her proper name is “Betty”, after Betty Grable.’ 
 
    ‘Of course it is.’ 
 
    She held her purse on her lap. The small Colt handgun felt like a cannon. Would she be able to shoot someone if it came down to it? Would she even get the chance to use it? 
 
    Now that she was actually on her way to Sam Rich’s offices, she began to feel nervous. What did she know about acting? People who wanted to act went to voice coaches, acting classes and at least had an idea about what they were letting themselves in for. She really had no idea. She was just a small-town history teacher. 
 
    Carroll glanced sideways at her. ‘You’ll be all right.’ 
 
    ‘I have no idea what I’m doing.’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be in good company then. Most of those movie people don’t have the first idea what they’re doing. Just do what they tell you and everything will be fine.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think so?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely.’ 
 
    They arrived at Sam Rich’s offices at 2031 Wilshire Boulevard and Don dropped her off outside. 
 
    ‘I’ll be waiting on the opposite side of the road. You need me – holler.’ 
 
    ‘I will. Thanks.’ 
 
    She made her way in through the main door. 
 
    A woman chewing gum was sitting at a desk behind a black typewriter and a telephone. She had blonde wavy hair, bright red lipstick and more of a cleavage than Katie could muster. At the front of the desk was a name plate with “Joymarie Journeay” stencilled on it. 
 
    ‘I’m here to see Sam,’ Katie said to her. 
 
    ‘He know you’re coming?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘Strange name.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Irish.’ 
 
    ‘I thought Brazil was someplace else?’ 
 
    She didn’t want to talk about her name, especially to someone who had no idea where Brazil was. ‘I’ll sit down, shall I?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yeah! Go ahead. I’ll let him know you’ve arrived.’ 
 
    The woman stood up and sashayed through a door. 
 
    Katie sat down in one of the four chairs by the window. She saw Don Carroll parked on the opposite side of the road. 
 
    After a handful of seconds Sam Rich appeared smiling as if he was all teeth. ‘Katie Brazil! The next big movie star, or my name isn’t Sam Rich.’ He took her hand in both of his and kissed it. ‘Come through to my office. I have a dotted line that needs your signature.’ 
 
    She stood up. 
 
    He put his arm around her waist and fixed his eyes on her cleavage. ‘You look truly amazing.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you. You don’t think . . .?’ 
 
    ‘Absolutely not.’ 
 
    In his office he said, ‘Let’s get the small matter of the contract out of the way and then we can organise the screen test.’ 
 
    She sat down in a chair at his desk. 
 
    He stood behind. His left hand caressed her shoulder and neck, while the right hand held a pen in front of her and pointed to a dotted line at the bottom of the last page of a stapled document that had been folded over. ‘Just there, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘I should read it, shouldn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘No, no. No need for that. It’s the standard contract. Everybody signs it. If you want me to represent you, you have to sign the contract.’ 
 
    ‘And if I don’t?’ 
 
    ‘Well, that’s your movie career over.’ 
 
    ‘Still, I’d like to read it.’ 
 
    ‘There’s really no need.’ 
 
    ‘Are you saying I can’t read it?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m not saying that.’ He checked his watch. ‘Time is money in the movie business, and we don’t have a lot of time if we’re going to fit you in for a screen test and the photographs. It’d be a lot simpler if you just sign and then . . .’ 
 
    ‘I think I’ll read the contract. I’d like to know what I’m signing. You don’t really mind, do you?’ 
 
    ‘Why should I mind? If you want to read it, you go right ahead.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ She turned to stare at him. ‘I’d prefer it if you didn’t stand behind me looking over my shoulder and touching me.’ 
 
    His face creased up. ‘Oh! All right.’ He sat down on the opposite side of the desk, put his shoes on the top and lit a cigar. 
 
    She began reading . . . ‘What does this “Morals Clause” mean?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Performer agrees not to do or commit any act or thing that would degrade or bring performer into public hatred, contempt, scorn or ridicule, or that would tend to shock, insult or offend the community, or ridicule the public morals or decency, or prejudice the producer, the motion picture or radio industry. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘You have to abide by the rules, Katie. If the studio make you into a film star, they don’t want you doing anything that would undermine all their hard work and reduce their profits. People will pay to come and see the film, but they also pay to see you.’ 
 
    ‘I see. So, what you’re saying is that the studio have control over my life – what I can and can’t do?’ 
 
    ‘Only insofar as a nice girl like you shouldn’t be doing any of those things anyway.’ 
 
    ‘But if I do, they’ll cancel my contract?’ 
 
    ‘As they would in any business, but cancelling a contract is a last resort. There’s a lot of things the studios can and will do to maintain your image.’ 
 
    ‘It also says that I can’t get married.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Or have a baby?’ 
 
    ‘No. Your adoring public don’t want you to have a husband or children. Besides that, the studio would lose money, and we can’t have that, can we? If they lost money due to your inconsiderate behaviour they’d take it out of your salary, or simply stop paying you. Believe me, it’s a standard non-negotiable contract. Sure, you can read it, make comments and observations, and you may not like how some of it reads, but when all is said and done, you only have two choices – sign or don’t sign. What’s it to be, Katie?’ 
 
    She finished reading the contract. It was restrictive and gave Sam Rich and any studio who agreed to take her on complete control over her life. She was glad it was only make-believe and that as soon as she’d found Annie’s killer she’d tell them what they could do with their contract. She signed on the dotted line. It was either that, or walk out of his office and go back to her apartment. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    John Harrity had already found a seat in the Pantry. 
 
    He shuffled in opposite him. 
 
    A waitress filled his coffee mug and said, ‘Get you gentlemen anything?’ 
 
    Erik shook his head. ‘Not for me.’ 
 
    ‘Nor me,’ John said. 
 
    ‘Well, if you change your mind – holler.’ 
 
    ‘Will do.’ 
 
    ‘You’re looking a bit better,’ John said, but he didn’t sound convincing. 
 
    ‘I look like shit.’ 
 
    ‘Now you mention it. So, what’s this all about, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘You probably don’t know, but I was still working the case when I was sick . . .’ 
 
    ‘We all knew that.’ 
 
    ‘Mike as well?’ 
 
    ‘Does Mike ever know anything?’ 
 
    ‘Not that I’m aware of.’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    ‘Jan used to keep us in the know on how you were getting along. Obviously, towards the end, he had no idea either.’ 
 
    ‘I was surprised nobody came round.’ 
 
    ‘We all came round, but nobody ever got an answer. You was clearly in a bad way.’ 
 
    ‘I was. You could have smashed the door down.’ 
 
    ‘As far as we knew you didn’t want to see us. Don’t think we didn’t care. We cared all right, but there was no right or wrong answer.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose not.’ 
 
    ‘More coffee?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    John signalled the waitress over and they both held out their mugs for a refill. 
 
    ‘Remember Mike mentioning the sister of the seventh victim Annie Brazil?’ 
 
    ‘Gave him hell in the lobby? And stood outside asking everybody for your address?’ 
 
    ‘That’s the one.’ 
 
    ‘A good looking broad by all accounts.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, she is. Her name’s Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘She found me and saved my life.’ 
 
    ‘A guardian angel?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that. Well, she now lives in my apartment.’ 
 
    ‘With you?’ 
 
    ‘No. I live with a neighbour called Ruby. She’s been looking after me the last couple of weeks. Suits me just fine until I’m on my feet again and I know which way is up.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds ideal.’ 
 
    ‘It is. Anyway, Katie came here to find her sister’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘I thought we were doing that?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, so did I, but she’s not too impressed with our lack of progress.’ 
 
    John’s face clouded over. ‘We’ve done everything by the book. It’s hardly our fault . . .’ 
 
    Erik held up his hand. ‘Whichever way you slice it, we still ain’t found the killer. It’s been two years, John. Remember, I’m on your side of the fence. That’s why I got sick. Those women getting killed one after the other and not being able to do anything about it.’ Tears welled in his eyes. He dabbed at them with a paper serviette. ‘Anyway, she’s running the investigation now.’ 
 
    John laughed. ‘You still not right in the head, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘You got anything better, John? Leads? Suspects? Ideas?’ 
 
    He stared into his coffee mug. 
 
    ‘I thought not. Me neither. Well, Katie came up with a few ideas.’ 
 
    ‘Such as?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been at the library the last few days searching through old newspapers and it’s looking like there’s a connection between the items that were left on the victims and silent movie stars.’ 
 
    ‘Silent movie stars?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘What kind of connection?’ 
 
    ‘The dead women are meant to represent them. For example, the dead rattlesnake represents Theda Bara playing Cleopatra in 1917; the car key represents Mabel Normand, whose chauffeur shot and killed her lover with her gun; and . . .’ 
 
    ‘That’s crazy, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Which is exactly the point, John. All this time we’ve been looking for a rhyme and reason that we could understand, but that’s not how this killer works. Oh sure, he’s got a rhyme and reason, but it ain’t one that we can figure out.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s say I believe half of what you’re saying – how does it help us?’ 
 
    ‘We’re fitting the pieces together, building up a picture, which is more than we’ve been doing for the past two years. She’s got a lot more ideas as well . . .’ 
 
    ‘A civilian, and a broad, working our murder case! If the Lieutenant found out . . . Jesus! It doesn’t bear thinking about. They’d be sending you to the funny farm instead of reinstating you to head up the investigation again.’ 
 
    ‘Well, we have to make sure he doesn’t find out, don’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t get me involved. I’m looking forward to collecting my pension after an unblemished career.’ 
 
    ‘But that doesn’t mean you sitting on your butt in the police department and doing nothing for the rest of that unblemished career that ain’t worth shit, John. Our job is to catch this killer, but we got our noses up against the wall with nowhere left to go, and the Lieutenant is behind us with a pack of ravenous wolves. Someone – and yeah, okay she’s a civilian and a broad – but she’s looking at the investigation with fresh eyes. We’re so set in our ways we can’t see our noses in the dark. As far as I’m concerned, I’m happy to get help from wherever it’s coming from. What about you, John?’ 
 
    ‘What do you want from me, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘I need your help.’ 
 
    ‘And what do I tell Mike? He’s still in charge, you know.’ 
 
    ‘I know. Tell him you’re going to re-visit all the places the victims were left.’ 
 
    ‘What would be the point of that?’ 
 
    ‘There is no point, but it’ll give you a reason to get out of the office.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘I want you to follow Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t you trust her?’ 
 
    ‘She’s signing up with Sam Rich this morning to become an actress.’ 
 
    ‘But I thought . . . Jesus! She’s acting as bait?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Is that your idea?’ 
 
    ‘No, it was hers. I told her it’d be over my dead body.’ 
 
    ‘And yet you’re still alive?’ 
 
    ‘She didn’t tell me. I found out from her neighbour this morning. As I said, she’s in charge. Doesn’t do a damn thing I tell her unless she wants to.’ 
 
    ‘The worst thing we did was give ‘em the vote and let them get educated. Now, we can’t put the genie back in the bottle.’ 
 
    ‘She’s going to find this killer with us, or without us. I’d prefer it to be with us. And I’d also prefer it if she wasn’t the next victim. She has taken one precaution though.’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ 
 
    ‘She’s hired Don Carroll as her bodyguard.’ 
 
    ‘Carroll?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘Another amateur.’ 
 
    ‘Can you imagine what the papers would say if an amateur and a broad catch the killer while you’re all sitting in the police department playing pin the tail on the donkey? You’d become a laughing stock; your unblemished career would go up in smoke; and they’d send you out on patrol again to do some proper work.’ 
 
    He rubbed his jaw between thumb and forefinger. ‘I can see what you’re saying. So, you want me to follow this broad and make sure she doesn’t find the killer before we do?’ 
 
    ‘No, I want you to make sure she doesn’t become the next victim. And if she does stumble over the killer, then you’ll be there to save the day.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! And the police knew all along what was going on?’ 
 
    ‘We’re detectives, aren’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Damned right.’ 
 
    ‘So, can you do that?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll need to get one of the others to help me.’ 
 
    ‘I suggest Bill?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, Bill wouldn’t ask too many questions.’ 
 
    ‘Do that then. One of the problems is that we could never trace what they were doing in the hours before they were killed. Tell him Katie’s a new girl in town and you’ve decided to follow her to see how things play out.’ 
 
    ‘We’d be taking the initiative, instead of waiting for things to happen.’ 
 
    ‘My thoughts exactly.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, Erik. I’ll play along and see where we’re headed.’ 
 
    ‘Look at it this way, John. We can’t do any worse than we’ve been doing for the past two years, can we?’ 
 
    ‘That’s true.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Excellent,’ Sam Rich said, whipping the contract off the table as if he was rehearsing for a magic trick and taking his pen back. ‘Now, we can get on with the important business of making you a movie star.’ He called in his secretary. 
 
    She hurried in. ‘Yes, Mister Rich?’ 
 
    Handing her the signed contract he said, ‘You know what to do with this, don’t you, Joymarie?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mister Rich.’ She took it and hurried out. 
 
    ‘Right, we have an eleven-thirty at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer studios for the screen test. Are you ready?’ 
 
    ‘It’s what I came here for.’ 
 
    She followed him out to a red Cadillac convertible that had silver trimmings, whitewall tyres and a licence plate with RICH on it. 
 
    He held the door for her. 
 
    ‘Very nice,’ she said as she slid into the passenger seat. 
 
    ‘Rich is as rich does,’ he said in response. 
 
    It took them thirty minutes to drive up South Crescent Heights Boulevard to the studio. 
 
    The old man on gate security at MGM waved at Sam and let him drive through without stopping him. 
 
    ‘That man seemed to know you.’ 
 
    ‘Everybody knows Sam Rich, Katie. That’s why I’m so successful. It’s not what you know, but who you know in this town that pays the bills.’ 
 
    He pulled up outside a nondescript building with a sign on the door that read: SCREEN TESTS. 
 
    ‘Ready?’ 
 
    ‘I’m slightly nervous.’ 
 
    ‘To be expected.’ 
 
    Inside, Sam introduced her to a bald man, dressed in a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up, a striped tie and a pair of beige slacks. ‘This is Martin McCloskey – the cameraman. He’ll talk you through what you need to do.’ 
 
    McCloskey smiled and looked her up and down. ‘She’s got the looks of Scarlett, Sam.’ 
 
    ‘My thoughts exactly.’ 
 
    ‘Okay,’ McCloskey said. ‘You know why you’re here, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘To do a screen test.’ 
 
    ‘Ever done one before?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘It’s simple. You’re going to read a few of Scarlett O’Hara’s lines from Gone with the Wind, who was originally played by Vivien Leigh in 1939 and for which she won a Best Actress award. But nobody’s going to be comparing you to Vivien Leigh. All this screen test is for is to provide directors and casting directors with an idea of how you look and sound behind the camera.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    ‘Have you seen the movie?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘No?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You must be one of only two people on the planet who haven’t. Okay, well Scarlet O’Hara is a dark-haired, green-eyed Georgia belle struggling through the Civil War. She’s hard-headed, determined and willing to do anything to achieve everything she desires – even killing a man. The ideals of honour and kindness mean nothing to her. She’s narcissistic and fails to understand her own motivations and feelings, or those of others. Do you think you can speak in a southern drawl?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try.’ 
 
    ‘Just do your best. We’ll keep doing it until Sam’s happy with it. No point having a screen test where the actor fumbles her lines, is there?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose not.’ 
 
    He passed her a piece of paper. ‘Do you think you can memorise those lines?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try my best.’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    She began reading the lines to herself. ‘Who’s Tara?’ 
 
    ‘Tara isn’t a person, it’s her home – the name of her father’s plantation.’ 
 
    ‘Oh. Can I try a couple of times without the camera being on?’ 
 
    ‘Of course. You tell me when you’re ready. In the meantime, I’ll get everything organised.’ 
 
    She was unusually nervous. She didn’t think she would be. It wasn’t as if she was doing it for real. Her hands were shaking and her heart was beating very fast. She tried speaking in a Southern drawl. 
 
    Sam and McCloskey laughed. 
 
    ‘Is it not good?’ she asked. 
 
    Sam said, ‘You sound like a Confederate soldier after a night spent in the saloon. Speak normally, let’s just forget the Southern drawl.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    She read the lines aloud again. 
 
    ‘Think of a spoilt child who isn’t getting what she wants,’ McCloskey said. ‘And don’t rush through it. There’s no reward for being the fastest talker.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘No apologies necessary. You’re a hundred percent better than some of the people I’ve had in here, believe me. Ain’t that right, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Definitely.’ 
 
    She kept reading the lines until eventually McCloskey said to Sam, ‘That sounds about right, doesn’t it, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah. Let’s take a look at what she’s like on film and we’ll go from there.’ 
 
    ‘Sure thing.’ 
 
    McCloskey pointed at an enormous black camera that was sitting on a metal rail. It had turning wheels, reel holders, handles, knobs and a large lens pointing at her. ‘You won’t be surprised to learn that this is the camera. It’s a specific camera that’s only used for screen tests because it only moves forwards and backwards on the rail.’ He passed her a small chalk board. On it, in the spaces provided, he’d written: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Picture: Gone with the Wind (1939) 
 
    Name: Katie Brazil 
 
    Character: Scarlett O’Hara 
 
    Screen Test: January 23, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Sit on the stool at a slight angle, rest the board on your thighs and face the camera. I’ll start recording at a distance to capture the details on the board, and then slowly move closer.’ 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    ‘After all, we’re only interested in what you look and sound like, aren’t we?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll signal when you should start.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    Behind her was a backdrop depicting a Grand Damask regency wallpaper and a marble fireplace with oriental ornaments sitting on the ledge. She guessed it was the fireplace in the house at Tara. There were also two spotlights on tripods aimed at white paper hangings, so that she wasn’t draped in shadow. 
 
    The camera moved forwards on the rail. ‘Here we go,’ McCloskey said. ‘Let’s try and get it right first time.’ He gave her the thumbs up. 
 
    She spoke the lines: 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I can’t let him go. I can’t. There must be some way to bring him back. Oh, I can’t think about this now! I’ll go crazy if I do! I’ll think about it tomorrow. But I must think about it. I must think about it. What is there to do? What is there that matters? Tara! Home. I’ll go home. And I’ll think of some way to get him back. After all . . . tomorrow is another day.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    McCloskey said, ‘What did you think, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Truly awful.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    ‘Okay, Katie,’ McCloskey said. ‘Let’s try it again. Remember, this is not a race. There’s no prize for finishing first. Stop licking your lips. Look into the lens . . .’ 
 
    ‘Can I have a drink of water, please?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ He walked to a sink, found a glass in a cupboard and ran her some water. 
 
    ‘Thank you,’ she said when he brought it over and passed it to her. She took a swallow. ‘It’s not easy, is it?’ 
 
    ‘Believe me, Katie. You’d be surprised at some of the people I’ve had in here quivering like chimes in the wind. In comparison to them – you’re a natural. Ready to try again?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, all right.’ 
 
    It took her another seven attempts before she felt she’d done herself justice. She imagined she was standing on the stage at Kettle River Elementary School talking to the parents of the children she was teaching. She’d done that in the past. At first, it had been scary, but she’d got used to it after a while. 
 
    ‘Happy?’ McCloskey asked Sam. 
 
    ‘As good as. Now, all we need is for Jack Conway, John Huston, Mervyn LeRoy, or any of the other great directors to notice what a looker Katie is and pluck her from obscurity.’ 
 
    ‘Well, the screen test should help with that. We captured a good one in the end.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Marty. You’ll send the copies over?’ 
 
    ‘You’ll get them this afternoon.’ 
 
    ‘Great.’ He glanced at Katie. ‘Ready for the photoshoot?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. Do you really think the screen test went all right?’ 
 
    ‘Sure. You looked and sounded great. Didn’t she, Marty?’ 
 
    ‘Best I’ve seen for a long time.’ 
 
    ‘Now, we just need a bit of luck. Being in the right place at the right time helps, which means we have to show you around town; your screen test dropping on a casting director’s desk just as he’s looking for a fresh face to spice up his movie; Clark Gable spotting your picture as he’s talking to Louis B Mayer about his next film and deciding that he’d rather have you as his leading lady instead of Lana Turner or Anne Baxter.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for your help, Marty,’ she said as she followed Sam out. 
 
    ‘Hey! When you’re a star, don’t forget us little guys.’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘I won’t.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘You came?’ Marilyn said. 
 
    ‘Of course! Why wouldn’t I?’ 
 
    ‘I thought . . . Well, you’re here now.’ 
 
    ‘Something unexpected came up as I was leaving. I had to go and speak to one of my men at the police department.’ 
 
    ‘I did wonder.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry again for falling asleep on your sofa.’ 
 
    ‘No apology necessary.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll get on, shall I?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve put the boxes of reels for Hollywood & Screen Life, Motion Picture Magazine and Motion Picture Classic next to the reader.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll speak to you later.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    Feeling like a researcher rather than a police detective, he made his way to the microfilm reader again. The boxes of reels seemed overpowering. It was already Friday and he estimated that there was at least another four days’ worth of work to reach the bottom of the boxes. 
 
    Well, there was no point in moaning about it. The sooner he got started, the sooner he’d finish. He set the reader up with the next reel, sat down and stared at the screen as he turned the knob. 
 
    The research went a lot quicker than yesterday, because he was only searching for reports of crimes that occurred in municipal parks. There was a long list, but none that appeared to be connected to the starlet murders – drug dealing; drunk and disorderly; criminal damage; illicit sexual activity in a public place; rapes; underage drinking; panhandling, and murders. Many of the murders were quickly solved and the culprit brought to justice, but some weren’t. Of those, he couldn’t find anything even remotely connected to a possible killer or his investigation. 
 
    He took his lunch outside. 
 
    Marilyn saw him pass and followed him out. 
 
    ‘How’s your research going?’ she asked as she sat down next to him on the memorial bench beneath a purple jacaranda tree in the garden to the right of the library steps. 
 
    ‘It’s not. I’m at the turn of the century now and I’m going to stop searching the newspaper reels. I haven’t come across anything that could be considered relevant to my investigation. It was only an idea we had anyway, which hasn’t panned out.’ He shrugged. ‘Sometimes, that’s the way it goes. It’s just disappointing to have wasted so much time on it and then to have found nothing.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you had found something. I thought you’d found a connection to the silent movie era?’ 
 
    ‘Well yes, but that’s not really what I was looking for.’ 
 
    ‘What were you looking for then?’ 
 
    ‘Something that might have explained why the killer was leaving the bodies in municipal parks.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want to come over to my place again tonight?’ she said out of the blue. 
 
    He turned sideways and stared at her. It was becoming clear that she had designs on him. Is that what he wanted? She was certainly attractive. Maybe a woman was what he needed. Or, was he going to live his life alone? And then die alone? When all was said and done, what did his life add up to? He’d served his country and his community, but he’d neglected himself. Maybe it was time to start thinking of Erik Urban. 
 
    ‘Do you want this to go somewhere, Marilyn?’ 
 
    Her face reddened. ‘Don’t you like me?’ 
 
    ‘I like you just fine. You’re a very attractive woman. I think you’ll make someone a wonderful wife.’ 
 
    ‘But not you?’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t say that. We barely know each other.’ 
 
    ‘And do you want us to get to know each other better?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I do. But you should realise that I’m only half the man I used to be. I’m broken inside.’ 
 
    She took his hand in hers. ‘If you’re happy to trust me, I’ll take responsibility for the broken half, Erik. Let me make you whole again.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a hell of a responsibility, Marilyn.’ 
 
    ‘A Chief Librarian has many responsibilities.’ She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. ‘There’s only one thing I ask of you.’ 
 
    ‘What’s that?’ 
 
    ‘You never hit me.’ 
 
    ‘I would never hit a woman.’ 
 
    ‘There are many men who do.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’m not one of them.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad, because I could never respect a man who hits women.’ 
 
    ‘As for seeing you tonight – I can’t. The conspirators are meeting up to discuss the investigation.’ 
 
    ‘How many conspirators are there?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve lost track. There’s the newspaper reporter Eliza Linton . . .’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I don’t know how Katie persuaded her to help, but she did.’ 
 
    ‘Katie sounds like someone I’d get along with. I’d like to meet her sometime.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you will. Yes, she’s an extraordinary woman.’ 
 
    ‘Do you like her?’ 
 
    ‘Sure I like her, but not in the way you’re imagining. I like you in that way though.’ 
 
    ‘And what way’s that, Erik Urban?’ 
 
    He ignored her fishing. ‘What I found out this morning is that Katie is offering herself up as bait to attract the killer after I told her she wasn’t to do that.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand.’ 
 
    ‘She’s following in her dead sister’s footsteps and trying to become an actress.’ 
 
    ‘Does she want to be an actress?’ 
 
    ‘No. She’s trying to lure the killer out into the open.’ 
 
    ‘That’s dangerous, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Of course it is. She’s hired herself a bodyguard, but how effective that’ll be I have no idea, so this morning I went to the police department and asked two of my men to follow her and keep her safe.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you weren’t going back to work for another week?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not, which makes things extremely difficult, because I’m not in charge until then, another officer is.’ 
 
    ‘And why doesn’t he know what you’re doing?” 
 
    He half-laughed. ‘Because Katie seems to be running the show now from her apartment, and he wouldn’t like that one little bit. The two of them have already had a run-in when she first arrived. He’s not a great believer in female emancipation.’ 
 
    ‘One of those huh?’ 
 
    ‘Very much one of those. So I had to meet the other detective in a diner along the street from the department.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds messy.’ 
 
    ‘It is. There’s also a criminalist from the university coming along tonight to tell us what type of person we should be looking for based on his interpretation of the crime scenes and the evidence so far. I’m sceptical about what contribution he can make, but I’m keeping an open mind. The investigation was going nowhere when Katie arrived, but her ideas have given us new leads and clues, so I’m willing to listen to what he has to say.’ 
 
    ‘I know it’s not a fashionable idea, but sometimes women can be just as effective as men.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘I’ve heard people saying similar things, but I don’t think it will ever catch on.’ 
 
    ‘If enough people believe, women will one day stand shoulder-to-shoulder beside men – equal in every way.’ 
 
    He pulled a face. ‘I can’t see it happening in my lifetime.’ 
 
    ‘You only have to look at what women did during the war, both here at home and in the armed forces; and then there’s Amelia Earhart . . .’ 
 
    ‘She disappeared, didn’t she?’ 
 
    ‘In 1937, but by flying solo across the Atlantic Ocean, she did something that people said couldn’t be done, and especially not by a woman.’ 
 
    ‘Those women are few and far between.’ 
 
    ‘That may be so, but I believe the revolution has begun.’ 
 
    ‘Revolution! You do realise that as a police officer I’ll be required to man the barricades and quell the masses during this so-called revolution, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Until then, we can be on the same side, can’t we?’ 
 
    ‘And which side is that?’ 
 
    ‘I expect it’ll be fun finding out.’ She shuffled up close to him, put her hand in his and her head on his shoulder. 
 
    They sat there like that for a short time and watched the world go by, or at least the small part of the word outside Cahuenga Branch Library.  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The photographer was a man named Frank Page. He had his own photographic studio on Fountain Avenue in West Hollywood called Page Photography of Hollywood. 
 
    ‘He’s one of the best,’ Sam said as he parked his Cadillac right next to a fire hydrant outside the studio. ‘Photographed all the stars from the early silent movies up to the present day. If anyone can make you appear effortlessly glamorous, he can.’ 
 
    ‘Am I not already effortlessly glamorous?’ 
 
    ‘Of course you are, but photography is a lot like the movies. You can look completely different from your real life glamorous self in a photograph. Not only that, Frank will look at you and know what illusion of you he wants to create.’ 
 
    ‘Illusion?’ 
 
    ‘Reality is all well and good for normal people, but movie stars aren’t normal, they’re an illusion – all smoke and mirrors. That illusion will be created and owned by the studios. Nobody wants to see a movie star taking out the trash. They’re not like normal people, they belong to another world entirely. Creating a star’s persona is an elaborate process. If a studio takes you on, the publicity department will create a public image and you have to maintain it, which is a full-time job in itself. They don’t want imperfections. Nobody wants to see you when you have a puffy or miserable face; sloppy deportment; or when you’re bone tired. We’re a long way from the Vitagraph and Biograph Girls you used to see in the nickelodeon. For example, Audrey Hepburn’s doe-eyed look isn’t natural, you know.’ 
 
    She’d heard the name Audrey Hepburn before, but she didn’t really know who the woman was, or what films she’d appeared in. ‘It isn’t?’ 
 
    ‘No. After applying mascara, her make-up artist has the unenviable task of separating each lash using a safety pin.’ 
 
    ‘Goodness.’ 
 
    ‘Believe me, Katie. This is just the start. Movie stars aren’t real, they’ve all been altered in one way or another. They’ll surround you with an army of hairdressers, wardrobe assistants, designers, make-up artists, dieticians, singing and acting coaches, and posture experts. If need be, they’ll change your name, appearance and history until you’re picture-perfect. Rita Hayworth was Margarita Cansino until her hair was dyed and she was subjected to electrolysis to raise her hairline, so that she didn’t look like a Latino. Lucille LeSueur became Joan Crawford, because her surname reminded MGM’s publicist of a sewer.’ 
 
    ‘How awful.’ 
 
    ‘There’s a lot more to becoming a star than appearing in a few movies.’ 
 
    ‘So I see.’ 
 
    ‘But don’t start worrying yet. First, we have to get you noticed by the people who matter, which is no easy feat let me tell you. We’ve made some headway today by getting you a screen test. After we’re finished here I’ll make sure that Joymarie sends copies to directors, casting directors and anybody else I can think of who may be able to give you a leg up. Now, we’re here getting your portfolio organised, and a selection of those photographs will be despatched with the screen test reel, so that they get an idea from the outside what’s on the inside. And then, starting tonight, we’ll be showing you around town, because the people who matter are in the places that matter.’ 
 
    ‘Tonight!’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t tonight.’ 
 
    Sam grunted. ‘Can’t! Your contract specifically excludes all uses of that word. I’ll be picking you up at seven-thirty. As far as your agent is concerned, there’s nothing more important in your life right now than meeting the men who can influence your movie career. Is there something more important than that, Katie?’ 
 
    What choice did she have? She was here to find Annie’s killer and she couldn’t do that from inside her apartment. ‘No, there’s nothing more important than that, Sam.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad to hear it, because I’d hate to be wasting my time. Sam Rich is the agent to the stars, not an agent to those who can’t make the effort.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    He packed up the newspaper reels in their respective boxes and opened the new boxes containing the reels for Hollywood & Screen Life, Motion Picture Magazine and Motion Picture Classic. Although there were three titles, it was actually one continuous fan magazine about film and the stars in those films dating from 1914 to the present day. He began working backwards on the reels of Hollywood & Screen Life from February 1946, because there was no way he could begin in 1914 due to the magazines having been microfilmed in date order. 
 
    The magazines contained around sixty-five pages of articles on movies, people and trivia such as: Is Vivien Leigh a Real Life Scarlet O’Hara? Sonja Henie; The Grapes of Wrath; Sigrid Gurie; George Raft; Ginger Rogers; Bette Davis; Abe Lincoln in Hollywood; Clark Gable; Do Girls Grow Up Too Soon in Hollywood? Tyrone Power’s Most Daring Role! Things Men Don’t Know About Love; Take the Hollywood Popularity Quiz; How An Ugly Duckling Became a Hollywood Star . . . 
 
    He didn’t like to admit it, but he was becoming quite knowledgeable about films and movie stars. Sometimes, he found himself actually enjoying the articles and reading them from start to finish. 
 
    In the June 1937 issue of the magazine he came across an article about the death of Jean Harlow, which described her short career and how her marriage at the age of twenty-one to forty-three year-old Paul Bern in July 1932 had ended in tragedy after only two months. He was found sprawled in front of a mirror with a bullet through his head and drenched in Harlow’s favourite perfume – Mitsuoko (mystery) by Guerlain. 
 
    He carried out some more research and discovered that Harlow hadn’t been involved in Bern’s murder. The general consensus was that his ex-wife – who jumped off a ferry to her death two days later – had shot and killed him. 
 
    Was the bottle of perfume that was left between Isabella Brunet’s breasts a clue to Jean Harlow? He was struck by the fact that there was no definite answer again. The bottle of perfume could refer to Jean Harlow, who had also been a silent movie star, but it could just as easily have nothing to do with her. It was much the same as the other clues: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn – a dead rattlesnake – Theda Bara; 
 
    Paula Simpson – a car key – Mabel Normand;  
 
    Isabella Brunet – a bottle of perfume – Jean Harlow; 
 
    Vivienne Turner – a needle and syringe – Barbara La Marr;  
 
    Dawn Morrison – a new red shoe – Thelma Todd. 
 
      
 
      
 
    If they were on the right track, then they’d deciphered five of the eight clues left by the killer on his victims, but what did any of them mean? Based on what they’d discovered so far, the remaining three clues should also relate to silent movie stars: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sally Wells – a Chinese hair stick; 
 
    Annie Brazil – a black velvet wrist bow; 
 
    Lola Coburn – a red and blue striped scarf. 
 
      
 
      
 
    What linked the five film stars? Four were dead, but Theda Bara was still alive. Three had died in mysterious circumstances, but Jean Harlow had died from complications associated with kidney failure. The only connection seemed to be that they were all silent movie stars. Did the killer have a connection to them? How? Maybe that was the connection, but they were still missing a piece of the puzzle. 
 
    Katie’s idea of a connection to a similar crime in a municipal park might be that missing piece. 
 
    Once he reached the end of the reel, he decided that he’d had enough for one day, switched everything off and made his way out to the library entrance. 
 
    Marilyn was busy with a reader, so he waited until she’d finished. 
 
    ‘Have you finished?’ she said. 
 
    ‘For today.’ 
 
    ‘What about tomorrow?’ 
 
    He shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Are you working?’ 
 
    ‘In the morning until twelve-thirty.’ 
 
    ‘How would it be if I came in to do some research until you close, and then I take you for a picnic on Santa Monica beach in the afternoon?’ 
 
    ‘I’d like that. I’ll bring the picnic basket.’ 
 
    ‘We have a date then.’ 
 
    She stretched her hand across the counter. 
 
    He smiled, squeezed the hand gently and then made his way outside to catch a cab. 
 
    Katie Brazil had saved his life in more ways than one.  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Frank Page was in his mid-fifties with a neatly-trimmed grey goatee beard, dark-rimmed glasses and a widow’s peak, which was made more noticeable by the fact that he combed his hair back from his forehead and used oil to hold it in place. He wore a checked shirt with a plain red bow tie and exuded a calm, matter-of-fact demeanour. 
 
    Sam had taken her for lunch to the Casanova Restaurant on Sunset Boulevard, but she hadn’t really been hungry. 
 
    ‘This is the woman I was telling you about,’ Sam said when they walked through into Page’s studio, which had matt black painted walls and black and white portraits of movie stars hanging on them. 
 
    Frank walked around her as if he was examining an exhibit on a plinth in an art gallery. ‘Not bad.’ He lifted her chin up with his fingers and looked at her neck. ‘How old are you, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘Twenty-four. Twenty-five on March 3.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! A bit older than we normally like. Has she got a head on her shoulders, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I have,’ Katie answered. ‘I have a Bachelor’s degree in History from Minnesota State University Moorhead. I’ve been teaching in Elementary School for the past five years. And if you want to know anything else about me, I suggest you ask me and not Sam.’ 
 
    ‘She’s a bit touchy, isn’t she?’ 
 
    The corner of Sam’s mouth creased upwards. ‘She’ll get used to it, Frank.’ 
 
    The photographer nodded. ‘As they all do, or fall by the wayside.’ He scooped her hair back to look at her ears, long neck and profile. Then signalled to a woman who was sitting in shadow on the other side of the studio. ‘This is my make-up and hair artist – Lilly Carter.’ 
 
    An unattractive middle-aged woman with dark bags under her eyes, dirty-brown shoulder-length hair, round shoulders and wearing an unflattering frock offered a glimmer of a smile as she approached. 
 
    ‘Hello, Lilly,’ Katie said. 
 
    ‘Hello, Katie.’ 
 
    Frank stood in front of Katie and said, ‘You have the look of Gene Tierney, especially around the eyes. Is there some Irish in there somewhere?’ 
 
    ‘I expect so. My surname is Irish.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. Your figure and your other features remind me of Ava Gardner.’ He looked at Sam. ‘Yes, I think you might have something here, Sam.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I thought when I first saw her.’ 
 
    ‘Can she act?’ 
 
    ‘We’ve just come from the screen test. It was passable. As you know, the studios are more interested in looks rather than acting ability.’ 
 
    ‘Well, let’s see if we can’t enhance those looks and give her a leg up.’ He stared at Katie. 
 
    She felt self-conscious with Frank, Sam and Lilly all staring at her as if she was a side of beef. 
 
    ‘I’m sure Sam has told you that a photographic portfolio lets him quickly put your face in front of casting directors when they’re looking for someone to cast in a specific role?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Without a portfolio you’d be unlikely to land an audition. It’d all come down to a passable screen test and a slice of luck, and to be honest luck is no way to get into the movie business, is it?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You have no acting experience?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘No acting-related training?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘No special skills such as dialects, languages, horse-riding or rifle shooting?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘So, all you have is a passable screen test?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! Then I suppose we’d better make sure there’s some depth to your portfolio, hadn’t we?’ 
 
    ‘I guess so.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do about four or five headshots, and maybe some full-length shots to emphasise your figure.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not taking my clothes off.’ 
 
    He glanced at Sam and the shadow of a smile crossed his face. ‘This is not a pornographic studio, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe we’ll dispense with the full-length shots. We wouldn’t want you to feel uncomfortable, would we?’ He winked at Sam. ‘What type of actor are you?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    ‘No. Without any acting experience I don’t suppose you would know. Do you see yourself as funny and witty?’ 
 
    ‘I can be, but that’s not the kind of person I am.’ 
 
    ‘Are you quirky and awkward?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘What about shy, silent and neurotic?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Are you serious and straight?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I suppose I am most of the time.’ 
 
    ‘It’s important to know, because you wouldn’t want directors to cast you in a slapstick comedy if that’s not who you are. Once you’ve been typecast, it’s difficult to find work playing other characters.’ He walked around her again. ‘In which case, we’ll focus the portfolio on a character type, so that there’s no confusion about what type of actress you are.’ He looked at Sam. ‘That all right with you, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Definitely. I don’t picture her in a slapstick comedy either – that figure would be wasted.’ 
 
    ‘I agree. After I’ve taken a couple of natural headshots of you smiling, and then being serious and intense, I think we should limit it to four different character types – the damsel in distress; the doomed woman; the desirable and naïve young woman; and the lover. Is that all right for you, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you know what’s best, Frank.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I do. I’ve been in this game for a good few years and people seem to agree that I know what I’m talking about. Photography – especially portrait photography – is a combination of make-up, styling, lighting and camera. Under my direction, Lilly is responsible for the make-up and styling, and I’m responsible for the lighting and camera.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to hand you over to Lilly now, while I set up the lighting and the camera.’ He turned to Lilly. ‘Her medium-length dark hair will frame her face, so I’d like you to style it in a softly curled bob . . .’ 
 
    Katie took an involuntary intake of breath. 
 
    Frank and Lilly looked at her. 
 
    ‘Sorry. My mother used to have her hair in a curled bob when she was alive.’ It was a little white lie. Her mother didn’t bother too much about her own hair. As a farmer’s wife, she tended to keep it out of the way tied up in a ponytail with a piece of worn fabric. Annie though, had been found dead with her hair coiffured in a curled bob, and her sister never wore her hair like that. 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to hear about your mother, but think of it as honouring her memory. There’s no getting away from the fact that you look like Ava Gardner. We don’t want to make you into a copy of Gardner, but it wouldn’t hurt if casting directors could see the resemblance. It might even get you work as her stand-in if all else fails.’ 
 
    Lilly nodded. 
 
    ‘I’d like the eyes made larger and well-defined; the cheek bones and jaw line sculpted and chiselled. I plan to use the hard light to narrow her face, which will fall away around the sides and give her a more slender look. Are you all right with that, Lilly?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Frank.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll see you when you get back, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ She followed Lilly into a make-up room with a mirror surrounded by lights. 
 
    ‘Make yourself comfortable, Katie.’ 
 
    She sat down in the comfortable chair and stared at herself in the mirror. Was she doing the right thing? Would she even come across the killer? What if she was wasting valuable time playacting when the killer had already chosen his next victim? 
 
    Lilly covered her body and shoulders with a sheet and tied it off at the back of her neck. ‘Ready?’ 
 
    ‘Ready.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    In Borrego Springs, before the war, he’d purchased a black 1940 Mercury Convertible to get about, but then put it into storage when he’d joined the Marines and shipped out. After the war, he’d had the car transported to Los Angeles and, because he’d been using a police car, he’d put the Mercury into storage again. 
 
    Now, if he was taking Marilyn to the beach and probably other places as well, then his salary wouldn’t stretch very far if he was taking a cab everywhere, so he needed to get the Mercury out of storage. 
 
    The storage company was called Torrance Self Storage, and he paid five dollars a month out of his salary for them to look after the Mercury. If he was being honest, he’d forgotten all about the car and the money coming out of his salary. Had they been getting their money? Did he still have a car? Or was it like his apartment, telephone and utility bills – unpaid for the past six months? Maybe they’d sold the car to recoup the unpaid amount. 
 
    He paid the cabbie and made his way into the office. 
 
    There was a woman in her early forties with dark hair, a frayed dress and no make-up on sitting behind a desk. ‘Hello. Can I help you?’ 
 
    ‘I’m hopeful you can. I’ve come for my car.’ He took out his wallet and showed her the dog-eared card he’d been given when he’d first put it into storage. 
 
    She opened a steel filing cabinet and found his file. ‘Mmmm! We’ve sent you three letters in each of the past three months, which have gone unanswered.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve been ill.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, you don’t look so good.’ 
 
    ‘I’m on the mend. What did the letters say?’ 
 
    ‘You owe us money.’ 
 
    ‘How much?’ 
 
    ‘Three months storage fees, plus twenty dollars for administrative costs.’ 
 
    ‘Twenty dollars?’ 
 
    ‘Writing and sending out letters costs us time and money. All in all, you owe us thirty-five bucks, Mister Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Detective Urban.’ 
 
    ‘It doesn’t matter what you call yourself, you still owe us thirty-five bucks.’ 
 
    ‘You haven’t sold my car then?’ 
 
    ‘Another month . . . It would have been too late then.’ 
 
    ‘I haven’t got thirty-five bucks on me. In fact, I don’t have thirty-five bucks in the bank either.’ 
 
    She closed his file, put it back where she’d got it from and said, ‘No money, no car. You have seven days to pay us the outstanding amount, or we’ll sell your car to recoup our money.’ 
 
    ‘Can you do that?’ 
 
    ‘You should read your contract, Mister Urban.’ 
 
    ‘I need my car.’ 
 
    ‘We need our money.’ 
 
    ‘Are you in charge?’ 
 
    ‘I am today.’ 
 
    ‘No, I mean, is there someone I can talk to?’ 
 
    ‘You’re talking to me.’ 
 
    ‘Can you authorise an extension?’ 
 
    ‘We’re not a bank.’ 
 
    ‘And yet you’re going to foreclose on my car. I’d like to talk to your supervisor.’ 
 
    ‘That’ll be the owner – Larry.’ 
 
    ‘Larry?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Well, can I talk to him?’ 
 
    ‘And say what?’ 
 
    ‘I’m a police detective.’ 
 
    ‘Are you going to threaten him?’ 
 
    ‘No. I just want my car and an extension to pay the outstanding amount. I’m back at work next week, so I’ll be paid my full pay check at the end of February. I could pay then.’ 
 
    ‘Another month?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘The amount will be forty-five bucks by then.’ 
 
    ‘Well, maybe it’ll take two months to pay the outstanding amount off.’ 
 
    ‘Each month you’re outstanding, it’ll cost you more.’ 
 
    ‘I understand that.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not dying, are you?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m getting better. You can trust me – I’m a police officer.’ 
 
    ‘Police officers aren’t normally trustworthy.’ 
 
    ‘I am. Honestly, I’m good for the money.’ 
 
    She took out his file again. ‘Are you still at the same address?’ 
 
    ‘Yes and no. I’m still at George Washington Heights, but I’m living in apartment 5A now.’ 
 
    ‘You should have notified us when your address changed.’ 
 
    ‘I’m notifying you now. It’s only changed recently.’ 
 
    ‘And you’ll pay the complete outstanding amount definitely by the end of March?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She chewed the end of a pencil and stared at him. ‘I must be going soft in the head, but I’m going to take a chance on you, Mister Urban.’ 
 
    ‘You won’t regret it.’ 
 
    ‘I certainly hope not, because if you’re not here on March 1 paying me what you can of the outstanding amount, then I’ll send some people in the middle of the night to take your car.’ 
 
    ‘I understand, but I’ll be here.’ 
 
    ‘Take a seat. I’m going to type up an agreement for you to sign.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. Thank you. Is Larry not coming now?’ 
 
    ‘Larry’s my good-for-nothing useless husband. He does what I tell him.’ 
 
    He nodded, sat down in one of the three chairs in front of her desk and waited. 
 
    ‘How’s my car been?’ 
 
    ‘Been? It’s a car.’ 
 
    ‘I mean, does it still work?’ 
 
    ‘This is a storage facility for cars, not a care home. We drive it in, park it up, cover it over and it stays like that until you want to come and collect it. We don’t serve them hot chocolate and tuck them in each night.’ 
 
    ‘I just wondered . . .’ 
 
    ‘You’re not the longest, you know.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not?’ 
 
    ‘No, not even close. We had a 1931 Packard Eight for twelve years.’ 
 
    ‘Did it still start after all that time?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I was wondering.’ 
 
    She pushed the paper towards him. ‘Sign.’ 
 
   
  
 

 He read what he’d agreed to, signed and dated it. 
 
    ‘Good.’ She slipped the agreement in his file, put the file back in the cabinet, retrieved his car key from a safe and dialled a number. ‘Get over here . . . A man needs his car . . . You lazy bastard. If you’re not here in five minutes you can look for somewhere else to live.’ She slammed the telephone down. 
 
    ‘Larry?’ he guessed. 
 
    ‘I don’t know why I put up with him.’ 
 
    After seven minutes an unshaven man wearing creased slacks and a dirty grey vest appeared. ‘I was working, Ethel.’ 
 
    ‘Working!’ Ethel let out a disbelieving laugh. ‘You wouldn’t know what work was if it stood in front of you and kicked you in the coconuts.’ She held out the key. ‘Here. Third basement level, fourth bay along – a black Mercury Convertible with the licence plate 1M 55 71. Try not to break anything.’ 
 
    Larry took the keys off his wife. ‘Follow me, Mister.’ He led Erik through a door, along a corridor to an elevator and they descended three floors. ‘You married?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You want to stay that way, fella. Believe me, the sex soon dries up and then what’s left? She can’t cook, she’s not pleasant to look at or speak to . . . It’s a living hell.’ 
 
    ‘Any children?’ 
 
    ‘Nope. She’s as barren as the Mojave Desert.’ 
 
    They reached the car. 
 
    Larry pulled the canvas cover off and passed Erik the keys. ‘All yours.’ 
 
    He unlocked the door, slid into the driver’s seat and turned the key in the ignition. 
 
    The engine coughed and spluttered. He tried again, it caught and died. 
 
    ‘Third time lucky?’ Larry suggested. 
 
    He turned the key and the engine caught this time. 
 
    ‘How long’s she been sitting here?’ 
 
    ‘Two and a half years.’ 
 
    He clicked his tongue. ‘We had a Packard Eight . . .’ 
 
    ‘Your wife said.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, she would.’ 
 
    ‘Which way is out?’ 
 
    ‘You want the car elevator. Reverse up, swing her round and follow me.’ 
 
    He was a bit rusty, hadn’t driven in over six months, but he soon remembered as he reached the elevator and drove inside. 
 
    Larry stepped inside, pressed the button for the ground floor and said through the open window, ‘Remember what I said, fella – don’t get married. The worst thing a man can do is get married. In my experience, it always ends in disaster. You only have to read the newspapers to realise that.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks for the free advice, Larry.’ 
 
    ‘If I can prevent others making the same mistake as me, then my misery hasn’t all been in vain.’ 
 
    He waved at Larry as he drove out of the elevator, into the road and headed the short distance to the apartment block. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lilly had coiffured her hair into a curled bob, made her eyes appear larger by brightening the dark circles and the waterline inside the lower lid; contouring the creases; highlighting the inner corners; curling her long lashes; shaping the brows and brushing them upwards. She’d also applied make-up and made sure her face was glowing and had all the right contours and angles. Lilly clearly knew what she was doing. 
 
    Once Lilly had finished, the two of them made their way back to the studio. 
 
    ‘Excellent as always, Lilly,’ Frank said, and walked around staring at Katie again. ‘Okay Katie, let’s take some normal shots first.’ He directed her to sit on a high stool with a short back, made minor adjustments to the lighting and then stood behind his camera – a Rolleiflex Automat – which was screwed to the top of a heavy-duty tripod, looking through the viewfinder and said, ‘Smile.’ 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘Dear me. Is that the best you can do? Anybody would think that somebody had died?’ 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    ‘Or that you were having dental treatment.’ 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    ‘That’s better. You’ll be pleased to know that the dental treatment was painless.’ 
 
    ‘I’m very pleased.’ 
 
    ‘Right, let’s do the serious and intense you . . . No, don’t squint, don’t screw up your face, don’t furrow your forehead . . . All I’d like you to do is look into the camera with your lips closed and relaxed, slightly wide-eyed, now to the left, and to the right. Good. Relax for a moment.’ 
 
    She slumped in the seat. Being photographed was nerve-racking. She was glad she didn’t sit around doing nothing for a living. 
 
    ‘What do you think, Sam?’ Frank asked him. 
 
    ‘It’s going well. She looks like a million dollars.’ 
 
    ‘She will do once I develop the photographs. Okay, slightly more difficult now. The damsel in distress is an archetype that is prevalent throughout history and in the movies. What are you scared of, Katie? What do you have nightmares about?” 
 
    ‘I can’t think of anything I’m scared of, and I never have nightmares.’ 
 
    ‘I knew you were going to be difficult the moment I laid eyes on you. What about a fire-breathing dragon?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve always thought of dragons as warm and cuddly.’ 
 
    ‘Warm and cuddly?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    He glanced at Sam and rolled his eyes. ‘You’re helpless, unable to save yourself, you’re terrified. Think of Fay Wray as Ann Darrow being sacrificed in King Kong.’ 
 
    ‘Who?’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t she know anything, Sam?’ 
 
    ‘Not about films, apparently.’ 
 
    ‘King Kong was a monster gorilla of epic proportions that had romantic designs on the hapless damsel. You’ve been abducted by the tribespeople on the island, and tied up as a sacrifice. He comes for you. You’re petrified. I want to see your eyes as wide open as they’ll go, your nostrils flared out, and hear you screaming for your knight in shining armour – your leading man – to come and rescue you. Do you think you can do that?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try.’ 
 
    ‘That was more of a croak than a scream. Don’t worry about our hearing, we’ll recover.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ She screamed and saw Sam covering his ears with both hands. 
 
    Frank nodded. ‘I feel like rescuing you myself. Okay, we’re getting in the mood. Now, you’re the doomed woman . . . The desirable and naïve young woman . . . And finally the lover . . . That’s it! I think we’re done. Good work, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘I wasn’t very good, was I?’ 
 
    ‘It took a while to get you in the mood, but that’s true of most women eh, Sam?’ 
 
    The corner of his mouth creased upwards. ‘Not that I have any experience in moody women, but I’d say you were in the right ballpark, Frank.’ 
 
    They both laughed. 
 
    ‘You came good in the end, Katie,’ Frank said. ‘And that’s what matters.’ He turned to Sam. ‘I’ll develop the photographs over the weekend and they’ll be on your desk first thing Monday morning.’ 
 
    ‘That’ll be great. Thanks, Frank.’ 
 
    ‘A pleasure as always.’ 
 
    ‘Say thank you to Frank and Lilly, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you both for your hard work,’ she said. 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, Katie,’ Frank said. ‘We both hope you make the big time, don’t we, Lilly.’ 
 
    Lilly gave her a weak smile. ‘If that’s what you want.’ 
 
    ‘Of course it’s what she wants,’ Sam said. ‘And who wouldn’t? Are you ready to go, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s make a move then. I have a million and one things to do before I pick you up at seven-thirty tonight.’ 
 
    He hustled her out into the late afternoon sun. 
 
    She checked her watch – it was nearly five o’clock. Where had the day gone? Don Carroll was standing by the side of his maroon 1946 Plymouth 15C Special convertible watching her. 
 
    He inclined his head in acknowledgement. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    ‘I’ll take you home now,’ Sam said, opening the passenger door for her. ‘Make sure you’re ready for seven-thirty, I’m not a great believer in waiting for people no matter who they are.’ 
 
    ‘All right. Where are we going?’ 
 
    ‘A small intimate party I’ve been invited to. I know that some of the directors from MGM, Paramount, RKO and Universal will be there.’ 
 
    ‘What should I wear?’ 
 
    ‘Something that will get you noticed.’ 
 
    ‘I think I might have a little something in my wardrobe.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a knock on Ruby’s apartment door, followed by voices and a knock on his bedroom door. 
 
    ‘Hello?’ 
 
    ‘Erik?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Ruby?’ 
 
    ‘There’s two police officers here to see you.’ 
 
    ‘Coming.’ He put his shirt and trousers on and shuffled out into the living room. 
 
    John Harrity and Bill Ackerman were sitting on the sofa drinking tea. 
 
    ‘Nice set up you got here,’ Bill said. 
 
    He eased himself into an easy chair and put the walking stick on the floor. 
 
    Ruby came in with a cup of tea for him. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be in the kitchen if you need me.’ She gave John and Bill a cautious look. ‘Don’t you go taxing Erik, or you’ll have me to answer to.’ 
 
    John and Bill glanced at each other and smiled. 
 
    ‘Ruby was kind enough to take me in when I was evicted from my apartment,’ he said. 
 
    ‘Evicted huh?’ John said. 
 
    ‘When the Lieutenant put me on quarter pay, the money simply dwindled to nothing until none of my bills got paid, but with the help of Ruby, Martha and Katie I think I’ve turned the corner.’ 
 
    ‘What happened, Erik?’ Bill asked. 
 
    ‘I cared too much. Anyway, enough about me, what about Katie Brazil?’ 
 
    John shrugged. ‘Nothing to tell really. We found her at Sam Rich’s place. Don Carroll was hanging around outside like a bad smell in that jalopy he drives. From there we followed them to MGM Studios where she had a screen test, then to Frank Page’s photography studio on Fountain Avenue. Sam Rich then dropped her off outside. Once he’d gone, she spoke to Don Carroll. He left and she came inside. We followed her in and here we are – nothing to report.’ 
 
    ‘Except, she’s a real looker,’ Bill said. 
 
    ‘Outside your league, Bill.’ 
 
    ‘For definite. I just thought I’d mention it unless you hadn’t noticed. What with your addled mind and all.’ 
 
    ‘She’s out of my league as well, Bill.’ 
 
    ‘But she’s in the killer’s league,’ John said. ‘She’s exactly what he’s looking for.’ 
 
    ‘Which is why I asked you to follow her.’ He checked his watch. It was five-thirty-five. ‘I’ll be seeing her soon. We have a meeting. So, I’ll find out what she has planned next and I’ll let you know.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t mean to pour cold water on your idea, Erik,’ John said. ‘But us following her is about as effective as Don Carroll following her. In fact, he’s more in the loop than we are.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘We don’t know much at all about the killer, or how he chooses his victims, but I’m not convinced he’s grabbing them in broad daylight. Not only that, but we’re sitting outside, while all the action is taking place inside. Now, that’s fine if you want us to go in when she fails to come out. We’d be likely to find her body, or discover that he’d spirited her out the back door. To my mind, somebody needs to be with her all the time.’ 
 
     Erik took a swallow of his tea. He knew John was right. In fact, it had been nagging at him all day. ‘Don Carroll isn’t going to be much use as a bodyguard either if he’s sitting in his car outside.’ 
 
    ‘No,’ Bill agreed. ‘Thankfully, the killer took a day off today, because I’d hate to be reading tomorrow’s headline if she’d been murdered: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Three stooges sat outside while the killer went about his grisly work. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘You should have been a reporter,’ John said. ‘You have a knack for headlines.’ 
 
    ‘It’s often crossed my mind.’ 
 
    Erik shook his head. ‘Any ideas?’ 
 
    ‘Well, Sam Rich seemed to be with her all day,’ Bill said. ‘Is that likely to continue? I’d say, probably not. She’s a new client, he’s putting in a bit of effort to show her that he cares, but once the novelty has worn off she’ll be on her own. He has other clients who pay his salary that he’d be a fool to neglect.’ 
 
    ‘Not only that,’ John said. ‘I called Dennis at the office and he said that Mike was getting suspicious about where we’d got to.’ 
 
    He knew that his idea of asking two police officers to follow Katie wasn’t the answer, but he didn’t know what else to do. ‘You’re right,’ he said. ‘I’ll have to think about it, but thanks for your time and effort today.’ 
 
    ‘No problem,’ John said. ‘It was a nice relaxing day in the sunshine. Certainly made a change from sitting in the office and going round and round in circles like we normally do.’ 
 
    They both took their empty cups and saucers into the kitchen, thanked Ruby for the tea and then left. 
 
    His heartbeat started racing; he felt as though somebody was pressing a heavy weight onto his chest, he was struggling to breathe; felt faint; nauseous and beads of sweat ran down his face. 
 
    Ruby came in then. ‘Are you all right, Erik?’ But she could see he wasn’t. She felt the pulse in his neck. ‘You’re having a panic attack. Don’t fight it; sit forward; breathe slowly and deeply; it’ll pass soon; try and relax; and think of peaceful and relaxing things.’ 
 
    He did as she said and soon the symptoms began to subside. ‘I thought I was dying.’ 
 
    ‘What did they say that brought on the attack, Erik?’ Ruby said. 
 
    ‘It wasn’t them. It was the realisation that I couldn’t protect Katie.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand.’ 
 
    He told her what he’d found out from Martha earlier. 
 
    ‘Is she crazy?’ 
 
    ‘No, not crazy – desperate to catch her sister’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘Surely, there must be a better way than putting herself in harm’s way?’ 
 
    ‘Unfortunately, there doesn’t seem to be. The police have run out of ideas, which is what made me ill in the first place. She’s hired herself a bodyguard, but from a distance he’s as ineffective as John and Bill were today. To protect her, someone needs to stay close to her, but if someone is with her the killer won’t take the bait.’ 
 
    ‘You should stop her doing it, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think she’ll listen to me?’ 
 
    ‘Probably not.’ 
 
    ‘I told her she wasn’t to do it when she suggested the idea, and she simply ignored me.’ 
 
    ‘You could lock her up?’ 
 
    ‘A bit extreme.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what they do with crazy people.’ 
 
    He checked his watch. It was just coming up to six. ‘I have to go. I’ll try and reason with her.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not going to work either, is it?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not feeling optimistic, Ruby.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    She’d bathed, re-done her hair and re-applied her make-up. All she needed to do, once the meeting was over, was slip into the floor-length black silk gown with the exposed back and cross-straps that she’d laid out on her bed in preparation for the party. She could only spare one hour for the meeting, and then she needed to get dressed and be ready for seven-thirty. In the meantime, she’d put on an old shirt and a pair of dungarees that she used to wear sometimes on the farm to disguise what she’d be doing later. 
 
    The first to arrive was Eliza. ‘Well, did you do it?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘I’m now officially an actress looking for work under contract to Sam Rich.’ 
 
    ‘How exciting.’ 
 
    ‘It might be if I was really going through with it. Have you seen how restrictive those contracts are?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve heard about them.’ 
 
    ‘No marriage, no babies, no unacceptable behaviour – your life isn’t your own anymore.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose they have to protect their assets.’ 
 
    ‘Is that what I am now – an asset?’ 
 
    ‘I suppose so. They invest money in you and then they expect a return on their investment.’ 
 
    ‘Anyway, after I’d signed on the dotted line, Sam took me to MGM for a screen test.’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think I was very good.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you were better than you think you were.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe. After that, we went to Frank Page’s photographic studio and I had my picture taken in various poses for my portfolio.’ 
 
    ‘Poses?’ 
 
    ‘Oh, nothing tacky. I said I wasn’t doing anything like that, but all he was interested in was my face. After he’d taken photographs of me smiling and looking thoughtful, I had to pose as a damsel in distress, a doomed woman, a desirable and naïve young woman, and a lover. Sam is going to send my screen test and portfolio to all the casting directors first thing on Monday morning and we’ll see which movie they want me to appear in.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve not lost sight of why you’re doing this, have you?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I know what I’m doing.’ 
 
    ‘Have you told Erik?’ 
 
    ‘No. You know very well what he said when I suggested the idea.’ 
 
    ‘You should tell him.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I will – tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Did you contact Don?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he’s been with me all day . . . Well, when I say, “he’s been with me,” that isn’t strictly true. I’m inside, he’s outside. There’s not much body guarding going on, because if he’s with me he’d probably frighten off the killer.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s a problem, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘He’s given me a small gun to keep in my purse – just in case.’ 
 
    ‘A gun! Are you crazy?’ 
 
    ‘Would you rather I die?’ 
 
    ‘I’d rather you weren’t doing what you were doing at all. Do you have a licence to carry a concealed weapon?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure you’ll enjoy the women’s correctional facility at Tehachapi.’ 
 
    ‘It won’t come to that.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s hope not. If it does, all bets are off.’ 
 
    ‘I understand.’ 
 
    ‘So, what happens now?’ 
 
    ‘Sam’s taking me to a party tonight. There’ll be casting directors there.’ 
 
    ‘Casting directors?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know what happens at those parties?’ 
 
    ‘No, but . . .’ 
 
    Just then there was a knock at the door. 
 
    She opened it to find Howard Caplan standing there. ‘Hello, Howard.’ 
 
    ‘Good evening, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Come in.’ 
 
    He stepped inside. 
 
    She stuck her head into the corridor expecting to see Erik, but he wasn’t there. 
 
    She shut the door and followed Howard into the living room. ‘This is Eliza . . .’ 
 
    ‘Linton.’ He offered his hand. ‘Yes, I know who Mrs Linton is. I’m a big fan.’ 
 
    Eliza raised her eyebrows. ‘I didn’t know I had any fans.’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes! Especially among the criminalistics fraternity. You have a wonderful style of writing and seem to be the first crime reporter with the latest information. We wouldn’t read anyone else. I often use your articles to illustrate points in my lectures.’ 
 
    ‘I’m honoured.’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m honoured.’ 
 
    There was another knock at the door. 
 
    Katie opened it to find Erik standing there leaning on his walking stick. ‘You don’t look so good,’ she said. 
 
    ‘I’m fine. I had a bit of a turn. I’ll tell you about it later.’ He stepped inside. 
 
    Katie shut the door. 
 
    In the living room she introduced Howard Caplan. 
 
    ‘Detective Urban . . . Yes, I’ve heard your name mentioned.’ 
 
    ‘All good, I hope?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t recall, but I’m sure it was.’ 
 
    Erik sat down on the sofa and said, ‘Can we get on? As you can see, I’m not in the best of health. It’s been a long day and I need my rest.’ 
 
    ‘Of course,’ Katie said. She glanced at Howard. ‘The floor’s all yours, Howard?’ 
 
    ‘Err, yes.’ 
 
    Katie sat down between Erik and Eliza. 
 
    Howard stood in front of the boards. ‘As Katie has said, my name is Doctor Howard Caplan. I work in the criminalistics department at the university. I’m here because I’ve developed a hypothesis, which argues that it is possible to determine the kind of person the police are looking for by his or her behaviour at the crime scene. To test this hypothesis, I reviewed unusual homicides from a number of police agencies. I examined all the data, prepared a tentative description of the individual and then compared that description with the actual perpetrator who was found to have committed the crime. So far, my descriptions have been unusually accurate. Of course, it’s still early days, but I’m hopeful that one day it will prove useful to the police.’ 
 
    He cleared his throat, picked up a piece of chalk and moved to stand beside the blackboard that Katie had cleaned for him. ‘Katie has provided me with the details of the killer’s behaviour during the crimes, which I’ve used as the basis for my description of the perpetrator’s personality.’ He wrote a list on the blackboard as he spoke. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Behaviours: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Abduction; 
 
    Brutal rape, which includes strangulation, bruising to neck, abdomen, upper arms, inner thighs and genital area; 
 
    Washes them; 
 
    Coiffures their hair; 
 
    Applies make-up; 
 
    Manicures their nails; 
 
    Deposits their naked bodies in municipal parks; 
 
    Places an item between their breasts. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘He . . . I think we’re all agreed that the perpetrator is a male, due to the rapes?’ 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    ‘And in my opinion, he’s working alone. There are no male or female accomplices. He’s worked out a system for abducting his victims that leaves no trace, because you’ve been unable to piece together the victims’ last hours. What does that tell us about him? First, that these crimes are not crimes of passion. He’s meticulously planned each murder. There’s no loss of control. He knows exactly what he’s doing. The brutality of the rapes make it appear as if he loses control, but that’s not what’s happening. It’s interesting that each victim has very similar injuries – bruising around the neck, the abdomen, upper arms, inner thighs and genital area. In my opinion, he’s recreating an earlier crime, something that occurred in his past.’ 
 
    ‘To whom?’ Erik said. 
 
    ‘Obviously someone close to him – mother, sister, daughter, wife. If I had to choose, I’d say it was his mother, and I have a theory about that.’ 
 
    ‘But why?’ Eliza asked. ‘What’s it all for?’ 
 
    ‘You’re asking why an insane person does what he does, Eliza. I’m afraid we might never know the answer to that. His internal logic has become fractured in some way. As far as he’s concerned – it all makes perfect sense to him, but not to us. Now, let’s go back in time slightly. If he is recreating an earlier crime, who’s crime was it? We might argue that he committed the earlier crime, but I believe that not to be case. Let’s go back in time even further. We can surmise that he’s not of sound mind. Has he always been mentally deranged? No, I don’t think so. His abnormal behaviour is linked to this earlier crime that he’s now re-living. It’s my considered opinion that the earlier crime is the root cause of his insanity now. I say that based on the underlying theories of Doctor Sigmund Freud who believed that the way parents deal with their children’s basic sexual and aggressive desires determines how their personality develops and whether or not they end up as well-adjusted adults.’ 
 
    Katie said, ‘I don’t think you should say too much about the psychology behind your theories, Howard.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘I’m often told that. If I start to become boring, just speak up. I’ll try not to take offence. However, bear with me for a little while longer, because it underpins my theories about the perpetrator. Freud believed that children go through multiple stages of sexual development, which he identified as Oral, Anal, Phallic, Latency and Genital. We’re only interested in the phallic stage, and during this stage the focus is on genital stimulation and children turn their interest and love toward the parent of the opposite sex, which he called the Oedipus Complex.’ He glanced at Katie. ‘I couldn’t ask for a glass of water, could I?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ She went to the kitchen, returned with a full glass of water and gave it to him. 
 
    Howard took a swallow and put the glass down. ‘Freud also believed that any problems which occurred during these stages would result in a child becoming “stuck” forever and never moving beyond that stage of sexual development. The reason I’ve told you all of that, is because I think it explains what has happened to him. He’s “stuck” at the phallic stage, which occurs between the ages of three and six years old. The women represent his mother. He fell in love with her and never moved beyond that stage of his sexual and psychological development, because I believe his mother died.’ 
 
    Erik’s brow furrowed. ‘Lots of mothers die, but their children don’t become murderers, Howard.’ 
 
    ‘That’s true, but very few of those children witness their mothers being raped and murdered.’ 
 
    ‘You think he saw his mother being brutally raped and strangled?’ Eliza said. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    Erik said, ‘But why did he start killing in February 1946?’ 
 
    ‘Something happened, which made him regress back to that traumatic time in his life.’ 
 
    ‘Such as?’ 
 
    ‘I have no idea. However, what I can say is that whatever it was will be directly or indirectly related to the murder of his mother.’ 
 
    ‘Why does he continue to kill?’ Katie asked. 
 
    ‘Freud suggested that once a person became “stuck”, they would become fixated at that point of their development; that it would come to dominate their personality. It is this fixation with the death of his mother that drives him to continue killing.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand why he brutally rapes the women,’ Eliza said. ‘If they represent his mother, why is he raping them?’ 
 
    ‘It goes back to Freud and the Oedipus Complex again. Freud believed that a boy had an unconscious desire to sexually possess his mother and that this conflict was eventually resolved by identifying with his father. However, he also suggested that an unsuccessful resolution might lead to abnormal behaviour, which is what I believe has happened here. I don’t think he ever resolved his oedipal conflict, because his mother died and left him. Also, I doubt that his father was present, or that he even knew who his father was. With each victim he rapes, he’s sexually possessing his mother and showing his anger for her desertion.’ 
 
    ‘And why does he wash them and make them look beautiful?’ Eliza asked. 
 
    ‘Because the last time he saw his mother she was lying on the ground dirty, beaten and bruised. He loved her. She was the centre of his life.’ 
 
    ‘Why take their bodies to municipal parks and leave them there?’ 
 
    ‘Remember, he’s recreating the rape and murder of his mother, which likely occurred in a municipal park. He was there, he saw it, but he was unable to stop it or protect her. He’s lived with the guilt all his life, and now he’s overwhelmed by it.’ 
 
    ‘Has he stopped?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m afraid not. He won’t stop until he’s caught. He’s “stuck”. He can’t help himself anymore.’ 
 
    ‘So, who are we looking for?’ Erik said. ‘You may have explained why he’s murdering all these women, but we really need the who?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Howard smiled. ‘Yes, that is why I’m here, isn’t it?’ He began another list on the blackboard: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Middle-aged white man. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘How old is he?’ Howard posed the question and began answering it himself. ‘I’ve already suggested that he was five or six years old when he saw his mother being killed. Also, his victims are between the ages of seventeen and twenty-two, so I’d say that his mother was still young when she gave birth to him – maybe sixteen, which would have made her approximately twenty-two years old when she died if he was six, and it could explain why the father was absent. It’s also entirely possible that he was the product of an earlier rape.’ 
 
    ‘And he could have found out?’ Eliza said. 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s possible as well. He’s acquired some degree of skill in terms of hair styling, applying make-up and manicuring, so I’d put his age at between thirty-five and forty years old, which would locate the original crime between 1908 and 1920.’ 
 
    Erik said, ‘Katie already had the idea that the key to identifying the killer was possibly a similar crime that might have occurred in a municipal park in the past, and I’ve been searching through old newspapers and magazines at the library for just such a crime, but I haven’t come across anything yet.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a good idea. Yes, if we could identify the original crime, we’d know we were on the right track.’ 
 
    ‘And it might mention the boy, if there was one,’ Eliza suggested. 
 
    Howard nodded. ‘Yes, it might.’ 
 
    ‘Did Katie mention that between the two of us we might have solved the riddle of the clues that he leaves on his victims?’ Erik asked. 
 
    Howard glanced at Katie. ‘No, she didn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll let you tell him,’ Erik said to Katie. ‘I need to conserve my energy.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ She pointed to the list on the right-hand whiteboard. ‘As you can see, we’ve linked some of the clues to silent movie stars.’ 
 
    For the benefit of Eliza as well, she explained how each clue connected to the movie star. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn – a dead rattlesnake – Theda Bara; 
 
    Paula Simpson – a car key – Mabel Normand;  
 
    Vivienne Turner – a needle and syringe – Barbara La Marr;  
 
    Dawn Morrison – a new red shoe – Thelma Todd. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik said, ‘I also discovered today that Jean Harlow’s husband – Paul Bern – was shot in September 1932. He was found sprawled in front of a mirror with a bullet through his head and drenched in Harlow’s favourite perfume – Mitsuoko, (mystery) by Guerlain.’ 
 
    Katie went over to the whiteboard, added the information to the list and said, ‘So, we have five now.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Isabella Brunet – a bottle of perfume – Jean Harlow. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Howard tapped the board. ‘What about the other three clues?’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sally Wells – a Chinese hair stick; 
 
    Annie Brazil – a black velvet wrist bow; 
 
    Lola Coburn – a red and blue striped scarf. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘I need to make a phone call,’ Katie said, walking over to the sideboard and picking up the telephone. She called Milton Luboviski at Larry Edmunds: Cinema & Theatre Bookshop. 
 
    ‘Hello,’ a female voice said. 
 
    ‘Git, it’s Katie Brazil. Is Milton there, please?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he is. We’ve just closed up for the day. Here he is now.’ 
 
    She heard scuffling noises and then, ‘Hello, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘I said I’d call you when I was free, Milton.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, you did.’ 
 
    ‘Were you able to link any of the other clues to silent movie stars?’ 
 
    ‘I was.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, by the way, we’ve linked the perfume to Jean Harlow.’  
 
    ‘Ha! Yes, I had that – the murder of her husband?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    ‘I also have the names of the other three silent movie stars as well. The Chinese hair stick is from a still of Nita Naldi who retired from acting in 1928; Asta Neilson always wore a black velvet wrist bow and she retired in 1932; and the red and blue striped scarf comes from a still of Vilma Banky who retired in 1933.’ 
 
    ‘Then we have all eight. Thank you for your invaluable help, Milton.’ 
 
    ‘It’s been my pleasure. Call me anytime.’ He lowered his voice and chuckled. ‘Especially when Git isn’t here.’ 
 
    There was a click and the line went dead. She put the phone back on the sideboard and wrote the details of what Milton had told her on the whiteboard. 
 
    ‘I don’t know what you all think,’ Howard said. ‘But I’m convinced that knowing what we now know, his mother was probably a silent movie star.’ 
 
    ‘Which would make the dates about right,’ Erik said. ‘I’m no expert, but from my research I do know that the silent era was from 1894 to 1929, and the first talkies came in around 1930.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right,’ Howard agreed. ‘Shall I continue?’ 
 
    Katie glanced at her wristwatch. ‘Please.’ She’d asked everyone to come to her apartment at this time, and now she didn’t want it to appear as if she was hurrying them along and pushing them out of the door. Time was running out though. It was already six thirty-five. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Not married. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘When he’s not raping and killing women, he’s just a normal person, but I don’t think he’s married. He might have been married in the past, and could have fathered children. However, I think he suffers from low self-esteem. If he was married, he was not the master in his own house, his wife was. He is weak, a person nobody notices. The rape and murder of the women gives him strength and power over them.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Works full-time. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘He has a job connected to the movie business. We know he’s very skilled at hair styling, applying make-up and manicuring, which suggests he might do that.’ 
 
    Katie opened her mouth and was about to mention Lilly – Frank Page’s assistant – but stopped herself just in time. Instead, she looked at Eliza. ‘Weren’t you going to compile a list of all the men with qualifications in Hollywood who could do those things?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I have it here.’ She took a dozen pieces of paper that had been folded over from her bag and passed it to Katie. ‘I found that there were far too many on the list – over three hundred – for it to be of much use. In fact, you’d think it was something a woman would be ideally qualified for, but there are three times as many men doing it as women.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    He knows the victims.  
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘With that in mind,’ Howard continued. ‘The reason he can get so close to his victims is that he knows them in a professional capacity. These particular women are chosen because they reject his sexual advances, which triggers a psychotic episode. During these episodes his perception and interpretation of reality is different from those people around him. The episodes probably include hallucinations and persecutory delusions, which lead him to brutally rape and strangle the women who reject his sexual advances. He is then filled with remorse for his actions. We can therefore surmise that he works on his own in a building which permits him the isolation to commit the crimes. It’s also possible that he takes drugs and/or drinks alcohol as a way of controlling the psychosis, but it actually makes it worse.’ At the bottom of the blackboard he wrote: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Single white male; aged between thirty-five and forty; possibly previously married with children; low self-esteem; works full-time as a hair stylist, make-up artist, manicurist or all three; works alone in a building that allows him access to come and go in isolation; owns a vehicle; 
 
    His mother was a silent movie star who gave birth to him when she was young – possibly around sixteen years of age, the father was absent; 
 
    He saw his mother being raped and murdered when he was around six years of age and blames himself for not being able to protect her; 
 
    Two years ago, something caused him to regress back to that traumatic experience and he now has psychotic episodes when his sexual advances are rejected. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik pulled a face. ‘With the exception of the underlying psychology, you’ve not really told us anything that will help us catch him, Howard.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be ungracious, Erik,’ Katie said. 
 
    ‘I’m speaking the truth.’ 
 
    ‘Detective Urban is right, Katie. However, what I do suggest is that you don’t discard that list of men that Mrs Linton has given you. I think you can reduce the pool of suspects considerably by eliminating those who don’t fit my description.’ 
 
    Erik held out his hand towards Katie. ‘Give it to me. I’ll put my men on it. If that’s all we’ve got, then we’ll simply have to make do.’ 
 
    Katie passed him the list. ‘Is there anything else anybody would like to say?’ 
 
    Nobody spoke up. 
 
    ‘Well, I’d like to thank you all for coming and I suggest we meet here again on Monday at the same time?’ She looked at the faces and everyone nodded their agreement. 
 
    Eliza stood up and walked towards the hallway. 
 
    Howard followed her. 
 
    Katie let them out, said goodnight and waited for Erik to catch up, but he didn’t appear. She closed the door and returned to the living room. Erik hadn’t moved. ‘Do you need me to help you?’ 
 
    ‘Didn’t you forget to tell us something?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so.’ 
 
    ‘Such as hiring Don Carroll as a bodyguard; signing a contract with Sam Rich; having a screen test at MGM; and obtaining a photographic portfolio at Frank Page’s studio?’ 
 
    ‘You know?’ 
 
    ‘I’m a detective. It’s my business to know.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve been following me?’ 
 
    ‘I’m in no condition to follow anybody, but I had two of my men follow you.’ 
 
    ‘You had no right.’ 
 
    ‘I had every right.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the only way, Erik. You said it yourself, we still have nothing. How long will it take your men to whittle down that list of men to a manageable number? And even then, there are no guarantees . . .’ 
 
    ‘That’s not the point.’ 
 
    ‘It is the point.’ She sat down next to him. ‘We’re on the outside looking in. We need someone on the inside.’ 
 
    ‘I said you weren’t to do it.’ 
 
    ‘And I said I’d do whatever I needed to do to find my sister’s killer.’ 
 
    They glared at each other. 
 
    ‘I’m not happy, Katie,’ Erik eventually said. ‘I appreciate your help with the investigation, but acting as bait without protection is really stupid.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, so now I’m stupid?’ 
 
    ‘In this respect – yes. Don Carroll and my men were confined to sitting outside while you were inside unprotected. If the killer had chosen you as his next victim, we’d have only found out when you failed to reappear.’ 
 
    She didn’t want to tell him about the gun Don had given her, but what choice did she have? ‘I know. Which is why Don Carroll gave me a gun.’ 
 
    ‘A gun?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Now, that’s downright crazy. Do you have a licence to carry a gun?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    He held out his hand. ‘You’d better give it to me for safe-keeping.’ 
 
    ‘I will not.’ 
 
    Erik pushed himself up. ‘I need some rest. We’ll talk more about this tomorrow. In the meantime, I suggest you don’t kill anybody with your illegal gun, because then I’d have to arrest you.’ 
 
    She knew what he’d say if she told him about the party Sam was taking her to later, so she decided not to say anything. 
 
    He shuffled along the hallway. 
 
    She let him out. ‘Goodnight, Erik.’ 
 
    He didn’t respond. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The full-length black dress she was wearing was sexy and slinky. It displayed yet concealed her figure. She slid her hands into the black velvet elbow gloves, put on the matching fake diamond necklace and bracelet, and picked up her clutch purse that held a small bottle of perfume, a red lipstick, two twenty dollar bills and the .25 automatic Colt 1908 pistol with the pearl grip. 
 
    She then left the apartment and caught the elevator down to the ground floor. 
 
    Sam was leaning against his car waiting for her dressed in a black tuxedo, white shirt and black bow tie. He opened the door for her. ‘You look like a million dollars, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Why thank you, kind Sir,’ she said, sliding into the passenger seat of his red Cadillac. The day was still warm, and he’d left the roof down. 
 
    She spotted Don Carroll parked further along the road in his maroon Plymouth. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ she asked Sam. 
 
    ‘If I told you, would you be any the wiser?’ 
 
    ‘Probably not, but it’s always good to know.’ 
 
    ‘We’re going to the home of casting director Gottfried Beck who’s having his usual Friday night gathering. He lives on Palisades Beach Road in Santa Monica, which is more commonly called Rolls Royce Row. Most of the Hollywood royalty live there such as Louis B Mayer, his business partner Irving Thalberg, Greta Garbo, Harold Lloyd, Marian Davies, Douglas Fairbanks, Mary Pickford to name a few . . . It’s a popular place to live.’ 
 
    The journey took forty-five minutes north along interstate 405, but it was a pleasant drive. 
 
    ‘I called a few people with the right connections earlier to make sure they’d be going to the party tonight.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want me to put on an act?’ 
 
    ‘Just be yourself, but remember these people hold all the power. Laugh at their jokes, flatter them and do as they ask. By tomorrow morning, if they like you, you’ll probably be in a movie with options for another half-dozen.’ 
 
    ‘Do you really think so?’ 
 
    ‘It’ll all depend on.’ 
 
    Beck’s house looked out over the Pacific Ocean. It had been designed as a Spanish style beach house with twenty rooms, a red tiled roof and a two-storey semi-circular section that projected out towards the swimming pool and the beach. It also boasted five bathrooms fitted with onyx and marble, and a Gatekeeper’s apartment where Beck’s married friends would regularly stay with their mistresses. 
 
    ‘It’s fabulous,’ she said, as Sam parked his car in the grounds. 
 
    ‘Completed four years ago at a cost of nine million. Gottfried knows what he likes. He had one of Hitler’s architects brought over here from Germany to design and supervise the work.’ 
 
    ‘He must be very rich?’ 
 
    ‘All the top people in Hollywood who work in the movies are rich, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Including you?’ 
 
    ‘Rich by name, rich by nature.’ 
 
    They climbed the dozen steps up to the open main door and were handed a flute of champagne each as they entered. 
 
    A man in his late fifties with dark-brown hair, eyebrows and moustache, a grey beard and rimless glasses approached them. ‘Glad you could make it, Sam,’ he said, taking Katie’s free hand, raising it to his lips and kissing the back of it. ‘And who is this delightful creature?’ 
 
    She was about to say that she wasn’t a “creature” at all, but Sam spoke first. 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil, Gottfried. A star in the making.’ 
 
    Gottfried still had hold of Katie’s hand and twirled her around. ‘I’m sure she’ll generate a lot of interest here tonight. Anyway, welcome to my house. Enjoy yourself.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Gottfried,’ Sam said. 
 
    Gottfried wandered off to speak to other people. 
 
    ‘Why do they do that?’ 
 
    ‘What?’ 
 
    ‘Speak to you, but not to me?’ 
 
    ‘It’s just the way it is.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I don’t like the way it is.’ 
 
    ‘You made that perfectly clear to Frank Page earlier. I wouldn’t rock the boat here if I were you, Katie. This is a place to make friends, not enemies; to start your career, not end it. These are some of the most powerful men in Hollywood.’ 
 
    Another grey-haired man with a paunch came up to them. ‘Hello, Sam.’ He had deep wrinkles between his eyes, a large knobbly nose and big ears. 
 
    ‘Evening, Neville. Let me introduce you to Katie Brazil – a star in the making.’ 
 
    Neville looked her up and down and licked his lips. 
 
    ‘Katie, this is Neville Lyons, the Chief Financial Director at Universal.’ 
 
    Lyons took Katie’s hand, kissed the back of it and said, ‘Enchanted, my dear. And who’s making her a star tonight?’ 
 
    ‘No one yet, we’ve only just arrived.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll speak to Owen Stark and see if we can’t get something going.’ 
 
    ‘Very kind, Neville.’ 
 
    There must have been thirty to forty people there. Some were old and middle-aged men, but most of the guests were young attractive women. She guessed she wasn’t the only new arrival in Los Angeles who wanted to become a movie star. 
 
    She followed Sam around the different rooms. He introduced her to men dressed in tuxedos or suits and some of the women with sexier clothes on than her, but soon they all blurred into a potpourri of faces and names until she didn’t know who was who. 
 
    Then suddenly, Sam wasn’t there by her side anymore. 
 
    Where was he? 
 
    She’d had two flutes of champagne and had begun to feel a bit giddy. She wasn’t used to drinking alcohol, but then two flutes was hardly enough to make her dizzy and woozy. 
 
    A grey-haired man came up beside her and took her by the elbow. ‘Katie,’ he said and smiled. 
 
    She saw that he had something black stuck in his teeth. 
 
    ‘How would you like to have a conversation with Bill Stark and myself about launching your career?’ 
 
    ‘Who are you again?’ 
 
    ‘Neville Lyons.’ 
 
    ‘I remember – you’re a financial officer?’ 
 
    ‘You have a good memory. I’m the money man.’ 
 
    ‘And what does Owen Stark do?’ 
 
    ‘He’s a producer.’ 
 
    ‘What’s a producer?’ 
 
    ‘They produce films.’ 
 
    He was leading her up the stairs. 
 
    ‘Where are we going?’ 
 
    ‘The projection room.’ 
 
    ‘To see a movie?’ 
 
    ‘You’re going to be in a movie.’ 
 
    ‘Another screen test?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, only this one is slightly more involved.’ 
 
    ‘Shouldn’t I have a script to prepare?’ 
 
    ‘No. This movie allows for lots of free expression and adlibbing.’ 
 
    He led her into a large bedroom with a Queen-sized bed against the far wall. The other furniture had been moved to allow lighting equipment and a camera on a tripod to be positioned around the bed, which was obviously where all the action was expected to take place. 
 
    ‘Is this the projection room?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Katie.’ 
 
    A fat man with short dark-hair, dark-rimmed glasses and a sagging double chin walked towards her. ‘Is this her?’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Neville said. ‘Katie, let me introduce you to Owen Stark.’ 
 
    ‘The producer?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    Stark’s eyes narrowed to slits. ‘Not bad.’ 
 
    She held out her hand. 
 
    He didn’t take it. ‘You know why you’re here. Take your clothes off and lie on the bed.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry?’ 
 
    ‘You heard me.’ He spun her round, unzipped the back of her dress and removed the cross straps with a degree of skill that had eluded her earlier when she’d been dressing. Her lovely satin dress crumpled to the floor. 
 
    She stood there with only her silk French knickers, garter belt and stockings on. The dress didn’t allow for a brassiere. 
 
    Owen Stark licked his lips, rubbed his crotch and grabbed her breasts as if they were lumps of meat dangling on hooks in a slaughterhouse. ‘Nice tits. Ready to become a star, Katie?’ 
 
    She was about to slip her hand into her purse for the pistol, but Owen Stark grabbed the black sequinned bag and flung it to the floor. 
 
    ‘You won’t be needing that,’ he said, grabbing her arms, shoving her backwards onto the bed and undoing his trousers. He glanced at Neville Lyons. ‘I’ll go in through the front door this time, Nev. You can force the back door open.’ 
 
    ‘Suits me fine, Owen.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Saturday, January 24, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a knock on his bedroom door. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Ruby.’ 
 
    There were only the two of them in the apartment. Who else could it have been? ‘What is it, Ruby?’ 
 
    ‘A telephone call for you.’ 
 
    He swung his legs over the side of the metal sprung bed and shrugged into the dead Shimon Lowenstein’s blue patterned dressing gown. He checked his watch. It was five to seven on a Saturday morning. Who could be calling him at this hour? ‘Did they say who it was?’ 
 
    ‘Lieutenant O’Callaghan.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Ruby. I’ll be right out.’ What was the Lieutenant doing ringing him at this time of the morning . . . And on a Saturday as well? 
 
    He opened the door, picked up the telephone that was sitting on the hall table and said, ‘Detective Urban.’ 
 
    ‘There’s been another murder, Urban.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry to hear that, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘Being sorry doesn’t cut it anymore. Get over to Mona Park at 2291 East 121st Street in Compton.’ 
 
    ‘I thought I had another week of sick leave left, Lieutenant?’ 
 
    ‘That was then, this is now. Make sure this woman is the last one, Urban. If there are any more, you and I will both find ourselves out of a job.’ 
 
    ‘Understood, Sir. What about Sergeant O’Meara?’ 
 
    ‘Who?’ 
 
    ‘I’m on my way, Sir.’ 
 
    The line went dead. 
 
    He would have liked another week of sick leave, but it wasn’t going to happen. And Mike O’Meara had paid the price for not catching the killer. Would he be the next to go? 
 
    He called Marilyn’s number. 
 
    ‘Marilyn Rackham.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Erik. Sorry to wake you at this time . . .’ 
 
    ‘Good morning, Erik. I’ve been up for a while.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. Well, I’m afraid I have bad news.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘There’s been another murder and the Lieutenant has cancelled my sick leave. I have to go to the crime scene now.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t the Lieutenant know you’re sick?’ 
 
    ‘He knows, but he’s under pressure from the Mayor, so he’s putting me under pressure to find the killer.’ 
 
    ‘Surely there are other detectives?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but it’s my case, my investigation and my responsibility. I need to solve this, Marilyn. We can have our picnic on the beach another time.’ 
 
    ‘Of course. You have to do what you can to catch this killer. Will I see you today?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try and call you later.’ 
 
    ‘Good luck.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ He replaced the earpiece on the hook and went into the bathroom. 
 
    Ruby had made him a cup of tea and two pieces of toast by the time he’d washed and got dressed. ‘To keep you going,’ she said. 
 
    He sat down at the kitchen table and said, ‘Sorry you were woken up so early.’ 
 
    She half-laughed. ‘Early! Three o’clock was early. Now, it’s late. When I was a little girl in Germany, this time was early, but that was a long time ago. I don’t sleep so good anymore. Maybe three hours each night.’ 
 
    ‘That’s not very much.’ 
 
    ‘The body takes what it needs. Another woman murdered?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And the Lieutenant thinks you’re the only one who can solve it?’ 
 
    ‘So it would seem.’ 
 
    ‘You’re getting stronger each day.’ 
 
    He took a large gulp of tea. ‘I’m not worried about my body,’ he said, tapping the side of his head with his index finger. ‘It’s in here that concerns me.’ 
 
    She squeezed his arm. ‘You have people watching over you now. There’ll be no back-peddling if we have anything to do with it.’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘And that Katie will help you. She seems to have her head screwed on the right way round.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ He stood up. ‘I’d better go.’ 
 
    ‘Look after yourself, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    He stuffed the list of male stylists that Eliza Linton had constructed into his jacket pocket and made his way down to the lobby in the elevator. Going to a crime scene wasn’t what he’d taken his car out of storage for. Was he up to the job anymore? He felt like crying, but he pushed the feelings back. Crying was for old men and women. Since when did a grown man ever show his feelings? 
 
    He unlocked the Mercury, climbed into the driver’s seat and turned the key in the ignition. The engine caught first time. He pulled out into the smattering of traffic and headed north up Interstate-110 towards Mona Park, then turned west on El Segundo Boulevard. The drive took him twenty-five minutes. 
 
    Greg Lombardi and Dennis Whipple were already there talking to an old couple with a dog. He also spotted Eliza Linton and her photographer – Russ Lapp. Both had been moved back behind the police line. 
 
    Ray Pinker, the crime lab technician, and Doctor Frederick Newbarr, the County Coroner, were examining the body. 
 
    He walked over to them leaning heavily on his walking stick. 
 
    ‘Are you back in the saddle, Erik?’ Newbarr said. 
 
    ‘As of this morning, Fred. The Lieutenant made me an offer I couldn’t refuse.’ 
 
    ‘Come back to work, or find yourself another job?’ 
 
    ‘Something like that. Anything you can tell me?’ 
 
    ‘Only that she’s the same as the others – beaten, raped and strangled.’ 
 
    ‘Any idea who she is?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘What about you, Ray?’ 
 
    ‘I’ve taken samples, but I’m not hopeful they’ll lead anywhere. He washed the body, made up her hair, applied make-up and did her nails. By doing that, as you know, he’s destroyed any evidence there might have been.’ 
 
    He looked down at the young naked woman with the peacock feather lying between her breasts and felt an overwhelming sense of sadness. This was exactly what had led to his illness. She was dead because of him. As were six of the previous seven. He should have caught the killer after the first woman had been murdered, but he hadn’t. He was to blame. If he’d been a half-decent detective he would have brought the killer to justice already. Maybe he should just tell the Lieutenant he simply wasn’t up to the job, hand in his resignation and find something he was more suited to. 
 
    ‘We wondered if the Lieutenant would call you back in,’ Dennis said, as he and Greg approached. 
 
    Greg grunted. ‘Mike O’Meara’s gone.’ 
 
    ‘Gone! As in disappeared?’ 
 
    ‘May as well have done. The Lieutenant transferred him to Pomona Valley. Mike will like it there. It’s hot and there’s not a lot to do.’ 
 
    He wasn’t really interested in Mike O’Meara. He’d had his chance and blown it. He indicated the couple Dennis and Greg had been questioning. ‘Did they find the body?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Greg said. ‘Henry and Mary Hogan. They were out walking their dog at around six o’clock. It was the dog that found the body. They didn’t see anything or anyone and called it in to central dispatch. We’ve been here about twenty minutes.’ 
 
    Fred Newbarr pushed himself up, stretched and rubbed the small of his back. ‘We’re done here, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. You can take her away, Fred.’ This murder was the same as the others. There was nothing to gain from hanging onto the body, the killer hadn’t left them any evidence. 
 
    ‘I want you to find out who she is,’ he said to Greg and Dennis. 
 
    Greg looked sceptical and glanced at Dennis, ‘We’ll try.’ 
 
    ‘Just so you know, it’s not just my job on the line here. Sitting around the office waiting for divine intervention isn’t acceptable anymore. This guy has killed eight women on our watch. If you don’t come back with her name, don’t come back at all.’ 
 
    ‘You get out of bed the wrong side this morning, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘You can think that if you want to, Greg. Any confusion about what I want you to do?’ 
 
    They shook their heads and wandered off muttering. 
 
    He didn’t care. These dead women were haunting him. If they weren’t haunting them, then they shouldn’t be doing the job. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a man with a club hammer smashing it repeatedly on an anvil inside her head. She wished he’d stop. 
 
    ‘Hello. Are you up, Katie?’ 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    ‘It’s Ruby. I’m here to do the cleaning. Are you all right, dear?’ 
 
    ‘I’m ill, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘Ill! It wouldn’t have anything to do with this black satin dress lying in a heap on the floor, would it?’ 
 
    ‘I hope you’re not suggesting that it’s my own fault I’m ill?’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t dream of it, dear. Can I get you a cup of tea?’ 
 
    ‘You’d be saving my life if you did, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure.’ 
 
    She cast her mind back to the bedroom in Gottfried Beck’s house. God! She was lucky to get out of there alive, and especially with her honour still intact. There was only a vague recollection of jabbing her foot into Owen Stark’s groin, and then stabbing her nails into Neville Lyons’ eyes. 
 
    While they were both occupied with their injuries, she’d slid off the bed, struggled into her dress, picked up her clutch bag and headed towards the door. 
 
    Her head was swimming and she had trouble focussing. She took the key out of the inside of the lock, left the room, locked the door and dropped the key into a Chinese-looking vase that was standing on top of a fake three-foot Roman column at the top of the staircase. 
 
    After stumbling down the stairs, she staggered through the house, out through the main door, down the steps, and through the grounds until she was beyond the main gates. 
 
    Don Carroll saw her then, hurried over, caught her as she was falling and carried her to his car. 
 
    ‘What the hell happened in there, Katie?’ he asked. 
 
    She leaned over the side of the passenger door and vomited. ‘Sorry. I guess I’m not used to champagne.’ 
 
    ‘You’ve been drugged, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Oh God!’ she said, and that was the last thing she remembered. 
 
    Ruby came in with a cup of tea. 
 
    She pushed herself up in the bed. 
 
    ‘Here,’ Ruby said. ‘Drink this.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t look so good.’ 
 
    Katie burst into tears. 
 
    Ruby took the cup and saucer off her, put it on the bedside table and wrapped her arms around her. ‘Tell me what happened to you, Katie?’ 
 
    ‘They drugged me.’ 
 
    ‘Who did?’ 
 
    ‘Two men at a party.’ 
 
    ‘You should go to the police.’ 
 
    ‘I know exactly what they’d say.’ 
 
    ‘You should tell Erik at least.’ 
 
    ‘I know exactly what he’d say as well.’ 
 
    ‘Did they . . .?’ 
 
    ‘No, thank God. But they were going to. I had to fight my way out of there.’ 
 
    ‘What were you doing at a party anyway?’ 
 
    ‘I was trying to get noticed.’ 
 
    ‘It sounds like two people did notice you.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ She burst into tears again. ‘I thought I was being so clever, but I was just being stupid.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure that’s not true.’ 
 
    ‘It is. I thought I could find the killer on my own by trying to be an actress like my sister, but I wasn’t prepared for what those men were going to do to me.’ 
 
    ‘Most men aren’t very nice, dear. I could have told you that for nothing. Why do you think I never re-married after my Shimon died?’ 
 
    She picked up the cup and saucer off the bedside table and took a swallow of tea. ‘I was a fool to think I could do it on my own.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, you were, dear. Did Erik know what you were doing last night?’ 
 
    She looked away. 
 
    ‘I thought not. Well, you’re just lucky that it’s not you lying out there dead somewhere. The police Lieutenant called Erik first thing this morning and told him that he had to go back to work early, because there’d been another murder.’ 
 
    ‘Another one?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know . . .?’ 
 
    Ruby held up her hand. ‘I don’t know anything, dear. All I know is what I’ve told you. Anyway, the cleaning won’t do itself, so I’d better get on. Unless you’re going to cry some more?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good, because I charge extra for comforting people who are suffering from self-pity.’ Ruby left the bedroom and shut the door. 
 
    Yes, she was suffering from a bout of self-pity. She’d been foolish. She was embarrassed about what had happened and what could have happened. 
 
    Well, it was no use crying over spilt milk. What was done, was done. She’d come to Hollywood thinking that she could solve the starlet murders all by herself when the police hadn’t been able to, but now there’d been another woman murdered. She’d been stupid, self-centred and so full of her own self-importance. She’d found some new ways of looking at the evidence and some new leads, but really she hadn’t made any difference at all. She put the cup and saucer down on the bedside table and swung her legs over the side of the bed. Her breasts were sore where Owen Stark had squeezed them. She looked down and saw the dark bruising of his fingers and wept silently.  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    He drove back to the department, parked outside and walked up the stairs to the office. Even though it was Saturday morning, they were all there, they’d been ordered in by the Lieutenant. They were sitting around like robots, smoking, drinking coffee by the truck load and waiting for someone to tell them what to do.  
 
    ‘Hey!’ Bill Ackerman said. ‘Look who it ain’t.’ 
 
    ‘You been out to the crime scene, Erik?’ John Harrity asked. 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘Same as the others?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘You know Mike’s been transferred out?’ Carl Seger said. 
 
    ‘Yeah. Dennis told me.’ 
 
    Jack Rogers laughed. ‘Pomona Valley! He’s gonna love it there.’ 
 
    ‘You back in charge?’ George Hirst enquired. 
 
    ‘That’s what the Lieutenant tells me.’ 
 
    Jack Rogers looked around. ‘Where are Greg and Dennis?’ 
 
    ‘Finding out who this new victim is.’ 
 
     He stood in front of the pin boards. They didn’t even notice the photographs of the dead women anymore, they’d been up there for so long they’d become part of the office décor. He’d been a Sergeant in the Marines not too long ago. He was used to standing up in front of men and telling them what to do. Maybe he’d not been doing that very well since he’d been in the police department. Maybe he’d tried to put all that behind him. Maybe he’d just wanted to be one of the guys again. Maybe . . . 
 
    He stared at them one after the other. They’d sit there all day if he let them. They’d given up, had no new ideas, tried not to think about their failure to catch the killer. ‘How long we been looking for this killer?’ he asked them. 
 
    ‘Two years next month,’ Carl Seger said. 
 
    ‘Two years, huh! You think it’s right that we haven’t caught him yet?’ 
 
    They glanced at each other, but no one said anything. 
 
    ‘It made me ill trying to solve this case; Jan got himself killed because I was ill; Mike’s been transferred out to Pomona Valley; Mayor Bowron is likely to lose the election when it comes around again; and me and the Lieutenant will probably be looking for other jobs as well if there are any more murders. And you guys . . . you guys just sit here with your fingers up your butts waiting for the Lieutenant, Mike or me to tell you what to do . . .’ 
 
    ‘That’s not fair . . .’ George Hirst started to say. 
 
    ‘Not fair! What isn’t fair is that eight women have been murdered on our watch; there’s a killer walking free; and there’s a bunch of police detectives who couldn’t find their way out of a candy store.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think . . .’ 
 
    ‘That’s right Jack, you don’t think. None of you do. I don’t think there’s been much thinking going on in here for the past two years, probably longer. As a team, we’ve dropped the ball. And I include myself in that analysis, so don’t think I’m just pointing the finger of blame at you – I’m not. Well, it’s gonna change, because from now on you all better start pulling your weight, otherwise Mike will have company in Pomona Valley. Is there anything else any of you would like to say?’ 
 
    Nobody did. 
 
    ‘Write this description down in your notebooks.’ He waited while they found their notebooks. ‘We’re looking for a white man aged between thirty-five and forty years old; his mother was a silent movie star who was raped and strangled in a municipal park between 1908 and 1920 while he was forced to watch. He was about six years old when that happened. Carl, I want you to go to Cahuenga Branch Library, speak to the Chief Librarian – Marilyn Rackham, tell her that I sent you and what you’re looking for. She’ll direct you to a microfilm reader. I want you to go through copies of the Motion Picture Story Magazine, which became the Motion Picture Magazine in 1914 and together they ran from 1911 until 1941. Start from 1920 and work backwards from there. I want you to find the original crime. I also want to know what happened to the boy.’ 
 
    ‘Where’s all this coming from, Erik?’ George asked. 
 
    ‘Unlike you guys, I’ve been working while I’ve been off sick. You do remember what work is, don’t you?’ 
 
    They remained quiet. 
 
    ‘He’s connected to the movie business, works full-time and is either a hair stylist, make-up artist or manicurist, although many do all three, so don’t dismiss those people.’ He took out the list that Eliza Linton had compiled, split it in two and gave half to George and Bill, and the other half to John and Jack. ‘I want you to visit everyone on the lists I’ve given you and eliminate those who don’t fit the description until all we have left is a pool of viable suspects who we can examine more closely . . .’ 
 
    ‘All of them?’ John said. ‘There’s about  hundred and fifty people on our list.’ 
 
    ‘If it’s too much trouble for you, I’m sure I can find another detective who’s not afraid of a bit of hard work, John?’ 
 
    John pulled a face. ‘What’s got into you, Erik?’ 
 
    ‘Nine dead women, John. That’s what’s got into me. If the faces of those nine women don’t haunt your every waking moment and your nightmares, then you’re no good to me. I want people who care. Do you care, John?’ 
 
    ‘We all care, Erik,’ Jack said. 
 
    ‘Then you’ll all do what I ask without any complaints. I’ve also solved the riddle of the clues . . .’ 
 
    ‘Really?’ Bill said. 
 
    ‘Yes.’ He pointed to each photograph and explained what the clue represented and who it referred to: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hildegard Zinn – a dead rattlesnake – Theda Bara; 
 
    Paula Simpson – a car key – Mabel Normand;  
 
    Vivienne Turner – a needle and syringe – Barbara La Marr;  
 
    Dawn Morrison – a new red shoe – Thelma Todd; 
 
    Isabella Brunet – a bottle of perfume – Jean Harlow; 
 
    Sally Wells – a Chinese hair stick – Nita Naldi; 
 
    Annie Brazil – a black velvet wrist bow – Asta Neilson; 
 
    Lola Coburn – a red and blue striped scarf – Vilma Banky. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘What about the new body?’ George asked. 
 
    ‘A peacock feather. I haven’t identified who it represents yet, but you can be sure it’ll be a silent movie star. I won’t go into the psychology underpinning the killer’s behaviour, but the victims represent his mother. He’s likely to be single, but could have been married with children in the past where he wasn’t the master in his own house. He’s weak and suffers from low self-esteem. He’ll be a person who nobody notices. He has access to the victims through his work, and the women become victims by rejecting his sexual advances. As such, he must work in a place that enables him to be alone with these women, so that he has the space and time to commit the crimes. And lastly, he must own a vehicle to move the bodies from his place of work to the municipal parks.’ 
 
    Bill said, ‘You say he’s part of the movie business, but if that were so, then other people would have known where these women had gone before they ended up dead.’ He shook his head. ‘We didn’t find anyone who knew where they’d gone in their final hours.’ 
 
    George answered instead. ‘He could still be part of it all, but not a cog in the machine. I mean, we never found any agents or studios who had signed up these women, but they must have needed screen tests, photographic portfolios and such like.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Bill said. ‘There’s lots of independent people offering those services.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s not jump to any conclusions,’ Erik advised them. ‘Do it right the first time round. Visit everyone on those lists.’ 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    ‘Well?’ he said, staring at them. ‘What are you waiting for?’ 
 
    They began to leave until eventually the office was empty. 
 
    He sat down at his desk and closed his eyes. 
 
    The next thing he knew was the Lieutenant shaking him. ‘I don’t pay you to sleep, Urban.’ 
 
    He wiped the dribble from his mouth and glanced at the clock on the wall. He’d dozed off for about twenty minutes. ‘Talking of paying me, Lieutenant. I need an advance on my wages. I got living expenses now I’m back at work.’ 
 
    ‘You’re in luck, Urban. On my say-so, the Captain has agreed to promote you to Sergeant, which will be back-dated to the first of the month, so you’re due some back-pay. I’ll sign off on that this morning and tell Josie Ferris in the finance section at City Hall to transfer it into your account.’ 
 
    ‘Appreciated, Sir. And thanks for the promotion as well.’ 
 
    ‘You can thank me by finding the killer, Sergeant.’ His eyes narrowed as he looked around the office. ‘Why is there no one here?’ 
 
    ‘I told them a few home truths. Now, they’re out following up leads.’ 
 
    ‘Leads! What leads?’ 
 
    Erik told him everything he’d said to the men. 
 
    ‘Good work, Urban. It’s about time somebody got those lazy bastards to do some work.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
      
 
    She would like to have crawled back under the sheets and wallowed in her own self-pity, but she’d never been that type of person. There’d been another woman murdered. She had hoped that she and Erik might have caught the killer before he murdered again, but catching him wasn’t as easy as she’d imagined it would be. Well, at least Erik had some leads now. 
 
    She heard a banging on the apartment door, so she got out of bed and put on her dressing gown. 
 
    Ruby answered the door. 
 
    A man was shouting, so she left the bedroom. 
 
    Sam Rich had barged his way into her apartment. 
 
    ‘Oh, so there you are,’ he said. ‘Do you know what your stupidity has cost me?’ 
 
    ‘Cost you?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, me. Because of you I . . .’ 
 
    ‘I was drugged.’ 
 
    ‘A little pick-me-up in your champagne to get you in the mood. Nobody ever complains about getting free drugs.’ 
 
    ‘And do you know what those two evil bastards were going to do to me?’ 
 
    ‘How else do you think good looking broads with no acting experience or talent make it in the movie business? Owen and Neville were prepared to buy your contract off me and bankroll you in a movie, but they wanted a commitment on your part.’ 
 
    ‘A commitment! Sex you mean?’ 
 
    ‘That’s how it works in Hollywood, lady – a favour for a favour. I made it clear that if you did what they asked, then they’d give you a leg up.’ 
 
    ‘If I’d known what they were going to ask me to do, I never would have gone to that party. ’ 
 
    ‘Well, you’re finished as an actress now. You’re trouble and nobody will touch you after that fiasco. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll keep your mouth shut about what happened.’ 
 
    ‘Are you threatening me?’ 
 
    ‘I’m just telling it how it is. Owen and Neville have reputations to maintain. Gottfried doesn’t want any rumours circulating about him or his parties. If it comes down to it, they’ll ruin you. There’s a dozen witnesses just waiting to come forward and tell everyone how you stripped off your clothes and asked them to fuck you until the lights went out.’ 
 
    ‘Get out.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I’m going. I’ve already ripped up the contract you signed, which is probably a good job because you couldn’t act anyway. The screen test proved that – you were atrocious.’ 
 
    She shoved him along the hallway and pushed him through the open door. ‘I never want to see you again.’ 
 
    ‘It’ll be my pleasure.’ 
 
    She slammed the door in his face and burst into tears. 
 
    Ruby came and put her arm around her waist. ‘Don’t worry, dear. You’re better off out of it all. If that’s what it takes to be in a movie, you don’t want anything to do with it. And if I’m being honest, it was a stupid idea anyway.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Ruby. I can always rely on you and Martha to tell me the truth.’ 
 
    ‘You can, dear.’ 
 
    The phone jangled. 
 
    Ruby picked it up. ‘Miss Brazil’s residence . . . Oh! Hello Erik . . . Yes, I’ll put her on.’ She passed her the phone. ‘It’s Erik for you.’ 
 
    ‘Hello, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Hi, Katie. Have you heard there’s been another murder?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I was sorry to hear that.’ 
 
    ‘The Lieutenant said I had to come back to work, but he’s promoted me to Sergeant.’ 
 
    ‘That’s good. What about Sergeant O’Meara?’ 
 
    ‘Transferred to an inhospitable place.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t say I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘No. Anyway, what I really called for was to find out who the clue referred to – it was a peacock feather.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll speak to Milton and see what he says.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘Was the body the same as the others?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. A couple walking their dog found the body in Mona Park early this morning.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not your fault, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘That’s a debate for another day. I’ll drop by after work on my way to Ruby’s and we can bring the boards up-to-date.’ 
 
    ‘All right, I’ll see you then.’ 
 
    The call ended. She kept hold of the earpiece, pressed its hook to reconnect with the exchange and called Milton Luboviski at Larry Edmunds Bookshop. 
 
    ‘Hello.’ Milton answered this time.  
 
    ‘It’s Katie Brazil, Milton.’ 
 
    ‘I thought you’d be in contact when I heard on the news that another body had been found in Mona Park. What’s the clue this time?’ 
 
    ‘A peacock feather.’ 
 
    ‘Ah! That’ll be Gloria Swanson. She wore a peacock feather headdress in the film Male & Female in 1919.’ 
 
    ‘You should charge for your knowledge, Milton.’ 
 
    ‘You’re right, I should. You owe me eight hundred dollars, Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘I’ll transfer the money to your account right away.’ 
 
    He laughed as well. ‘I look forward to receiving it.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure. Thank you for your help again, Milton.’ 
 
    ‘My pleasure.’ 
 
    The call was disconnected and she hung up the telephone. Some men were simply lovely – like Milton. Others – like Sam Rich, Owen Stark and Neville Lyons – were no better than the animals in the forest. 
 
    She phoned Erik back and told him what Milton had said. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘See,’ Ruby said. ‘You don’t have to put your life in danger to help Erik with his investigation. All he needs is a good woman to get him organised. You mark my words. Now that he has you pointing him in the right direction, he’ll soon solve the murders.’ 
 
    ‘I hope so, Ruby.’ 
 
    She took two Aspirin and went for a bath. Acting as Erik’s secretary wasn’t her idea of helping with the investigation – she had a much better idea. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    He replaced the new-fangled telephone in its cradle, and then wrote all the new information on the board, which took him less than thirty minutes. After that, he made himself a coffee. He didn’t expect to see any of the other guys for the rest of the day. 
 
    He found Don Carroll’s number and called him. 
 
    ‘Carroll.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Sergeant Urban from Homicide.’ 
 
    ‘What can I do for you, Sergeant?’ 
 
    ‘You were acting as bodyguard to Katie Brazil yesterday . . .’ 
 
    ‘Ah! They were your men following me, were they? I wondered who they were.’ 
 
    ‘Has she asked for your services today?’ 
 
    ‘That’s confidential information, Sergeant Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Katie and I are friends. Besides that, I could make it known that you’re a suspect in the murders of those women. How much business do you think you’ll get then?’ 
 
    ‘No, she hasn’t asked for my services today.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Mister . . .’ 
 
    ‘If you’re a friend, do you know about last night?’ 
 
    ‘What about last night?’ 
 
    ‘That Sam Rich guy took her to a party at Gottfried Beck’s house in Santa Monica. Within an hour, she was staggering out of there barely able to stand. My guess was that they’d drugged her. I don’t know the details of exactly what happened, because after she’d vomited down the side of my pride and joy – a maroon 1946 Plymouth 15C Special convertible – she passed out. I took her home, helped her up to her apartment and left her.’ 
 
    Anger rose up in him. Katie was a fool to herself. All he needed was for her to get herself into trouble, or worse. He’d have stronger words with her tonight, threaten her with incarceration, or worse. He didn’t know what “worse”, but he’d think of something. 
 
    ‘If she does call you again, I’d like you to call me.’ 
 
    ‘If you want me to be a police informer on all my clients, then maybe you should put me on the payroll.’ 
 
    He ignored Carroll’s sarcastic comment and said, ‘Thanks for your assistance. It’s much appreciated.’ He put the phone down and dialled Katie’s number again. 
 
    Ruby answered. ‘She’s in the bath, Erik. Do you want me to ask her to come to the phone?’ 
 
    ‘No, it can wait until later.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll let her know you called again.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, but she needn’t call me back. It’s not important and I’m going out.’ He put the phone down again. 
 
    Maybe he should go and have a word with Sam Rich. A year ago he might have done, but now all Rich had to do was blow on him and he’d fall over. He needed to stay focused on the investigation. Katie was all right for now, that was the important thing. 
 
    He stared at the information on the board. Before, they’d had no idea where to start, or who they were looking for. Now, they’d narrowed down the suspect list to around three hundred, and they were in the process of narrowing it down even further based on Doctor Caplan’s description of the killer’s personality characteristics. If they found the original crime, then they’d know who his mother was, and possibly who he was. This was a new type of killing, which required a new type of policing. Maybe he’d write an article for the police magazine. Not to crow about anything, because taking two years to catch a killer was hardly a success worth crowing about, but to document the process they’d gone through, so that others could learn from it. 
 
    What now? Had he missed anything? Was there more he could do? They knew what had happened, but not where it had happened. If only they could trace the victims’ final hours. Where were they? Where had they gone? They knew when, why and how, but the who and the where continually eluded them and were inextricably linked. He was sure that once they found out where the actual rape and murders had happened, they’d know who the killer was. Maybe that was what they needed to focus their resources on next – where. Once they had a manageable suspect list, then it was possible to do that. 
 
    He had a plan. Now it was just a matter of waiting for the men to return with the lists. It was also possible that Greg and Dennis could find out something useful in their search for the identity of the ninth victim. He decided to go down to the crime laboratory in the basement to catch up with Ray Pinker, the police chemist. Ray had attended, harvested and analysed traces from all eight of the known crime scenes, but he’d found nothing useful before Erik had gone off sick – no dust, hair, fibres or fingerprints. Two of the murders had occurred during the time he’d been off ill, but surely if Ray had found anything Mike would have put it on the board. 
 
    It was two floors down and he was glad there was an elevator. Going down wasn’t particularly the problem, but he’d have struggled getting back up without an elevator. After knocking on the laboratory door, he opened it and walked straight in. 
 
    Ray was sitting on a stool hunched over a bench looking through a microscope. He turned when Erik entered. The police chemist had been with the department since 1929. He was a thin man, mostly bald with big ears and no chin to speak of. ‘Hello, Erik. I didn’t realise you knew where I worked.’ 
 
    ‘I’m a detective. I know a lot of useless things.’ 
 
    ‘What brings you down here?’ 
 
    ‘Questions.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘Last I heard, six months ago, you’d found nothing of any value at any of the crime scenes.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Is that still the case?’ 
 
    ‘Yes and no.’ 
 
    ‘Meaning?’ 
 
    ‘Did you speak to Sergeant O’Meara before he left?’ 
 
    ‘No. About what?’ 
 
    He spun round on the stool, walked to a metal shelving unit, pulled out a cardboard box, took off the lid and passed Erik a small sealed clear plastic bag. ‘I didn’t find it, the Coroner found it on victim number eight – Lola Coburn, and sent it to me.’ 
 
    Erik stared at the single strand of long dark hair in the bag. ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I told Mike about it, but he dismissed it.’ 
 
    ‘Dismissed it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. He said it could have come from anywhere and had probably fallen onto the victim from a passer-by, one of us, another police officer, that bitch Eliza Linton – his words, not mine – or any number of other people who had access to the crime scene and the body before, during and after we came and went.’ 
 
    ‘Why would he say that?’ 
 
    ‘The hair’s not real. Well, that’s not strictly true. I carried out a microscopic analysis and there are only dead cells on the strand of hair.’ 
 
    ‘What does that mean?’ 
 
    ‘It’s from a real person, but it came from a wig.’ 
 
    ‘A wig?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And Mike dismissed it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    Ray shrugged. ‘Mike could very well be right, but it’s just as likely that he could be wrong as well. One of the main features of these murders is the process the killer goes through after he’s raped and strangled each woman – the washing, the coiffured hair, the application of make-up and the manicure. It’s entirely possible that the wig hair came from the murder scene.’ 
 
    ‘It is, isn’t it? How does it help us though?’ 
 
    ‘I have no idea. Other than telling you it’s from a wig, I can’t tell you anything more. I did plan to speak to a professional wigmaker, but after Mike dismissed it I forgot all about that idea.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I think you should contact a professional wigmaker. They might be able to give us a clue about where the hair could have come from.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t get your hopes up. Don’t forget, this is Hollywood. Wigs are commonplace. They use them all the time in films.’ 
 
    ‘That’s true. In any other place, a wig would be a rarity I suppose.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, possibly. There’s also another reason Mike dismissed it.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    ‘The length of the hair. And to my mind he has a point. Men sometimes do wear long-haired wigs, but it’s more likely to have come from a woman’s shoulder-length wig.’ 
 
    ‘And we know the killer isn’t a woman.’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ 
 
    ‘Can you follow-up on that wigmaker idea anyway, and see if they can throw any light on the hair?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, of course. It won’t be until Monday now though. Unlike the crazy people who work here, most normal people take weekends off.’ 
 
    ‘Monday will have to do then.’ 
 
    He made his way back up to the office and fell asleep in his chair again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Her headache had eased and she’d brightened up. She’d never been one to stay miserable for long. Her mother had called her “Happy Face”, because she always wore a smile. The last six months hadn’t been so happy though. First her sister had been murdered, and then her father had died of a broken heart. Before, she’d had a family, a job and a home. Now, she had friends and an apartment. She reassured herself that it was a temporary condition only. As soon as she’d found her sister’s killer, she’d reassess her situation. Life was full of new opportunities and possibilities. For a brief time she’d embraced the idea of becoming a famous movie star, but Owen Stark, Neville Lyons and Sam Rich had completely ruined that idea. She’d been swept up in the moment that was all, but she’d never really wanted to be an actress – it wasn’t who she was. Annie could have been an actress, but it wasn’t to be. 
 
    Ruby had finished the cleaning and left. Before she went, she’d said Erik had called while she was in the bath, but not to call him back. What was that about? She wondered whether she should call him back, but decided not to. 
 
    After getting dressed and eating a slice of toast and drinking a cup of tea, she left the apartment, went down in the lift and hailed a cab outside the building. 
 
    ‘Where to, Miss?’ 
 
    ‘The Page Photographic Studio on Fountain Avenue.’ 
 
    ‘Sit back and enjoy the ride. It’ll take about forty-five minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, I will.’ She needed some more sleep anyway, so she closed her eyes and slept the whole way. 
 
    ‘We’re here, lady.’ 
 
    ‘Oh! All right. How much do I owe you?’ 
 
    ‘Call it fifteen bucks. I should also charge you for the damage to my hearing, because you snore like a freight train.’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘I do not.’ 
 
    The corner of his mouth creased upwards. ‘As God is my witness, Miss.’ 
 
    She gave him a twenty and said, ‘Keep the change and get a hearing aid.’ 
 
    ‘You’re an angel in disguise.’ 
 
    Frank Page was busy taking photographs when she went inside his studio, so she had to wait twenty minutes for him to finish. Lilly Carter didn’t seem to be anywhere in sight. 
 
    ‘I heard what happened at the party last night,’ Frank said to her when he’d finished and the client had left. 
 
    ‘It was terrible.’ 
 
    ‘What did you think was going to happen?’ 
 
    ‘I thought I’d be treated as a human being, not a piece of meat.’ 
 
    ‘As I said yesterday: You’re naïve, Katie. Men have the power here. And where they’re concerned power corrupts; absolute power corrupts absolutely. Hollywood is a corrupt system fraught with many dangers for women. If I’m being honest with you, you’re better off today than you were yesterday. Today, you have no chance of becoming an actress, which is the best thing that could have happened to you. If you’d submitted to what Owen Stark and Neville Lyons wanted to do to you last night, it would have been your undoing, not your big break.’ 
 
    ‘You could have told me that yesterday.’ 
 
    ‘Would you have listened to me?’ 
 
    ‘I might have.’ 
 
    ‘And hogs might fly as well.’ 
 
    ‘Anyway, I really came to talk to Lilly.’ 
 
    ‘Not here.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t she work on Saturdays?’ 
 
    ‘Not here, and not in her own studio either. She has a studio at 1493 Wiltshire Boulevard, she only works for me when I need her, but specifically on Fridays. The rest of the time she works out of her own styling studio for budding actresses.’ 
 
    ‘And she’s not there today?’ 
 
    ‘No. She makes it a rule never to work at weekends.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have her home address?’ 
 
    ‘No, sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Well, that’s disappointing. I came all this way to speak to her and she’s not here.’ 
 
    ‘Can I help?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think so. I need to speak to a woman.’ 
 
    ‘It’s one of those conversations, is it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Oh, well. It was nice seeing you again. Close the door on your way out.’ 
 
    Frank Page was right. If Lilly wasn’t there, then there was no point in staying. ‘Thank you for your help, Frank.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome. And stay well away from the movie business.’ 
 
    ‘I plan to.’ 
 
    She walked outside and hailed a taxi. 
 
    ‘Where to, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Home.’ 
 
    ‘Which is where?’ 
 
    ‘George Washington Heights, Old Town Torrance.’ 
 
    ‘Make yourself comfortable.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    He jerked awake and Carl Seger’s face came into view. 
 
    Carl was in his mid-forties, slightly overweight with a thick moustache and a bald head. Over the years that Erik had known him, Carl’s hairline had gradually worked its way backwards like some form of creeping rot. Now the hairline was just behind his ears. He wore dark slacks, a striped shirt unbuttoned at the neck, a dark tie and a light grey jacket. 
 
    ‘You been there long watching me?’ Erik said, dabbing at the beads of sweat on his forehead with a handkerchief from his trouser pocket. 
 
    ‘Long enough. You ought to see someone.’ 
 
    ‘I take it that you found something at the library, otherwise you wouldn’t be here giving me medical advice?’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘That Chief Librarian broad was asking after you. You got a thing going with her? You could do a lot worse. I mean, let’s face it, you’re not exactly the catch of the day, are you?’ 
 
    ‘If you were as interested in solving the murders as you are in what I’m doing and not doing, the Mayor would be giving you the keys to the city by now. Well, what did you find?’ 
 
    ‘The body of twenty-two year old silent movie star – Jeanne Taylor – was discovered in Harbour Regional Park on the morning of Sunday, February 10, 1916 . . .’ 
 
    ‘Thirty years to the day of Hildegard Zinn’s murder.’ 
 
    Carl glanced at the board. ‘Hey! You’re right. I hadn’t spotted that coincidence.’ 
 
    ‘Hardly a coincidence. What else?’ 
 
    ‘She’d been raped, strangled and stripped naked. The police never found the perpetrator. She also had a six year-old son called Anthony who was with her in the park. According to the report, he was hiding in the bushes, saw everything that happened and was able to give the police a good description of her assailant, but it didn’t help them catch anyone.’ 
 
    ‘Were there any pictures of the boy or the sketch artist’s impression of the killer?’ 
 
    ‘No. Don’t forget the information came from a movie magazine, not a newspaper.’ 
 
    ‘And you didn’t think to get a copy of the newspaper report?’ 
 
    ‘You never asked me to do that.’ 
 
    ‘No, I didn’t, did I? Call Sergeant Gallo in the Records Division and get the original police report.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘What happened to the boy?’ 
 
    ‘The report stated that he was taken into care.’ 
 
    ‘What about the boy’s father?’ 
 
    ‘The unconfirmed rumour reported in the magazine was that he was the son of film director Trent Duncan, but he died two years ago.’ 
 
    ‘Which is when the murders started?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, that’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Good work, Carl. I think you just found our killer.’ 
 
    He looked around the office. ‘Just my luck. When you feel like doing a standing ovation, there’s no one here to clap and cheer you on.’ 
 
    ‘Get onto Family Services. I want Anthony Taylor found . . . I’m assuming that he was called Taylor, because Jeanne wasn’t married to Duncan.’ 
 
    ‘Sounds about right. Are you sure you want me to do that as well as getting the police file on the murder?’ 
 
    ‘You can do two things at the same time, can’t you?’ 
 
    ‘Well yeah, but . . .’ 
 
    ‘Good.’ 
 
    ‘He’d be about thirty-eight or thirty-nine now.’ 
 
    ‘I expect so. While you’re doing those two things, I’ll go and look into this rumour that Trent Duncan was his father.’ 
 
    ‘Okay. No word from any of the others yet?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    Carl brushed his palm over his scalp. ‘It’s Saturday, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘All day.’ 
 
    ‘I only say that, because Family Services probably won’t be open on a Saturday.’ 
 
    ‘They’ll have an emergency number.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah! And this is definitely an emergency, isn’t it? I’ll find the number.’ 
 
    Erik called Katie’s number – his old number, but there was no response. What trouble was she getting herself into now? He tried Eliza Linton – she picked up after two rings. 
 
    ‘Linton.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Detective . . . Sergeant Urban.’ 
 
    ‘You sound confused. Are you a Detective, a Sergeant or a Detective Sergeant now?’ 
 
    ‘Sorry. I’ve just been promoted to Sergeant, which is backdated to the first of the month.’ 
 
    ‘Congratulations. And thanks for letting me know. I’ll update my article on this morning’s murder accordingly.’ 
 
    ‘Did you know about Katie going to a party last night?’ 
 
    ‘I’m a reporter. It’s a well-known fact that reporters admit to knowing nothing.’ 
 
    ‘You should have told me.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not a police informer.’ 
 
    ‘No, but you’re meant to be Katie’s friend. She was drugged and who knows what else happened to her last night.’ 
 
    ‘I did warn her.’ 
 
    ‘And that’s your get-out of jail free card, is it?’ 
 
    ‘She’s a big girl now. And even if I’d told you, what would you have done?’ 
 
    ‘Stopped her from going.’ 
 
    ‘I would like to have seen that. She was going to go to that party whether you knew she was going or not.’ 
 
    ‘I could have been there.’ 
 
    ‘I repeat: And done what? You’re in no physical condition to have done anything.’ 
 
    He wasn’t going to win the argument. ‘Do you know the identity of the victim yet?’ 
 
    ‘No. What about you?’ 
 
    ‘I have people working on it. Any idea where I might find the relatives of Trent Duncan?’ 
 
    ‘The dead silent movie director?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Apart from the fact that this is the Herald-Express, not central records at City Hall, why do you want to know?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll tell you on Monday night.’ 
 
    ‘You’d better.’ 
 
    He heard shuffling, a long period of silence and then, ‘Erik?’ 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘He left a wife and two adult children. His wife lives at 2105 West Shoreline Drive in Long Beach.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks. Also, a silent movie star called Jeanne Taylor was found dead in Harbour Regional Park on Sunday, February 10, 1916, she’d been raped and strangled.’ 
 
    ‘The original crime that Doctor Caplan was talking about?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I tell you that in confidence to demonstrate that you can trust me. It’s not for public consumption yet.’ 
 
    ‘Understood.’ 
 
    ‘Also, I’d like a copy of the original newspaper report of the murder if you can find it. I’m hoping there’ll be pictures of her son Anthony, who was with his mother and saw what happened from his hiding place in the bushes; and the artist’s impression of the killer based on the boy’s detailed description that he provided to the police.’ 
 
    ‘This is not the newspaper archives either.’ 
 
    ‘If you could drop it off at Katie’s tonight, that would be great.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry I didn’t tell you about the party, Erik. Maybe I should have done, but she had Don Carroll with her, didn’t she?’ 
 
    ‘Sitting in his car outside. No one was keeping her safe inside the house.’ 
 
    ‘You couldn’t have done that either.’ 
 
    ‘I probably could have made arrangements had I known.’ 
 
    ‘That Sam Rich is a douche bag.’ 
 
    ‘On that we can both agree. You say you’re writing about this morning’s murder . . .?’ 
 
    ‘Don’t worry, I won’t include anything we’ve been discussing in our little cabal. But just remember that when we get to the end of this thing, I can make you appear as a hero or a villain, so don’t screw me over on the scoop.’ 
 
    ‘It’s always a pleasure talking to you, Mrs Linton.’ 
 
    He put the phone down. 
 
    If the Lieutenant ever found out that he was part of a “little cabal” he wouldn’t stay a Sergeant – or for that matter a police officer – for very long. 
 
    On the board he wrote what Carl had discovered about Jeanne Taylor and her son Anthony; the possible link to Trent Duncan as Anthony’s father and the surviving Duncan family’s address in Long Beach. 
 
    Carl came off the phone. 
 
    ‘Well?’ Erik said. 
 
    ‘The woman on the switchboard is trying to find the number for me.’ 
 
    Erik tapped the board. ‘I’m going to Long Beach to speak to Duncan’s wife.’ 
 
    ‘Have a nice trip. See you later.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    He made his way down to the lobby in the elevator and walked outside. The weather was warm. It would take him about an hour to reach Long Beach, so he folded down the roof of the Mercury and climbed into the driver’s seat. It’d be a good run out for the car after so long in mothballs. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Weekends had been good at the farm in Kettle River. Not so much after her mom had died, but once she’d got used to the mom-sized hole in her life it became bearable. She’d learned how to look after Annie, to clean and take care of the house, and to cook. Just like her mom, she loved to cook. Her mom had always wanted to be a teacher, but after marrying her dad when she was just fifteen years old she’d never got the chance. And then, when God had seen fit to give her mom brain cancer, she knew she’d never realise that ambition. It was the main reason why Katie had gone to university and become an elementary school teacher of history. Oh, she’d enjoyed her job all right, but it was her mother’s job, not hers. She’d fulfilled her mother’s ambition; she was living her mother’s life. 
 
    But what did Katie want to be? What did Katie really want to do with her life? She had no idea. She’d spent so long missing her mom that Katie’s dreams and ambitions had been swallowed up whole. 
 
    Well, now she had the opportunity to think about the rest of her life. It would be too easy to let life lead her along by the nose. She’d fall into marriage, have children, lead an unfulfilled life and then the next thing was she’d be regretting so many missed opportunities and her life would be over. No, she couldn’t let that happen. What did she want to do with the rest of her life? 
 
    Soon, she had no doubt, they’d catch Annie’s killer. What would she do with her life then? She was co-authoring an academic paper with Howard Caplan, but that was merely a notch on her gun. Being an academic wasn’t something she wanted to do. She’d had her taste of academic life and although she enjoyed it, she needed more. She certainly didn’t want to be an actress, but then the actress in her had failed to materialise when it’d had the opportunity, so maybe she just wasn’t cut out to be an actress. 
 
    ‘Stop here,’ she called to the taxi driver as they approached Ralph’s General Store. 
 
    ‘George Washington Heights is further along the road, lady.’ 
 
    ‘I need some groceries.’ 
 
    ‘Do you want me to wait?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll walk, it’s not far.’ 
 
    ‘That’ll be fifteen bucks then.’ 
 
    She gave him a twenty. ‘Keep the change.’ 
 
    ‘Much obliged.’ 
 
    She climbed out of the cab and walked into the store. Once she’d completed her shopping and paid the shopkeeper for the items, she made her way towards the door, but then a poster on the wall caught her eye: 
 
      
 
      
 
    WANTED 
 
    Women Police Officers 
 
    for the 
 
    Los Angeles Police Department 
 
    Interested? 
 
    Apply today! 
 
      
 
      
 
    A police officer! Is that what she was meant to be? It wouldn’t be easy. In fact, she had no doubt it would be extraordinarily hard, but it was something she hadn’t considered before. 
 
    ‘You’re too pretty to be a police officer, lady,’ the rotund man who had served her said. 
 
    Her brow furrowed. ‘I can be ugly when I need to be.’ 
 
    He looked her up and down. ‘No, I don’t believe that,’ he said, and walked away. 
 
    Surely, being ugly wasn’t a prerequisite for the job, was it?’ 
 
    She recalled Eliza Linton asking her if they were letting women work as detectives now – were they? She could be a detective. She was proving that now. She’d have to ask Eric about the possibility of becoming a homicide detective the next time she saw him. 
 
    In her apartment she made herself a lunch of split pea soup with ham and a few slices of warm crusty bread. Her dad used to love her homemade country soups that she made with the vegetables they’d grown in her mum’s vegetable plot behind the house. 
 
    After she’d eaten and washed up, she sat on the sofa and stared at the pin boards. Offering herself up as bait hadn’t worked. In fact, with hindsight, it was a stupid idea. Erik had been right. She should have listened to him. How many times had she said that after she’d got herself into trouble? Lots of times. She always thought she knew best, and most of the time she did. Sometimes though, sometimes other people knew best, but recognising those times was a recurring problem. 
 
    Her teachers had called her “headstrong”, but that wasn’t even a word she understood. Her dad had said she was as “stubborn as a mule”, which she was. But she liked to think of herself as “determined”, “decisive” and “strong-willed”. Once she’d set her mind on a course of action, she was going to do it come hell or high water. Her mom had called her “pig-headed”, “obstinate” and “wilful”. She guessed she was all of those things. Hadn’t she taken the place of her mom by looking after Annie, her dad and the house? Hadn’t she finished school? Hadn’t she gone to university and got herself a degree? Hadn’t she become an elementary school teacher? Hadn’t she sold the farm and travelled here to Los Angeles to find Annie’s killer? And finding Annie’s killer was exactly what she was going to do regardless of what other people thought. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Mediterranean-style house at 2105 West Shoreline Drive in Long Beach was painted beige on the outside, had arched windows with fan-like internal shutters and a double garage to the side. He was obviously in the wrong job. 
 
    He banged on the heavy wooden door with the heel of his right hand and waited. 
 
    Eventually, a woman in her late fifties with grey hair wearing a flowing exotically-coloured kaftan appeared. 
 
    ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘Mrs Isabelle Duncan?’ 
 
    ‘I am she.’ 
 
    He showed her his gold badge. ‘Sergeant Urban from the Homicide Division.’ 
 
    ‘Has somebody been murdered?’ 
 
    ‘Do you mind if I come in and sit down?’ 
 
    ‘Are you ill?’ 
 
    ‘Have been, but I’m on the mend.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not catching, is it?’ 
 
    ‘No, nothing like that.’ 
 
    ‘Go through to the patio and sit by the pool. Some of the hard stuff or lemonade?’ 
 
    ‘Lemonade,’ he said, shuffling along the hallway. ‘Never been much of a drinker.’ 
 
    ‘Unlike my late husband. Drank like a fish. That’s what killed him – liver failure.’ 
 
    There was a table and chairs, a lounger and a large umbrella by a small pool. The patio was intimate but private, surrounded on three sides with walls that had ivy growing up them and lush overhanging baobab trees. He sat down on one of the chairs at the table, but he could just as easily have lay down on the lounger and fallen asleep. If he’d done that though, he guessed Mrs Duncan might have taken issue, because there was a little table by the side of the lounger with an upturned half-read book called Cannery Row by John Steinbeck and a tall half-filled glass sitting on it.  
 
    Mrs Duncan reappeared with a full glass in one hand and a jug in the other. 
 
    ‘It’s warm today. I should imagine that being a homicide detective is thirsty work.’ 
 
    ‘Can be.’ He took a swallow of the cloudy lemonade. ‘Very nice.’ 
 
    ‘I make it myself. Help yourself to more if you want to.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    She stretched herself out on the lounger. ‘So, Sergeant Urban from the Homicide Division, what brings you all the way out here?’ 
 
    ‘Jeanne Taylor.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! I guessed as much.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Because at one time, the police thought my husband had murdered her.’ 
 
    ‘I have one of my men trying to locate the original police file on her murder, so I’m not familiar with the contents of that file yet. Could you tell me what happened?’ 
 
    ‘Jeanne Taylor was sixteen and very beautiful, and I was well aware of the rumours about her and my husband when I met him, but he swore to me that they were completely untrue. He’d directed her in two or three of the early silent movies in Fort Lee, New Jersey and she’d become infatuated and obsessed with him. He explained to her that he didn’t feel the same way and she seemed to accept that. However, shortly afterwards, when Hollywood began to be recognised as the movie capital of America, Trent came to Los Angeles. Jeanne Taylor followed him here with a young boy in tow saying that Trent was the boy’s father. Of course he denied it, said he’d never even slept with her, but she was adamant the boy was his. Then, she was raped and strangled in Harbour Regional Park. The police arrested Trent for her murder because according to them he had the most to gain from her death, but even though he didn’t have an alibi, there wasn’t a shred of evidence he’d killed her either, so they had no choice but to release him.’ 
 
    ‘What did you think?’ 
 
    She shrugged. ‘I met Trent about six months later. If he was carrying around the guilt of murdering the mother of his child, I think I would have known, but they say that the wife is always the last to find out, don’t they? In all the years we were together he never laid a hand on me, and as far as I know he never strayed.’ 
 
    ‘Were you an actress?’ 
 
    She laughed. ‘No, I haven’t got an acting bone in my body. I was a waitress in a restaurant. He said he fell in love with me while I was serving the canapes. What girl could refuse such a confession. Within nine months we were married and eighteen months later I had the twins.’ 
 
    ‘Did you know that Jeanne Taylor’s son saw his mother being murdered?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, it was in all the papers at the time.’ 
 
    ‘He also provided the police sketch artist with a detailed description of her killer as well – did you ever see that?’ 
 
    ‘No. I’d heard that there was a picture, but I never saw it.’ 
 
    ‘It wasn’t in the newspapers?’ 
 
    ‘Not that I ever saw.’ 
 
    ‘How strange.’ 
 
    ‘What I can say is this: If the description had resembled my husband, then the police would have had justification to charge him with murder, but instead they released him. To me, that proved he was innocent.’ 
 
    ‘Do you have a photograph of your husband from around that time?’ 
 
    ‘Well look, if I go and find a photograph and then come back, will you want to ask me any more questions? I only ask, because all this getting up and sitting back down again is not good for my grumbling lumbago.’ 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think I have any more questions.’ 
 
    ‘Okay, well you can come with me, wait at the front door while I get the photograph and then I’ll see you out.’ 
 
    He finished his second glass of lemonade, pushed himself up, followed Mrs Duncan through the house and waited by the front door as instructed. 
 
    She came back after a handful of minutes and held out a black and white photograph of a stern looking man in his early thirties with dark hair, thin lips and a thick neck. ‘That’s Trent.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you. And thank you for agreeing to see me.’ 
 
    ‘You never said why you wanted to know about Jeanne Taylor’s murder, Sergeant.’ 
 
    ‘We’re trying to find her son.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t suppose there’s any point in asking why, is there?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Sergeant.’ 
 
    ‘Goodbye, Mrs Duncan.’ 
 
    She closed the door behind him even before he’d walked two paces towards the car. 
 
    If the police were searching for a killer, then the only witness’s description of that killer should have been in every LA newspaper asking if anyone knew who the person might be – why wasn’t it? Was the killer Trent Duncan? Had he paid people to lose that description, which would have tied him inexorably to the crime? 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    The drug they’d put in her champagne at the party had ruined her beauty sleep. As soon as she stopped moving and sat down on the sofa to stare at the pin-boards, her eyelids became as heavy as lead weights and she fell asleep. 
 
    It was only the sound of someone knocking on the door that forced her to open her eyes. 
 
    The clock on the wall displayed four-thirty. She’d been asleep for over an hour. 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ she called when she reached the door. 
 
    ‘Eliza.’ 
 
    Katie let the journalist in. Her head was still a bit woolly. ‘We don’t have a meeting planned for tonight, do we?’ 
 
    Eliza took off her coat and hung it up on a wall peg. ‘Erik wanted me to drop something off for him.’ 
 
    ‘What’s wrong with you dropping it off at Ruby’s? That is where he lives now.’ 
 
    ‘He said to drop it off here.’ 
 
    ‘So, he’ll be coming here, will he? Is that what you mean?’ 
 
    ‘That’s my understanding. Oh, and he knows you went to the party last night and what happened.’ 
 
    ‘How did he find out?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know, but he is a detective.’ 
 
    ‘What did he say?’ 
 
    ‘You don’t want to know.’ 
 
    ‘Oh well! It’s not as if he’s my father or my husband, is it? He has no control over what I do and don’t do. I’ll tell him he was right about everything anyway. Acting as bait was a stupid idea. I know nothing about being an actress.’ 
 
    ‘Was last night bad?’ 
 
    ‘I was nearly raped – front and back. I was lucky to get out of there with my honour intact.’ 
 
    ‘Goodness. Well, I don’t want to say, “I told you so”, but . . .’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I know. Well, I’ve learned my lesson, so Erik will be preaching to the converted when he gets here. Where are my manners? Can I get you a drink?’ 
 
    ‘No, I’m fine thanks.’ 
 
    ‘What did Erik want you to bring over for him?’ 
 
    ‘An old newspaper article from February, 1916, about the murder of silent movie star Jeanne Taylor in Harbour Regional Park.’ 
 
    ‘He found the original murder?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. And her six year-old son Anthony was there with her hiding in the bushes and saw his mother being raped and murdered. He was able to provide a police sketch artist a description of the killer.’ 
 
    ‘Can I see?’ Katie asked, extending her hand. 
 
    ‘Read, you mean.’ Eliza took out a roll of newspaper cuttings from her bag and passed them to Katie. ‘The crime reporter at the time was called Jimmy Watt. I’ve obviously heard about him, but he’s been dead twenty years now. In 1916, the Herald was still a fledgling newspaper and the reporting wasn’t of the standard that it is today. There’s an article about what happened in the park on February 10, 1916, but no pictures.’ 
 
    ‘No pictures?’ 
 
    ‘None. No picture of the body, the boy, or the sketch artist’s drawing of the killer. Erik asked me for the original report, but when I saw that it didn’t include any pictures I looked at subsequent articles in the Herald and other newspapers – still nothing. In fact, the articles became smaller and smaller until there were none at all. The police originally arrested the silent movie director Trent Duncan for the murder, but released him without charge shortly afterwards. Then the investigation eventually petered out until there were no further reports and people forgot all about the murder in the park.’ 
 
    ‘Why did they arrest Trent Duncan?’ 
 
    ‘It was rumoured that he was the father of Jeanne Taylor’s son, but he always denied it. He directed her in a couple of early silent films in Fort Lee, before he moved to LA. What’s interesting is that he died in February two years ago and his obituary included the details of Jeanne Taylor’s murder and his arrest.’ 
 
    Katie glanced at the pin-boards. ‘That was when the murders began.’ 
 
    ‘Which is why I said his death was interesting.’ 
 
    ‘Erik thinks the killer is Anthony Taylor, doesn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Howard’s psychological description of Taylor was right then?’ 
 
    ‘So it would seem.’ 
 
    ‘It says here,’ Katie said, referring to one of the articles. ‘That Jeanne Taylor had no relatives and her son – Anthony, was taken into care by Family Services.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, I saw that. I thought about trying to find out where they’d taken him, but I’m hoping Erik has found that out, which will save me having to do it.’ 
 
    Katie pinned the articles to the board and sat back down on the sofa with Eliza. ‘We’ll just have to wait for Erik to come and tell us what’s happening now then.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The drive back from Long Beach was nice and easy with the roof down. He’d forgotten how good it felt with the sun caressing his skin. He glanced at himself in the rear view mirror and saw a shadow of a man with sunken eyes and cheekbones like sharp crags on Mount Lukens, but the sun had given him some colour. He wasn’t going to win any awards for his tan, but he didn’t look so much like a corpse that had just climbed off the autopsy table and started walking again. 
 
    His stomach was making noises, so he decided to stop off at Ruby’s Diner, just off the I-710 in Downey. It wasn’t the picnic Marilyn had promised him on Santa Monica beach, but it would have to do. He kept it simple and ordered a burger with fries, slaw and a shake. 
 
    Was Anthony Taylor the killer they were looking for? So far, Howard Caplan had been right with his psychological description of the boy, but Katie had previously seen the importance of an earlier crime in a municipal park. If she could curb her gung-ho mentality Katie would make a fine detective. He’d seen gung-ho guys in the Marines, and they hadn’t lasted very long. 
 
    After eating lunch and paying, he carried on with his journey and arrived back at the police department at four thirty-five. 
 
    Carl Seger was sitting with his legs crossed on his desk reading the sports section of the Herald-Express. 
 
    ‘You got nothing else better to do, Carl?’ 
 
    ‘Nope. I don’t suppose you were keeping up with the Looloos while you were sitting in your apartment guzzling beer?’ 
 
    ‘Baseball passed me by.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t believe they’ve gone out in round one of the playoffs when they were league champions last year.’ 
 
    ‘You want to put the paper down and tell me what you’ve found out, Carl?’ 
 
    ‘Sure, Erik. All you had to do was ask.’ 
 
    ‘I am asking.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’ll tell you. I found the emergency number for Family Services and they sure as hell don’t make it easy. If it really had been an emergency I’d have given up. Anyway, I eventually found it and called the number. Got a prickly old bitch who I had to threaten with arrest and torture before she’d even agree to take a look for someone called Anthony Taylor.’ 
 
    ‘And?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, they had him. Sent him to Saint Vincent de Paul’s Convent and Orphans Asylum in Boyle Heights to be looked after by the nuns.’ 
 
    ‘Is that it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Did you call the orphanage?’ 
 
    ‘I did.’ 
 
    ‘What did they say?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing. Wouldn’t tell me any details over the phone, said it was against their policy. If I wanted to know more, I’d have to go there and confess to the Mother Superior.’ 
 
    ‘And yet here you are, sitting around the office reading the sports section.’ 
 
    ‘Tomorrow. Eleven o’clock after morning prayers.’ 
 
    ‘That’s something at least.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome.’ 
 
    ‘What about the original police file on Jeanne Taylor’s murder?’ 
 
    ‘Sergeant Gallo called me back about fifteen minutes ago and said it’s not there.’ 
 
    ‘Not there?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Where is it then?’ 
 
    ‘He didn’t say.’ 
 
    ‘And you didn’t ask?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Good work, Carl.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    Erik sat down at his desk and called Sergeant Gallo in the Records Division. 
 
    ‘Sergeant Gallo.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Sergeant Urban from Homicide.’ 
 
    ‘Hey! How strange is that? I was just talking to one of your guys.’ 
 
    ‘I know. You told him that the original file on the Jeanne Taylor murder wasn’t there?’ 
 
    ‘That’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Where is it then?’ 
 
    ‘No idea.’ 
 
    ‘Correct me if I’m wrong, but aren’t you meant to be keeping a record of where all your files are?’ 
 
    ‘It’s no good getting shirty with me, Urban. February 1916 was a long time ago – thirty-two years to be exact . . . Well, nearly. I’ve been here fifteen.’ 
 
    ‘Any idea how long it’s been missing?’ 
 
    ‘No. As far as I’m aware, it’s the first time anybody has ever asked for the file.’ 
 
    ‘Do you keep a record of who signs the files in and out once the case is closed or shelved?’ 
 
    ‘Sure.’ 
 
    ‘Is that record still there?’ 
 
    ‘It is.’ 
 
    ‘Whose names are on it?’ 
 
    ‘You want me to tell you the names on the record?’ 
 
    ‘Please.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have to go down to the basement again.’ 
 
    ‘I’d appreciate it.’ 
 
    ‘Sheesh! I’ll call you back in twenty minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ He put the phone down. ‘Didn’t you say you were making coffee?’ he said to Carl. 
 
    ‘Not that I recall. Hey, there’s a short piece here that says . . .’ 
 
    ‘A coffee would be good, Carl.’ 
 
    ‘Oh! Sure thing, Erik.’ He folded up the newspaper and stood up. ‘I keep forgetting you’re one of the walking wounded.’ 
 
    Now that he was a Sergeant, he seemed to be looking at people in a different way. Was it him? Had his illness changed him? Or had everyone else changed while he’d been away sick? Mike O’Meara hadn’t been the brightest Sergeant in the division, but it wasn’t just Mike’s fault. He hadn’t received the support of the men working for him. And going back even further, before he’d got sick, neither had he. 
 
    Changes needed to be made. He’d speak to the Lieutenant as soon as this case was concluded. Some of these men had been homicide detectives for far too long. They’d gotten far too comfortable and forgotten why they were here. 
 
    Carl came back in carrying two mugs of steaming coffee. ‘Just what the doctor ordered.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Carl.’ 
 
    ‘No problem.’ He sat back down in his chair, picked up the newspaper again and began reading. 
 
    The telephone jangled. 
 
    ‘Urban.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Sergeant Gallo. You got paper and pencil?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah.’ 
 
    ‘There are five names on that record.’ 
 
    ‘Shoot?’ 
 
    ‘Three detectives: Martin Miller, Henry Glynn and Wayland Jones. I checked and they’re all deceased. Miller and Jones were killed in the line of duty, and Glynn committed suicide in 1933. Of the other two names: Sergeant Roswell Higgins took early retirement and lives with his daughter in Bakersfield. You want the address?’ 
 
    ‘Please.’ 
 
    ‘3411 Palm Street, Bakersfield, 93309.’ 
 
    He wrote it in his notebook. ‘Got it.’ 
 
    ‘Lastly, Sergeant John Fenton . . .’ 
 
    ‘Any relation to the Deputy Chief?’ 
 
    ‘You could say he was related to himself, I suppose.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the same John Fenton?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Whose name is the last on the record?’ 
 
    ‘Have a guess.’ 
 
    ‘Sergeant John Fenton?’ 
 
    ‘You got it, but according to the record he signed the file back in.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Sergeant Gallo.’ 
 
    ‘I’m here to serve.’ 
 
    He put the phone down. The Deputy Chief of Police didn’t work at weekends, but even if Fenton had been in his office, would he have gone up there and questioned him on Jeanne Taylor’s murder? All Fenton had to say was that the record clearly showed he’d signed the file back in and who did newly-promoted Sergeant Urban think he was to doubt the word of the Deputy Chief of Police? Urban would be unlikely to remain a Sergeant for longer than it took for him to hand in his badge and gun. 
 
    The missing file wasn’t prima facie evidence of a conspiracy to pervert the course of justice, but it certainly raised a number of questions. Why was the file missing? Had it been removed because it contained incriminating evidence? Did the sketch artist’s drawing look like Trent Duncan? Or someone else just as famous? Had Sergeant John Fenton found Jeanne Taylor’s killer, but covered it up? Had he been paid to make the file disappear and keep his mouth shut? It all happened thirty-two years ago. If Fenton was corrupt, how could he prove it? And was it worth trying to prove it? 
 
    Dennis Whipple and Greg Lombardi clomped into the office and sat down in their respective seats. 
 
    ‘Her name was Eva Steiner,’ Greg said. ‘She’s been in LA a week. Came here on a Greyhound bus from Salt Lake City in Utah.’ 
 
    Dennis added, ‘We found the apartment she was sharing with two other women and we have her personal effects in the car, but there’s nothing there that will help us.’ 
 
    ‘We spoke to the other two women,’ Greg continued. ‘But they knew nothing. She left the apartment late on Friday afternoon, but she didn’t tell them where she was going and that was the last time they saw her.’ 
 
    ‘Good work.’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t get us anywhere though, does it?’ Dennis said. ‘Same as the others.’ 
 
    ‘Hey!’ Carl said. ‘Don’t you worry yourselves none. Sergeant Urban and myself have made some headway while you two deadbeats were out chasing your tails.’ 
 
    They both stared at Erik. 
 
    ‘Sergeant?’ Greg queried. 
 
    ‘The Lieutenant promoted him,’ Carl said. 
 
    ‘Congratulations, Erik,’ Dennis and Greg said in unison and shook his hand one after the other. 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ he said. 
 
    ‘What’s this about making some headway?’ Dennis asked. 
 
    Erik told them about solving the riddle of the clues and that the peacock feather representing silent movie star Gloria Swanson . . .’ 
 
    ‘But why? Greg said. ‘What’s it all for?’ 
 
    He told them about the personality characteristics that the criminalist lecturer at the University – Doctor Howard Caplan – had provided of the killer based on his behaviour at the crime scenes; about how he’d obtained a list of over three hundred male stylists’ names in Los Angeles and split it between George and Bill, and John and Jack . . . 
 
    ‘I was wondering where they were,’ Dennis said. ‘I’ll bet they’re in a bar somewhere knocking back Jack Daniels like there’s a world shortage.’ 
 
    ‘It’ll be their last day on the job if they are,’ Erik said. 
 
    The other three eyed him. 
 
    ‘You don’t mean that,’ Carl said. 
 
    ‘Is the Pope a Catholic?’ He told them how the four detectives were narrowing down that list based on the description of the killer’s characteristics. 
 
    Greg’s eyes opened wide. ‘So three hundred should become more manageable once they’ve finished crossing off names and then we can focus on the smaller number they’re left with?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ 
 
    ‘I’m feeling optimistic for the first time in ages,’ Greg said with a smile. 
 
    He told them how Carl had found the original murder of Jeanne Taylor and that she’d had her six year-old son – Anthony Taylor – with her at the crime scene who saw his mother being raped and murdered . . . 
 
    Greg and Dennis stared at Carl. 
 
    Carl stood up and took a bow. ‘I’m expecting the Mayor to come along and present me with the freedom of the city any time now.’ 
 
    ‘In your dreams, Carl,’ Greg said. ‘If it hadn’t been for Erik telling you where and when to look for the report of the crime, you’d still be bumping into things.’ 
 
    Erik continued. He told them how six year-old Anthony Taylor had given the police a description of the killer and how a sketch artist had drawn a likeness based on that description . . . 
 
    Greg and Dennis looked at the board and then at Erik. 
 
    ‘Have we obtained the original police report?’ Dennis asked. 
 
    Erik pulled a face. ‘This is where it gets messy and complicated. The file is missing from the Records Division.’ 
 
    ‘Missing!’ Greg said. ‘What does that mean?’ 
 
    ‘It means it’s not there. In the space where it should have been is an empty hole. I spoke to Sergeant Gallo and he has no idea where it is, because no one has signed it out in thirty-two years. There are five names who signed the file out and back in again during the investigation in 1916 on the record card. Three of those detectives are dead, one is retired and living with his daughter in Bakersfield, and the fifth person is now Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton.’ 
 
    Dennis screwed up his face. ‘I guess you’ve not been to Fenton’s office and demanded the file back?’ 
 
    ‘You guess right. It’s Saturday, so he’s not there. His name is the last name on the list, but according to the record he signed the file back in.’ 
 
    ‘Which means there’s no evidence of wrongdoing,’ Carl clarified. 
 
    Erik shook his head. ‘There’s no evidence of anything. The file could have been removed by anyone, or gone missing in any number of other ways. Accusing Fenton of corruption thirty-two years ago would be the quickest way to a change of career for all of us, so nobody says anything. Not only that, if he did get his hands dirty back then, we don’t want to tip him off we’re onto him.’ 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    ‘Surely there must be copies of the sketch artist’s drawing?’ Greg offered in disbelief. 
 
    ‘Not that I’ve been able to find,’ Erik said. ‘Carl also discovered that the silent movie director – Trent Duncan – who died two years ago around the same time the murders began, was rumoured to be Anthony Taylor’s father. He was initially arrested for Jeanne Taylor’s murder, but then released. I drove to Long Beach this afternoon to speak to his wife – Isabella – who met him about six months after the murder and she doesn’t think he killed Jeanne Taylor. According to her, he said he never even slept with the woman. Anyway, I obtained a photograph of Trent Duncan, which was taken around the time of Jeanne Taylor’s murder. Being of suspicious mind, I had the idea that the file had gone missing to protect someone famous and with enough money to pay for said file to go missing.’ 
 
    ‘And that someone could be Trent Duncan?’ Dennis suggested. 
 
    ‘Exactly. What we need is a copy of that drawing. Greg, I’d like you to find out tomorrow who that sketch artist was, see if he’s still alive and track down a copy of the drawing.’ 
 
    ‘Tomorrow! It’s Sunday tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Were you told when you joined the police department that this was a Monday to Friday job? 
 
    ‘Well no, but . . .’ 
 
   
  
 

 ‘Good. Don’t worry, you won’t be the only one working.’ He stared at Dennis. ‘I’d like you to find a photograph of Anthony Taylor from the time of his mother’s murder, take it to a sketch artist and see if they can age-progress the photograph thirty-two years to give us some idea of what he might look like now.’ 
 
    ‘Do police sketch artists work on a Sunday?’ 
 
    ‘Use you wit and charm.’ 
 
    Carl laughed. ‘Don’t say that, Erik. He’ll never persuade a sketch artist to do anything for him.’ 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    Dennis said, ‘That’s true. Don’t worry, I have other tricks up my sleeve.’ 
 
    ‘You needn’t laugh anyway, Carl. I want you to contact the local police in Salt Lake City, have them go round to her parents’ house and inform them of their daughter’s death. Give them my number to contact on Monday.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, I’ll do that.’ 
 
    ‘Also . . .’ 
 
    ‘Two things again?’ 
 
    ‘You’ve proved you can be trusted to do two things at once, so you’re the man, Carl. You have a date with the Mother Superior at the orphanage, don’t you?’ 
 
    ‘So I do.’ 
 
    ‘What’s this?’ Greg said. 
 
    ‘After the murder of his mother, Anthony was sent to Saint Vincent de Paul’s Convent and Orphans Asylum in Boyle Heights by Family Services.’ 
 
    Greg pursed his lips. ‘Yeah, I suppose he would have been without any parents to look after him.’ 
 
    Erik said, ‘I want to know what happened to Anthony Taylor, Greg.’ 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘Not just in the orphanage, but after that. I want to know his life history.’ 
 
    ‘But what if . . .?’ 
 
    ‘No “what ifs”, Carl. Come back with his life history, or don’t come back at all.’ 
 
    Dennis chuckled. ‘He said the same thing to us, Carl. And here we are.’ 
 
    ‘And you’re doing what?’ Carl aimed at Erik. 
 
    ‘It’s Sunday. Sergeants don’t work on Sundays.’ 
 
    The other three looked at each other. 
 
    He smiled. ‘I’ll be driving up to Bakersfield to speak to retired detective Roswell Higgins, see if he can’t shed some light on the missing file, the sketch of the killer and why the killer was never found when they had an eyewitness.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Greg said. ‘All seems a bit strange, doesn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘So, we’ll all be working tomorrow.’ 
 
    They seemed quite happy with that state of affairs. 
 
    Erik said, ‘Did Mike ever mention the strand of hair found on victim number eight – Lisa Coburn?’ 
 
    They shook their heads. 
 
    ‘I went downstairs to speak to Ray Pinker and find out if he had anything for us, but as expected – he didn’t. However, he did mention that a long strand of dark hair was found on Lisa Coburn by Fred Newbarr, who passed it to Ray. When Ray examined it microscopically, he found that it was real hair, but that the cells were dead, which meant that it had come from a wig.’ 
 
    ‘Mike never mentioned it,’ Dennis said. 
 
    ‘And there’s nothing about it on the board either,’ Carl observed. 
 
    Erik shook his head. ‘Mike dismissed it as irrelevant evidence. Told Ray not to bother with it.’ 
 
    ‘He shouldn’t have done that,’ Greg said. ‘Evidence is evidence.’ 
 
    ‘No, he shouldn’t have dismissed it, but he did. I’ve told Ray to speak to a professional wigmaker and see what they have to say about the hair.’ 
 
    ‘It could be the missing piece of the jigsaw,’ Carl suggested. 
 
    The other two laughed. 
 
    ‘Which missing piece?’ Dennis said. ‘We have hundreds of missing pieces.’ 
 
    ‘Are we all clear on what we’re doing tomorrow?’ Erik asked them. 
 
    ‘What about the others?’ Greg said. 
 
    ‘It’ll be a while before they reach the end of those lists, but I’ll call Bill later and explain what we’re all doing. We’ll meet back here first thing Monday morning and see where we are.’ 
 
    They were all in agreement. 
 
    ‘Take the rest of the day off guys.’ 
 
    ‘It’s five-thirty,’ Carl said. 
 
    Greg grunted. ‘I have this weird feeling that you’re going to be the best Sergeant we ever had, Erik.’ 
 
    The other guys laughed. 
 
    Erik watched them go and then called Marilyn. 
 
    ‘Hello.’ 
 
    ‘It’s Erik. Do you fancy a drive out to Bakersfield tomorrow?’ 
 
    ‘You have to go there for work, don’t you?’ 
 
    There was no point in lying to her. Building a relationship on a foundation of lies was no way to begin. ‘Yes, but that should only take me about an hour, probably less, and then I’m all yours. We could stop somewhere and have that picnic you were talking about.’ 
 
    ‘Have you got your own car, or will I be travelling in a police car like a criminal?’ 
 
    ‘No, I have my own car. I’ll put the roof down and we can feel the sun on our skin.’ 
 
    ‘What time will you pick me up?’ 
 
    ‘Nine-thirty?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be waiting.’ 
 
    He put the phone down and headed home. Could he call the bedroom he was occupying at Ruby’s his home? If he was being honest, the apartment that he’d been living in was hardly a home either. He had no affection for it. In fact, he couldn’t recall having had a home since his childhood. He’d lived in lots of places since, but he’d never considered them home. Home is where the heart is, or so the saying went. Well, his heart had been locked up in a dark place for as long as he could remember and now, he didn’t even know if he still had a heart. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
      
 
    ‘Who is it?’ 
 
    ‘Erik.’ 
 
    She opened the door. ‘Eliza said you were dropping by.’ 
 
    ‘Is she here?’ 
 
    ‘In the living room.’ 
 
    ‘I need to speak to you after she’s gone.’ 
 
    ‘And that would be about the party I went to last night, wouldn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘She told you, did she?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not some errant child you can chastise, Erik. You can’t tell me what I can and can’t do. If I want to go to parties, then I will and there’s nothing you can do to stop me.’ 
 
    ‘You’re being irresponsible. You may not be an errant child, but you are being childish.’ 
 
    ‘I am not. I’m a grown woman, I can look after myself.’ 
 
    ‘From what Don Carroll told me, that’s clearly not the case. If he hadn’t been there I dread to think what might have happened to you. And whether you like it or not, you are my responsibility. If it ever came out that I let you act as bait to draw the killer out into the open, I’d be finished as a police officer. In fact, I could even be prosecuted.’ 
 
    ‘It was my decision.’ 
 
    ‘Do you think anybody would believe that? It’s about time you grew up, Katie.’ 
 
    ‘Now, now children,’ Eliza intervened. ‘Play nicely. It’s like being at home with my three rascals. It seems to me that Erik has a point. If something had happened to you and it came out that you were working with him, people would put two and two together and make five. Tell him what you admitted to me earlier about your stupidity.’ 
 
    Looking at the floor and shuffling her feet, she felt like a naughty schoolgirl. ‘I apologise, Erik. It was stupid of me and I’ll never do it again.’ 
 
    ‘You should have told me you were going.’ 
 
    ‘You’re right, I should have done.’ 
 
    ‘And after your escapades as a budding actress, did you learn anything?’ 
 
    ‘Only that men are filthy, vicious . . .’ 
 
    ‘About the murders?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘So you put your life in danger for no reason at all?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    Eliza intervened again. ‘I think we should kiss and make up, and agree never to talk about it again, don’t you?’ 
 
    They stared at each other.  
 
    Erik made the first moved and hugged her. ‘I’m glad you’re all right.’ 
 
    ‘And I’m sorry that I went to the party without telling you.’ 
 
    ‘There we are,’ Eliza said. ‘Right, can we move on to why we’re really here now? It’s Saturday evening and I have a husband and three more children waiting for me at home.’ 
 
    Erik said, ‘Did you bring the newspaper reports?’ 
 
    Eliza pointed at the pinboard. ‘If you’re looking for photographs of the boy and the sketch artist’s drawing of the killer you’ll be disappointed – there are none.’ 
 
    ‘I was hoping there would be, but I’m not surprised there aren’t.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    He told them about the missing file and the five names recorded on the record. 
 
    ‘John Fenton!’ Eliza said, her eyes opening wide. ‘The Deputy Chief of Police?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘This is killing me not being able to report everything I know. I have to keep a long list of information that I can’t divulge, because I sometimes get confused about what is public knowledge and what isn’t.’ 
 
    ‘I’m going to visit a retired detective on that list called Roswell Higgins tomorrow in Bakersfield to find out if he can shed any light on what happened during the investigation and where the missing file might be.’ 
 
    ‘It appears that finding the original crime has opened the investigation up,’ Katie said. 
 
    Erik nodded. ‘Yes. It seems likely that Anthony Taylor is the killer. We know that he was taken into care by Family Services and they sent him to Saint Vincent de Paul’s Convent and Orphans Asylum in Boyle Heights to be looked after by the nuns. I have a detective going there tomorrow morning to find out what happened to him.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure he won’t be calling himself by his real name now, Erik,’ Eliza said. 
 
    ‘No, I expect not, but I have a detective trying to locate a photograph of him as a six year-old boy, which we’ll ask a sketch artist to age-progress in the hope of obtaining a likeness of what he might look like now. Also, I’ve asked another detective to find the original sketch artist and the drawing he made of the killer.’ 
 
    Katie was standing in front of the pin-boards with her back to them. ‘I have a theory,’ she said without turning round. 
 
    ‘Oh?’ Eliza said. 
 
    ‘The police didn’t find the killer of Jeanne Taylor in February 1916 – why not? They had a six year-old eyewitness who saw what happened to his mother; he gave the police a detailed description of the man who raped and murdered her and the police sketch artist produced a likeness. What happened to that drawing of the killer? Why wasn’t it in all the newspapers?’ She turned round to stare at them. ‘What if Anthony Taylor is murdering these women now to force the police into solving the original crime – the rape and murder of his mother?’ 
 
    ‘It’s a bit far-fetched,’ Erik said. 
 
    ‘Why else link all these murders to the original crime?’ She wiped the information off the blackboard and began writing on it again. ‘We’re thinking of the original crime as being after the nine murders now, because that’s the order in which we found them. What if we put Jeanne Taylor’s murder first. We have a silent movie star who is raped and strangled in Harbour Regional Park by an unknown assailant; the woman’s six year-old son hides in the bushes, sees what happens and who did it; he provides a detailed description of the killer to the police; the police gradually run the investigation down to nothing and fail to catch the culprit. In the meantime, the boy is sent to an orphanage to live his life and is forgotten. Thirty-two years later, he discovers that the killer was never brought to justice, and devises a plan to force the police to reveal his mother’s killer.’ 
 
    ‘If he wanted us to re-examine the death of his mother, he could simply have walked into the police department and asked us,’ Erik said. ‘Instead, he’s recreated a crime that occurred thirty-two years ago and has taken us two years to find.’ 
 
    ‘And if he had walked into the police department with that request, would you have dropped everything to oblige?’ Katie grunted. ‘I doubt it very much. If you recall, I have experience of the helpfulness offered to the public by the police department.’ 
 
    ‘We might have looked at the file.’ 
 
    ‘What file? You’ve said that there is no file. Maybe he knows the original investigation was a cover-up, but he has no evidence. That’s what he wants you to find – evidence of what really happened.’ 
 
    Eliza’s brow furrowed. ‘I agree with Erik. It’s a bit far-fetched.’ 
 
    ‘To a normal person it’s all far-fetched, but I think we’re agreed that the killer is not a normal person.’ 
 
    They were all quiet for a time. 
 
    ‘It’s an interesting theory, but it doesn’t help us, Katie,’ Erik said. 
 
    ‘Maybe it does. Maybe in order to solve these murders . . .’ She pointed at the photographs of the nine murdered women on the pinboard. ‘You have to solve the original murder of his mother. I don’t think he’ll stop killing until his mother’s killer has been identified and brought to justice – that’s his overarching motive.’ 
 
    ‘Well, I suppose by default, that’s what we are doing. As I said, I’m going to Bakersfield tomorrow morning to speak to the retired detective who worked on the original case . . .’ 
 
    ‘Why aren’t you speaking to John Fenton, the Deputy Chief of Police?’ Eliza asked. 
 
    ‘Because he’s the Deputy Chief of Police, and he was the last person to access the file.’ 
 
    ‘All the more reason to speak to him I would have thought.’ 
 
    ‘And say what?’ 
 
    ‘Ask him why he didn’t identify the killer when he had an eyewitness who gave the police a detailed description of the man; where the sketch artist’s drawing is and why it didn’t appear in any of the local newspapers at the time; where the file is now . . . There’s a lot of questions I’d like to ask him.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure, but he’s the Deputy Chief of Police, one of my bosses and a powerful man who could ruin both our careers. If he was involved in a cover-up, then by marching in there and asking him questions about what happened at the time, I’d be alerting him to the fact that we’re investigating Jeanne Taylor’s murder, and opening it up to the possibility that he’d dispose of any evidence that might still be left. That’s why I’m going to see the retired detective first. After that, then we’ll see where we are.’ 
 
    ‘I suppose you know what you’re doing,’ Eliza said. 
 
    ‘I think that’s the nicest thing you’ve ever said to me, Mrs Linton.’ 
 
    The two women laughed. 
 
    ‘There are a couple of other pieces of information that we’ve discovered also. First, Trent Duncan – a silent movie director – who directed Jeanne Taylor in a couple of early silent movies died two years ago when the murders first started. He was rumoured to be the father of Taylor’s son, which he denied. However, that didn’t stop him being arrested for her murder, but he was later released due to lack of evidence.’ 
 
    ‘And we have no idea if the sketch artist’s likeness of the killer resembled him?’ 
 
    ‘No. But when I visited his wife in Long Beach earlier, she didn’t think he murdered Jeanne Taylor. She also gave me an old photograph of Duncan from around that time. If we ever do find the drawing, then we’ll be able to compare the two.’ 
 
    ‘What do you think?’ Katie asked. 
 
    He shook his head. ‘From the little I know about him, I don’t think he’s the murderer, but I’m prepared to be proven wrong. Also, the County Coroner found a long dark hair on victim number eight – Lisa Coburn. He passed it to our police chemist who examined it microscopically and discovered it came from a wig. The reason I’ve only just found out about it is that Mike O’Meara dismissed it as irrelevant. Now, he might very well be right, but he didn’t tell any of the other guys that it’d been found, nor did he pursue it as a possible lead, so I have Ray Pinker – that’s the police chemist, consulting a professional wigmaker on Monday to find out what else they can tell us about the hair, or the wig that it came from.’ 
 
    ‘This is Hollywood,’ Eliza said. ‘There are thousands of wigs used every day in the movies.’ 
 
    ‘That’s exactly right. It’s probably nothing, but it should be examined rather than dismissed out of hand.’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘Lastly, the latest victim is called Eva Steiner who came here from Salt Lake City a week ago. She was sharing an apartment with two other women who knew very little about her. She went out on Friday afternoon without telling them where she was going and never came back.’ 
 
    Katie wrote the information on the pinboard. 
 
    ‘I also have four detectives narrowing down that list of male stylists you produced, Eliza, based on the description provided by Doctor Caplan. It’ll take time, but we should end up with a more manageable list of men who we’ll examine in detail. If Anthony Taylor is on that list, then we’ll find him.’ 
 
    ‘What if he’s not on that list?’ Katie said. 
 
    Erik shrugged. ‘Then we’ll have to try something else. Anyway, that’s where we are. Most of our efforts are now on Jeanne Taylor’s murder – the missing file; the sketch artist’s drawing of the killer; a photograph of Anthony Taylor; what happened to the boy once he went to the orphanage; and finding out from retired detective Roswell Higgins what happened during the original investigation in 1916.’ 
 
    As she ushered Eliza and Erik out Katie said, ‘I think I’ll have a lazy day tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘And me,’ Eliza said. ‘My husband and children think I don’t live at home anymore.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll see you on Monday evening, Katie,’ Erik said.  
 
    ‘All right. Have a good trip to Bakersfield tomorrow.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sunday, January 25, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    The knocking came from somewhere, but he couldn’t identify where. And the more he thought about it, the more he thought that maybe he was the person who was knocking, but knocking on what? Why? There was no door in front of him, only blackness and a dark crevasse that he couldn’t see the bottom of. 
 
    ‘Erik.’ 
 
    Who was that calling his name? Where were they calling from? 
 
    ‘Erik. There’s a telephone call for you.’ 
 
    He sat up in bed. His pyjamas were drenched. His face was covered in sweat. Where had he been? What had he seen? 
 
    ‘Erik, it’s Ruby.’ 
 
    His watch showed it was ten to seven. 
 
    ‘Yes, Ruby.’ 
 
    ‘There’s a Detective Carl Seger on the telephone.’ 
 
    ‘Coming. He put his dressing gown on and opened the door.’ 
 
    Ruby stared at him. ‘Bad night?’ 
 
    ‘I guess so.’ 
 
    ‘I heard you screaming and crying out.’ 
 
    ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t be sorry. Absolutely no need to be sorry. I’m sorry that I can’t help. Maybe you need to see someone.’ 
 
    ‘You’re not the first to suggest that.’ 
 
    He picked up the telephone. ‘Erik Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Erik, it’s Carl.’ Carl’s voice oozed sickliness. 
 
    ‘You don’t sound so good, Carl.’ 
 
    ‘No, no, I’m not. In fact, I’m the opposite of good. Maybe I’m coming down with something, but I can’t stop puking and shivering. I just called to say I’m going back to bed.’ 
 
    ‘Look after yourself, Carl.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry I can’t get to the orphanage.’ 
 
    ‘Not to worry. I’ll cover it. You get yourself well.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, Erik.’ 
 
    He hung up the telephone and stood there facing the wall. Now what? The Mother Superior was expecting Carl at eleven o’clock. He was due to pick up Marilyn at nine-thirty. He could do it – pick Marilyn up, drive to the orphanage, meet with the Mother Superior and then drive to Bakersfield, but it would screw up the whole day, the picnic and possibly his blossoming relationship with Marilyn. All the other detectives had their own tasks, so there really was only him available. Maybe he could call the Mother Superior and rearrange the appointment for tomorrow. That wasn’t really an option, he needed the information today. 
 
    ‘Tea, Erik?’ Ruby called from the kitchen. 
 
    ‘Coming.’ He made a detour into the bathroom and swilled his face. 
 
    ‘Problem?’ Ruby said as he sat at the kitchen table and picked up the cup of tea. 
 
    ‘One of my detectives has called in sick, so I need to be in two places at the same time.’ 
 
    ‘What about Katie?’ 
 
    ‘Katie isn’t a detective and doesn’t work for the Los Angeles Police Department.’ 
 
    ‘She’d tell you otherwise.’ 
 
    The corner of his lip creased upwards. ‘Yes, she probably would.’ He considered the possibility. It was only asking questions of the Mother Superior, nothing dangerous. All she had to do was catch a cab up there, ask the questions, record the information and come back home. Yes, it was a reasonable compromise. And Katie had said she wasn’t doing anything today. He’d walk along the corridor and ask her after he’d got himself ready. ‘Thanks, Ruby. I’ll go and ask her when I’m dressed.’ 
 
    ‘You ready for breakfast?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll wash and dress first, I think. As you heard and saw, it was a bad night.’ 
 
    ‘Every night’s a bad night, Erik. Some worse than others.’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I should imagine you’ll be glad to see me move out?’ 
 
    She came and hugged him then, pushing his face in-between her substantial breasts. ‘You’re the son I never had, Erik. And if you’ve got a problem, then it’s my problem as well. They often say that a problem shared is a problem halved. Well, I’m going to speak to some people today and see if we can’t halve your problem by getting you some help. It’s not right that the government should ask you to do terrible things in the war and then expect you to carry on with your life as if nothing happened.’ 
 
    ‘You don’t need . . .’ 
 
    ‘As I used to tell my Shimon, if I want a discussion about it I’ll let you know.’ 
 
    He guessed there was going to be no discussion about it. 
 
    After he’d had a strip-wash, put on clean clothes and eaten his breakfast of bacon and eggs with toast, he walked along the corridor and knocked on Katie’s door. 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ 
 
    ‘Erik.’ 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Katie was standing there in a champagne-coloured silk dressing gown over matching pyjamas. ‘Yes?’ 
 
    ‘I have a problem.’ 
 
    ‘Only one? You’d better come in then.’ She led the way along the hallway and into the living room. ‘Can I get you tea, coffee or breakfast?’ 
 
    ‘No, thanks.’ 
 
    ‘What’s this problem?’ 
 
    ‘Remember I said last night that one of my detectives was going to see the Mother Superior at Boyle Heights orphanage at eleven o’clock about Anthony Taylor’s stay there?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘The detective called in sick.’ 
 
    ‘And what can I do about it?’ 
 
    ‘You could go there in his stead.’ 
 
    ‘And speak to the Mother Superior?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Will she speak to me? I’m not a detective or a police officer – yet.’ 
 
    ‘Yet! What does that mean?’ 
 
    ‘I think I might join the police department.’ 
 
    ‘There are very few women police officers in the Los Angeles Police Department.’ 
 
    ‘But there are some?’ 
 
    ‘Well, yes.’ 
 
    ‘And I’d like to be a homicide detective.’ 
 
    ‘There are no female detectives – homicide or otherwise.’ 
 
    ‘Well, maybe there should be.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe there should.’ 
 
    ‘I knew you’d help me.’ 
 
    ‘Help you?’ 
 
    ‘Who else?’ 
 
    ‘I’m a newly-promoted Sergeant without any influence on women police officer recruitment, or women detectives for that matter.’ 
 
    ‘But you know me, we’re working this case together, you could put in a good word for me?’ 
 
    ‘Officially, we’re not working any case together. I’m a police officer, you’re a civilian, I don’t know you.’ 
 
    ‘And you expect me to help you today?’ 
 
    ‘As I recall, you’re the one who’s now in charge of this investigation, you’re the one who wants to find her sister’s killer, and you’re the one with nothing to do today.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I could go to the orphanage, but maybe you could help me as well?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll do whatever I can to help you.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all I ask.’ 
 
    ‘What’s this crazy idea you’ve got to become a police officer all of a sudden, anyway?’ 
 
    ‘Yesterday, I was wondering what to do with the rest of my life after we’ve solved this case, and while I was in the general store shopping I saw a police recruitment poster for women police officers and I thought that I’d like to be a homicide detective.’ 
 
    ‘Even though there aren’t any female homicide detectives?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be the first one then.’ 
 
    ‘Of course you will. Well, I’ll do what I can to help you become a police officer if that’s really what you want to be, but never speak of this investigation, because neither of us are doing what we’re doing.’ 
 
    ‘I understand. And talking of speaking – will the Mother Superior speak to me about Anthony Taylor?’ 
 
    ‘Do you have a pen and paper? I’ll write her a note stating that you’re there on my behalf.’ 
 
    ‘All right. She might still refuse though.’ 
 
    ‘I know, but it’s the best we can do. I’m sure with your talent for persuasion, you’ll be able to prise the information out of her.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll try my best.’ 
 
    ‘I know you will.’ When she handed him a pad and pen, he wrote a brief note explaining the reason why Katie was there instead of Detective Carl Seger and signed it. ‘There, let’s hope she’s a reasonable woman.’ 
 
    Katie grunted. ‘There aren’t many of those about.’ 
 
    ‘I know, but maybe we’ll get lucky.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-One 
 
      
 
      
 
    Marilyn was ready to leave with the picnic basket in her hand when she opened the door of Apartment 4E at 700 South Saint Andrews Plaza in Leimert Park. 
 
    She looked beautiful in a canary yellow lace embroidered summer dress, but a shadow crossed her face as she looked him up and down. 
 
    ‘What?’ he asked, looking down at his dark grey double-breasted suit, off-white shirt and green-patterned tie. 
 
    ‘It’s twenty-three degrees outside.’ 
 
    ‘I have the roof down.’ 
 
    ‘One thing Henry knew how to do was dress. I’m not saying you don’t, because I know you’re wearing a dead man’s clothes, but you’re not going to be comfortable in this heat dressed like that. Come with me.’ 
 
    She led him through the apartment and into a second bedroom. ‘Take those clothes off and lay them on the bed.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    ‘You haven’t got anything I haven’t seen before.’ 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    She put her hands on her hips. ‘Do you need help?’ 
 
    ‘I’m not the man I used to be.’ 
 
    ‘This isn’t an audition. We had that the other night and you got the part.’ 
 
    ‘I did?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. So take your clothes off.’ 
 
    ‘Everything?’ 
 
    ‘No, you can keep your shorts on.’ 
 
    ‘I’m glad to hear it.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe next time you can take them off.’ She opened a wardrobe to reveal a good selection of clothes hanging from a rail, took out a short-sleeved cotton shirt with red and grey stripes over a white background and handed it to him. ‘Try that on.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure? It looks new.’ 
 
    ‘I think Henry wore it twice. If you don’t wear it, I’ll donate it to charity. I should have done it already, but I never . . . Anyway, put it on. Let me see what you look like.’ 
 
    He unbuttoned the shirt, shrugged into it and buttoned it up. 
 
    ‘I like it. Do you like it?’ 
 
    ‘I like it fine.’ 
 
    She handed him a pair of blue and black checked slacks and a black belt. ‘Henry was slightly taller than you, but not by much. Try them on.’ 
 
    He stepped into the slacks. If Henry was taller, he couldn’t have been by much, because the slacks were just the right length. Henry was obviously stouter around the waist, but the belt solved that problem. 
 
    Marilyn opened the other door of the wardrobe to reveal a full-length mirror and shelves stacked with more folded clothes. ‘What do you think?’ 
 
    He looked nearly human. Tears ran down his cheeks. ‘Sorry.’ 
 
    She waved his apology away. ‘Don’t go getting the idea that you look anything like Henry in his clothes, because you don’t. I’m not sentimental about clothes, but there’s no point in having them stuffed in a wardrobe while you’re walking around looking like you’ve just come out of prison.’ 
 
    ‘Very kind.’ 
 
    ‘As you know, a Chief Librarian has many responsibilities and one of those is to make sure her members are dressed appropriately. Are you ready?’ 
 
    ‘Do you think I’m ready?’ 
 
    ‘You’re ready.’ 
 
    He felt like a new man. 
 
    They left the apartment and caught the elevator down to the ground floor. 
 
    ‘I like it,’ she said when she saw his Mercury. 
 
    ‘I took it out of storage on Friday in preparation for our trip to Santa Monica Beach.’ 
 
    ‘Which you cancelled?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. In fact, I nearly had to cancel our trip out today.’ He told her what had happened and his remedy. 
 
    ‘I look forward to meeting your Katie.’ 
 
    ‘She’s hardly my Katie. She’s her own person, believe me.’ 
 
    He pulled out into traffic and headed northbound on Interstate-5 through Santa Clarita and the Los Padres National Forest to Bakersfield. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Saint Vincent de Paul’s Convent and Orphans Asylum in Boyle Heights was a five-storey brick L-shaped building with several chimneys sitting atop the roof, dormer windows on the façade and a tower at the entrance that was flanked by newly-planted date palm trees. 
 
    ‘Can you wait for me?’ Katie said to the cabbie. 
 
    ‘Any idea how long you’ll be, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Possibly an hour. It may be less, but no more.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll have a doze.’ 
 
    She climbed the steps that led up to the enormous arched entryway at the bottom of the tower, took hold of the plaited cord and jangled the bell. 
 
    A woman’s face appeared on the other side of a wrought-iron grill in the heavy right-hand wooden door. ‘Yes?’ 
 
    She thought about using her own name, but Katie Brazil wasn’t expected. ‘Detective Carl Seger to see the Mother Superior.’ 
 
    The eyes behind the grill wrinkled up. ‘Carl Seger?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. He’s been taken ill, so I’m here in his stead.’ 
 
    ‘And your name is?’ 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘Just one moment.’ The grill closed. 
 
    It was more like five minutes rather than a moment, but eventually the door opened. 
 
    ‘Mother Superior will see you.’ 
 
    She walked through into the spacious lobby, waited while the nun closed and bolted the door behind her, then followed her across the lobby and along a corridor to an office with a sign on the door that read: 
 
      
 
      
 
    MOTHER SUPERIOR 
 
    M. JOSEPHA 
 
      
 
      
 
    The nun tapped on the door like a church mouse. 
 
    A thunderous bellow said, ‘Who is it?’ 
 
    ‘It’s Sister Ursula, Mother Superior. I have the lady here.’ 
 
    ‘Well, don’t stand out there like a serving wench – come in, come in.’ 
 
    Sister Ursula opened the door and ushered Katie inside. 
 
    ‘You can go, Sister Ursula, but don’t go far. If I need you, I don’t want to send out a search party.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mother Superior.’ 
 
    The nun left and closed the door. 
 
    ‘Sit,’ the Mother Superior said, pointing to a hard-backed chair in front of her desk. She was a large woman under a black habit, a starch-white cornette and a large wooden cross around her neck. 
 
    Katie sat. 
 
    ‘I was expecting a Detective Carl Seger.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ She handed the Mother Superior the note that Erik had written. 
 
    The Mother Superior read it. ‘There’s no police department stamp on it.’ 
 
    ‘It was early this morning. We live in the same apartment block.’ 
 
    ‘And I’m expected to believe that?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘And you are?’ 
 
    ‘Katie Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘What do you do?’ 
 
    ‘I used to teach elementary school history in Kettle River, Minnesota, but now I don’t do anything.’ 
 
    ‘Why not?’ 
 
    ‘Somebody murdered my sister. I’ve come to Los Angeles to find out who.’ 
 
    ‘A woman police officer?’ 
 
    ‘No, but I’m considering applying.’ 
 
    ‘And you want to know about Anthony Taylor who came here in 1916?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, please.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘He came here following the death of his mother. I’m sure you’re aware of the starlet murders over the past two years?’ 
 
    ‘We’re not completely isolated, Miss Brazil.’ 
 
    ‘We’ve discovered that the current murders are remarkably similar to his mother’s murder in 1916, which he witnessed.’ 
 
    ‘And you think he’s the killer?’ 
 
    ‘It’s one possibility that we’re looking into.’ 
 
    ‘You keep saying “we”. How are you involved if you’re not a police officer?’ 
 
    ‘I’m helping. The detectives are all male and they’d lost their way. They needed the organisational skills of a woman.’ 
 
    ‘Our records are confidential.’ 
 
    ‘I understand.’ 
 
    ‘I like you, Miss Brazil.’ She aimed her mouth at the door and bellowed, ‘Sister Ursula.’ 
 
    Sister Ursula came in. ‘Yes, Mother Superior?’ 
 
    ‘I want you to take Miss Brazil to the archives, find the record book for 1916, let her look through it and stay with her.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Mother Superior.’ 
 
    She looked at Katie. ‘Take notes only.’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    ‘You can go.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, Mother Superior.’ 
 
    Katie followed Sister Ursula out of the office. 
 
    ‘This way,’ Sister Ursula said. 
 
    ‘The Mother Superior is a bit scary, isn’t she?’ 
 
    ‘Underneath, she’s really lovely.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t think I could work for her.’ 
 
    Sister Ursula crossed herself. ‘We’re not working for the Mother Superior, we’re working for God.’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    The nun led her along labyrinthine corridors to a wooden door and a set of concrete spiral steps, which they descended into a dimly-lit arched basement containing a jumble of items including heavy wood and brass crosses, bibles, goblets, candelabra and bottles of wine, but also taking up space in one corner were rows of metal shelving units containing the convent and orphanage records. 
 
    It didn’t take Sister Ursula long to find the record book for 1916, found the date February 11 and passed it to Katie. 
 
    Katie’s brow furrowed. ‘He was only here for five days?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what it says.’ 
 
    ‘What does “R” mean?’ 
 
    ‘Runaway.’ 
 
    ‘He ran away?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what it says.’ 
 
    ‘Is there any other information about him?’ 
 
    ‘We have his file, but I’m sure that if he was here for only five days then there won’t be much in it.’ 
 
    ‘Can we take a look?’ 
 
    ‘The Mother Superior didn’t say . . .’ 
 
    ‘You’ll be doing a good thing, Sister Ursula.’ Katie told her the reason why she was here. 
 
    ‘Yes, all right.’ 
 
    She followed the nun to another row of shelves full of dusty brown files. 
 
    Sister Ursula walked along the shelves until she found “1916”, and then riffled through the files. ‘Yes, here we are: “Anthony Taylor”.’ 
 
    She handed the file to Katie. 
 
    There was an admission sheet with some of Anthony Taylor’s details on it: 
 
      
 
      
 
    APPLICATION FOR ADMISSION 
 
      
 
      
 
    Los Angeles, California, February 11th, 1916. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I Mary J. Wickford, the undersigned Family Care Worker of Los Angeles Family Services, hereby make application for the admission of said Anthony Taylor as an inmate of Saint Vincent de Paul’s Convent and Orphans Asylum in Boyle Heights . . . 
 
      
 
      
 
    Name and age of child? Anthony Taylor, 6 years. 
 
    When and where born? May 5th; Fort Lee, New Jersey 
 
    Legitimate or illegitimate? Illegitimate. 
 
    Father’s name? Unknown. 
 
    Mother’s name? Jeanne Taylor. 
 
    Is either parent living? No. 
 
    Give address. N/A. 
 
    Has child any other relations? No. 
 
    Give address. N/A. 
 
    Complexion: Light, Eyes: Brown, Hair: Fair, Height: 46.5 inches, Weight: 45 pounds. 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was nothing else in the file. 
 
    ‘No photograph?’ she asked. 
 
    ‘No. We didn’t start taking photographs of new inmates until 1932.’ 
 
    She pointed to a name on the admission sheet under WITNESSES. ‘Is Sister Augustin still here?’ 
 
    ‘Oh yes. She has a garden plot at the back of the orphanage, which produces all our vegetables. In fact, more than we need, so a couple of the other nuns sell them at the market.’ 
 
    ‘Would it be possible to talk to her?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t see why not. Sister Augustin has been here since the beginning. She’s really old, but nobody seems to know how old she is.’ 
 
    Sister Ursula put the file back on the shelf and led Katie up to ground level, where they navigated along more corridors the length of the building, down another set of winding concrete steps, through a large kitchen and out through a back door into an industrial-sized vegetable garden. 
 
    It took them five minutes to find Sister Augustin, who had camouflaged herself between two rows of healthy-looking runner beans. 
 
    ‘Sister Augustin,’ Sister Ursula called to her. 
 
    ‘What’s that you say, Sister?’ 
 
    Sister Ursula said to Katie, ‘Sister Augustin doesn’t hear very well now. You have to stand in front of her and speak loudly. She’s very good at reading lips.’ 
 
    ‘All right.’ 
 
    Once they reached the place where Sister Augustin was standing, Sister Ursula said to her in a loud voice, ‘You have a visitor, Sister Augustin.’ 
 
    ‘A visitor! I like receiving visitors. I think it was September of 1932 when I received my last visitor.’ 
 
    ‘This is Katie Brazil. She has some questions for you about a boy you admitted to the orphanage in 1916.’ 
 
    Sister Augustin stared at Katie with yellowing rheumy eyes. ‘That was a long time ago, dear. My memory isn’t what it used to be.’ 
 
    ‘His name was Anthony Taylor,’ Sister Ursula said. ‘He was six years old and he was only here for five days before he ran away.’ 
 
    ‘Did his mother bring him here?’ 
 
    ‘No. His mother was murdered in Harbour Regional Park. The boy was brought here by Family Services.’ 
 
    ‘A lovely looking boy. Yes, I remember him now. His mother was an actress.’ 
 
    ‘That’s right. Her name was Jeanne Taylor.’ 
 
    ‘If you say so, dear.’ 
 
    Katie said, ‘Is there anything else you can tell me about him, Sister Augustin?’ 
 
    ‘Tell you about him?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Such as what?’ 
 
    ‘Have you any idea why he ran away?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, he ran away, didn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘Do you know why?” 
 
    ‘The other boys.’ 
 
    ‘What about the other boys?’ 
 
    ‘They bullied him, called him names.’ 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Poor boy. He was such a lovely looking boy as well.’ 
 
    ‘What do you mean?’ 
 
    ‘There was something wrong with him.’ 
 
    ‘In what way?’ 
 
    Sister Augustin pointed a bony finger to her pubic area. ‘Down there.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry, I don’t understand.’ 
 
    ‘The other boys found out and bullied him mercilessly. Children can be so cruel. They called him tumtum and moffie. I had no idea what those names meant. I had to ask the boys.’ 
 
    ‘I’ve never heard those names either, what do they mean?’ 
 
    ‘Anthony Taylor was both a boy and a girl down there. He was a hermaphrodite.’ 
 
    ‘You mean he had the genitalia of a boy and a girl?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I understood why he ran away. I pleaded with Mother Superior De la Cruz who was here at the time not to contact the authorities. He’d been through enough suffering already. If they found him and brought him back, I was afraid of what might happen to him.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you, Sister Augustin,’ Katie said. 
 
    As she walked with Sister Ursula back to the entrance, she didn’t know how any of what she’d discovered helped their case. Anthony Taylor had been an inmate of the orphanage, but only for five days until he’d run away. Where had he run to? There didn’t seem to be any way of finding out. During the five days he’d been incarcerated in the orphanage, he was bullied mercilessly by the other boys when they discovered he was a hermaphrodite – born with both sets of genitalia. So, not only had he witnessed his mother being raped and strangled, he had also been taken into care and then bullied for his physical deformity. What a sad beginning to his life, she thought. 
 
    ‘Thank you, Sister Ursula,’ she said when they reached the front door. ‘And thank the Mother Superior for me.’ 
 
    ‘I will.’ 
 
    She walked back down the steps and woke the cab driver. 
 
    ‘Back home, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, please.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The drive to Bakersfield took them just over two hours. It was a pleasant drive with the sun gradually moving directly overhead from the east. They talked most of the way, taking turnabout to reveal something new about each other. 
 
    ‘Do you want to come in?’ he asked her as he pulled up outside the single storey house at 3411 Palm Street. 
 
    ‘No, I don’t think so. I’ll wait out here until you’ve done what you came to do. Once you’ve finished, we’ll go and have our picnic.’ 
 
    ‘If you’re sure?’ 
 
    ‘I’m sure.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be less than an hour.’ 
 
    ‘No rush. Some things are worth waiting for.’ 
 
    ‘Very kind.’ 
 
    ‘The picnic.’ 
 
    He smiled. ‘Of course.’ 
 
    The three-bedroom house was surrounded by a wooden fence, painted white with wooden shutters, had a double garage on one side and a small swimming pool in an enclosed garden area on the other side. 
 
    He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been in a swimming pool, but he recalled swimming in the Indian Ocean at Newcastle in Australia during R&R from Guadalcanal. And even though it was a memory, it felt more like a dream than a life experience. 
 
    The door opened as he walked up the path. 
 
    ‘Oh!’ a thin middle-aged woman said. She had dry frizzy hair, a hooked nose and wore blue dungarees over a baggy t-shirt.  
 
    ‘Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.’ 
 
    ‘That’s all right. Sometimes that happens with this door. Because you can’t see through it, people take you by surprise. What can I do for you?’ 
 
    He showed her his gold badge. ‘Sergeant Erik Urban. I’m here to speak to retired detective Roswell Higgins.’ 
 
    ‘Did you know him when he was in the police department?’ 
 
    ‘No. It’s about an old case he worked on.’ 
 
    ‘Go through. He’s sitting by the pool. Can I get you a beer or something else, Detective?’ 
 
    He licked his lips. ‘A beer would be good.’ 
 
    Roswell Higgins was a tall thin man with a mop of grey hair. The only thing that made his head different from his neck was his large ears. If it weren’t for those appendages, his head could easily have been mistaken for an extension of his neck. 
 
    He was sitting in a deckchair in worn-out shorts and a shirt with his large bony feet dangling in the pool. 
 
    ‘Mister Higgins.’ 
 
    The man opened his eyes. ‘You’re as thin as me. We’re not related, are we?’ 
 
    ‘I shouldn’t think so. I’ve not been well, but I’m on the mend now.’ He held out his gold badge. ‘Detective Sergeant Erik Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Have you come to arrest me?’ 
 
    ‘Why would I do that?’ 
 
    ‘Ha! You show me the evidence, and I’ll decide whether I’ll come quietly, or not.’ 
 
    His daughter came out with a bottle of beer and a shotgun. She placed the bottle on a round table, pointed the shotgun at Erik and said, ‘Sit.’ 
 
    He sat, clutched the ice cold beer and took a long swallow. ‘You didn’t say anything about a shotgun, Miss.’ 
 
    ‘Comes as extra. What do you want with my pa?’ 
 
    ‘As I said, I’ve come to talk to him about an old case.’ 
 
    Higgins looked at his daughter and said, ‘Put the gun away, Charlene. We both know why he’s here. Get me another beer and then go to the shops as you planned.’ 
 
    ‘I could shoot him.’ 
 
    ‘They’ll send someone else.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll shoot them as well.’ 
 
    He smiled at Erik. ‘You’ll have to excuse Charlene, Sergeant. My daughter is a bit overprotective of her father.’ He turned back to her. ‘Go and put the gun back where you found it and stop threatening the Sergeant.’ He looked at Erik again. ‘You’re not here to arrest me, are you, Urban?’ 
 
    ‘Information only.’ 
 
    ‘There you are, Charlene.’ 
 
    Charlene stared at Erik. ‘If you’re sure?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll still be here when you get back,’ her father said. 
 
    Urban took another swallow of beer. ‘I have a lady waiting in the car for me. We’re having a picnic after I’ve spoken to your father. Arresting him and putting a handcuffed man in the back seat of my car would not do my love life any good. And between you and me, my love life hasn’t been much good for some time.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll hunt you down and kill you if you take him when I’m not here.’ 
 
    Higgins shook his head. ‘No you won’t, Charlene. The man’s come to talk, nothing more. Get me that beer and go shopping.’ 
 
    Charlene disappeared back into the house. 
 
    ‘She can be a bit crazy at times, but a kinder daughter you couldn’t wish for.’ 
 
    ‘You’re very lucky.’ 
 
    ‘I am.’ 
 
    Charlene came back with the beer for her father. ‘I could stay.’ 
 
    ‘Go shopping.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll be less than an hour.’ 
 
    ‘Take your time.’ 
 
    After Charlene had left Higgins said, ‘This is about the spate of starlet murders, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘After I read about the death of Hildegard Zinn, I knew it was only a matter of time before someone would link it to the Jeanne Taylor murder from 1916 and come knocking on my door. Is the boy doing the killing?’ 
 
    ‘That’s what we think.’ 
 
    ‘Who else would know the details of the original murder?’ 
 
    ‘You want to tell me what happened, Roswell?’ 
 
    ‘We were all paid a hundred thousand dollars to keep quiet – that’s it.’ 
 
    ‘Quiet about what?’ 
 
    ‘The cover-up.’ 
 
    ‘Who was the killer?’ 
 
    ‘No, I never knew that. The only one who did know was Fenton. Whoever the killer was, he arranged with Fenton to cover everything up. We were simply paid our money and told that the investigation was at an end. If anybody asked, we were to tell them we’d tried everything we could to identify the killer, but that all the leads had dried up.’ 
 
    ‘What about the sketch artist’s drawing?’ 
 
    ‘It didn’t look like anybody we knew. Fenton obviously knew who it looked like, but he never told the rest of us.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t it appear in the newspapers?’ 
 
    ‘Fenton argued that we couldn’t destroy a man’s career based on a likeness derived from the fevered imagination of a six year-old boy. If we received corroborating evidence, then that was a different matter. Of course, there was no corroborating evidence, so the investigation went nowhere.’ 
 
    ‘It wasn’t Trent Duncan?’ 
 
    ‘No, the drawing was nothing like him. If you want the truth of it, you need to speak to Fenton. I believe he’s Deputy Chief of Police now though, isn’t he?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I can’t see him volunteering the information. In the end, all you have is my word against his, and they’ll believe him over me because he’s a pillar of the community and I’m merely a retired nobody.’ 
 
    ‘Any idea what happened to the file?’ 
 
    ‘I have an idea that Fenton would have made it disappear, but I couldn’t prove it. To be honest, I took the money and forgot all about it. I can’t say I’m proud of myself, but I’ve learned to live with it.’ 
 
    Erik took a swallow of his beer and stared into the lapping water. All that retired detective Roswell Higgins had done was to confirm what he’d already guessed anyway, but he still had no evidence of a cover-up. And without evidence, he couldn’t accuse Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton of any wrongdoing. 
 
    Higgins was right, it was his word against Fenton’s and without any evidence to support his word, the Deputy Chief of Police would be believed over a bitter detective trying to besmirch a pillar of the community. 
 
    ‘How’re you enjoying retirement?’ 
 
    ‘Best thing I ever did. Who wouldn’t want to sit by a pool every day and wait for death to come knocking.’ 
 
    ‘I’m not death, by the way.’ 
 
    ‘No. Charlene thinks you are, but I know you’re not. Unless you can find evidence against Fenton, you can’t touch me. And I’d be surprised if there’s any evidence left to find.’ 
 
    He finished his beer and left. 
 
    As he opened the front door, Charlene was walking up the path. 
 
    ‘You going?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Do I need to get the shotgun?’ 
 
    ‘Not today.’ 
 
    ‘Don’t come back. The next time I see you, I’ll blow your face off.’ 
 
    ‘I won’t be back.’ 
 
    He climbed into the Mercury and said, ‘We ready for that picnic?’ 
 
    Marilyn smiled. ‘I certainly am. You get what you came for?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Two 
 
      
 
      
 
    Monday January 26, 1948 
 
      
 
      
 
    There was a quiet tapping on the door. 
 
    She was sitting on the sofa in her silk pyjamas staring at the pin-boards and making notes for the academic paper she was writing with Howard. 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ 
 
    ‘Erik.’ 
 
    She opened the door to find him standing there looking tired and bedraggled in a double-breasted suit, shirt and tie. 
 
    ‘It’s six-thirty in the morning, Erik. You look like they’ve just thrown you out of the drunk tank.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘We need to go and buy you some new clothes.’ 
 
    ‘Wouldn’t be worth it right now, not until I’m fully recovered. It’ll be a few weeks yet before I’m a bit more than a bag of bones. I’ll make do until then.’ 
 
    ‘I was expecting you to call in last night.’ 
 
    ‘I got waylaid.’ 
 
    ‘Oh!’ 
 
    ‘Did the Mother Superior at the orphanage speak to you?’ 
 
    ‘Waylaid by a woman, you mean?’ 
 
    ‘We’ve moved off that subject.’ 
 
    ‘If you stick your nose into my affairs, then it’s only right that I’m allowed to do the same. What’s her name?’ 
 
    ‘It’s called a private life for a reason.’ 
 
    She smiled. ‘I have information you want, don’t I?’ 
 
    ‘Her married name is Marilyn Rackham, but her maiden name is Kendrick. She was married to Henry for eighteen months before he went off to war and got himself killed. She’s the Chief Librarian at Cahuenga Branch Library, which is where I met her. She’s been very helpful with my research. Yesterday, she accompanied me to Bakersfield. And then, after I’d spoken to retired detective Roswell Higgins, we drove to the Kern River, just outside Bakersfield, sat on the grassy bank and had ourselves a picnic.’ 
 
    ‘And you stayed the night at her place?’ 
 
    ‘Neither of us are teenagers.’ 
 
    ‘When’s the wedding?’ 
 
    ‘What did the Mother Superior say?’ 
 
    ‘She was very helpful, although I can’t say I discovered anything that will help us. Anthony Taylor was admitted there on February 11, 1916, but only stayed five days.’ 
 
    ‘Five days!’ 
 
    ‘He ran away, and that was the last anybody saw or heard of him.’ 
 
    ‘Why did he run away?’ 
 
    ‘He was being bullied by the other boys. Apparently, he’s a hermaphrodite. They found out . . .’ 
 
    ‘A what?’ 
 
    ‘Hermaphrodite. The term comes from the Ancient Greek. Hermaphroditus was the son of Hermes and Aphrodite in Greek mythology. He fused with a nymph and became a person possessing the sexual organs of both a male and female.’ 
 
    ‘Do people exist with such deformities?’ 
 
    ‘They must, because Anthony Taylor is such a person.’ 
 
    ‘And the other boys in the orphanage made his life so miserable that he had no choice but to run away?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ 
 
    ‘At six years old?’ 
 
    Katie shrugged. ‘He obviously survived.’ 
 
    ‘And we have no idea what happened to him?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ She pointed to the board. ‘I have his physical description at the time, but I don’t suppose it’s relevant now. What did you find out?’ 
 
    He sat down on the sofa. ‘Jeanne Taylor’s murder was a cover-up. The detectives on the case were each paid a hundred thousand dollars to close the investigation, but we only have retired detective Roswell Higgins’ say-so on that. So far, there’s no other evidence to support what he says. In the end, it boils down to his word against Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton’s – no contest.’ 
 
    ‘He couldn’t shed any light on the location of the file or the drawing?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Did they know who Jeanne Taylor’s killer was?’ 
 
    ‘He said only John Fenton knew that.’ 
 
    She sighed. ‘We seem to be taking one pace forward and three backwards all the time.’ 
 
    ‘So it would appear. Anyway, I have to go now, but you know what I know.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll see you this evening then?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    She let Erik out, closed the door and then added the new information to the board. Nothing seemed to hang together. They couldn’t solve Jeanne Tylor’s murder, and they couldn’t solve the current murders. Who was John Fenton protecting? Clearly someone who had lots of money in 1916. There had been five detectives, and John Fenton would surely have demanded more than the others received. And how had Anthony Taylor – a six year-old boy – survived? Where was he now? Who was he now? 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    After he’d washed and changed his clothes, he shuffled into the kitchen and sat down at the kitchen table for breakfast. 
 
    Ruby said, ‘Did you fall asleep on her sofa again?’ 
 
    His lip curled up. ‘Something like that.’ 
 
    In fact, that’s how it had begun, and all he’d been expecting or wanting, but Marilyn had other ideas. No sooner had he closed his eyes on her sofa than she was taking his hand and leading him into her bedroom. He’d had serious doubts about his ability to perform. He wasn’t the man he used to be and felt sick at the thought of satisfying a woman who hadn’t slept with a man for at least eighteen months, but she had reassured him that they would only be sleeping together, and to his relief that’s exactly what they did. 
 
    He’d woken himself and her up a couple of times with his nightmares, but she’d held him close until they’d passed. Earlier, he’d declined her offer of breakfast, but had kissed her without any prompting and said he’d call her soon. 
 
    Once he’d eaten breakfast, he drove to the police department. 
 
    ‘Don’t sit down, Urban,’ the Lieutenant called as the tip-tap of his walking stick betrayed his arrival. ‘My office – now.’ 
 
    He continued on to the Lieutenant’s office. 
 
    ‘Sit,’ the Lieutenant said, leaning forwards and steepling his massive hands. 
 
    Erik sat and waited. 
 
    ‘I’m hearing some ugly rumours, Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Oh! About what, Sir?’ 
 
    ‘The Deputy Chief of Police.’ 
 
    So, one of his men was the Lieutenant’s spy. ‘What rumours would they be, Lieutenant?’ 
 
     ‘That he took a bribe in 1916 to hide the identity of Jeanne Taylor’s murderer.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know where . . .’ 
 
    ‘Can you prove it?’ 
 
    ‘No, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘What did Roswell Higgins say when you visited him yesterday?’ 
 
    ‘You seem to know a lot about my movements, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘Well?’ 
 
    ‘That they all took a hundred thousand dollars to stop looking for the killer, but only John Fenton knew who the killer actually was.’ 
 
    ‘Not a shred of proof other than Higgins’ word?’ 
 
    ‘No. The file and the sketch artist’s drawing of the killer have both disappeared.’ 
 
    ‘If you can’t prove any of it, I don’t want to see anything on the board about Fenton.’ 
 
    ‘No, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘And there’s to be no discussion about him, or his men, taking bribes.’ 
 
    ‘Understood, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘Focus on the current murders, Urban. Let’s leave the past in the past until you have evidence of Fenton’s corruption.’ 
 
    ‘If I may say so Lieutenant, you don’t seem surprised about the Deputy Chief’s involvement in a cover-up.’ 
 
    ‘No, but what I am surprised about is that you don’t seem to know what everyone else knows – Fenton is a dirty cop. Has been for a long time.’ 
 
    ‘As you know, I’ve not been well, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘It also doesn’t surprise me that you can’t find any evidence. The one thing Fenton knows how to do – besides taking bribes – is how to dispose of evidence, and that includes detectives who ask too many questions.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe I should go and talk to the Deputy Chief and make it appear as if I know nothing?’ 
 
    ‘You think that’ll fool him?’ 
 
    Erik shrugged. 
 
    ‘Fenton will have had his eye on the progress of this case since the first murder. He knows what you know, and he’s not going to sit idly by and wait for you to destroy him. Forget about Fenton – he’s untouchable.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘You can go, Sergeant.’ 
 
    He made his way back out to the office and sat at his desk. 
 
    All the others were there waiting to begin. Which one of them was the Lieutenant’s spy? Did Fenton have a spy in his team as well? If he did, who could it be? And how much were they being paid to pass on the details of the investigation? The Lieutenant was right, without evidence Fenton was untouchable. 
 
    He stared at his desk and then said, ‘There’s something missing off my desk.’ 
 
    The guys looked at each other. 
 
    ‘Nobody’s taken anything off your desk, Erik,’ Bill said. ‘I was here first, and I haven’t moved since I arrived.’ 
 
    ‘And nobody’s put anything on my desk either, such as a mug of coffee.’ 
 
    The guys laughed. 
 
    He’d missed that laughter, the jokes, the camaraderie and the esprit de corps. He was also sad that Jan wasn’t there with them to be a part of it anymore. Homicide Division had reminded him of his time in the Marines, and apart from the war and the killing, his time as a soldier had been the best time of his life. Now, he glanced at each one of them in turn and tasted the bitterness of betrayal. One or more of them was a spy. Whatever had happened to loyalty, honesty and integrity? 
 
    Greg pushed himself up. ‘I’ll make it.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks,’ he said, when Greg returned with a steaming mug of coffee for him. ‘Right, let’s catch up. Carl called in sick yesterday . . .’ 
 
    They all stared at Carl. Nobody accused him outright, but they all knew he hadn’t been sick. 
 
    ‘Anyway, in the morning, in the absence of Carl, I went to the orphanage in Boyle Heights where Anthony Taylor was sent after his mother’s murder and spoke to the Mother Superior. He was admitted as an inmate, but was only there five days until he ran away.’ 
 
    ‘Was it that bad there?’ Bill said. 
 
    Erik nodded. ‘For him it was. The other boys found out that he was a hermaphrodite . . .’ 
 
    It was clear that, like him, none of them knew what the term meant. 
 
    He told them what Katie had told him. 
 
    ‘Sounds like an attraction from Barnum’s Freak Show,’ Jack said. 
 
    ‘The condition was new to me as well. I had to call in at the library and look it up. So, the boy ran away and that was the last they saw or heard of him. According to the description of the boy at the time, he had a fair complexion, with blue eyes and fair hair. Doesn’t really help us now. After that, I travelled to Bakersfield to interview retired detective Roswell Higgins about the Jeanne Taylor murder. He was less than helpful. Couldn’t tell me anything about the file, the boy or the drawing by the sketch artist. A waste of a Sunday afternoon in my view. What about the rest of you? Greg, how did you get on?’ 
 
    ‘You asked me to find the sketch artist who drew the killer based on the boy’s description, and get a copy of the drawing.’ He pursed his lips and shook his head. ‘No such luck, I’m afraid. The sketch artist’s name was Silas Pitcher. He often worked from home and apparently burned to death in a fire during the night of March 13, 1917. His wife, three year-old daughter and all his sketches went up in flames with him. Fire investigators couldn’t find the cause of the fire and concluded it was probably an electrical fault. So, like you Erik, I got nothing.’ 
 
    He couldn’t prove it, but he had the feeling that Fenton had covered his tracks well. He’d be surprised if any of those drawings existed. If one did, it would lead directly to Jeanne Taylor’s killer and Fenton and his team had been paid a lot of money to prevent that from happening. ‘Dennis, what about you?’ 
 
    ‘Took me a good three hours trawling through the newspaper archives at the central library, but I eventually found a photograph of Anthony Taylor in the Imperial Press. It’s a Saturday newspaper serving the community of Imperial in San Diego County, but it had an article about the murder in there, which incorporated a picture of the boy. Wasn’t much of a picture, but I did find a sketch artist called Nicola Burgess who said she could work with it as long as I didn’t expect too much. I said we’d be grateful for anything she could produce. Did you know that there’s very few people who can age-progress a photograph? Anyway, she said that she’d do what she could, but she wouldn’t guarantee its accuracy due to the fact that I couldn’t tell her anything about the boy. Age-progression is a lot of guesswork based on what type of life the person has led. She created the drawing in stages of ten years, so the actual likeness of the thirty-eight year-old Anthony Taylor is three times removed from the original photograph, which wasn’t particularly good in the first place, but that’s what we have.’ He stood up and pinned the age-progressed drawing of Anthony Taylor onto the board. 
 
    They all stared at the drawing. It depicted a good-looking clean-shaven thin-faced man with receding hair. 
 
    Everyone looked at Erik. 
 
    ‘Good work, Dennis.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks.’ 
 
    ‘What are we going to do with it?’ Carl queried. 
 
    ‘Ask the ladies in the typing pool to mimeograph copies and then hand them to every patrol officer, pass copies to the newspapers . . .’ 
 
    ‘But what if it’s nothing like the killer? John asked. 
 
    Erik pulled a face. ‘We won’t know that until we find him, will we?’ 
 
    John’s brow furrowed. ‘I suppose not.’ 
 
    ‘It’s the best lead we’ve had in two years,’ Erik said. ‘In fact, it’s the only lead we’ve had during that time.’ 
 
    ‘And it’ll show the public we’re still working the case instead of sitting around on our butts drinking coffee,’ Carl suggested. 
 
    They all nodded. 
 
    ‘What about the lists of stylists,’ Erik asked. 
 
    Bill said, ‘Me and George are three-quarters of the way through our list. We could have finished it yesterday, but it was Sunday and quite a few of the independents were closed.’ 
 
    ‘Ditto,’ Jack said. 
 
    Erik said, ‘Presumably, of the three-quarters you’ve completed, you have some likely suspects?’ 
 
    The four detectives nodded. 
 
    ‘All right. Well, Greg can finish off the quarter you’ve got left of your list Bill, while you and George pay closer attention to the ones you consider possible suspects. Dennis can finish off the quarter John and Jack have got left, while you two look closer at the likely suspects you’ve identified. Does that make sense?’ 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    ‘One other thing . . .’ He told them about speaking to Ray Pinker – the chemist, and the long strand of dark hair found on Lola Coburn, which Mike had dismissed as irrelevant. 
 
    ‘He never told us about that,’ John said. 
 
    ‘So Carl said. Anyway, Ray is seeing a professional wigmaker today, so we’ll find out if it is relevant, or not as Mike decided.’  
 
    ‘What about me?’ Carl said. ‘What do you want me to do?’ 
 
    ‘You feeling okay today?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, yeah. It was just one of those twenty-four-hour bugs people get. I’m feeling just fine today.’ 
 
    He thought for a handful of seconds and then said, ‘Divide the two lists of likely suspects into three lists. It’ll be a lot quicker with three people checking them out, than two.’ 
 
    Carl nodded. ‘Yeah, we can do that.’ 
 
    ‘Also, take copies of the age-progressed drawing with you. Show it to people. You never know, we might strike lucky.’ 
 
    ‘What about you?’ Bill asked. 
 
    He stared at Bill. ‘What about me?’ 
 
    ‘What will you be doing?’ 
 
    ‘Is that question running through everyone’s mind?’ 
 
    None of them looked directly at him. 
 
    ‘Let’s be clear. The Lieutenant ordered me back to work to move this case forward. As far as I’m concerned, I’m still sick . . .’ He glanced at Carl. ‘And what I’ve got is not just a twenty-four-hour thing either. It takes me an hour just to get out of bed in the mornings. Regardless of any of that, have I moved this case forward since I returned?’ 
 
    They nodded and mumbled in the affirmative. 
 
    ‘So, I’m doing my part. I’m directing you guys to do your part instead of sitting around on your butts drinking coffee like you have been doing. So, if any of you guys ask me what I’m doing again, it’ll be the last thing you ask me before you join Mike O’Meara in Pomona Valley. All you need to worry about now is that you’re doing enough to keep your place on the team, because I’m not convinced any of you are. As far as I’m concerned, it’s a privilege to be working homicide. If any of you don’t feel the same, then I suggest you request a transfer. Anybody else got any more stupid questions?’ 
 
    Nobody had. 
 
    ‘Good. Get your butts moving then. And I want everyone back here by four o’clock.’ 
 
    He watched as they moved faster than he’d seen them moving for a long time. 
 
    His phone jangled. 
 
    ‘Sergeant Urban.’ 
 
    ‘You got a Mister Steiner from Salt Lake City asking to speak to you,’ Betty on the switchboard said in his ear. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Betty. Yeah, I’ll take the call.’ 
 
    ‘You feeling better now, detective?’ 
 
    ‘Much better. Thanks for asking, Betty.’ 
 
    ‘Here’s your call.’ 
 
    ‘Hello?’ a man’s voice said over the crackling line. 
 
    ‘Mister Steiner?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘I’m Sergeant Urban from the Homicide Division. Did the local police tell you about your daughter?’ 
 
    ‘Yes . . . They said Eva had been murdered, but they never gave me and Mrs Steiner any other details.’ 
 
    He told Mister Steiner as much as he could over the telephone and invited him and his wife to Los Angeles. 
 
    ‘No, we won’t be doing that, Sergeant. Got another three children and money is a bit tight at the moment. Is it your responsibility to bring Eva home, or do we have to do it?’ 
 
    ‘I’m afraid you have to do it, Mister Steiner.’ He gave the man the County Coroner’s number. ‘As far as we’re concerned, you can make those arrangements at your convenience.’ 
 
    ‘Do you know who killed our daughter, Sergeant?’ 
 
    ‘Not yet, but we’re getting close. That’s really all I can say for now.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you for taking the time to talk to me, Sergeant Urban.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome, Mister Steiner. I’m sorry for your loss.’ 
 
    He put the phone down. 
 
    Not a pleasant task, but it needed to be done. Now, he had the whole day in front of him. What was he going to do? 
 
    He pushed himself up and made his way to the toilet. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    After a long soak in the bathtub, she got herself ready and left the apartment. She didn’t want to arrive at Lilly Carter’s studio too early. 
 
    Outside, she hailed a cab 
 
    ‘Where to, lady?’ 
 
    ‘Number 1493 Wiltshire Boulevard, please.’ 
 
    ‘About forty minutes. You could catch up with your beauty sleep, if you want.’ 
 
    ‘Am I not beautiful enough already?’ 
 
    The driver laughed. ‘That’s one of those questions that can get a guy into a whole heap of trouble, ain’t it? I think I’ll just drive and leave you to do whatever it is you want to do. But for what it’s worth lady, I wouldn’t climb over you to get to the wife, if you get my drift.’ 
 
    ‘You have a way with words.’ 
 
    ‘It’s not gone unnoticed.’ 
 
    The journey took forty-five minutes. 
 
    She paid the cabbie. 
 
    ‘You want me to wait?’ 
 
    ‘No. I have no idea how long I’ll be.’ 
 
    ‘Sure thing. You have a nice day, you hear.’ 
 
    ‘Thanks, and you.’ 
 
    She watched him drive away and then followed the arrow on a sign at the corner of the building that directed her down an alleyway to the main door. 
 
    Parked along one wall was a brown and maroon Chevrolet van with writing on the side: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lilly Carter’s Styling Studio 
 
    1493 Wiltshire Boulevard 
 
    Wiltshire 2756 
 
      
 
      
 
    The door was ajar, so she went inside. Unlike Frank Page’s studio, there was no reception, but there were still black and white photographs on the walls.  
 
    ‘Hello, Katie,’ a woman’s voice came from behind her. ‘How did you enjoy the party?’ 
 
    ‘I didn’t.’ 
 
    ‘Oh?’ 
 
    She told Lilly what had happened. 
 
    ‘That’s terrible. So, what will you do now?’ 
 
    ‘Well, to be honest, I’m not really an actress.’ 
 
    ‘I don’t understand.’ 
 
    ‘My sister Annie came to Hollywood to become an actress, but she was murdered. I’m here to catch her killer. I thought that if I could pretend to be someone wanting to be a movie star, then I might draw the killer out.’ 
 
    ‘That’s terribly brave of you. And what brings you to my studio this morning?’ 
 
    ‘I was hoping you could help me.’ 
 
    ‘Me? In what way?’ 
 
    ‘Well, I’m working with the detective in charge of the investigation, and we’ve identified the suspect as a male stylist, but there are over three hundred on our list. You must know a lot of them, and I was wondering if you could help me to narrow it down?’ 
 
    ‘How?’ 
 
    ‘Well, if you could identify men who you think could be the person we were looking for.’ 
 
    ‘I could do that, I suppose. Do you have the list with you?’ 
 
    ‘No, sorry.’ 
 
    ‘Mmmm! I think I might have a list in my office. Wait here while I go and get it.’ 
 
    ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    While she was waiting, she walked around the walls staring at the photographs. They were all stills of silent movie stars from films they’d performed in: Theda Bara in Cleopatra; Mabel Normand in The Squaw’s Love; Jean Harlow in The Saturday Night Kid; Barbara La Marr in The Three Musketeers; Thelma Todd in The Haunted House; Nita Naldi in Reported Missing wearing a Chinese hair stick; Asta Nielsen in Intoxication with a black bow on her wrist; Vilma Banky in The Dark Angel with a red rose attached to her dress; Gloria Swanson in Her Golden Cage wearing a peacock feather headdress; and Jeanne Taylor in Kiss Me Again. 
 
    There were photographs of other silent movie stars as well: Mary Pickford; Louise Brooks; Clara Bow; Norma Talmadge; Pola Negri; Janet Gaynor . . . 
 
    She didn’t understand. Why did Lilly have photographs of all the silent movie stars that mirrored each of the clues in the murders? 
 
    ‘Do you like them?’ Lilly’s voice came from behind her. 
 
    But she didn’t get a chance to answer as a hand holding a rag covered her nose and mouth. As she sank into a black void, she could smell ether and the sweet taste of almonds on her tongue. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    When he returned to the office he found Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton standing in front of the board. He glanced through the internal window into the Lieutenant’s office, but there was no one there. 
 
    With everything he’d learned about Fenton over the past forty-eight hours, he wasn’t surprised to see the man in his office. 
 
    ‘Good morning, Sir,’ he said. 
 
    He would like to have said a whole lot more, but then he’d have been out of a job and looking at a shorter life expectancy as well. 
 
    Fenton was a short man with white-hair, a nondescript face and a paunch. He had not long ago celebrated his sixtieth birthday, and even though he was scheduled to retire in another five years, there was talk of him being shoehorned into the Chief of Police position to enhance his pension. 
 
    ‘I hear you’ve been ill, Urban.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but I’m on the mend now, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘Glad to hear it. How’s the investigation going?’ 
 
    ‘Like pushing string uphill.’ 
 
    ‘Related to one of my old cases I hear.’ 
 
    ‘So we’ve just discovered. The Jeanne Taylor murder in Harbour Regional Park.’ 
 
    ‘Witnessed by her six year-old son?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘An unfortunate case in a number of ways. Not least, because we couldn’t find her killer. We had as much luck then as you’re having now.’ 
 
    ‘Our cups have definitely not been overflowing with luck, that’s for sure.’ 
 
    ‘Do you really think it’s the boy – Anthony Taylor?’ 
 
    ‘He’s our number one suspect, Sir. The murders are more or less copies of the Jeanne Taylor murder. One of the many problems is that he ran away from the orphanage after five days and nobody’s seen or heard from him since.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure he’s still alive?’ 
 
    ‘We’re not sure of anything.’ 
 
    ‘It’s a bit far-fetched after thirty-two years, Urban.’ 
 
    ‘I agree, but there it is, Sir. The clues all point to her murder being the original crime.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s say that the killer is Jeanne Taylor’s son after thirty-two years, which would make him about thirty-eight now, wouldn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘Yes, that’s right.’ 
 
    ‘Let’s say it is him who’s doing the killings – what’s his motive?’ 
 
    ‘No idea, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘None?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘If these murders are related to my old case, I’m surprised you haven’t been up to speak to me.’ 
 
    ‘You were on my list for today, Sir. Didn’t want to bother you over the weekend.’ 
 
    ‘Have you spoken to Roswell Higgins?’ 
 
    He could see from Fenton’s eyes that the man already knew he had. ‘Drove up to Bakersfield yesterday, but he wasn’t any help. Of course, prior to that, we tried to find the original file in the Records Division, but it had gone missing.’ 
 
    ‘That’s unfortunate.’ 
 
    ‘That’s also what Higgins said. And we’re having trouble locating a copy of the drawing that the sketch artist made of the killer from Anthony Taylor’s description. I don’t suppose you kept a copy for old times’ sake, did you, Sir?’ 
 
    ‘Why would I do that, Sergeant?’ 
 
    ‘It was just a thought.’ 
 
    ‘After the case went cold, I never gave it any more thought. We had more murders coming in every day. There was no time to think about what might have been.’ 
 
    ‘That’s what I guessed, Sir. If you couldn’t solve the case then, I thought you weren’t going to be much help to us now. We haven’t found out anything new on Jeanne Taylor’s murder anyway, we’re focusing all our efforts on the current murders. Maybe if we ever do find Anthony Taylor, he’ll shed some light on his mother’s murder, but at the moment that’s a big if, because we’re nowhere near finding him. We have no idea who he is, or what he looks like.’ 
 
    ‘If he’s still alive?’ 
 
    ‘Exactly.’ 
 
    ‘What’s this?’ Fenton said, tapping the age-progressed drawing with a finger. 
 
    ‘Guesswork, Sir. One of my men found a photograph of six year-old Anthony Taylor and had a sketch artist guess what he’d look like now based on that photograph. It’s hardly scientific, but it’s the best we’ve got.’ 
 
    Just then, the Lieutenant walked in. ‘What’s this?’ 
 
    ‘I thought I’d come down and see how the case was progressing, Bob.’ 
 
    ‘It’s courtesy to let me know you’re coming, Sir.’ 
 
    ‘Spur of the moment. No offence intended. Anyway, Sergeant Urban’s been very helpful, so I’ll go back to my office and shuffle some more papers. ‘Thanks, Sergeant Urban.’ 
 
    ‘My pleasure, Sir.’ 
 
    After he’d gone Lieutenant O’Callaghan said, ‘I should have seen that coming. What did he want?’ 
 
    ‘I think he wanted to see with his own eyes what his spies had already told him.’ 
 
    ‘’And?’ 
 
    ‘I told him we know nothing.’ 
 
    ‘Did he believe you?’ 
 
    ‘No. I think he’s worried that we’re getting close to finding the killer. If it is Anthony Taylor, then it’s likely he’ll tell us who murdered his mother. One theory put forward is that Taylor is forcing us to find his mother’s killer, and he won’t stop killing until we have.’ 
 
    ‘Do you believe that?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know what his motive is, but it’s certainly feasible.’ 
 
    ‘It is, isn’t it?’ 
 
    ‘And I think the Deputy Chief will make sure he gets to Taylor before we do and silences him.’ 
 
    ‘How could he do that?’ 
 
    ‘One of my men is his spy.’ 
 
    ‘Are you sure?’ 
 
    ‘Fenton knew I’d driven up to Bakersfield yesterday to speak to Roswell Higgins. The only people who knew that were sitting in this office this morning.’ 
 
    ‘Any idea who?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘You need to find out.’ 
 
    ‘I know.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Her mouth was as dry as the desert. She was strapped to a table. Where was she? What had happened to her? As the fog in her head cleared she remembered the photographs of silent movie stars, Lilly’s voice, and the hand with the rag in it covering her nose and mouth. She was shivering, her head was pounding and against her will she vomited. What had he used on her? How long had she been unconscious for? 
 
    Oh God! She’d walked right into the spider’s web. Lilly Carter must be Anthony Taylor – it was the only explanation. A hermaphrodite could be a woman as well as a man. She recalled Sister Augustin’s words, “A lovely looking boy.” She hadn’t made the connection then or since, but now she did. A lovely looking boy could easily pass himself off as a lovely looking girl, and then as an attractive woman. 
 
    Would she be his next victim? Her predicament appeared to make that very likely. At least he hadn’t raped and strangled her yet, but she guessed it would only be a matter of time before he did. Restrained as she was, there was nothing she could do about it either. Is this what had happened to Annie and the others? Was this the end for Katie Brazil? 
 
    And in her stupidity, she hadn’t told anyone where she was going, so the first time anyone would miss her would be at the meeting scheduled for six o’clock in her apartment. And even if they became concerned and began looking for her, where would they look? Certainly not here. She hadn’t written this address down anywhere. The only person who knew she was here, besides Lilly Carter, was the cab driver who would be of no help at all. She was on her own. Nobody was going to come and rescue her. If there was any way to escape, then she had to find it herself. 
 
    She had the feeling of being underground. In a basement. A dimly lit bulb hung from a wire in the middle of the ceiling. There were no windows that she could see. There was also no sound. She couldn’t hear the traffic on Wiltshire Boulevard. Nor could she hear any voices, or the sounds of people in Lilly’s studio. Was she even in the studio anymore? 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was four o’clock. He’d made the effort by washing up and making everyone a coffee. If the Marines had taught him nothing else, it had taught him that leaders led by example. You don’t ask your men to do things you’re not prepared to do yourself. 
 
    ‘Hey!’ Bill said. ‘You’ll be bringing us breakfast in bed next, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘We solve this case and you got yourself a cook,’ he said. 
 
    Dennis smiled. ‘We’ll hold you to that, Erik.’ 
 
    ‘Be my pleasure. So, what have we got?’ 
 
    They all looked at each other, but nobody said anything. 
 
    ‘No breakfast in bed tomorrow then?’ 
 
    ‘We got nothing, Erik,’ John said. 
 
    ‘That the same for all of you?’ 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    ‘Why?’ 
 
    ‘Not a single one of mine looked like the drawing, and none of them was the guy we were looking for.’ 
 
    ‘Yeah,’ Greg agreed. ‘You get a feeling about people. They’re either hiding something, or they’re not. I didn’t get any feelings about the ones I questioned – not a single feeling.’ 
 
    Ray Pinker appeared. ‘Not interrupting anything, am I?’ 
 
    ‘Not a damned thing,’ Carl said. 
 
    ‘You got something, Ray?’ Erik asked. 
 
    ‘Had a meeting with the wigmaker like you asked me to.’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘The only thing he could tell me was that it came from a woman’s wig. It’s probably stating the obvious, but there’s no difference between male and female hair . . .’ 
 
    ‘You’re kidding us?’ Jack said. ‘Women’s hair is soft to the touch and shiny, smells nice as well. But my hair is like a wire brush. Can’t do a thing with it.’ He ran his fingers through his hair. ‘Come and take a feel if you don’t believe me.’ 
 
    Ray pulled a face. ‘I’d rather believe you. The reason your hair is different from a woman’s is because women use all those hair products to make their hair soft and shiny, what do you use?’ 
 
    ‘Carbolic soap.’ 
 
    They all stared at Jack and laughed. 
 
    ‘Carbolic soap!’ George said. ‘They have men’s shampoo, you know.’ 
 
    ‘Waste of money.’ 
 
    Erik directed the conversation back to the strand of hair. ‘So the wigmaker said it was from a woman’s wig.’ 
 
    Ray nodded. ‘That’s right. It’s long, soft and shiny. No man would wear a wig comprised of hair like that.’ 
 
    ‘So Mike was right to dismiss it?’ Bill said. 
 
    ‘What if the killer is a woman?’ Dennis suggested. 
 
    Bill shook his head. ‘Then how would you explain the rapes? It’s got to be a man.’ 
 
    ‘Jesus!’ Erik said. 
 
    They all looked at him. 
 
    ‘What?’ George asked. 
 
    ‘Maybe the killer is a woman.’ 
 
    George grunted. ‘How can that . . . Bloody hell!’ 
 
    ‘Will somebody tell me what’s going on?’ Carl said. 
 
    Erik looked at Dennis. ‘What was the name of that sketch artist who aged the photograph?’ 
 
    ‘Nicola Burgess.’ 
 
    ‘Have you got her phone number?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘Call her. I want her to do a drawing of a thirty-eight year-old female with long dark hair based on that photograph.’ 
 
    ‘Jesus!’ Carl said. ‘You mean we’ve been looking for a man, when all along the killer is actually a woman, or at least going about masquerading as a woman?’ 
 
    ‘I’d say it was looking that way,’ Erik said. ‘It’s part of the reason why we haven’t been able to catch him/her. A hermaphrodite is both male and female and I should imagine they can slip between the two and be at home in either body. Not only do they possess both sets of genitalia, but some develop breasts as well.’ 
 
    Dennis came off the phone. ‘It’ll take her a couple of hours. She said she’s done most of the hard work and it won’t take her long to modify the existing drawing. I’ll go over and collect it when she’s finished.’ 
 
    George said, ‘In the meantime, don’t we need a list of all the female stylists in the area?’ 
 
    They all groaned. 
 
    ‘Don’t say that,’ John said. 
 
    Erik rubbed his chin between thumb and forefinger. ‘Maybe not. Carl, you and Greg go and pick up Sam Rich and bring him in.’ 
 
    ‘What for?’ 
 
    ‘Jaywalking. If you drop him a couple of times on the way here, so much the better.’ 
 
    ‘Sam Rich!’ Dennis said. 
 
    ‘Yes. If he doesn’t know who the female stylist is, I’m sure he’ll know someone who does.’ 
 
    ‘We’re on it.’ 
 
    Carl and Greg hurried out. 
 
    ‘I hate waiting,’ Jack said. 
 
    ‘It’ll make the time go faster if you make the coffees,’ Dennis suggested. 
 
    Erik checked his watch – it was twenty to six. He stood up. ‘I have something to do, but I’ll be back. If there’s anything urgent, call me at home.’ 
 
    ‘Will do, Erik,’ Dennis said. 
 
    He made his way outside, climbed into his car and drove back home. 
 
    When he reached the fifth floor in the elevator at five past six, Howard Caplan and Eliza Linton were standing in the corridor. 
 
    ‘What’s happening?’ 
 
    ‘Nothing’s happening. We’ve knocked, but she’s not there.’ 
 
    He walked along the corridor and knocked on Martha’s door. 
 
    ‘Hello, Erik,’ she said when she opened the door. ‘Is there something wrong?’ 
 
    ‘Can you let us into Katie’s apartment?’ 
 
    ‘Is she not there?’ 
 
    ‘Doesn’t seem to be. She’s late. We had a meeting planned for six o’clock and it’s quarter past now.’ 
 
    ‘Of course. Katie won’t mind if I let you in, will she?’ 
 
    ‘No.’ 
 
    She went and got the key, and then let them in to Katie’s apartment. 
 
    ‘Thanks, Martha.’ 
 
    ‘You’re welcome.’ 
 
    ‘Where is she?’ Eliza asked. 
 
    Erik said, ‘Good question.’ 
 
    ‘Yes, but what’s the answer?’ 
 
    ‘I don’t know.’ 
 
    They searched the boards for some kind of clue as to where she’d gone and why she could be late, but there was nothing. 
 
    After another fifteen minutes Eliza said, ‘I’m worried.’ 
 
    ‘Yes,’ Erik agreed. ‘Me too.’ 
 
    ‘She’s not still pursuing her acting career, is she?’ Howard enquired. 
 
    Erik shook his head. ‘No.’ 
 
    ‘Well, who else does she know?’ Eliza asked. 
 
    ‘No one.’ 
 
    ‘What about Sam Rich?’ 
 
    ‘I have men taking him to the police department as we speak.’ 
 
    ‘Maybe he’ll know where she might be?’ 
 
    ‘Well, the meeting clearly isn’t going to happen, so I suggest you both go back home. I’ll contact you once I find her.’ 
 
    They nodded in agreement. 
 
    He knocked on Martha’s door again. 
 
    ‘Has she not turned up?’ 
 
    ‘No. Can you call me at the department if she does?’ 
 
    ‘Of course.’ 
 
    Where was she? Why hadn’t she told someone where she was going? Or at least left a note? Maybe she didn’t think it was necessary. Maybe there was no cause for concern, because she was going to see a woman. Or at least someone she thought was a woman. But who? And where? 
 
    Sam Rich better know. He was in no condition to beat the truth out of the slime ball, but he was sure one of the other guys would be happy to oblige.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    He could hear Sam Rich’s voice as soon as he stepped out of the elevator with Dennis Whipple, who had just returned from collecting the modified version of the sketch artist’s drawing. 
 
    ‘My attorney will make mincemeat of you lot. I hope you have other skills, because as detectives you’re finished. I shouldn’t even bother coming into work tomorrow, because none of you will have jobs worth shit.’ 
 
    Erik shuffled up to where Rich was standing, moved his walking stick level with the man’s neck, jabbed it into the flesh and kept pushing him backwards until the agent to the stars was pinned against the wall. He already had a streak of blood running down the side of his face, which had obviously been caused accidentally during the trip to the department. 
 
    ‘What are you doing? Are you crazy? Do you know who I am? You can’t treat me like this. I’m a . . .’ 
 
    ‘You’re a bastard, Rich,’ Erik said. ‘I’m Sergeant Urban. I’m in charge here. Katie Brazil is a friend of mine and you gave her to the wolves for a few pieces of silver.’ 
 
    ‘No, it wasn’t like that.’ 
 
    ‘It was exactly like that. Now, I’m going to throw you into the cells with a price on your head. Let’s see how long you last with the wolves down there.’ 
 
    ‘You can’t do that.’ 
 
    ‘Who’ll stop me? Take him . . .’ 
 
    ‘Please! Please! I’ll do anything. What do you want me to do?’ 
 
    Erik nodded at Dennis. ‘Show him the drawing.’ 
 
    Dennis held up the drawing. 
 
    ‘Who is it?’ Erik pressed. 
 
    Rich stared at the drawing and slowly shook his head. ‘No, I don’t know . . .’ 
 
    ‘All right, take him down to the cells. I’ll put twenty dollars he’ll last less than five minutes.’ 
 
    ‘Wait, wait. Let me take another look.’ 
 
    Dennis held the drawing up in front of Rich again. 
 
    ‘This is somebody Katie met since signing with you,’ Erik pushed. ‘Who is it, Rich? Someone she spoke to? Someone she’d feel safe with? Someone . . .’ 
 
    ‘Maybe . . .’ 
 
    ‘Maybe what?’ 
 
    ‘Yeah, it does look a bit like Lilly Carter. She was the stylist at Frank Page’s photographic studio. She worked on Katie’s hair and make-up.’ 
 
    ‘Is that where this Lilly Carter works?’ 
 
    ‘Only on Fridays, I think. The rest of the time she has her own styling studio at 1493 Wiltshire Boulevard.’ 
 
    ‘Lillie Carter?’ 
 
    ‘Yes. I’m sure it’s her.’ 
 
    He moved his walking stick and pointed to a row of chairs by the wall in the corridor. ‘Go and sit in one of those chairs. If you move, I’ll throw you in the cells and forget about you.’ 
 
    Rich hurried over to the chairs. 
 
    ‘Shut the door, Dennis,’ he said. 
 
    Dennis did as he was instructed. 
 
    Erik stared at his men one after the other. They were all there: Dennis Whipple, Greg Lombardi, Bill Ackerman, John Harrity, Carl Seger, Jack Rogers and George Hirst. One or more of them were traitors. ‘One of you is a spy for the Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton . . .’ 
 
    They looked at each other to try and spot which one, as if the traitor wore a mark that made him immediately visible. 
 
    ‘No. No one would do that, Erik,’ Bill said. 
 
    He ignored the protests of innocence. ‘Whoever it is, will go from this room and call Fenton, tell him that Anthony Taylor is Lilly Carter and where to find him/her. Fenton will despatch men to that address with orders to “tidy up” – probably by a very convenient fire – much in the same way as he did with the original sketch artist Silas Pitcher, which also killed his wife and children. Well, whoever that person is, let me tell you that if there is a convenient fire, and my friend Katie Brazil dies in that fire, I’ll hunt you down and shoot you in the head.’ He looked each of them in the eyes and they knew he meant every word. ‘Now, we’re going to go to 1493 Wiltshire Boulevard to save Katie Brazil who has gone missing, arrest Anthony Taylor and collect any evidence there might be of the crimes we’re investigating. You’re to work in pairs. No one person is to be on his own until this is over. If one of you goes to the head, then the other accompanies him to hold his cock or wipe his butt. No one makes a telephone call to anyone. Do you all understand?’ 
 
    They nodded. 
 
    ‘Greg, you’re with Dennis; Bill with John; Carl with George; and John with Jack.’ 
 
    They made their way out of the office. 
 
    Same Rich said as they passed, ‘What about me?’ 
 
    ‘I can put you in the cells, or you can shut up and sit there?’ 
 
    ‘I’ll sit here.’ 
 
    ‘Good choice. Don’t move until I say you can.’ 
 
    Rich nodded. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    She’d struggled against the leather straps holding her wrists and ankles, but all to no avail. There was no way she was ever going to free herself. The straps were at least a quarter inch thick, two inches wide, with solid metal buckles and were threaded through a slot in the steel table to keep her pinned down. All she could do was lie there and wait for the inevitable. She’d even dozed off for a time. How long, she had no idea. There was no sound or daylight to gauge the passage of the day. It had surprised her how quickly she’d become disorientated, and how her mind had begun playing tricks on her. For all she knew, she could have been there for one hour, or the whole day. 
 
    When she did hear a noise, she didn’t know whether to be relieved or frightened. Unlike most captives who had no idea what to expect, she knew precisely what was going to happen to her – rape and strangulation. Before, realising that no one was coming to rescue her, she’d had this notion that she could set herself free from her restraints and save herself, but now that was no longer an option. 
 
    Without the hope of rescue or escape what did she have left? She began reminiscing about her life – her childhood; her mother’s illness; her father’s strength before he lost Annie; her time studying at university; Murray Mitchum who said he didn’t want sex with her, he just wanted her knickers as a keepsake. She’d laughed so much that she peed herself and nearly gave him her knickers. There were so many memories that popped into her head, but they would be extinguished soon, and that would be the end of her experiences. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Lilly Carter came in, stood over her and slid off the dark-haired wig she was wearing to reveal a skull cap, which covered Anthony Taylor’s short blond hair and receding hairline. ‘A wig makes your head sweat and itch. I wish I didn’t have to wear one, but I do.’ 
 
    ‘I went to see the nuns at Boyle Heights yesterday. I spoke to Sister Augustin.’ 
 
    ‘I’m surprised she’s still alive.’ 
 
    ‘She told me what the other boys did to you.’ 
 
    ‘That was nothing to what happened to me afterwards. I lived on the streets for a couple of months until I was taken in by what I thought were a nice couple, but once they found out what I was, they sold me to a man who knew that there were people in the world who had strange sexual appetites, especially for children, and more so for a young hermaphrodite. For the next five years I was sexually abused by so many men I lost track of the number. I became a murderer when I was twelve years old, but the abuse didn’t stop. I went to juvenile hall where I was abused by more men. After that, I was sentenced to ten years on an Arizona chain gang for nearly killing a man. And you don’t want to know what they do to hermaphrodites in prison, believe me.’ 
 
    ‘What brought you back here?’ 
 
    ‘I read about the death of my father.’ 
 
    ‘Trent Duncan?’ 
 
    ‘No, he wasn’t my father. And Duncan wasn’t the only person who moved from Fort Lee in New Jersey to Hollywood. Many of the film companies and their people moved to Hollywood as well. One such company was the Independent Moving Pictures Company who were later bought out by the Universal Film Manufacturing Company. Of course, I didn’t know any of this at the time. After I escaped from the orphanage, I made my way back to the place where my mother and I had been staying, and I found a hidden letter written to me by my mother, which stated that a man called Nathan Seward was my father. I didn’t know who he was, or what he looked like, but the name lodged in a dark corner of my memory. Gradually, what I saw that night in Harbour Regional Park dimmed, and I forgot about Nathan Seward until one day two years ago I read in the newspapers that he had died. All the memories came flooding back.’ 
 
    ‘Which is when the murders began?’ 
 
    ‘Yes.’ 
 
    ‘My sister Annie was your seventh victim.’ 
 
    ‘I’m sorry. I never really meant to hurt anybody, but something inside me snapped that first time. After that, I knew what I had to do.’ 
 
    ‘Why didn’t you go to the police?’ 
 
    Taylor grunted. ‘The police are corrupt. The sketch artist gave me a copy of the drawing he’d made of the killer from the description I provided as a six year-old boy and after I read Nathan Seward’s obituary, I did some research on him and found younger pictures of him that resembled the drawing. The police knew very well who murdered my mother, but they chose not to bring him to justice. That just wasn’t right. The world needs to know who the killer was, and what the police did. I’ve lived my whole life in the belief that I was responsible for my mother’s death, and that it was my fault the police never caught the killer.’ 
 
    ‘It’ll be all right now,’ she said. ‘The detective in charge of the investigation is an honest man. He knows that the police failed both you and your mother before and wants to bring the officer responsible to justice. Let him help you?’ 
 
    ‘It’s too late for that.’ 
 
    ‘No, it’s not. I can help you.’ 
 
    ‘Nobody can help me.’ He/she picked up a pair of scissors and began cutting her clothes off. 
 
    ‘Please don’t do this.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The cars pulled up outside 1493 Wiltshire Boulevard. 
 
    Erik was glad to see that the place hadn’t already gone up in flames. 
 
    The detective pairs were still together. 
 
    There were no lights on and the front door was locked, but there was a maroon and brown Chevrolet van parked outside. 
 
    He was beginning to doubt that they’d got it right, that Lilly Carter was Anthony Taylor, and that is was the place where all the victims had been murdered. 
 
    ‘Break the door down,’ he said. It was a last roll of the dice. It was all they had. If it wasn’t here, then Katie Brazil was lost. 
 
    Greg and Dennis shouldered the metal and glass door open, went in first with revolvers in hand and switched the lights on. There was no one there, but they all saw the black and white photographs of the silent movie stars, including a pretty Jeanne Taylor in a film called Kiss Me Again. 
 
    ‘This is the place,’ Erik said. ‘Search everywhere. Katie Brazil has got to be here.’ 
 
    They ripped the place apart until George found marks on the floor in front of a storage cabinet. It didn’t take them long to locate the hidden catch. A gap appeared between the cabinet and the wall. John and Jack manhandled the cabinet forward on a hinge to reveal a wooden door. 
 
    ‘Go,’ Erik said. 
 
    Bill and John led the way down a set of concrete steps. 
 
    The others followed. 
 
    Erik shuffled down last. 
 
    At the bottom of the steps was a corridor that extended at least a hundred feet to the left. 
 
    At the end of the corridor they came upon another door. When Bill opened the door, he found a woman strapped to a table with a half-man/half-woman standing over her with a knife. To Bill, it appeared as if the creature was going to kill the woman on the table, so he fired his gun twice without really thinking about it. 
 
    Anthony Taylor, also known as Lilly Carter, died and collapsed in a heap on the floor. 
 
    Erik covered Katie’s nakedness up with a blanket and released the straps at her wrists and ankles. ‘I thought you were lost,’ he said. 
 
    She hugged him. ‘I don’t think he was going to kill me, you know. When he heard you coming, he picked up the knife and stood over me as if he was. Thank you for saving me anyway.’ 
 
    ‘I wouldn’t have had to if you didn’t keep wandering off without telling people who care about where you’re going.’ 
 
    ‘I know. I’m sorry. It never occurred to me that Lilly Carter was Anthony Taylor.’ 
 
    ‘It was the strand of hair from the wig that saved you.’ He helped her off the table. 
 
    Carl came over with a blanket. 
 
    With Erik’s help, Katie wrapped it around herself. ‘Thank you.’ 
 
    ‘Carl, you and George take Miss Brazil home and obtain a statement from her.’ 
 
    ‘Will do.’ 
 
    ‘I’ll call in and check on you later,’ he told her. 
 
    ‘Okay.’ 
 
    ‘Everyone else out. This is a crime scene now and I don’t want any evidence to go missing. Bill, call the County Coroner and Ray Pinker – the chemist. John, make sure those are the only two calls he makes.’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    Aftermath 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik married Marilyn Rackham three months later and he moved into her apartment for a short time before finding a two-bedroom house in the suburbs, which was midway between the Cahuenga Branch Library and the Police Department. It also had the advantage of a second bedroom, which they turned into a nursery for the child they were expecting. 
 
    He also went to see a doctor who helped him come to terms with what he’d done and seen during the war. His nightmares became more manageable, but they never completely went away. 
 
    In 1956, when Lieutenant Bob O’Callaghan retired, Erik was promoted to Lieutenant. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Katie Brazil never did co-author an academic paper with Howard Caplan, because she was far too busy making a career for herself in the police force. She eventually joined the Homicide Division as a detective in 1957, six months after Erik became Lieutenant and asked for her. She wasn’t the first detective in the LAPD, but she was the first detective in the Homicide Division. 
 
    Katie continued to live in apartment 5F at George Washington Heights. She never married, because she couldn’t come to terms with the idea of a man ever having control of her life. She stayed friends with Martha Barbarossa and Ruby Lowenstein until their deaths a week apart in 1959. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Following the scoop and her series of articles on the starlet murders, Eliza Linton was promoted to city editor of the Herald-Express. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A copy of the original sketch artist’s drawing was found in Anthony Taylor’s basement. They matched it to a young Nathan Seward who was credited with Jeanne Taylor’s murder. Deputy Chief of Police John Fenton and retired detective Roswell Higgins were both arrested for corruption in public office, but even though they found the missing police file in the safe in Fenton’s house, the charges were dismissed due to the statute of limitations. John Fenton was forced to retire on a full pension and was not offered the position of Chief of Police. He was shot and killed in a restaurant six weeks after his retirement party. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Erik was unable to discover which of his detectives acted as John Fenton’s spy, so they were all replaced with new up-and-coming detectives. Corruption in the police force was being tackled head-on by Mayor Bowron and Chief of Police Arthur Hohmann. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Doctor Howard Caplan joined the FBI in 1962 and began teaching Applied Criminology whilst also developing further his theory that a killer’s likely personality characteristics could be derived from the way in which they committed the crime, and which was eventually to become known as criminal profiling. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Anthony Taylor was buried next to his mother. No one attended the funeral. 
 
      
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note: 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve taken some liberties with historical fact. Eliza Linton is based on Agness “Aggie” Underwood (1902 – 1984) one of the first American female crime reporters; and Doctor Howard Caplan is based on Howard Teton, a police officer who joined the FBI in 1962, and who hadn’t developed his hypothesis about criminal profiling until about 1960 – eleven years before this book. 
 
      
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you for choosing and reading my book. If you enjoyed it, I would be grateful if you could write a review and post it on Amazon.co.uk and/or Amazon.com. 
 
      
 
      
 
    #### 
 
      
 
      
 
    About the Author 
 
      
 
      
 
    Tim Ellis was born in the bowels of Hammersmith Hospital, London, on a dark and stormy night, and now lives in Cheshire with his wife and one Shih Tzu. In-between, he joined the Royal Army Medical Corps at eighteen and completed twenty-two years’ service, leaving in 1993 having achieved the rank of Warrant Officer Class 1 (Regimental Sergeant Major). Since then, he settled in Essex, and worked in secondary education as a senior financial manager, in higher education as an associate lecturer/tutor at Lincoln and Anglia Ruskin Universities, and as a consultant for the National College of School Leadership. His final job, before retiring to write fiction full time in 2009, was as Head and teacher of Behavioural Sciences (Psychology/Sociology) in a secondary school. He has a PhD and an MBA in Educational Management, and an MA in Education. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Discover other titles by Tim Ellis at http://timellis.weebly.com/ 
 
    Also, come and say hello on his FB Fanpage: 
 
    http://www.facebook.com/#!/pages/Tim-Ellis/160147187372482 
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