The flashing red and blue lights from a dozen patass added to the unworldliness of
the moment. The storm that had drenched the csreae hours before had fled, as if
escaping arrest. Everything in the rain’s wake wast with a slick reflection of the
police lights dancing off the pavement in altemgtcolors.

The street was crowded with the press of bodieseetiges, FBI, ATF agents, lab
technicians, the chief of police, EMS with a hasaimbulances—and darting in between
them all were patrolmen escorting their arresteasitd squad cars. In the midst of the
organized chaos Captain Dobey barked out ordersctdig the flurry of activity as
twenty-eight men were apprehended during a majodisgite sting, the likes of which
the city hadn’t seen in decades.

Inside the warehouse—the focal point of the ingagion—Starsky shoved his arrestee
against the wall and quickly patted him down. Hx@ression on the detective’s face
was fierce, promising violence at any moment if aoed was said out of line. Everyone
else in the immediate area purposefully avertet ghyes—some out of fear, others from
disgust, and a few out of respect. None too gestigrsky cuffed the man, though he felt
a tightening in his gut at the accompanyisgck of the bracelets locking in place.

Grabbing the taller man by the arm, he jerked Hinough the dock doors toward the
patrol car waiting to transport him in for booking.

Starsky glared at the red and blue lights dancihthe tarmac as he hustled his prisoner
through the puddles. “You have the right to rensalient—"

“I know the drill,” the cuffed man growled.

Starsky spun his charge against the fender of #telpcar so he ended up facing the
enraged detective. Dark blue eyes bore into hisstge, while the activity around them
fell silent.

Starsky’s face seemed to grow angrier still. Aternal war briefly darted across his face
until he finally spat at his captive’s feet, breakia puddle’s reflection. “You make me
sick.”

With a vengeance, Starsky yanked open the back afabte patrol car. Those watching
noted he seemed barely able to keep his rage itkch€o his credit, Starsky used one
hand to steer the criminal’'s head away from hitting door jam as he shoved him into
the car. The prisoner quickly leaned toward thenoghoor. “Starsky, I—"



“Shut up!” Starsky slammed the door, forcing thben back. The detective’s fist
pounding on top of the patrol car signaled the wgibfficer to put the vehicle in motion.

Starsky watched as the car shot through the daskissred and blue lights casting a
glow upon the drenched buildings. He gazed downethpty street well after the patrol
car was out of sight; the image of Hutch’s faceistpat him through the back window of
the patrol car burned into his mind.

“You all right?” Starsky’s voice was hushed, hisad bowed down as if reading the
arrest data in front of him.

“Fine, though you had those cuffs on me a littighter than necessary.” Hutch’s
grousing would have made Starsky smile if it had®@en for the pressure the two of
them had been under for the last four months.l, 88l glanced up from his folder to see
Hutch pacing the small room, playing his part te ltter.

A tap on the interrogation room door signaled tabey was moving into the adjourning
room to watch Starsky question his partner. Tleetfzat the captain, the chief of police,
and half the IA staff sat behind the two-way mirtgas laughable, since the busted
detective knew the interrogation would be observed.

“Show time,” Starsky breathed, loud enough for Higears alone. He hoped the men
sitting on the other side of the glass couldn’t #eemischief in his partner’'s eyes. For
the audience, Starsky slapped the folder down ertahle in front of him. “I thought |
knew you! | realize things have been bad for yaigly, that money was tight, but | never
believedyou, of all people, would give in like this! It's bambps like you—"

“Oh, stuff it, Starsky!” Hutch charged bacl
over to his partner and swept the papers
the table. “You pious, self-righteous...
Hutch’s eyes darted past Starsky to his o
reflection in the two-way glass. “And all o
you intherecan stuff it, too!”

“Look...” Starsky stood and crossed to tt
agitated blond. “The DA’s willing to cut yot
some slack if you'll drop a few names—"

“Are you nuts?” Hutch grabbed Starsky &
his collar, forcing him backward across tt..
edge of the small table. “They’'d kill me!”

Starsky grabbed his partner by the wrists to stdaahgelf until he was “rescued” by the
observers. Under his breath he murmured with samesementEasy there, Blintz.”



“What's the matter?” Hutch whispered back, obvigushjoying the moment, giving
Starsky a shake. “You forget how to dip?”

As the officers spilled into the room, Starsky threimself backward, making it appear
as though Hutch had shoved him violently. Hutchursgv at the retreating figure,
purposefully missing, but by mere inches.

Two uniformed officers grappled with Hutch, forcihgs arms behind his back to subdue
him as he continued to rant. “Come on, budéal. Why couldn’t you have looked the
other way, huh? Did you forget all the years ahgeartners buddy? You forget the
reasorwhy | needed the money to begin with?”

For an instant, it was as if all the air had bescked out of the small room as Starsky’s
and Hutch’s eyes locked. It was, of course, a-rys&t of the dangerous game the two
had been playing—nbut the pair had agreed to incfadbelievability’s sake the fact that
Hutch had taken a prolonged unpaid leave of absenceg Starsky’s recuperation.
Once Hutch had put the surviving hit man away tterapted murder and an assortment
of other charges, he dedicated himself to his pagmrecovery, at no small financial
sacrifice. While it wasn't an issue between the tf them, Starsky still felt a genuine
pang of guilt. The brief wounded flash in his eyesn’t an act as the two glared at each
other.

Starsky picked himself up off the floor, waving gwthe proffered assistance from
another detective. “Get him out of here.”

Hutch continued hollering all the way down the halhtil his voice was finally lost
behind the door of the holding tank.

Captain Dobey lingered behind while the rest ofdheup filed out of the room, a select
few heading up to the commissioner’s office. $arpicked up the case file papers
scattered about the floor and handed them bacistsuperior.

“You boys all right?” Dobey asked quietly.

Starsky nodded curtly, anger in his voice. “I'nadg for this to be over.”

“That makes three of us.”

Starsky’s eyes smolderedTwo.”

“Two?”

The brunet’'s gaze swung toward the hallway. “Yoow we didn’'t get Monte. Hutch

told me at the warehouse that we’d only gottenstgond-level men, after all. The top
dogs are still out there, safe, and he wants tgglthem down. Them and Vic Monte.”



“So, we bust Hutch, too, keep his cover good. Hées bail and it buys him some time
to dig a little deeper.” Dobey studied the remagndetective. “It’s risky—"

“Toorisky.”

“But | trust Hutch'’s instincts on this one.”

“Yeah, well,myinstincts don’t like it. Not one damned bit.”
“So what are you going to do?”

Starsky grimaced and ran his hands through hislyihair. When he finally answered,
the resignation in his voice was tinged with feg€ame as always—watch his back.”

The group of men milling about the commissioneffice was subdued as they waited
for the “prisoner” to be brought in. Starsky s#tto the side, brooding. Captain Dobey
had already filled them in with as much informat@as he had to date: during the sting,
twenty-eight arrests were made, including the stdgest of Hutch.

This was not the first clandestine meeting of theresentatives from the four different
divisions. The commissioner, DA, chief of deteeyand FBI had been looking for a
chance to bring down Vic Monte for years, and adgolopportunity had literally been
dumped in their laps.

The undercover assignment had started just ovemeixths ago. Starsky had been sent
home from the hospital after a week-and-a-half,stayrtesy of two bullets taken during
a setup he and Hutch had inadvertently walked ifitee mark had been Vic Monte, head
of a local “famiglia,” in retaliation for mob hitee and his cartel had arranged. The
partners were caught in the middle of a war, amas8y had barely made it out with his
life. In the process of saving his partner anddtieer innocent restaurant patrons caught
in the setup, Hutch had turned the tables, killomg of the hit men and wounding the
other. As Vic Monte’s limo had approached theidtalrestaurant, the gunfire from
within had tipped them off, and he and severalisfupper-level men had sped away to
safety.

Two days later, Hutch had received a phone calinfirmone other than Vic Monte
himself, thanking the detective for the interferertbat had saved the mobster from
walking into sure death. Hutch had immediatelyseéithe opportunity and played up his
role in squelching the assassination attempt.ntaions had been made that he’d heard
about the hit and specifically went to the restatita interrupt it, hoping Monte would
be enticed by a “cop on the edge,” looking forteliside action.



The head of the famiglia didn’t get to be whereatas by being reckless or stupid. Over
the next few weeks, Monte had put his ears to titeets, hoping to find proof to back up
Hutch’s alleged indiscretions. By then, rumblesd Heeen made of supposed past
infractions by the detective, including his lookittge other way in instances where it
would serve his own purposes. There had even addew suggestions of out-and-out
graft, all courtesy of one Huggy Bear Brown an@wa thoice snitches.

The instant Hutch had hung up from his initial cersation with the mobster, he had laid
out his plan to Dobey, and then, with his captac@stious agreement, did the same to
their superiors and the FBI. The police chief, aussioner, and Feds all but salivated at
the opportunity and had quickly agreed to put Hutodercover if Monte should contact

him again.

The only person who had raised an objection wassiStawho was adamantly opposed
to his partner going undercover so deeply withouh.h After literally hours of
discussion, some of which were heated, Starskyfihalty conceded, though not happily
and not without reservations. The final point gfeeement was that Captain Dobey had
the final say on when the assignment was over, venetr not both of them agreed.

A month after the initial call, Monte had contactddtch again and arranged a face-to-
face meeting. The famiglia head spoke plainly, tak while understanding the
ramifications of blatantly offering a bribe to alige officer. But any legal retaliation by
Hutch, should he refuse, would cause minimal damaggle big picture—the gain far
outweighed the risk.

Hutch had neither accepted nor rejected the ofédiing Monte he’d need some time.
The mobster wasn't thrilled by the prospect, bugwrbetter than to push. Within a few
days, Hutch did accept, by tipping Monte off toaleged raid scheduled on one of the
felon’s numbers’ drops, and the fragile associatias established.

Within the course of the next few months, whilerSkg impatiently recuperated, Hutch
“looked the other way” on more than one of Vic Mastoperations. The detective was
paid handsomely, receiving several thousand dodadsthe arrest of a few minor drug
dealers sacrificed as a gesture of Monte’s “godt’wi

This arrangement between felon and “dirty” cop maudly continued to grow over a six-
month period. While Hutch continued to gather ewick, building a substantial case
against Monte, he was allowed access to more ang mithe mobster's business.
Meanwhile, Starsky was upgraded to “light duty,”ighhput him at his desk, following
his partner’'s paper trail.

As the covert operation approached its seventh mdanwas finally decided that the Feds
would go in for the kill. Hutch was quite sure had enough on Monte and his upper
level of support for multiple convictions of grafbjoney laundering, drug trafficking, and

extortion. But the night the police moved in, heit Monte nor his top men had shown,
and Hutch caught wind of two new names and a liafeo heroin shipments out of Asia.



When the FBI, ATF, and BCPD raided the main warskoof Monte’s drug transport,
Starsky went straight for his “crooked” partnemkag for a signal as to how to play the
moment. At Hutch’s hostile reaction, the darkentiper took his cue and “arrested” him.

Now, as the task force sat waiting in the commissits office, Dobey watched Starsky
as he stared out the window at the skyline. Tensaused the muscles in the detective’s
jaw to dance, and the shadow of worry and sleepésssdarkened Starsky’s eyes. Just
as the captain was about to cross the room totbatkm, Starsky’s head turned to the
open doorway, though there was no one there. W#hmoment, a shadow was cast
down the hallway, followed by a police officer |&agla handcuffed Hutch into the room.

The conversations in the office quickly fell awas/Hutch was deposited in the middle of
the room. As soon as the uniformed officer leftl @hut the door behind him, Starsky
was up in an instant, removing the cuffs from rastiper.

“Thanks.” Hutch rubbed his wrists and sat in thaic Starsky had vacated, knowing his
partner would find a perch on one of the arms.

Agent McMillian slammed his coffee cup down on topthe commissioner's desk.
“Where was Vic Monte tonight, Hutchinson? You sgetting him and the others was a
sure thing.”

Hutch cocked his eyebrow and glared at the aggesgient. “And a good evening to
you, too, McMillian. Always a pleasure.”

“All right, knock it off,” Dobey growled. “We're lhtired. It's been a long night for
everybody. Hutchinson, why don’t you tell us whappened?”

Hutch exhaled heavily and rolled his head, tryiogdlieve some of the tension in his
neck and shoulders. “Initially, the plan was foote, Ferarro, and VanMele to be there
as well. This was the second of three major shigsmef coke and heroin from Joe
Randell and his famiglia, and good old Vic and lhsldies didn’t trust the second string
with it.”

As predicted, Starsky found a place on the chairta to Hutch’s left. “ATF said the
street value was around two-and-a-quarter million.”

“Sounds right.” Hutch nodded and continued, “I gatall earlier in the day that Monte
wanted me there as well, just in case Randell toegnegotiate the price, which is what
happened during the first shipment. If he did, Mowould hand him over to me on a
silver platter.”

“And Big Vic stays in the game because, by not iplgy he didn’t break any laws,”
Starsky interjected. “So, no hits, no runs, nome



“We know all of this,” DA Richardson growled. “Swhere was Monte and the other
two tonight? Does that mean your cover’s blown?”

“Well, sir...” The tone in Hutch’s voice contradicted thepectful title he gave the DA.
It was reassuring to feel Starsky tense next ta hifgs | was saying, theghouldhave
been there, which made me wonder the same thiogturkately, the man Monte left in
charge of the buy—Squires, the bruiser arrestemjlitr-he’s big on muscles and short
on caution. While we were waiting for Randell’'s mi bring the shipment, Squires
thought he’d impress me with how much he knew aldbbomte’s operation. It turns out
the reason Vic and his playmates weren't theregtinivas because of some new action
offering a connection out of Singapore. They'ret{yr big guns if Monte, Ferarro, and
VanMele all went to meet with them and missed auttanight’s big buy. From the
sound of it, the Singapore connection would malerghing we've got on Monte so far
look like busting a high school kid for selling kel bag of grass.”

Police Commissioner Wilson placed his elbows ondask and rested his chin in his
hand. “That'd mean staying under for a consideraphount of time, Hutchinson.”

“Yes, sir. |...we realize that.” While Starskyddit move, Hutch could feel his partner’s
internal battle: concern, anger, and fear. He gmdeful Starsky hadn’t spoken out
against his suggestion of remaining under—withanit h

The commissioner nodded and turned his focus orFBieagent who sat with one hip
propped up on the desk. “What do you think, McMii? Do you have what you need to
take down Monte and call it quits? Get this Sirayepdeal from another direction?”

McMillian thought for a moment before answering, igieng the existing evidence
against a potentially bigger bust. “As for Vic Merand his crew, | think we’ve got all
we need to take him down on several counts. RBg,?”

The DA nodded. “Ideally, we'd get him with his ltaim the cookie jar, like we were
supposed to tonight. | think we could get a cotimig what we do have against him at
this point is solid. As long as we have Hutchirisgastimony, that is.”

Chief of Police Carl Porter, who'd been silent ugiluthen, looked around the room. “So
the question is, do we risk losing Hutchinson arsdtdésstimony for him to go back in and
investigate this new connection, or do we playfesand take down Monte now on a few
lesser charges? I'm pretty certain you could pot &iway for the rest of his slimy little
life, but possibly lose some of his hired help, Wwhpick up where Monte left off. If we
take Monte now, we could go after the others amsl $ingapore connection by another
route. | don’t know. Maybe we should just go withat we’ve got and take you into
protective custody, Hutchinson.”

The DA shifted, shaking his head. “Still...we’'re lslasted close to wiping out all of Vic
Monte’s famiglia.”



Captain Dobey scrubbed his face with his hands.h&wWabout your cover, Hutch? Is it
still good?”

Hutch wasn’t surprised when Starsky stood abruptfExcuse us for a moment.”
Starsky’s hand latched onto Hutch’s shirt and puhén up from the chair and out into
the hallway. Once they had shut the door behimdnthStarsky first peered down the
hallway to make sure they were alone, then turraad boward his partner with fire in his

eyes.

“What are you doing?” Starsky and Hutch said siam#busly, anger on each of their
faces as they squared off.

“Me?” Hutch asked, incredulous. “We’'ve been givermolden opportunity here! I'm
trying to take advantage of it.”

“Well, this ‘golden opportunity’ is liable to geby killed for no good reason.”

“No good reason?’ What are you talking about? uMaow what’'s going to happen
when that heroin from Singapore hits the stre¥Wlat are you thinking?”

“I'm thinking that there’re other ways to stop o happening besides you staying
underalone”

“Look, Starsk, I've made contact with one of Momstélired guns—a guy by the name of
Dixon. He may be the one who took out Theresa B&Fsibrother. If | can prove it or
get him to talk—"

“So, what...you’re staying in for revenge? You wemnail the guy who started the mess
that got me shot?”

“You almost died, pal.”



“And so you'd risk your life to thank Theresa faglping us that night.”
“Oh, come on! If the tables were turngdu’d stay under in a heartbeat!”
“And if the tables were turnegipu’d be standing right here, gettingrimy face!”

The hallway was silent for a moment, the two mesyss locked in an internal battle of
wills. Hutch finally sighed. “Starsk, I'm alreadly. Neither one of us wants this crap on
the streets.”

Starsky leaned back against the wall, his heagttittack so he could stare at the ceiling
rather than succumb to the pleading in his parsneyes. “l know. It's just...”

Hutch’s hand gripped Starsky’s arntl know. I'd feel better if you were in there
watching my back, too. But, Starsk, how canneédo this?”

Starsky finally dropped his chin to look Hutch fullthe face. “My gut’s telling me this
is gonna go down bad.”

“Maybe. But my gut’s telling me I've got to doahyway.”

“You're in there alone. Richardson and McMilliareaeady to pull you out, get you in
protective custody. But if you push to stay ireyl go with it. You know they want
this so badly they just might sacrifice you to getWWho can you trust?”

“Same as always—me and thee.”

The silence that again followed was tense, thougihfureled by anger. Starsky finally
sighed heavily, dropping his head the rest of tlag w0 his chest, then nodded once,
knowing he had to let Hutch follow his convictioasd that he would stand beside him,
no matter what happened.

Hutch’s hand gripped the back of his partner’'s necgesture to bolster them both. The
two returned to the room, and Hutch sat back dawhis chair. Starsky stayed nearby,
but instead of perching next to his partner as du tbefore, he leaned against the wall.
The subtle change didn’t go unnoticed by Dobey. e“Were discussing the case while
you two were out having your private party in thedl.h What use do you think Monte’s
going to have for you, now that you've been armsted thrown off the force, Hutch?”

“I've thought about that, too. I'm sure | can came him that | still have enough
connections to be of benefit to the organization.”

The DA nodded. “What about bail...have you got ttuvered?”

Captain Dobey spoke up. “We’'d already worked that with Hutch’s parents in
Minnesota. They were briefed on the assignmentvesr@ told that a staged arrest was



possible as part of the sting. Hutch has alreaded them, and they're wiring the bail
money, so that’s taken care of.”

Agent McMillian exhaled loudly. “Here’s my take dhis. As much as | want the
Department to bring down Vic Montand this new Singapore connection in one big
sting, | don’t want to blow what we’ve got. Hutokbn, you've done a good job, but I
think going back under is too risky. You may haamvinced Monte and a bunch of
thugs that you’ve gone sour, but I think there'wlaole lot of people, including several
on this force, that won't believe it and will inashently blow your cover. You'll end up
dead, and we’ll lose Monte in the process.”

“Gee, it's nice to know you care, McMillian,” Hutgrowled.

“I don’t mean to be blunt, but it's a big risk teave you out there. As a matter of fact,
I'd like to take you into protective custody uniide can arrest Monte and get him to
trial.”

“Don’t pull the plug now!” Hutch bolted up out dfie chair. “We can still get Monte
‘with his hand in the cookie jar,” as was so apitynted out.”

“We're so close, Mac. A few more days, that'svedl need. If something doesn’t happen
by then, we nail him,” Richardson urged.

Hutch and McMillian stared each other down untd #BIl agent finally conceded. “All
right, but if things get too heated—"

“I'll pull him out,” Dobey interjected, then swurg parental finger in Hutch’s direction.
“Meanwhile, you be careful.”

Hutch nodded, his satisfaction evident. While ¢benmissioner called downstairs to the
holding block, requesting an officer to return thumcooperative prisoner” to his cell,
Hutch turned to Starsky and extended his armstin§éis wrists.

Starsky pushed himself off the wall and retrieviee handcuffs from his jacket pocket.
After securing his partner, he locked gazes witlhcHuhis voice low. “Don’t be a hero.”
He waited until Hutch nodded. “Don’t make me reghés for the rest of my life.”

Hutch was about to respond with a smart comebagkwhs stopped by the intensity he
saw in Starsky’s eyes. Instead, he gripped hisipds arm and nodded. A knock at the
door announced the escorting officer, and Hutch tleé room without a backward
glance.

Archibald Pierce stood on the steps of the Bay @itjice Station and breathed deeply,
allowing his lungs to fill with the first “free” aihe’d breathed in seventy-two hours. His
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unfortunate incarceration had occurred when he gatled in a yellow zone, and the
conscientious officer who ticketed the vehicle fduhat Pierce had several outstanding
parking tickets. It had taken Pierce the pastethdays to raise the money to pay the
tickets and the fine, but finally, he was free.

He straightened his tie and tried to smooth sonteefvrinkles out of his pinstriped suit
as he delicately picked his way down the concregpss resigned to the fact that he was
destined to stay there until the taxi he had calledld arrive. He was ravenously
hungry, having chosen not to eat the suspiciouy gtap that had been served for
breakfast. Luckily, a portable hot dog vendor vpasked near a bench that actually
boasted a bit of shade from a scraggly elm trelke [linch rush had come and gone, so
Pierce found to his delight that he was alone. ngsivhat little money he had, he
purchased one of the last frankfurters and, eveagh under normal circumstances he
wouldn’t consider eating such a thing, sat dowrtrenbench and spread his napkin over
his crossed legs.

Having purloined a used newspaper from one of teant chairs in the courthouse, he
opened it to the society page and held it closeidgdace. His glasses had been broken
the first night of his stay when his roommate, knaw the regulars at the jail as “Ox,”
had accidentally knocked them off the shelf wheerde had stashed them. Not known
for his grace and agility, Ox had then proceedecrtish them under his massive weight
while trying to help find them. Apologizing profly, he had handed the mangled
eyewear to Pierce, who had sighed resignedly. deirty 5’7" and tipping the scale at a
scant 145 pounds, he had wisely chosen not torsghiag to his drunken cellmate and
would replace the glasses the first chance he got.

His perusal of the comings and goings of the Bay €lite was interrupted when two
uniformed officers walked up to the hot dog vendtsep in conversation. Peeking over
the top of his paper, he saw the cops look his way,continued speaking without even
attempting to lower their voices. Pierce underdtaty: sitting on a bench in the middle
of the day, eating a hot dog, reading the newspapel dressed in a respectable navy
blue suit, he was sure he could pass as a lawyewvar an assistant DA. Smiling to
himself, he appeared to bury his nose back in #pep but listened intently to what the
officers were saying. Being naturally curious tsdved him well on many occasions,
and he had learned long ago that a wise man kegsits open and his mouth shut.

“...and | just can’t believe it!” said the younger thfe two cops. He was a short man
with dark hair, and Pierce couldn’t help notice &igking resemblance to Jerry Lewis.
“I went through the Academy with that guy, and hasvas straight-laced as they come.
Seems sad that somebody like Hutch could get dmavg the likes of Vic Monte. What
chance do the rest of us have?” “Jerry” shookhkeizd sadly and stared at a spot on the
ground in front of him.

The two now had Pierce’s undivided attention. Beantwo-bit con man for most of his

adult life, he had always dreamed of teaming uf wdmeone like Vic Monte and had
worked diligently in that direction. He had eveivem himself a nickname—“The
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Archer'—because he claimed that he always got ha&skm Unfortunately, several
months ago he had run a scam on a small dry cleameChinatown and had taken the
business for close to a thousand dollars. It wag after his success that he discovered,
to his horror, that particular shop was owned apdrated by none other than Monte
himself as a front for a numbers’ racket. The wondthe street was that Monte had it in
for Pierce and, while not wasting precious time amghpower by actually putting a hit
out on him, it was made known that he would be \gmateful if The Archer was the
victim of an unfortunate accident.

Since then, Pierce had been on his toes, constaattyhing his back. His latest stay in a
Bay City holding tank had been very uncomfortableew a number of Monte’s men had
been brought in. He had breathed a huge sighlief mehen they were all herded into a
different cell and then either transferred or reéeh As far as he knew, none of them
even knew he was there at the time, which suitedjbst fine. But now, listening to the

officers’ conversation, he was on full alert, eafggranything he could pass along to get
him into Monte’s good graces.

“Yeah, | know,” replied the other officer, whom TAe&cher now thought of as the “Dean
Martin” of the pair. “It's tough. But | guesshiappens to the best of3us

“Not to a cop like Hutchinson, it doesn’t!” Jergplied vehemently. “Now, | don’t know
what's goin’ on around here, but I'm gonna find .buWith that, he turned and almost
viciously slathered mustard on his hot dog, his $@vwith determination.

“Hold on just a minute,” Dean replied, reaching tamgrab his partner by the arm. “You
can't just go off half-cocked like this. Maybe wigould talk about this a little more.”

“About what? You know somethin’ | don’t?” Whenretle was no reply from his partner,
Jerry continued, “I didn’t think so. Now, let gb me so I can find Hutchinson and find
out what the deal is.”

“What d’ya mean, find Hutchinson? He’s still inethholding tank, or have you
forgotten?”

“No, he isn't,” Jerry replied, taking a huge bitetos hotdog and chewing loudly. “He
made bail a few hours ago and took off. | figdrehurry, I might just catch him at his

place or somethin’.

“Wait,” Dean replied quietly, eyes scanning theaaaeound them. Seeing only one man
apparently engrossed in his paper, the officerisaat, though lowering his voice.
“Maybe | do know somethin’ you don’t.” He draggki partner a little ways from the
vendor’s cart.

Jerry looked at his partner expectantly. “Wellntideave me in the dark, man. What's
the scoop?”
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“Hutch isn’t really working for Monte. He’s undereer.”
“What?” Jerry asked incredulously. “How did youoknthis and | didn’t?”

“Well,” Dean continued, leaning in toward his pantn “Last night | had to work late,
what with all the commotion about Monte’s men belbbrgught in. It just so happened
that Sheila had invited her folks over for dinn@nd | knew she’d be furious if | didn’t
show. So, during a break in the action, | snut an empty office to call her.”

“And?” his partner prompted.

“And, before | could even pick up the phone, | ldeanother voice. Seems | had ducked
into the DA’s secretary’s office, and there was sone in the inner room on the phone.
Whoever it was never even knew | was there, butreef could sneak back out, | heard
him mention Hutchinson’s name. | was a little ous what they were gonna do to
him—him being dirty and all—and that's when | hedndn say that Hutch was
undercover.”

“Are you sure?” Jerry asked skeptically, stuffifg tlast of his hot dog into his mouth.
“Cause I'll tell ya, those two put on quite a shavihen Starsky brought Hutch in last
night. All that yellin” and pushin’ and shovin’I'll tell you what, they sure had me
convinced. Man! | can’t believe it. Undercovieuh? | gotta admit, it's quite a relief.”
He wiped his hands and face on a small paper napidrthrew it into a nearby trashcan.

“Has anyone ever told you that you're eating hahits atrocious?” Dean asked as they
headed back up the steps. “Didn’t your mother éskrou not to talk with food in your
mouth? And how in the world do you keep from geftsick? You never even chewed
that hot dog, and I've seen what you do to a sligeizza...”

As the officers walked out of earshot, The Archerriedly folded his newspaper. No
longer interested in waiting for his cab, he piadty ran down the sidewalk to a nearby
pay phone. There was a worm in Monte’s apple,andp at that. There was no telling
just how grateful the mob boss would be when hetlugait little tidbit of information. A
feral grin spread across The Archer’s face as hereth the phone booth, dropped in a
coin, and dialed. This was just the break he’dnbeaiting for all his life. He
straightened his tie a little as he listened torihging on the other end of the line and
waited impatiently for someone to pick up.

“Hutchinson! Delaney!”

Hutch slowly cracked open one eye and stretchedriowsly before turning to look at

the officer disturbing his apparent slumber. Herareally been sleeping, of course;
there were far too many men in the holding celltfat luxury. There always seemed to
be a pecking order of sorts, even though the oatspaere only there for a few hours.
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Hutch had seen the wisdom of letting it be knovghtrioff the bat that he was not to be
messed with. So, in order to establish his supcgrearly on, he had bodily removed the
previous occupant of the cell's only cot. Aftebaef but violent struggle, Hutch had
then spent the remainder of the long night pretemtlh be asleep. In truth, he was wide-
awake and constantly on guard, lest one of hisvielnmates decided to try and establish
a little supremacy of his own.

When his name was called, Hutch stood
up slowly and, grabbing his jacket that
had served as a makeshift pillow, strolled
to the now open cell door. “I'm
Hutchinson,” he said to the guard, even
though he knew the officer was well
aware of who he was. “What do you
want?”

“You're outta here,” the guard explained.
“And you, too, Delaney,” he continued,
shifting his gaze to a young dark haired
man who had joined Hutch at the door.

The guard blandly continued his explanation. “TWwe of you made bail. You can go to
Property and pick up your personal belongings.t gago the end of this hallway, take a
left, then go—"

“I know where Property is,” Hutch snapped back. tdmed to the man behind him.
“Come on, Delaney. You can follow me.”

The two men headed down the hallway in the directi® officer had indicated. “So,

Hutchinson,” Delaney began, trying to match higdstito that of the tall blond. “What

happens to you now? They ain’t gonna let you loe@no more, are they? Now that
they busted ya.”

Hutch snorted out a short bitter laugh. “They'vat ¢o prove | did anything wrong
besides being at the scene, first. Hell, | migrgresue for false arrest. No, we stick to
my story and I'll come out of this just fine, rightThat | got a tip there was a big buy
going down at the warehouse, and there was nottincall my partner for back-up...my
partnerwho didn’t hesitate to snap the cuffs on me himselhgrateful—" Hutch took a
moment to swear and shake his head in anger betm@nuing. “Yeah, | went in,
hoping to make a major bust on my own. When lizedl that Monte wasn’t there, |
decided to try and bargain. Offer a reduced seetéa anybody who would give up
Monte. But before | got anywhere, the cops arrjivae! | got scooped up in the net with
the rest of the fish.”

“You think they'll buy it?”
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“It's not like | ever played by the rules one-huedrpercent before. It's not that far
fetched that I'd go off on a hot tip on my own liteat. Besides, I've got an arrest record
they can’t argue with. They don’t have any reasobelieve I've gone sour now.”

“But what if they don't believe you? What if yoe'kicked off the force?”

Hutch didn’t even slow down, his eyes glaring gfinhiahead as he continued down the
hallway, ignoring the hostile looks from the offiseand department personnel they
passed. He did lower his voice, though. “Themet with them. I've still got enough
information and contacts to be useful to Monte.nmies, places, which other cops can be
bought off. Even if | don’t lose my job, maybel jlist quit, you know? Get out of this
deathtrap before | buy it from some hophead witknée in a back alley some night.
Helluva retirement plan they offer here, huh?”

There seemed to be no answering that, so Delaresedb walk on in silence. So much
of what the other had said made sense to him, uvds still leery of the detective’s
apparent loyalty to Vic Monte and the whole orgatian. In spite of the fact that Hutch
had just been arrested, booked, and locked upthikeaest of them, Delaney thought it
would still be a good idea to let Mr. Monte have final say on what, if any, future he
had in the organization.

There was no line at the Property window when thieived and Hutch stepped up first,
giving his name and receipt to the clerk. Aftdea minutes, the bored-looking officer
returned to the front with a large manila envelapéis hands and dumped the contents
on the counter.

“Hutchinson, Kenneth R. One brown leather wallghweventy-one dollars in it, one set
of three keys, sixty-two cents in change. Sigrehplease.”

Hutch glared at the man and made no move to picthepproffered pen. “Where’s the
rest of it?”

The clerk made a big show of peering into the nawpty envelope and sticking his hand
inside, thrusting it into the corners. “That’s #@dere is, Hutchinson. Now pick up your
stuff, sign the form, and move on. | got work tm"d

Hutch just stared at the clerk. “What about myjun

“What about it? It's being held until the investtgn is over. You're a cop, you should
know that by now.”

“But | haven't officially been suspended yet. Awmatil | am—"
“Yeah, well, Captain Dobey wants to see you befare leave the building today. Said

he wants to know where your badge is, t00.” Thegkclooked at Hutch suspiciously.
“Why didn’t you have your badge on you, anyway?”
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“Like | told them before, there wasn’t time—"

“You had enough time to grab your gun.”

“Look, you pencil-pushing moron, | don’t have tgpéadn this to you.”
“Fine, tell it to Captain Dobey! Said he’d be iis loffice.”

“Well, you can tell Captain Dobey to stuff it, & fas I'm concerned.”

“I don’t think that's wise Detective’ the clerk sneered, as he took Delaney’s recanpit
headed into the maze of shelves that housed tisenais’ belongings. After a few
moments, he returned with another manila envelogkalowed Delaney to check his
property before signing. “I think you got enougbuble without adding to it by ignoring
an order from your superior officer. Or at ledisg officer whowasyour superior.”

“You don’t get paid to think,” Hutch snapped bacgkabbing Delaney by the arm and
steering him down the hallway.

“You really gonna blow off your boss like that?” [aeey asked. “Maybe you should just
go see him for a minute, find out where his head igwu know what | mean.”

“I've made balil. 1 still have my badge until Inted Affairs gets a hold of it.” Hutch just
shrugged his shoulders. “Right now, I'm more caoned with where Monte’s head is at.
| can deal with Dobey later. | need to let MonteWw nothing’s changed, as far as I'm
concerned.”

“I'll tell you what,” Delaney replied as they madeeir way out the front doors of the

station. “Why don’t we grab a cab over to Mr. M@stand see what’s up? That’'s where
I’'m headed, and you might as well go with me.”

Hutch shook his head. “You’d better go on ahe#ts not too wise for us to be seen

together once we leave. I've got to make suretti@t’re not tailing me, either. The last

thing | need is for them to see me running straightionte.”

Delaney nodded. “Okay, sure. I'll let Mr. Montadw that you'll be in touch.”

“See you around,” Hutch replied as he started dtvenstairs. He had barely made it
down the first two steps when a voice behind hterdilly stopped him in his tracks.

“Hutch.”

Hutch stood motionless and took a deep breath édtoning around slowly to face his
partner. “What?”
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Starsky looked uncomfortable, shifting his weigtuni one foot to the other and refusing
to look his friend directly in the eye. “Dobey waro see you. Sent me to see if | could
catch you before you left.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Hutch could see Deyacasually watching the exchange
from the sidewalk. “And I told the Property cleiktell Dobey to stuff it, and you can,
too, for all | carepartner.”

Hutch turned to descend the remaining steps, st was quicker and grabbed his
arm. “Hold on a minute, Hutch. Don’t you even wamknow what this is about? He's
given you the benefit of doubt. He’s been holdiAgoff, but | don’'t know how much
longer he can—"

Hutch turned around again, his eyes burninn
with cold anger. “First, pal,” his voice
dripping with sarcasm and hostility. “You ca
let go of me. Second, if you're just dying t
tell me what the captain wants, | suppose
can’t stop you.”

Starsky dropped his hand and finally look¢
Hutch in the eyes. “I don’t know how to mak
this any easier, so I'll just come out and say
You've been suspended, Hutch. Indefinitel
or at least until IA completes thei
investigation. 1...I need you to give me yol
badge.”

“First, they take my gun, and now you want my badge?” Hutch’s voice was getting
louder by the syllable, and several people comimd) going from the station stopped to
see what was causing the commotion. “Welcome terga. I've spent most of my
adult life putting lowlife trash behind bars inghiery building just to have them back
walking the streets less than twenty-four hoursrlatAnd you know why? Because in
America, you’re innocent until proven
guilty. Except when you're a cop, that is.
When you're a cop, you're quilty as
charged until IA has a chance to drag your
name through the mud and ruin your
reputation and your life.” He was nearly
shouting and approached Starsky slowly,
backing the smaller man into one of the
large columns supporting the overhang
above the station doors.

“Take it easy, Hutch,” Starsky tried to
calm his now furious partner.

17



In one fluid movement, Hutch pinned Starsky to ¢b&imn behind him. “What do you
want, buddy? Partner? My shield? Well, I'll tell you what. You can havg but not
until the day they pry it from my cold, dead fing&r

The two men stood motionless for several long s@gsoand for just a moment, Hutch
thought he had gone too far. Starsky’s express@sunreadable, but he had seen a dark
shadow pass across the other man’s face and wishdiad chosen his words more
carefully. He stared into Starsky’s eyes, tryingg¢assure him that everything was under
control, then roughly pushed him away.

Without so much as a backward glance, Hutch stordwedh the stairs and crossed the
street. Delaney watched him go before turningfb@is on Starsky. The detective
appeared to be genuinely shaken as he straightdagdcket before slowly retreating

into the station house.

“Well?” Delaney asked, crossing to the desk tallréis glass with another shot of
bourbon. Vic Monte remained silent, his face egpmenless as he placed the handset
back into the phone cradle. “He wants to meet with”

“I knew that, but what else did he say?”

“Patience, Delaney, patience.” Monte slowly swdrtbe ice cubes in the glass tumbler
before continuing. “You know, as a boy in Italye wsed to grow grapes. My mother,
father, brothers, and | would tend to the crop ahdw it the utmost care and respect.
Then, when the grapes were just right, we’'d hartlestn carefully and take them to the
presses where they would give up their sweet wiliben we’d store it in barrels and

wait for when it was ready to drink, and sell te tiest of the world. Heaven, Delaney.
The Monte family wines were pure heaven.”

Delaney settled himself in an armchair oppositebloiss. “So, what's that got to do with
Hutchinson, Mr. Monte?”

Monte looked at his impatient lieutenant and shbak head. “My point is this—no
matter how careful we were and no matter how gbedgrapes, every once in a while,
for whatever reason, we’'d get a barrel that wowldgd. And once it was bad, there was
nothing to do but get rid of it. But, it took timBelaney. Only time could tell us which
barrels were destined to be served on the finetgtan Europe and which would end up
being poured into the sewers. And that’'s whatiit take with our detective friend—
time.”

“So, we just cut him loose and continue with busskke nothing’s happened?”

“On the contrary. We pretend like nothing’s chasthged we allow him to operate just as
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before, but we watch him. Carefully. And we keep eyes and ears open for any hint,
any whisper of betrayal. Then, just like the wofany childhood, with the first inkling
that the grapes have gone sour, we get rid of him.”

“There’s still something that bothers me, Mr. Mantdutchinson’s badge. When we was
released and went to get our stuff back from thescthey didn’'t have his badge there.
Hutchinson’s partner stopped us when we left theast and asked for it, but Hutchinson
didn’t have it on him.”

“How did Hutchinson explain that?”

“Said he didn’t have it when he went to the wared®the night of the bust. Ain’t that
kinda odd?”

Monte took a sip of his drink as he thought. “Ogels, but not improbable.”

“But do you think that means anything? Does thaamhe’s really still a cop? Is he
maybe undercover and trying to nail you?”

Monte’s brow creased in anger. “You think | haveghought of all this, Delaney? You
think Vic Monte is a fool? No. No, you see, ililse the proverb my grandfather used to
tell me, Delaney-eonservare tuo amicos vicino, anche tuo nemicoicanarsi. ‘Keep
your friends close, also your enemies closer.” &l Hutchinson. Set up a meeting.
Let’s put him in the press and see what kind ofeAe turns out to be.”

Huggy sighed heavily as he plucked yet anothersdgiasn the antiseptic rinse and dried
it. The lunch crowd was pretty much gone, and gbke proprietor of Huggy Bear’s
Restaurant had quite a few things to accomplisbreethe dinner bunch made their way
in. Of course, the usual dinnertime crowd was miaterested in liquid nourishment than
food, but that was okay with Huggy. Generally, thianker a patron became, the more
money he or she spent, and the more profitablenth@e transaction became. Still,
sometimes Huggy wished he didn’t have to spend wbamed like every waking hour
baby-sitting drunks and arguing with them over \lketor not they needed a taxi to take
them home.

Huggy stared morosely out the front windows ofrestaurant, mindlessly wiping the top
of the already spotless wooden bar. He missedetipdar visits by his favorite detective
team. Of course, he’'d still seen them since Hinath gone undercover, but instead of
coming in together and entertaining Huggy with theilikely stories and good-natured
banter, they came in separately now, careful nghtaw up at the same time. Somehow,
it just wasn’t the same, and Huggy was more thdittle worried. Starsky had been
using him as a combination sounding board/therapistl his deep-seatddars and
worries over his partner had even permeated Hugrsfully constructed nonchalance.
It was hard not to worry after listening to Stardky hours at a time; it was even harder
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to look into those piercing blue eyes and not teel tension and concern that radiated
from their depths.

Huggy’s reveriewvas interrupted when the front door of the restaiuopened and a short
disheveled man came in, allowing the door to slamifd him. Huggy recognized him
immediately and his upper lip curled in disgust.

“I thought you left town,” Huggy said with more tha hint of disdain in his voice. “And
if Starsky finds you here, you’ll wish you had. a&fldoor swings in both directions, and |
suggest you use it¥@”

“Hold on, just a minute,” the man replied, his emtbody shaking in the beginning throes
of what promised to be a bad bout of the DT’s. ‘8A#is Starsky? Have you seen him?”

“Now, why would | tell you, even if | had seen himi® was all |1 could do to convince
him not to kill you after that little stunt you pedl. You ratted on his partner, man; you
might as well have held a loaded pistol to yourchaad pulled the trigger. You're lucky
Hutch was in such bad shape afterward.” The bdetes jaw muscles hardened at the
memory. “Otherwise, Starsky would’ve hunted yowddike the lowlife scum you are.”

“Look.” Mickey extended his shaking hands, pleading. “I made stake. B-but I
know somethin’ now, and | know Starsky would warkmow. And | thought mebbe
he’d be willin’ to front me a little cash, you knoyust 'til | get back on my feé4”

“Get outta here!” Huggy snarled menacingly. “I'mrga do you a huge favor and not
tell Starsky you was here. But I'm warnin’ ya..uyshow that ugly mug of yours in here
again and I'll personally see to it that Starskg lyau to himself for as long as it takes.
And | may just pull up a chair and watch.”

Mickey swallowed nervously, the shaking in his Isndeven more pronounced. “H-hold
on. Just gimme a minute. | have news for himg& dgemed to struggle with himself for
a moment, but one look at Huggy’s face told himdhieetter start talking, and fast. “It's
about Hutch...”

Huggy slammed the used towel down onto the bar pladjing his hands on the smooth
wooden surface, leaned toward the other, his vo@enore than a clenched whisper.
“You have exactly five seconds to start talkin’,didey, and after that, I'm gonna tie you
to one of these bar stools, call Starsky, and il@ ¢dome rip you to pieces. So if you
know somethin’, you better start talkin’, and thistter be good.”

For several moments, there was no sound in thauestt as the two men stared at each
other over the bar. Finally, Mickey began to spedkutch’s been undercover, workin’
for Vic Monte, ain’t that right?”

He now had Huggy's undivided attention. “Assumihat was true, how would you
know? | thought you left town.”
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“Yeah, well, I'm back. A-and an old friend of mimans numbers for Monte and gave
me the scoop. You know. Thought mebbe I'd ber@gsied 'cause | narked on Hutch
before. Only I figured Starsky’s been good to ne@)ly good, and | thought if | told him

this, mebbe he’d forget the past and we could gdikenold times. I...I really need a

drink.”

Huggy reached behind the bar and pulled out a aigass. With a flourish, he tipped it
under the tap and expertly filled it with beerpad stream of foam sliding down the side
of the glass to drip onto the floor. Holding tHass aloft, he took a long draw, his eyes
locked onto Mickey's.

“You want this beer?”
Mickey said nothing, licking his lips in anticipati. He nodded anxiously.
“Then tell me what ya got about Hutch, and I'll dkxwhether or not to call Starsky.”

Nothing could have prepared Huggy for Mickey’s yepl'Hutch’s cover’s been blown.
Monte knows.”

The glass shattered as it hit the floor.

“I understand your concern,” Dobey was practicalyuting. “But Hutch and his
partner are the best | have, and if they feel Hlobuld still be under, then he stays
under! End of discussion.”

“No, this isnotthe end of the discussioGaptain” McMillian replied vehemently. “The
Bureau’'s reconsidered. We can map out another toafynish the job and go after
Singapore. Keeping Hutchinson in now isn’t wottlke tisk. I'm telling you, Captain, if
anything happens to him and we lose his testirgiohy

“His testimon® Is that all you care about, his testimony?” &pkvalked from behind

his desk and crossed to the windows, taking a teegth. “I know what's at stake and
so do Starsky and Hutch. And believe me, they WantMonte as much as you do. All
I’'m asking is that you trust them to do the righing. They’re not a couple of dumb
rookies looking to go out in a blaze of glory. Ahd@an promise you this...” Dobey
turned and jabbed a finger in the FBI man’s facélhere’s not a person in this
Departmenthat will be more careful with Hutch’s safety thhis partner. Not me, not
you, and not him,” he said, jerking his thumb ie tirection of Richardson, who was
watching the interchange silently.

“I hope you're right, Captain, because the Bureannot afford to start this over again
should something happen. And | can promyse this,” he added, pointing his own

21



finger in Dobey’s face, “if something does happemuin this investigation, we will hold
you personally responsible. Do you understand?”

Dobey sighed deeply and returned to his chair, giogninto it. “lI understand. And |
also understar¥d” His reply was cut short by the ringing of theeghone.

He snatched the phone off the cradle and barkediintDobey here. | thought I told
you to hold my calls! | cardt Okay, put him through.” He held his massivechaner
the receiver and directed his next remarks to W rmen seated opposite him. “It's a
contact...a friend of Starsky and Hutch's. He si#gsurgent and, knowing his track
record, I'd say it probably is.”

He turned his attention back to the telephone. b&ohere,” he said again, only this time
much more subdued.

The two men looked on as they listened to the aedsconversation, noting with alarm
the captain’s grip tightening on the telephoneias/bice rose with every response.

“Go ahead, Huggy.What? Are you sure? Who told you this? Absolutely el
Does Hutch know? You can't—? Did you try him at—¥du keep trying, I'll take care
of Starsky.” With that, he slammed down the phamdy to pick it up again immediately
afterward and punch a different line. “Get me @8t Starsky, and | mearow!”

A long moment of silence followed, and the agertt BA stared at the captain, watching
the play of emotions cross the man’s face. He amgkto be listening to someone for a
couple of seconds, then with a curt, “Well, kegpnty, and let me know as soon as you
reach him,” hung up the phone.

McMillian and Richardson looked at Dobey expectamts he finally raised his eyes to
them. He spoke without preamble, allowing the enohf his message to convey his
concern.

“Hutchinson’s cover has been blown and | don't khine knows it yet.”

Starsky returned from the Mexican take-out countarrying a grease-stained bag, the
contents of which would have given his partner tieain for a week. His next stop was
to follow up with Huggy to find out what, if anythg, he’'d heard on the street about
Hutch’s arrest and return to Vic Monte’s fold.

Approaching the Torino, he heard the unmistakafleawk of the police radio. He had
left the driver’s side window rolled down just ack, and Mildred’s voice carried to him
clearly in spite of the noise from the parking lot.

“Zebra Three. Come in, Zebra Three. Do you coyer.”
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Hurrying the last few steps to his vehicle, Starsky the sack on the roof of the car.
After unlocking and opening the door, he retriexhd microphone. “This is Zebra
Three. Go ahead.”

“Starsky? Is that you?” Mildred’s voice seemedéave a slight catch in it, and Starsky
wasn't sure if he had imagined it or not.

“Yeah, Mildred, it's me. You were expecting Carya@Gt?”
“I have a patch from Captain Dobey on Tach Two.”

“Switching to Tach Two.” Starsky stood as he wajtaend fished through the bags and
drew out a tacoHe had just taken a second bite when the radikie@dco life.

“Starsky?”

“Right here, Cap’'n. What's up?”

“Is Hutch with you?”

Alarm bells went off in Starsky’s head as soon ashkard the strain in his captain’s

voice. Suddenly losing interest in the food, heseml the remainder of it back in the bag
and swallowed. “Of course, he’s not with me. W&hgbing on? What happened?”

There was a brief silence, and Starsky tried tggme himself for the captain’s next
words. “Starsky,” Dobey began, his voice unsteatiy/e received a tip about twenty
minutes ago that Hutch’s cover has been blowne Been trying to get in touch with
him, but there’s no answer at his place and nosoheard from him. | think you'd better
get over there.”

Starsky looked down at his watch. “He’s
supposed to check in in fifteen minutes.”

“You want to wait that long?”

“m on my way.” Starsky threw the
microphone toward the passenger seat
and jumped into the car without another
thought. As he peeled out of the parking
lot, the bag of takeout food tumbled to
the blacktop, forgotten.
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Starsky could see the flashing red lights from fine trucks as soon as he turned the
corner. Fear ran through him, a tightening bangre$sure wrapping around his chest.

He floored the Torino, the cars in his path a lalsithe wove in and out of traffic until he
finally screeched to a halt, bouncing the sedaimagthe curb before coming to a rest.

Starsky bolted down the canal side walkway, slowomdy to push aside the gawkers
gathered around the fire department’s barricadéppiBg between the hastily erected
sawhorses, Starsky flashed his badge at a yousfgghter attempting crowd control, and
watched as two more hauled the hose from their purmpck through the open door.

“That's my partner's house—Detective Ken HutchinsolVhere is he? Was he in
there?”

“I don’t know, Detective.” The young blond shoolsthead. “We just arrived on the
scene a few minutes ago.”

Starsky nodded and spun away, charging througkaite Before he made it to the door,
the firefighter was beside him, grabbing him by & in an attempt to pull him away.

“You can't go in there, sir! We don’t know how mustructural damage there is, or—"
Starsky’s face contorted in rage and fear. “Mytpar may be in there!”
“Look, I'm sorry, but | can’t allow you to—"

Starsky’s Beretta was out in a second, leveletleatybung man’s chest. A collective cry
went up from the gathering crowd behind the badésa The firefighter stepped away,
his arms upraised in a gesture of surrender.

Starsky holstered his weapon as he tore througlyate pulling the collar of his jacket
up to his face as a shield against the thick gragke pouring out of the house. He hit
the doorway running and leapt over the fire hose.

“Huuuutch?” Starsky followed the hose through the living roanthe kitchen, where
firefighters were dousing the last of the flamethwi the charred ruins of the small room.
He could hear them demanding that he leave, tloétes muffled through their breathing
apparatus. Ignoring their warnings, he raced ¢cbdroom and bathroom, keeping bent
over and as low to the floor as he could, to atb&lsuffocating smoke that hung like a
cloud. Starsky began to feel its effects, burrigyeyes and lungs, and causing him to
cough and choke.

Through the thickening haze, Starsky recognizedsstgat Hutch had been in his house
recently. The clothes he’d been wearing the naglttis arrest were carelessly tossed on
the bed, his boots kicked off nearby as well. sktardropped to the floor and quickly
peered under the bed.
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Staggering to his feet, Starsky coughed fiercelg, dyes tearing from the billowing
smoke. Unable to draw sufficient breath, he ludcbat of the room to the closet just
inside the doorway. Jerking the door open, hissfegere confirmed, as they had been
once before, by the swinging holster containingdtigt Python.

As the room began to spin, Starsky determined tiatfirefighters had successfully
extinguished the fire in the kitchen, though moerevcharging in. When his face hit the
carpet, he was still conscious enough to realizéndwk fallen into something wet and
dark. Starsky’'s hand shook as he reached out dohtat, and the last thing he
remembered before slipping into oblivion was thatfimgertips were covered in blood.

After he was roused, Starsky was treated on theesfie smoke inhalation. An oxygen

mask was clamped over his nose and mouth, and i@dptbey placed a secure arm

under his shoulders and helped him out into thd,yemradling the oxygen canister in the
other. The senior officer wasn't surprised thatrSty had refused further treatment or to
be sent to the hospital for examination.

Sitting the winded detective on the hood of a patew, Dobey demanded that Starsky
“stay put” for a moment to get his breathing stabill. Meanwhile, the captain ushered
in the investigating officers once they were gitba “all clear” by the fire department.
Dobey returned fifteen minutes later to check arsiy, and the two returned to Hutch’s
cottage to watch as the forensics team gathereitece.

Still dazed from smoke inhalation and coughingdusly, Starsky wandered about the
house, his tennis shoes occasionally sloshing ¢frabe residual water from the hoses.
As he examined the condition of the cottage, iméd eye determined immediately that
the disarray was not completely caused by the #epartment’s rescue efforts.

Overturned plants and furniture in the living roand books heaved from their case well
out of the path of the firefighters and their ecqugnt, spoke of a struggle, as did the
telltale stains of blood leading to the door. Pweinding of Starsky’s heart had nothing
to do with the smoke that seared his lungs.

“Starsky!” Captain Dobey stepped out of the chdrremains of the kitchen and
beckoned the detective. Starsky quickly crosseddbm to get his first clear look at the
fire damage. The blaze seemingly started at theesthe blackened unit was singed, as
were the surrounding walls and cabinets in largeaked sections. The linoleum around
the oven was warped and buckled from the terriéath A pot lay off to one side of the
room, a dark substance still clinging to the side.

“Starsky, this is Chief Dobson from Rampart. Hg some information that might be
helpful.”
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Starsky nodded at the chief and tried to clearablsing throat. “So what do you think
caused the fire? What about my partner?”

Dobson scanned the room again with an experienged éWhile it might look like
something on the stove caught fire, we don't tlimt’s what happened. This was arson,
and a sloppy job at that.”

Dobey raised an eyebrow. “How can you be sure?”

Dobson pointed to different areas around the rodi8ee how the scorch marks are
generated in one place? Where the soot is momgested is where someone splashed an
inflammatory material—probably a liquid agent—topexite the combustion. There’s
similar residue throughout the apartment that wgeding samples of. Shouldn’t take
the lab much effort to pinpoint it.”

Dobson crossed the room, then stooped to pick epligtarded pot by hooking his pencil
through the open handle. “Now, this...this tells that the occupant—"

“My partner,” Starsky rasped, his voice graveled by more thasiiake inhalation.

“Detective Hutchinson, right. See how there’s stinmg—stew, or maybe soup—
clinging to the sides? It’s still fairly moist.”

“So it didn’t burn up on the stove and start thie,fi Dobey interjected.

“Right.” Dobson pointed to a darkened spot on flber near the stove; a blackened
residue lay on some of the warped tiles. “It lobks the pot and whatever was in it got
knocked off the stove and landed in this area, tamht fire. The pot was either kicked
to the other side of the room, or rolled. Or mayds# got knocked over here when my
men brought the hose in and sprayed. It's harshig and may not be important, other
than the fact that it wasn’t the cause of the'fire.

Starsky prowled the small room, then stopped, rgjaout into the living room where the
forensics team was snipping carpet fiber samptas the bloodied area by the door.

When Starsky finally spoke, his voice was a whispg&ut where’s my partner?”

An APB was issued on Hutch, and Captain Dobey assi@g special task force to begin
scouring the city for the missing detective. FBjefst McMillian also put a half-dozen
additional men on the case and began working ditlgevith the commissioner and DA
to shore up the case against Vic Monte “just irecas

Starsky immediately hit the streets, operating bees determination and desperate
adrenaline. The first day revealed nothing frosmdnd Hutch’s snitches and informants.
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It was as if his partner had vanished into thin &uggy called in every favor owed him,
and offered a few of his own, for any word on Hidallisappearance.

Starsky personally interviewed every one of Hutakégghbors, including the half-dozen
homes lining the single road that led to the cataghe results were all the same: no one
saw or heard anything unusual that night untildlusest neighbor smelled smoke when
he went outside his house and went to investigadeit of desperation, Starsky also
followed up with the nearby marina, in the everatttiomeone who'd been boating had
seen or heard anything and mentioned it to thé thiafe.

The forensics lab’s confirmations offered littlegego The accelerant used to fan the blaze
in the apartment was simply kerosene, which cowdehbeen purchased at any gas
station.

The bloodstain Starsky found on the carpet wasrtepas a positive match to Hutch.
With every hour that sped by, the sense of desperdhgering in the back of Starsky’s
mind intensified, along with his fear.

By evening, exhaustion warred with the desperatmfind his partner. Starsky went
back to the squadroom to review the forensics tepad check in with the other

detectives assigned to what was now officially geated as an “officer missing” case.
Word of Hutch’s undercover assignment and stagessiahad quickly spread throughout
the precinct, and his fellow officers respondedanty with their support and vows of
doing whatever necessary to find him. Starsky ébsome small comfort in knowing the
display of unity stemmed from far more than a némdabsolution for some of their

earlier feelings of outrage and disgust when thagt thought Hutch was dirty. His

partner had earned his coworkers’ respect and atloniryears ago, and was worthy of
their support now.

Starsky could hear the furious exchange well belfi@even entered the squadroom, and
was not surprised when he heard Captain Dobey'sevoiAs he entered, Starsky
recognized McMillian’s angry voice in the captaiofice as well.

Without preamble, he joined the fray, his suddgpeapance catching Dobey, McMillian,
and another man Starsky didn’t know off-guard. Velayou found out anything about
Hutch?”

The new man snorted and looked at Starsky cros®ye planned to ask you the same
thing, Detective.”

Dobey stabbed his finger in the agent’s directidiVhat do you think Starsky’s been

doing all day, waxing his car?” After a momenttehse silence, the captain threw his
pencil onto the desk. “Starsky, this is Stuart iEot, McMillian’s partner.” When he
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saw the tension in the detective’s face, he coetinn a more reasonable tone. “You got
anything?”

It took Starsky a moment to drag his gaze away ftbenagents to meet his superior's
sympathetic one. “Nothing. It's like he disappshoff the face of the earth.”

“You think it was Vic Monte?”

Starsky nodded marginally. “He’s got the most &ng It'd be a helluva coincidence if
it was somebody else.”

McMillian took a step in Starsky’s direction. “Lkpl don'’t think | need to tell you how
important it is that Hutchinson is found. Withdus testimony, our case against Monte
is¥a”

Starsky’s eyes blazedYou think | give a damn about your case right ndw?
“¥, circumstantial, and we won't have a leg to standhorourt. We need Hutchinson!”

“You need Hutchinson?l...” Starsky stood mere inches from the agent's favery
muscle in his body tensed, ready to strike. Thevas electric as Starsky uncoiled and
pulled himself away from McMillian, turned and stoeed out of the office.

“Starsky!” The urgency in Dobey’s voice was enoughstop him, but Starsky didn’t
turn or acknowledge him further. Dobey’s voicetepéd. “We've been here before,
Starsky. You'll find him.”

The detective’s shoulders sagged marginally befierdurst open the squadroom doors,
his rage barely in check.

Starsky found himself outside Vic
Monte’s home at 1:.00 a.m,,
demanding admittance. He was
mildly surprised when he was
allowed passage through the guarded
entrance, though he knew he could be
walking right into a trap. The
elaborately scrolled iron gate rolled
open, and the Torino’s tires squealed
slightly as it roared through to the
main entrance of the house.

A tuxedoed butler met Starsky at the
door, where the detective stood
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spinning his key ring on his index finger. As haswadmitted into the luxurious
entryway, a burly guard demanded the pistol fromrskly’s shoulder holster before he
was allowed in farther. Starsky relinquished hisrddta with a mock scowl, having
tucked a .38 special into the back of his waistbagfdre leaving the Torino.

When the bodyguard further attempted to pat Stadskyn, the detective brought him to
his knees by clamping the guard’'s earlobe betwasnthumb and the ignition key.

“That’s not necessary, Grumpy. Or are you Dopdy&an't tell...all you dwarves look

alike,” Starsky growled, pressing harder. “Whatydbm say we go wake up Sleeping
Beauty?”

“That won’t be necessary, Detective Starsky,” Viome responded as he descended the
open staircase, tying the sash of his silk dresgaven.

Starsky released his hold on the bodyguard’s edrstapped past the prone man. When
the guard quickly rose and took a menacing stetansky’s direction, the detective drew
the second revolver and stuck it between the atlearés, the safety clicking off loudly.

“Ah, Manuel, you are an idiot, aren’t you?” Montdwith an exaggerated sigh.

“Good help is so hard to find,” Starsky quippedhasrelieved the bodyguard of his
weapon and stuck it in his waistband, then retdevis Beretta.

Taking a step back from his bead on the larger rB#arsky trained the second weapon
on Monte.

The mobster spoke calmly as Starsky studied hinvou“want to know where your
partner is. You think I took him hostage or thétlled him in retaliation for his ruse.”

“That’'s about the size of it.” Starsky’s nod wasngenial, but his eyes promised
violence.

“Well, | can honestly say that | was less than gdehto learn that Sergeant Hutchinson
was playing me for a fool. | can also honestly $&t it doesn’t hurt my case at all that
your partner is missing. But, | am not so studetective, as to snatch or burn a cop
when it would be so very obvious that | would gasmgnificantly from his
disappearance.”

“Your words mean nothing to meWhere’s my partnef? Starsky’s voice rose to a
hoarse bellow. The .38 was raised higher unpbinted full in the face of the mobster.
Manuel took a step forward, but a gesture fromelmployer stopped him.

“I don’t know.”
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The .38 dipped marginally to the right before iefl, missing Monte by a breath. The
mobster's hands went up to his ears as he flinctiesl destroyed plaster beside him
sending up a little cloud of dust.

Starsky’s voice was deadly calm. “One more timeere is my partner?”

Monte straightened, composing himself. Severaémothen rushed into the room from

various parts of the house with drawn guns. Mairtgply raised a hand to stop them in
their tracks. His voice was placid as he met &esshardened gaze. “Detective, even if
you had the chutzpah to shoot me in cold bloodamgwer would have been the same. |
don’t know where your partner is. | did not orddratever has happened to him. | can’t
say | hope he’s alive, or that you ever find hiBut | can say that you'll never be able to
pin this on me, because | hadthingto do with his disappearance.”

“I don’t believe you.” Starsky’'s deadly whisper svibllowed by thesnick of the gun’s
hammer being pulled back.

“Then prove it.” Monte straightened his dressirgvg, turned, and retreated up the
stairs. Starsky's hand trembled as the site ofvtkapon followed the ascent. When
Monte disappeared from his view, Starsky simplymetd the hammer and clicked the
safety back on, jamming the weapon into his shouftaéster. His mind was already
racing ahead to figure out his next move, nevenagkedging the fourteen weapons still
drawn and pointed at him as he turned to leavee clip from Manuel’'s gun was tossed
into the bushes as he charged down the sidewalietdorino, and the gun flung onto the
lawn as he peeled down the driveway.

The next days were a frantic blur of
combing the streets and tracking
down what turned out to be false
leads regarding Hutch’s
disappearance. As he unraveled the
meager clues he found, Starsky had
managed to uncover evidence that
supported the case against Vic
Monte. The detective passed them
on to the DA’'s office, almost
annoyed as if the information ate
up precious time that could have
been used in his search for his
partner. Dobey, Minnie, and
several co-workers and friends at the station weseiccessful in convincing Starsky that
he needed at least a few hours’ sleep. On th& bficollapse, Starsky gave in, but was
only able to sleep for about an hour and a halingled over in one of the leather chairs
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in the captain’s office. Huggy finally managed get Starsky to eat a grilled cheese
sandwich, washed down with several cups of cofigbé midst of the second day.

The fifth day of searching for Hutch yielded nothiby Starsky, Dobey’s task force, or
the FBI. Captain Dobey paused in the hallway, wiatg Starsky through the squadroom
window as he frantically scanned case files, hopméind one thread that would offer
him a lead.

Starsky’s movements became jerky, and he was shugniohto office furniture and
dropping things. Dark circles ringed the detectveyes, and his face was lined with
what looked to be a constant anguish.

The captain prayed that something in the case worddk soon, before he Idsbth of
his detectives.

If Starsky had been in tune with his surroundirgs might have been surprised to note
he was alone in the squadroom. Captain Dobey éfacah hour ago to have a quick

dinner with the family he’d seen very little of ihe last week, and to change his clothes
before returning to the station for another laghhi The other shift detectives were out
on the street, many of whom were searching forscloieHutch’s whereabouts, even

though they weren'’t officially assigned to his casehe remaining detectives who had

been in the office earlier had made their way déavthe commissary to get a sandwich
for a late dinner.

Anyone looking in at the room’s sole occupant ptdpavould have thought he was
asleep, his elbows on the desk, hands cradlingddnehead. Actually, Starsky was
fervently reviewing the chart he had just scrawded—a maze of names, places, times,
and events that had led up to Hutch’s disappeayamckthose that came into play since.
He didn't startle when the phone shrilled in frasft him, but blindly groped for the
receiver and brought it to his ear as he contirtoestudy the data laid out on the desk.
“Starsky.”

“I got something on your missing partner, if yournéerested. What's it worth to you?”

What's it worth to me? How do | answer thaBtarsky didn’t recognize the voice, husky
from a lifetime of chain-smoking. “Who is this?”

“Does it matter? Do you want the information ot?io
“Have you seen him? Do you know where he is?”

“Meet me.”

31



“Where?” Starsky jotted down the address on thgeeaf one of the papers before him.
“I'm on my way.”

The voice rasped once more before the connectiernonaken. “It's gonna cost you.”

Starsky snatched up the notes and his jacket fr@nback of the chair as he raced out of
the office. It already has.

The phone call had come from a snitch Starsky kibgwame only. The junkie, a small
man known only as “Cox,” occasionally sold inforioat to DiMira in Vice, and he
typically found it to be reliable. Starsky coukekf sweat run down his back as he waited
in the alley behind a seedy west-side bar. A nalseted him to the snitch’s advance,
and he turned to watch his arrival.

“You Starsky?”
“Cox.” He nodded once. “What do you know?”

The junkie lit a cigarette, his hands shaking, mgkhe lighter’'s flame dance. Starsky’s
hand darted out and wrapped around Cox’s, steadlying

“Thanks.” Cox took a long draw of smoke as he igtidhe detective. “Normally, I'd
only deal with DiMira, you know? | figure | couldake an exception, but it's gonna cost

ya.”

“That’s old news. Tell me something | don’t kndke where my partner is.”

Cox shook his head. “That | don’t know.”

Faster than the junkie’s eyes could follow, Staiskands lashed out and grabbed Cox
by the front of his shirt. “Don’t mess with meytbiag, 'cause you won't live to regret
it!”

The cigarette flew from Cox’s hands as he was thvigdently against the filthy brick
wall. He was genuinely afraid of the mass of rhgéore him. “Easy, man! Take it
easy! |said | don’'t know where your partner igt bdo know where his car’s at!”

After a moment Starsky released him, and Cox netdehis cigarette from the ground.
The two men stood in the shadows trembling, one ffear and withdrawal, the other
bristling with anger and frustration.

“Okay,” Starsky finally spoke. “Tell me.”

“A hundred.”
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The detective’s eyes narrowed, knowing Cox hadchiafl his price drastically. If he gave
in too quickly, the snitch would most likely onlglt him a fraction of what he needed to
know, effectively holding him hostage for anothexryment for the remainder of the
information. “Fifty.”

The junkie snorted. “You've got to be kidding mean. One hundred, in advance.”
“Fifty. And you take me there.”
“You're full of it. Seventy-five, and | ain’t goimowhere.”

Even knowing he had to barter with the snitch ideorto get any useful information
didn’t stop Starsky from feeling nauseateld.you only knew how much I'm willing to
give in order to find Hutch..’Seventy-five. Half now, half when we get ther€ake it
or shake it.”

Cox tried to stare down the detective and not sh@nesperate need for a score. He
was about to reel off a flippant response and walay in hopes of upping the
detective’s offer when Starsky’s low growl chanded mind. “Tell me, now—or you
won't have to worry about another fix ever again.”

It turned out that Cox had made a buy the day kedmid went to one of the abandoned
tenements a few blocks from the bar. He went ®lihck of the building to slip in
through a doorway. The door had long since fab#nbut a few boards nailed across the
frame to keep intruders out still remained. As CGwad passed through the alley, he
spotted the nose of a battered tan LTD poking mmfbehind a pile of trash discarded
against the building. He first passed by the eeueally to ensure there was no one in it
to witness his coming and going, or to interrust ‘fpiarty.”

Several hours later, after Cox had come down fra@sélf-induced euphoria, the car was
still there, and the snitch went to investigatéurther. The back seat of the sedan was
littered with trash, leading him to believe it hbden abandoned, perhaps after being
stolen. Even though he doubted he’d find anytluihgalue to keep or hock, he searched
the vehicle and was surprised to find the car’sstegfion still in the glove box, as well as
a police radio and logbook. Cox pulled the radib and made a beeline to one of the
local fences, which scored him five dollars.

A day later, Cox had seen a news bulletin aboutissing officer on a TV that hung
above the bar, and decided to see if he could heinem his discovery behind the
abandoned apartments. It didn’t take long for hbanfind out who would be the most
interested in—and thus, pay the most for—his tip.
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After paying and releasing the snitch, Starskyagdgtof the car, drew his gun, and took in
the familiar site of the LTD standing mutely in th@oonlight. The Torino’s strobe

splashed its red light across the side of his fawkthe profile of Hutch’s car, marking a
bloody trail. Starsky scanned the dark alley befooving to the LTD and quickly going

through its contents. Abandoned cars were nothaw in a town as large as Bay City,
so it wasn’t surprising that Hutch’s car hadn’'t bhewticed before this. Nothing out of
the ordinary gave him any indication as to how tehicle had gotten there or the
whereabouts of its owner. Starsky noted the desagmgmce of the police radio and
logbook, and with grim humor realized that no ofse evould know that the mound of
trash in the back of the car had been tihefereit had been abandoned.

Returning to the Torino, Starsky called in his lbma and requested a crime lab and
wrecker, as well as back-up units to search theosnding buildings. A knot of fear
tangled with the hopeful possibility that Hutch,aieast clues to his whereabouts, might
be within one of the tenements. Retrieving a figblh from the glove box, he refused to
even consider the fact that they might find histpen's corpse inside and resolutely
pushed away the unwelcome image that came to mind.

The now-familiar sense of desperation returned ashwover Starsky, and he rushed to
the doorway near the LTD. He wondered if Hutch Ipadsed through the narrow
opening between the boards, or had been forcedighraassuming that the boards had
been there when and if his partner had. There avpsssibility that, even though the
boards were old and weathered, they had been ptheee after Hutch had entered—
he’s even been her8tarsky reminded himself—to give it the appeagaihat no one had
passed that way in years.

It was obvious others had managed to slip throhghopening, but in gauging the space,
Starsky knew he wouldn't fit. Holstering his gung tugged on one of the boards. When
it didn’t give way, he stepped back and unleashsdrhstration, kicking the wood until

it cracked, then finally broke. Frantic hands ggdpthe remaining pieces away until he
had created a space large enough, then forced Ihitnssugh the passage, unmindful of

the splinters that scraped his jaw and chin, drgwiood.

Starsky snapped on the flashlight and scanneddlwdy. The sound of rats scurrying
from his entry greeted him and he swallowed convelg. The tenement smelled of
human waste and was strewn with garbage, confirrtiiaty someone had been there
recently. Steeling himself, Starsky cautiously mag way down the hall, entering each
single-room apartment and scanning them for anyssdf life or of Hutch. Most of the
doors were missing or barely hanging on by a rgstimge, and the rooms were barren
except for garbage, empty boxes, and the occasiees of dilapidated furniture.

Finishing his search of the first floor, Starskged up the stairs to the second, then the

third. As he passed through each room, his anguigmsified until he was running
through the abandoned building. After the thimbfl offered nothing, Starsky barreled
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up the last set of stairs and burst through thiewsth doorway, only to find himself on
the tarpaper rooftop.

As he stood in the darkness, breathing heavily,fldgghlight slipped from his numb
fingers and rolled a few feet away. After a mom&tarsky staggered to the edge of the
rooftop and braced himself against the short viithgy the rim. Before him Bay City lay
in a sea of lights, giving testimony to its vastesiand the hundreds of thousands of
people it harbored. Starsky felt a block of icéleen his stomach with the realization
that Hutch could be anywhere out there, waitingH@r partner to help him, find him,
save him—before it was too late.

Starsky closed his eyes and he threw back his hredghsing his desperation into the
night. “Hutch!”

The morning light streamed into the district atey’s office window, warming the room.
DA Richardson didn’'t look up from the report he’édm reading until he finished it,
ignoring the federal agent seated in front of him.

“It appears that Detective Starsky’s kept busy. ilé&/he’s out searching for his partner,
he’s actually managed to shore up the case agéimdfonte. It wouldn’t surprise me if
he breaks the Singapore connection in the procegeih”

McMillian exhaled through his nose, partly in disgdor the headway a mere city
detective was making beyond what he and his panag@made in the past week. “Yeah,
well, we’ll see. He’s also ticking off a lot of pele. It wouldn’t surprise me if he winds
up dead.”

The DA raised an eyebrow. “Unfortunate, to be sbhre of no real consequence to the
case. All | care about is putting Vic Monte awalhe governor’s counting on me, and
I’'m counting onyou, McMillian. You understand?”

McMillian nodded, a hard glint in his eye. “Oh,syeir. | understand perfectly.”

Starsky’s hands shook as he reached for the caftedpe turned at the sound of voices
coming down the hall, recognizing the group asfthe detectives heading up Hutch’s
case. The group entered the squadroom engrossieeiimeated discussion, their voices
low and tense. As soon as they saw Starsky, togiversation abruptly stopped, their
expressions fading from frustration to guilt.

Starsky’s eyes burned through them. “What?”
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When no one spoke up, his face turned red with ramggtinctively knowing something
was wrong. “What is it? Have you found something?

Jacobson, the oldest of the four detectives, psthainds up in a placating gesture.
“Nothing, Starsky. We got nothing. It's just that

When he trailed off, one of the younger r#tem new detective named Beckepressed
the point he’d been trying to make with them earlihat’s just it, you see? It's almost
as if Detective Hutchinson doeswantto be found. These kinds of things happeall

The throwing of the coffeepot from across the romas sudden and violent. While
Starsky purposefully missed the junior officer,dwarm coffee splashed near enough to
stain Becker’s shirt and cause him to duck reflelkiv When the pot struck the plate
glass window, it shattered the pane, sending shatrashe hallway.

Officers came running down the corridor, and Capfaobey came out of his office in a
rush. “What thé&: ? What happened to the window?”

Becker opened his mouth to respond, but his parspeke up first. “lt was the
damnedest thing, Captain. As we were coming ie, @rus must have hit the doorframe
pretty hard. All of a sudden, the window justatséred. Isn’t thatight, Becker?”

The junior partner swallowed hard, Jacobson’s intdear. “Yeah. Yeah, that's what
must have happened.”

Dobey snorted. “Well, somebody call a janitor &t this mess cleaned up and take care
of that window.” The captain glanced at Starsksyttee brunet’'s glare continued to bore
a hole into the youngest of the group. Knowing fuell what had happened, but
choosing to ignore it, he returned to his officd atammed the door.

Jacobson nudged his partner toward a phone, theeduhis focus back to Starsky.
“Listen, we haven’'t come up with anything. Nonetloé men arrested with Hutch know
anything about his disappearance, or else theysetpo scared to talk. We’re in contact
with everybody we know on the streets, Starskyst ang in there. Something’s bound
to turn up.”

Starsky nodded mutely, pulling his jacket off treck of his chair. Without a backward
glance, he stepped across the broken glass arad the squadroom.

“This is Baker Four. We're at the scenic view wffrat mile marker twelve, and | don’t
see anything. Where did they say it was?”
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The dispatcher checked the call sheet. “The caligicated that the body was in the
Angeles National Forest, about forty feet downdh@ankment, south-southwest of mile
marker twelve. Body was male, blond, approximatkeisty years old.”

“Uh-huh,” the patrolman grunted. “And was thisegit call, or some whack-job?”

There was a grin in the dispatch operator's voic&ot me, Ace. I'm just the
messenger.”

“Gee, thanks for the tip.” The patrolman lookedrpat his partner before returning his
attention to the microphone. “All right, we’ll bmut of the vehicle for a while. If you
don’t hear back in thirty, call Smokey the BeamakBr Four, out.”

The two CHP officers climbed out of their car aneiothe guardrail, cautiously picking
the safest trail through the brush of the steepagkiment. A quick glance above them at
the squad car assured them they were indeed m®dathwest of the mile marker.
When they descended to what they estimated torbefiet, they spread out, kicking up
brush.

When the older of the two officers leaned againstea to mop his brow, something
caught his eye.

“Oh, good Lord...”

In desperation, Starsky drove to Hutch’s housergadaving lost track of the number of
times he’d been there over the course of the éasdral days. He had the constant feeling
he was missing something, and, if he just lookedelenough, thought hard enough, he
would find it.

Much of the cottage looked just as it had afterftrensics team had partitioned it off as
a crime scene. Starsky was careful not to disamthing as he wandered about the
familiar space like a ghost, aimlessly moving froramory to memory.

The burning in his eyes had nothing to do with timgering smell of smoke that
permeated the cottage. Blindly, Starsky staggeredthe bedroom and sank down onto
the side of the bed. Without realizing he had ndovee found himself clutching a pillow
tightly to his chest, his face buried in it as tears finally came.

The release lasted only a moment, pushed asidashrefusal to give up or lose hope.
Just as Starsky surged unsteadily to his feethdaside telephone rang, and he snatched
up the receiver. “Yeah?”

“Starsky? I...when you didn’t answer on the radio.”
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“What is it, Cap’'n?” Starsky felt a chill in hissnach at Dobey’s stammering.
“Starsky...”

“Cap’n, what is it?” His voice rose further whero ranswer was forthcoming.
“Captain?”

“Detective Starsky?” The new voice was McMillian’'sWe need you to come back
downtown. There’s been a John Doe found by the ,GiHB...well, we need you to come
down to the morgue, Detective.”

Starsky sank back onto the bed when his knees ecmuldnger support him'No...”

“Why don't you just wait there, Sergeant, and $énd a car to pick you up? Detective
Starsky?”

The sound of the receiver dropping and Starskye$ fenning across the floor were the
only replies to the agent’s questions.

Starsky’s heart threatened to leap out of his cagste tore down the stairwell leading to
the city morgue. The drive across town had a mghish quality he was never able to
describe afterwards.

As he stumbled down the steps, he tried to drawatbr clear his head, but the tightness
in his chest wouldn’t allow it. His thoughts weneoheren¥: a jumble of denial and fear
warring against the numbness that tried to smdtlsepanic.

As he hit the last step, he lost his balance odeaf and fatigue. He leaned against the
wall, gripping the handrail to steady himself.wis then that he could hear fragments of
conversation and the anguish in his captain’s voice

“We have to stop him...he doesn’t need to seanlverify...”

Faltering steps took Starsky to the open door ef tiorgue, and he slowly entered.
Dobey and McMillian were talking to the coronerm#son, and the captain was signing
a form on a clipboard. Starsky’s eyes traveledssthe room to the rows of drawers
containing the bodies of the dead.

One slab was pulled out, the still form coveredabgrotective sheet. The crown of the
person’s head was exposed, blond hair dull in lheréscent lights. Starsky began to
tremble. “Cap’'n?”

Dobey thrust the clipboard toward Jameson and guiossed to block the detective’s
view. “Starsky...you don’t...” The larger man'sige broke.
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“Captain?” A whisper.
“Dave..son it's%”

“No.” Starsky’'s voice was matter-of-fact, but ok in his eyes belied the fear ripping
at his heart. “No.”

“You don’t have to do this.”

“It's not him. It's not Hutch. I'd know it. I'd know it if he were...” Starsky shook his
head violently and stared past the larger mandatiti body.

When Dobey reached out, Starsky stepped aroundahomwalked purposefully to the
corpse laid out before him. As he reached to draok the sheet, he stopped, his hand
trembling.

Starsky closed his eyes and swallowed, then stdetadelf against the inevitable—he
had to know. He would never forget the feel oft tslaeet under his quaking hand as he
drew it back to reveal the victim’s face.

Hutch’s face.

“Oh, God...” was all Starsky could manage past the enormoumsrgmuing through him.
Pulling the sheet back until his hand rested abbosgartner’s heart, Starsky could feel
the coldness of Hutch’s skin, the absence of braathheartbeat emitted from the once
strong chest. His other hand came up to cradl@dniser’'s head, the flesh beneath his
qguesting fingers chilled under his touch. The sflddutch’s face had second-degree
burns, most likely gained from the apartment faed his lips and eyelids had the bluish
cast of death. His nose appeared to have takegndicant blow at some point, and
Hutch’s torso was battered—a patchwork of fadedskeriand bloodless scrapes.

“Oh, Hutch...no...no...” Starsky dropped his head to his partner’s chedt slently
cried, voiceless tears shaking his frame.

Two strong hands pulled him up, and if he’d beess lgrief-stricken, Starsky would have
been surprised to find it was McMillian, rather thRobey, who led him away from
Hutch’s body. The captain followed, then took Skarby the arm and led him out of the
room, intending to drive him home. But when thigpped out into the hallway, Starsky
slumped against the wall and slowly slid to thefloDrawing his knees up to his chest,
he folded his arms over them and lowered his heldd. began crying in earnest and
without shame, his heartbreaking grief reverbegatimoughout the stairwell.

His own tears sliding down rough cheeks, Dobey ledenimself to the floor beside his

friend and sat quietly next to him, an arm acro&ssBy’s shoulders to remind him he
wasn't alone.
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Dobey had no idea how long he and Starsky satarh#illway outside the morgue, the

detective’s anguish branding the captain’s he&dmehow, Starsky recovered enough to
eventually raise his head. He stared at his aaptaia long moment before he finally

found his voice. “We have work to do.”

His words caught Dobey by surprise. “Look, Davegdlly think you need to get some
rest. Why don’t wé ?”

“No, there’s something | have to do first. | needcall his parents.” Starsky’s voice
broke and his eyes again filled.

“Why don’t you let me call them? | am...his captaand it's my responsibility to notify
next of Kir#”

“No,” Starsky interrupted quietly, resolve minglingvith grief.  “This is my
responsibility. He...wasy partner, it wasny job to protect him, and | think the least
they deserve is to hear it from me.”

Dobey sighed heavily and rose to his feet, pultarsky up with him. He was going to
argue, but seeing the firm set of the detectivayg made him change his mind. Starsky
had a clear sense of duty and honor, and nothmgaptain could say would ever change
that.

“Come on, then,” Dobey replied, steering Starskgkbap the stairwell. “We’ll use the
phone in my office.”

Dobey perched on a corner of his desk, watchingilence as Starsky reached out a
trembling hand to dial the phone. There was a lpagse, and Starsky quickly rubbed
his eyes with his free hand. The captain had negen Starsky so vulnerable, and the
gesture made his own throat tighten.

After a few seconds, Starsky began to speak. “Mrgchinson? This...this is Dave
Starsky.”

Dobey could only hear one side of the conversatiohfrom Starsky’s responses, he had
a good idea what was being said on the other ettiedine.

“Yes, ma’am...yes, I'm fine. Mrs. Hutchinson, iswy husband there? | need to talk to

you...to both of you.” Dobey looked on wordlesshgping his mere presence could
somehow lend strength. Starsky’s face was palehaggard, his features made even
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more gaunt by the dim lighting in the room, and Bylwondered once again what would
happen to him once the dust had settled and resaitin.

“He’s in the room with you now?
Good. Mrs. Hutchinson, there’s no
easy way for me to say this, but...”
Tears streamed down his face as he
tried to find the right words to say. “I
am so sorry. Hutch...we...we don’t
know how, or...or who yet...I..."

Dobey felt his own eyes fill as he

gently pried the telephone receiver

from Starsky’s trembling grip. “Mrs.

Hutchinson? This is Captain Dobey.

It is my very sad duty to inform you

that your son has been killed in the
line of duty.” He had delivered this same speeamyrtimes, but this was different. This
was Hutch.

“Kenny is dead?” came the trembling reply. “Arauygure?”

Dobey could hear her sobbing as he tried to coatinu‘Yes, Mrs. Hutchinson,
unfortunately we are sure. | am so very sorry.”

There was a long pause on the other end of the dim@ for a moment, Dobey thought

perhaps Mrs. Hutchinson had broken the connectiostrong male voice came over the

wire, and Dobey recognized it as Hutch’s fatherlde had spoken with the man only

days ago to arrange Hutch'’s bail, but now the arstances were greatly changed, and
the voice he heard was filled with sorrow and rage.

“Captain Dobey?” Mr. Hutchinson bellowed into theceiver. “Would you mind
explaining to me what the hell is going on here® Mkt bailed my son out of jail on
some sort of assignment, and you assured me thaasesafe.Safe Captain. And now
you're telling me he’'slead Didn’t you even realize my son was in danger@wHhlo
you explain this kind of negligence, Captaindow could you have allowed this to
happen?”

Dobey sat stunned, at a loss. He swallowed a ifeestand attempted to reply, but had
no idea what to say. The truth was, he was agkiagame questions of himself and had
no answers.

To his surprise, Dobey felt the receiver beingguifirom his hand. It was obvious by the

look on his face that Starsky had heard every wéutth’s father had spoken and was
willing to deal with the outburst.
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“Mr. Hutchinson?” Starsky said quietly, respectyul‘This is Dave Starsky.”

Although he couldn’t make out the individual wor@xbey heard the voice on the other
end of the line raise even further in volume. $&kgrsat stoically, his eyes squeezed
tightly shut as he allowed the other man’s anger wrath to wash over him. Finally,
after what seemed like a very long time, the noisieted, and Dobey guessed the other
man had simply run out of steam.

“Yes, sir,” Starsky again spoke quietly, never irishis voice. “l understand. We'll
arrange for you and your wife to be picked up atdirport if you'll just call as soon as
your travel arrangements have been made. Wetbdsthe details of the...service when
you get here.

“Yes, sir. And please tell Mrs. Hutchinson...tedr | loved him, too...” Starsky’s voice
trailed off as he slowly hung up the phone.

Silence filled the small office as both men stargd space, each lost in his own private
turmoil. Dobey was the first to recover and heeked himself off the desk, gripping

Starsky’s shoulder as he moved toward the squadrotfatay here. | need to make

another call.” There was no response.

Dobey sighed heavily and made his way to one oWvdoant desks. He noticed his own
hand was shaking as he picked up the phone aretidiéd home number. He gripped the
receiver tightly, wishing he could be there to corhhis family as he broke the news to
them, but he knew Edith was strong. She wouldldde 8 handle her grief and that of
the children as well. Right now, he would stayhaitarsky, hoping his detective would
accept his comforthough it was a pale substitute for what he had los

“Hello?” Edith’s soft voice came over the line, addbey felt his composure slipping.

“Edith. I...” Suddenly at a loss for words, Dolsat heavily in a chair, tilting his head
back in an attempt to blink the tears from his eyes

“Harold? What is it?” Edith’s voice was full obncern. Fifteen years of marriage had
taught her every nuance of her husband’s voice wdratever the reason for his call, she
knew it couldn’t be good. “What's wrong? Harolidlk to me and tell me what'’s
wrong.”

The tone of his wife’s voice finally broke throuddobey’s grief and, as gently as he
could, he relayed the news of Hutch’'s death. Aétee regained her composure, Edith
agreed to tell the children and to set up the gaest so Starsky could stay with them as
long as he needed to. They hoped the constantgiaupport of their family could
somehow help lessen his grief in the bleak dayslithahead.

Dobey hung up the phone and walked back into hiseof As far as he could tell,
Starsky hadn’t moved at all. He placed his hantherdetective’s shoulder. “Starsky?”
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Slowly, Starsky turned to look at his captain, éy®s reflecting a combination of grief,
anger, and something that couldn’t be named. Ha'tdsay anything, but patiently
waited until his captain spoke again.

“I just talked to Edith, and we think it would bedi if you came to the house and stayed
with us for a few days. She is talking to the d@fgh right now so they’ll be prepared
when we get there. We can stop by your place, yick few thing®:”

“No,” Starsky interrupted quietly, getting up fronis seat and pulling his jacket around
him more tightly. “I have work to do.”

“Look, Starsky,” Dobey said wearily, trying to imject just the right amount of authority
into his voice. “It's been a long day...long weekgou're tired, and | really think you
need to come with me. Don’t force me to make @morder.”

“No, Captain,” Starsky replied quietly, his voicewbid of emotion. “I need to see
Huggy. | need to tell him. He deserves to heaoin me first.”

“Okay,” Dobey conceded. “We’'ll go tell Huggy, thare’ll come back té:”

“No, sir,” Starsky said once again, steely deteation replacing the haunted grief in his
eyes. “After that, I'm gonna find the son-of-adbitwho killed my partner.”

The slamming of the squadroom’s outer door echoethé eerie silence of Dobey’s
office as he picked up his coat and hat and helhdetk.

Rather than driving straight to Huggy’s, Starskegwlr toward what Hutch had labeled

“The Cove,” a secluded inlet they had discoveredndua rare weekend off. Few

tourists traveled this far north in the Ventura &e&tate Park, and the locals preferred
the more sandy areas where they could see ancehe §€he Cove” had a fair stretch of

pale sand that became rockier where the ocean oant its fury against the large

boulders.

By the time he got there, it was dusk, and, predigt no one was in sight for miles in
either direction. Starsky parked the Torino angapmehis weary trek to an outcropping of
rocks. The tide was just turning, and the wavestlgdapped against the monoliths.
Starsky sat down on one just off the beach, noh éwxathering to take off his tennis
shoes, or lift his legs out of the pull of the atea

The sunset colors washed across his face, thenctedad reflection staining his tears.
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By midnight, the bar was in full swing and at capac Huggy danced from one end of
the bar to the other, alternatively serving thepte@erched on the stools before him, and
filling the orders his waitresses called out over din.

As he turned, Huggy was surprised to find Starsédyid him, his pant legs and shoes
still wet, grabbing a bottle of the bar’s best Wdeig and two glasses, then gesturing with
his head to be followed.

“Starsky, are you nuts? Can’t you see The Bealsis-wise occupado?” A new thought
struck Huggy. “Unless...”

Starsky looked back and met Huggy's eyes. Theesgion on his face was all Huggy
needed to convince him to follow Starsky up thé&sta the spare room.

If anyone had been able to watch the scenario@ayed out, they wouldn’t have needed
to hear what was said to realize some unthinkabtgetly had struck the lives of the two

friends. The grief and sorrow that drained the bt of Starsky was evident in every

move, every gesture he made. He pulled two chaiface each other, then sat down and
offered the slim black man a glass. After Starpkyired whiskey in the glasses, he
tipped his, indicating Huggy should drink as welleaning forward, his elbows propped

up on his thighs as though he could no longer beaown weight, Starsky spoke, his

overwhelming loss etched on his face.

Huggy’s face became a mask of rage as he hurledlaéiss across the room, shattering it
against the wall. The slender man sprung up obtso€hair and paced the room, ranting,
demanding answers that his friend could not givenally, Huggy ended up near the
wall, where he leaned against it with one handngiwnto his grief and tears.

Mechanically, Starsky poured himself another glafsshiskey, downing it in one drink.
A second one followed, then he stood slowly andsed to the bed. Setting the bottle on
the floor next to it, Starsky lay down, moving beugh his entire body ached.

After a moment, Huggy pulled a corner of the beeagrover the still, but not yet

sleeping form. Starsky stared at the wall, engrdss his own private hell. Huggy

hesitated to speak, searching desperately for sonadl measure of comfort to offer his
friend. So he just gave up, knowing there wouldende anything he, or anyone else,
could say that could ease the other’s pain and rage

Silently, Huggy left the room and closed the doehibd him, leaving Starsky to grieve.
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The next morning, Starsky met the Hutchinsons atainport, wearing the same clothes
he had worn the day before and, surprisingly, ek $n for a few hours at Huggy’'s. He
was met with consuming grief by Hutch’s mother, atdny, bitter silence from his

father.

Starsky drove the two to their hotel, where Dob&t them. The captain briefed them on
their son’s “case” and again offered his condolenceHe also assigned them a
departmental clerk, who would later act as theauffeur and assistant, as they made the
necessary arrangements for their son’s funeral.

Initially, Richard Hutchinson had demanded his sdmdy be taken back to Minnesota
to be buried in the family plot. But a quiet pfeam Starsky had swayed Hutch’s mother
that he remain in California at a gravesite resgiiee officers killed in the line of duty.
Muriel consented, understanding that her son hadmto love the West Coast and had
come to call Bay City home.

Richard was angry enough to argue his point, bsitbitterness won out—blaming his
son for his own death by continuing in the professihe older man had abhorred—and
he gave up the fight.

After Hutch’s parents were registered, Starsky iooied on to the station. Jameson had
promised an expedient autopsy and gave his wotdStiaasky would also receive a copy
of the report, even though two other detective teamere officially heading up the
investigation. Dobey knew he could never justdylA or the chief allowing Starsky to
remain on Hutch’s case, but he also knew that nouatnof persuasion or threats would
deter Starsky from looking for his partner’s killer

Again, Starsky slipped up the back stairwell of Metvoiding as many people and their
condolences as possible. Once he reached his fieoall but ran down the hallway,

keeping his eyes forward, and not meeting themitgazes of his co-workers. Inside the
squadroom, his fellow detectives immediately assahim. But when they started to
offer their sympathy, Starsky raised his hand totlsem off and nodded, acknowledging
their kindness without letting it permeate his flagontrol and focus.

Starsky slipped past them to the desks he and Huachshared. He paused for a
moment, pulling a tight rein on his emotions, aoddred himself in his chair. Almost

reverently, he rested his hands on the open cardbdma containing Hutch’s personal

effects that had been sent up from the morgue,aandpy of the coroner’s report as
promised. It was a testimony to Hutch’s sacriftbat the information was already

available, in that the coroner would have had &y sip the entire night to complete it so
quickly.

Feeling his eyes beginning to burn, Starsky loogast the box, his gaze scanning the

empty desk across from him. Someone had placednaetl picture of Hutch there, a
black silk ribbon tied across it to honor theirigliiend and fellow detective.
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Starsky forced himself to swallow and look away.obBy's office door was open,
indicating that the captain was out. Starsky sredaup the box and quickly entered the
small room, shutting the door behind him.

Shakily placing the box on the edge of the desksdiebehind it. Somehow, he couldn’t
bring himself to sit in either of the leather clsaivhere he and Hutch had been so many
times before, receiving an assignment—or a reprawainom their captain and friend,
brainstorming a case, or just killing time.

Desperate to touch a bit of Hutch’s life rathemtinead the grim details of his death, the
coroner’s report was laid aside. Starsky scruldtieceyes before he drew out Hutch’s
billfold, the worn leather smooth in his hand. éfgened it, both in the event that there
was any evidence or clues to be gleaned, and $ooWwn sense of comfort. There was
nothing unusual inside—twenty-two dollars, a crexditd Hutch never used, his driver's
license, a few pictures. At the very back of thetp sleeve was a picture of the two of
them, taken the day they graduated from the Acadehimgy both wore huge pride-filled
grins, ready to take on the world. Savoring thetpbraph, Starsky felt very old.

Laying aside the wallet, he reverently drew outdHig badge and opened it. The dull
gleam of the shield made his heart catch in thigath Quickly, he stuck the badge and
wallet in his pocket.

More metal shone from within the box. Hutch’'s peickvatch—an heirloom from his
grandfather—beckoned him next. Starsky openegidee, amazed that it still ran after
all the beatings it had taken over the years. Hda tiooked the chain to his belt loop and
tucked the watch into his pants pocket.

Hutch’s tiger-eye ring was slipped onto his indenxgér, too large for the fourth. The
favorite mother-of-pearl moon and star necklaces®taalso hooked around his neck,
where it intertwined with the leather cord of hikiese coins. Hutch’s shirt lay on top
of his slacks, shorts, loafers, and socks, andsBtgoulled out the plaid oxford. The
material of the collar was rough and stained. éstad substance had been flaked away
by the lab for sampling, and he guessed it wasevieatHutch had been cooking, and had
perhaps been the cause of the second-degree buths side of his face and throat.

Some darker stains lay on the front of the shitijclv Starsky determined were most
likely blood. It was no small comfort that the esiaf the stains didn’t indicate a fatal
wound. Nothing else appeared to be out of thenargtiwith the rest of Hutch’s clothes,
and he returned them to the box.

Picking up the coroner’s report, he tried to folemself to focus—compel himself to

think like the detective he was—in order to abgbbinformation before him. The more
he could learn about the circumstances of Hutchisder, the better chance he had of
catching the killers and exacting justice. Or weamce. Right now, he was leaning
toward the latter.
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Starsky had to steady the paper with both hand® asad the cold matter-of-fact details
of the state of his partnertsody He couldn’t bring himself to think of it as adipse.”
He first turned his attention to the statemenhatlieginning of the document, listing the
cause of death: suffocation. He shut his eyesfamed himself to draw a breath against
the roaring in his head. It took a supreme etimhove away the scenario his tired mind
painted of Hutch’s last struggle, desperately gyito breathe, being mercilessly
overpowered, the final, inevitable realization thatwas going to die-alone

His vision began to tunnel as he continued to téadgruesome details: the percent of
carbon monoxide, carbon dioxide, and oxygen in Kigtblood, the contents of Hutch’s
stomach, the remaining units of blood, the weidttis brain...

He fled the office, pounding down the hallway t@ timnen’s room where he threw up
violently again and again, even after emptying dt@mach. Exhausted, he climbed up
from where he had fallen to his knees and madeniaig to the sink to rinse out his

mouth.

Drying his face with a handful of paper towels,rSkg rubbed the grit out of his eyes and
looked into the mirror. The haunted face thatextdvack at him was that of a stranger,
and he knew nothing in his life was ever goingédate same again.

The bile had left an acrid taste in his mouth, heddug through his pockets, searching
for a mint. He finally came up with a half-emptilrof lifesavers and a note stuck to the
candy at the end.

Starsk—we need to talk. I'm pretty close to hawafighe evidence we
need and can wrap this up. Hell of a way to makieiag, huh? Maybe
when this is all over, we should just call it quéad go rob banks in
Bolivia—what do you think?

There was no signature, but he knew the handwréasmgell as his own. Thinking back,
Starsky decided that Hutch must have gotten Hugggomeone to slip the note into his
pocket a few days before the arrest, where it kegbd unnoticed until then. Starsky felt
his rage returning, sweeping over him and buryiisgghief. But this time, his anger was
directed at Hutch rather than his partner’s killershimself. His eyes locked with the
reflection in the mirror.

“Why didn’t you listen to me, Hutch?” His voiceasted low, then rose in volume and
intensity as he unleashed the anger he shamefalbohed against his partner. “If you'd
gotten out when | wanted you to...if you'd listertedne for a change, then maybe you'd
still be here! Maybe then | wouldn’t have to go through the rdsing life hating myself
for not being there when you needed me!”

He had moved without thinking and his reflectiorthie mirror fragmented crazily as the

glass spider-webbed. Starsky stared at the melliphges numbly until the pain in his
hand intensified and he sensed the warm dampneload. He raised his hand as if
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surprised to see the injury. Blood dripped onte dement floor until Starsky shook
himself out of his daze and rinsed off his handhe sink, then wrapped a few paper
towels around the wound.

As he moved toward the door, a uniformed officetessd, prompted by the sound of
shouting and glass breaking. “What happened iaHer

“Don’t know. Somebody must’ve broke the mirrorStarsky shook his head as he made
his escape.

Officer Minnie Kaplan stood at the back door of [@gls office and peered inside, her
heart breaking at the sight before her. Starsld/ leturned to the captain’s chair, the
plain cardboard box on the desk before him. He wasched over, his head resting in
one hand while he stared sightlessly at the flddis other hand was cradled carefully in
his lap and was wrapped in a blood-spattered papezl. To the slim female officer, he
looked like a man who had just about reached hig.li

Unsure of how to approach the detective, Minnigdkzt her first concern should be the
injury on his hand. She hurried to the nearest-id box and opened it briefly,
searching through the contents for anything shehtriog able to use. Confused, she
settled on closing the box and taking the wholaghwith her. She could decide what
she needed when she saw for herself what the papel was hiding.

Noisily clearing her throat, she swept into Dobeyfice and placed the first-aid box on
the desk. Hands on hips, she turned to face tjectdd man sitting before her. “So,
Starsky,” she began nonchalantly, leaning her wieghinst the edge of the desk. “What
have you done to yourself this time?”

Starsky slowly raised his head to look at her, dyss reflecting pain and confusion.
“What?” he asked softly.

“Your hand, darlin’. If it wasn’t for that papeoswel, you'd probably be bleeding all over
the floor right now. Why don’t you let me take @ok at it?” She held out her hand
expectantly, and Starsky raised his injured haned@mtly. Minnie knelt on the floor
and gently unwound the paper towels, careful notaose her friend any undue pain.
“What happened?”

Starsky looked at her blankly. “Just blowing oféam, | guess. Trying to get it to all
make sense.”

Minnie felt the sting of hot tears prick the badkher eyes. She studied the injured hand
before her, and pulling the first-aid kit off thegk, she laid it on the floor and opened the
lid. “It doesn’t look too bad,” she said, trying keep her mind focused on the task at
hand and her voice light. “Got a few ugly cutsehahough. Let's see if | can find
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something to fix this up.” She rummaged around &ndlly came up with some
antiseptic cream, a roll of gauze, a small bottlpeyoxide, and several cotton balls. She
tipped the bottle of peroxide to moisten the cotbatis, and gently began wiping the
wound. In her heart, she knew Starsky needed mdo¢ than just a quick fix job on his
injured hand. But she also realized no one couwd fim what he needed most—his
partner.

As she worked, Minnie looked up at Starsky. Hisefavas an unreadable mask, but his
pain radiated off him in waves. His demeanor wagetg almost to the point of
meekness, but there was an underlying currentrobgiung far more volatile and frantic.
His hand trembled under her touch, and she knéwadtnothing to do with the sting of
the antiseptic.

“Sorry, honey,” Minnie said gently, as she wrappéehn gauze around Starsky’s hand
and fastened the end with a small piece of taptpé | didn’t hurt you too bad.”

“It's okay,” Starsky replied. “I didn’t really fdat.”

Minnie picked up the scattered packages aroundin&rgetting up off her knees, crossed
the room to throw them in the trashcan. She h&8sadsky rise from his seat and, when
she turned, saw he was standing at the windowsngtaut at the afternoon sunshine.
She closed the space between them in three hutrieds and touched him gently on the
arm.

“Starsky?” No one more than three feet away cdwdde possibly heard her strangled
whisper.

Starsky turned to look at Minnie, his face begignia crumple. “Not yet, Minnie,” he
managed to choke outPlease”

As much as she wanted to honor
her friend’s wishes, Minnie found

it impossible to leave. Years of
working with Starsky and Hutch

had left her with fierce feelings of

love and protectiveness toward
them, and those feelings rose to
the surface in waves as she
watched the man in front of her
slowly fall apart. So, instead, she
walked over to the slightly open

office door and shut it firmly.

“I can't leave just yet, Starsky. |

don’t think you should be alone
right now.” She slowly approached the grieving @ arms outstretched in invitation.
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“I know you’re hurting, honey, we all are. Andhdéw nobody can ever give back to you
what you've lost. But, please, Starsky, pleas€tdgnut me out. | couldn’t bear to lose
both of you.”

Wordlessly, Starsky closed the small space betwem and wrapped his arms around
Millie, giving and receiving much-needed comfordastrength. Had anyone witnessed
the scene, it would have been impossible to telicwiof the friends was giving and
which was receiving consolation.

A short time later, Dobey walked into his officedastopped abruptly. “Minnie,” he said,
surprised. “What are you doing here? Did we hawgeeting | forgot about?”

Minnie turned around, startled, and took anothd@pewat the traces of tears still lingering
on her cheeks. “Oh, no, sir. | was just talkiogStarsky. He left right before you
walked in.”

“Did you see which way he went?” The captain ramaad across his face. “l need to
talk to him about...” His voice trailed off as gpotted the first-aid kit lying on his desk.
“Are you hurt?”

“No, sir. Starsky needed some gauze, and | wasrgehim out. ['ll put it back right
away.”

“The mirror in the men’s room.” He nodded knowinglWas he hurt?”

“‘Um...” Minnie debated how much to reveal. Shelda't lie to her superior, but she
also did not want to compromise the trust of heanil. “He had a few scratches on his
hand.”

“I see,” Dobey replied, sitting heavily in his chai

Minnie stared silently at the captain, waiting fam to continue. She couldn’t recall
ever seeing him so tired and frustrated, his conéer Starsky and grief over Hutch’s
death depleting his energy. She remembered a nuailianes when the detectives’
antics had caused him some consternation and &#dews with high blood pressure, but
this was different. This was permanent and nothihgt could be remedied by
medication.

Dobey sighed and looked up at Minnie, eyes fult@hpassion. “I don’'t know what to
do for him, Minnie.” His eyes took on a farawapko “It's broken, and | don’t know if
it can ever be fixed.”

Minnie looked at him, not understanding. “The mits no big deal—"
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“l don’'t mean the mirror.”

Standing on the corner of the sidewalk, Mickey @ped either terribly nervous, or up to
something. The man’s perpetual shaking made hilouay pickpocket—one of his

former professions—but the tremors now gave himaiaof harmlessness that aided him
in hustling the occasional buck, or getting infotima to feed to the highest bidder.
Peering down the street, watching for a minor nusibeinner he’'d planned to feed
some information for a quick twenty, Mickey was quately taken by surprise when
several tons of red and white steel drove up dvercurb, missing him by mere inches.
Mickey backpedaled until he was stopped by the wfalhe liquor store behind him. He
was further driven into the bricks by the fury itaSky’s eyes.

“Tell me something.”

Mickey’'s lungs constricted in fear,

cutting off his air. “l don’t know
nothin’, Starsky, honest! | haven't
heard a thing. There’s nothin’, |
swear!”

Starsky leaned back away from the

smaller man, but the rage in his eyes

never diminished. “You mean to tell me
that the cop who was responsible for getting moeegs of scum off the street than any
other officer in the history of Bay City is killeéndno one’s talking? How stupid do
you think | am, Mickey?”

“No! I don’t think...I mean, | didn’t say you westupid, Starsky!”

“So, don'’t jerk me around.” Starsky leaned towhneh until his face was a mere inch
away. “Talk to me.”

Mickey put up his hands defensively, feeling thepoken threat as surely as if Starsky
held a gun to his head. “Look, I...I may know stm&, but | don’t know if it's related
or not, okay?”

When Starsky still didn’t say anything, or evemkli Mickey rushed on. “My friend—
the one who blabbed to me about Hutch’s cover bleioggn—he told me somethin’.”

“What friend?”

“Aw, Starsky, c’'mon. You know | can’t reveal mywsages.”
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Starsky open-hand slapped the bricks right nedittkey’s head, causing him to flinch
away. He grabbed the smaller man and violentlgedrim back in front of him.

“Okay, okay. Rupert...Rupert Jones. He starterking for Vic Monte about a year and
a half ago. He told me he was supposed to do seonk with these new guys out of
Singapore. Something to do with a new horse cdroret

“What else does this Rupert know?”

“I don’t know, | swear! C’'mon, Starsky, that’s &l§ot, honest. Didn’'t | do good, telling
Huggy Bear that Hutch’s cover had been blown? Bbdbat tell you how sincere |
am?”

Starsky’s eyes narrowed as he growled his respaofigm little, too late. For all | know,
you found out that Hutch was undercover and sold hunhto Monte, then told me to
cover your weasely little backside.”

Mickey's eyes bulged as he began to tremble hartiéo, no, no! You got it all wrong,
Starsky! | really did try to do you two a favotef| screwed up with that Forest thing! |
swear on my mother’s eyes, Starsky!”

Starsky studied the other man for a few tense mesnermaking Mickey shrink under the
scrutiny. The set of Starsky’s jaw danced undemghitted teeth. “l want Vic Monte.”

“You think he had Hutch killed?”

“Probably. But even if he didn’t, Hutch...Hutchedi trying to bring him down. I'm
gonna finish this, and you're gonna get me whadd”

“Whoa, wait a minute, Starsky, back up. What majasthink I've got anything on Vic
Monte?”

Starsky took a step back and crossed his arms.yti¥gou don’t. But I'll betyour life
on the fact that your buddy, Rupert Jones, does.”

Mickey's eyes bulged. “You're nuts! You think Rengs gonna sell out Vic Monte?”
Starsky nodded once. “Yes. And you're gonna haipdo it.”

“No...no, no, no, no! There’s no way I'd fink otic Monte. He’d kill me in a
heartbeat!”

“Look, dirtbag, you're dead either way, becausgafli don’'t help me, I'm going to let

Vic Monte know, in no uncertain terms, thatu tipped off the cops that Hutch’s cover
was blown!”
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“You wouldn’t!”

The expression on Starsky’s face assured Mickeytbgld, and with a great deal of
satisfaction. Mickey didn’t think it was possildla him to tremble any harder. “Okay,
all right. What do you want me to do?”

The rest of Starsky’s day was divided between trackown some of his other contacts
on the street and reviewing the case with the ®ams working on Hutch’'s case. He
was grateful when it was suggested they meet soer@ndther than the station. Starsky
struggled between finding some comfort in the cdmoices from so many people that
liked and respected Hutch, and his own raging gtieft threatened to spill over

whenever anyone reached out to him.

The four detectives went over the evidence andsleath Starsky in a respectful, matter-
of-fact manner that made it easier for him to tékall in and process. Starsky again
reviewed with them the details of the Vic MontengtHutch had been on.

When they parted, Starsky was told McMillian ha@réooking for him earlier, and to
check in later that afternoon. Starsky thankedntlea for their determination in tracking
down Hutch’s killer as he left. If these men hatbwn him better, they would have
realized Starsky’s acceptance of letting them hgadhe investigation was an act, and
that, in reality, he would do everything in his pawo see that justice was ser¥ed
Starsky style.

Starsky turned the Torino off the freeway, headingy from Metro. He would check in
with McMillian later, but first, he had to meet Withe Hutchinsons to plan his partner’s
funeral.

Mickey splurged his last twenty bucks on a deceattid of tequila, Rupert Jones’ drink
of choice. Jones, an “odd job man” who was fairgw on Vic Monte’s payroll, had
boasted to Mickey that he was one of the men asdigmtake out Hutch when his cover
was blown.

After the squirrelly little man known as The Archeame wheedling back into Monte’s
good graces and revealed Hutch’s deception, Vic betkred the hit, personally
instructing Jones and another flunky to kill theedéive. He had also paired them up
with two hit men imported from the new Singaporarmection as a condition of forming
the union with the foreign drug suppliers. MongaHigured their partnership in taking
out the cop would be a sign of good faith from @l@nese mobsters. But before the
orders could be carried out, Hutch went missing] &mere was no word from the
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underground as to who, why, or how. Rupert Jones jwst glad he didn’t have to add
another murder one charge to his growing list gfrosecuted crimes.

Jones relayed all of this to Mickey about halfwiagotigh the bottle of tequila. While the
snitch wasn’t too bright, he was quick and pickgdan Jones’ admission @nother
murder one charge. Mickey poured Jones a shopeeténded to sip his own. It was
taking all the willpower he possessed not to dolwendrink he held, needing to stay semi-
sober in order to collect enough information tolget off the hook with Starsky.

“So, Rup, who else have you iced, man?” Mickey dsk® casually as he could, trying to
get his hands to stop shaking.

“Whass’at?” Jones unsteadily lit a cigarette, Imgnhis finger in the process and
swearing.

“You, uh...you said that you didn’'t want to haaeothermurder one hanging over your
head.”

“Aw, they'd have to prove it was me, then they'dvéao catch me!” The larger man
chortled, enjoying Mickey’s interest, which stoked ego.

“Yeah? So what'd ya do, huh? Who’'d you take out?”

“Some kid. Name was, uh...DeFusto. He was workisgvay up the ranks in one of the
other families and stepped on Monte’s toes onemaay times, ya know? So Vic had
me take him out.”

“Tony DeFusto...yeah, yeah! | heard about that oBey, Rup, that was some job. |
heard you hit him from something like three-hundieset.”

Jones waved his hand magnanimously at Mickey. ;Mahas less’'n that. But I'll tell
you what, | sure as hell got him good!”

By the way Rupert was slurring his words, Mickeyeknhe was in the homestretch.
“DeFusto...wasn’t he the reason that the hit wasoption Vic Monte about a year ago?
Wasn't that the one Hutchinson and Starsky intéedp’

Jones scowled, his face becoming dark. “Yeah,idtspn-of-a...that's how Hutchinson

pulled it off, getting under Monte like he did. &évionte even checked it all out when
the cop said he was on the take and wanted tonga some action. Stupid, stupid...”
Jones seemed to suddenly sober. “Hey, you andhhkhstun’s partner—Starkley or

Starskby or whatever—didn’t you used to feed him?”

Monte paled, but kept his composure. “Yeah, bat'shancient history. Sure, | used to

give him a little information every now and thewtmn’ big. I'm notthat stupid! Nope.
Just enough to keep them off my backs, ya knowd tAat all ended with Forest—"
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“Yeah, yeah! | heard about that!” Jones lauglesidrunken state increasing along with
his volume. He slapped the smaller man on theldbou “You settin’ up Hutchinson
with Forest? Yeah, you screwed them over goodkMizal good!”

Mickey smiled nervously, glad he was able to defiespicion. He handed the other
man the bottle and began backing away to the dtdey, look, Rupert, | gotta go.”

Jones was well on his way to oblivion and didndliecare. “Where ya rushing off to?
We still got a few snorts left.”

“You finish it. | gotta see a man about a horse.”

The next morning, Rupert Jones thought he was bawive very bad tequila-induced

nightmare. The pressure on his chest was uncaoafilerto the point of pain, and he was
feeling more and more like he might throw up.

Jones cracked one eye open, but when he realiedolabk thing in his line of sight was

the barrel of a pistol pointed at his foreheadhbeyes flew open as he tried to sit up.
Unfortunately, the weight he’d felt on his chestliea was attached to the gun in the
form of one very angry-looking man.

“If you were trying to get some beauty rest, I'dygast you sleep for another couple
years, Jones.” The violence in the man’s voiceanhuhes sober immediately.

“What do you want?” Jones wheezed, unable to drauffecient breath.

“A little information.” The man shifted to makerhself more comfortable, adding to
Rupert’s discomfort. “And my partner’s killer.”

“Your partner?” Jones swallowed hard as the rettimgnstruck him. “Starskby.”

“Close enough. Now that you've figured out wham,ayou must know who I'm looking
for.”

“I didn’t kill your partner!”
Even though the words cut through him—to hear soraedse say it out loud—Starsky
didn’t flinch. “Don’t get excited, I'm not sayingou did. But I'll bet you knowwho

did.”

“l don't, | swear!”
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“Okay, let's pretend for just a moment that | beéieyou. Then let’s pretend that I'not
going to blow your head off, just because I'm madwgh to.”

“Oh, come on! You wouldn't—"

Starsky moved like a panther, spilling off Jonestnd at his bedside, one fist buried in
the man’s t-shirt, drawing him out of the bed.

“What makes you think | won't, Jones?” Starsky asthe barrel of the gun buried in
the flesh under the quaking man’s chin. “Do yoa ##&s gun? Huh?” Starsky waited
for Jones’ eyes to flicker down to the weapon. i§Tis my partner’s gun. It's a Python,
and it can blow a hole through a man the size af N&xico. Just imagine what it'll do

to your head. Now, nobody knows | have Hutch’s.gurhey all think it disappeared
when he got snatched. So if | were to blow yowagy little head off right now, the cops
would think that whoever killed Hutch used his gamyou, too.”

“Don't...please, don't...”

Something inside Starsky twisted at Jones’ begding,disgust he felt toward himself
rising like bile. But rage won out. “l want Vic dhte.”

“No!” Jones’ eyes widened further, and he stattedjuake in earnest. “I don’'t have
anything on Monte.”

“He ordered you to kill my partner!”

Jones sucked in a breath. “How’d you know...? Kdy¢ That little son-of-#”
“How | found out is the least of your worries.”

“I didn’t kill Hutchinson. | swear on my motherigave!”

“You didn’'t have a mother. They made you out ddirgpparts.” Starsky flicked off the
weapon’s safety. “Okay, so you didn't kill my paet. | still want Monte.”

“I got nothing else, man. Monte, he never leavasid He just does the bossing around,
you know? He tells his lieutenants, and they carryhis orders. That's how | got my

jobs. The only time | ever spoke to the guy wasemvthe told me to take out

Hutchinson.”

“What about payments?”

“No, never Monte. He has an accountant. He takes of all that.”

Something in the back of Starsky’s mind danced rdcas memory. Hutch had told him
early on in the case that no one ever mentionechémee of the accountant. Whoever
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that person was knew every detail of Vic Monte’samts and dealings, and would most
likely be able to provide the police with a testimgostrong enough to put the mobster
away permanently. The accountant would know, talb,the hit payoffs that had
happened, including Hutch’s.

Starsky pushed Jones back on to the bed. “Rupestjust may be your lucky day.”

Starsky’s mind was running at a furious rai
desperately trying to piece together all tl
names, dates, places, and events he’d been ¢
over the last day and a half, along with tl
evidence Hutch had collected. The dispatche
voice broke through his thoughts, and |
scowled.

“This is Ze—. This is Starsky.”

Static greeted him, indicating that the opera...
had the microphone depressed, but was saying mpofiiirthat instant. Starsky stand by
for a patch from a Mr. Bear.”

“Roger.” Starsky waited until he heard the fammildange in frequency, indicating a
phone-line hookup. “Whatcha got, Hug?”

“Actually, I've got one big Huggy Bear Super Spéaeer here with your name on it. |
suggest you beat feet, before this burger lacks™hea

Starsky almost smiled. “Thanks, Hug, but I'm kindasy right now. Did you hear
anything more back from our friends, Jones or My¢kelLike where | can find Vic
Monte’s accountant?”

“No, man. Those two are layin’ lower than the pelf a pregnant snake. | think they're
waitin’ to see how things turn out, and you can engkod on your promise to relocate
them, dig?”

“Got it, Hug. Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me yet. Wait 'til you get yourself ew here and wrap yourself around this
burger, then you can thank me.”

“Some other time, okay? Thanks, Huggy. Starsky’oble returned the microphone to

its hook, the thought of eating turning his stomaés he turned toward the canal, the
cottage came in sight.
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The silence that greeted him was unnervingly familiSomehow, Starsky thought the
small house should have felt devoid of life by ndereft of the essence of his partner.
He shouldn’t have been surprised, he reasonede bmaoever quite felt as though his
partner was truly gone. But he also knew that pHutch still lived, if only deep inside
the quiet place of his heart.

Starsky had insisted, demanded actually,
Hutch’s apartment be left as it had been
found, arguing that it was still a crime

scene, and until the investigation was
closed, it would remain untouched.

Prowling the familiar rooms, however,

awakened an ache deep inside.

Questing hands caressed different items

as he passed by—a statue, a plant,

Hutch’s artwork. Every item he touched

seemed to have a special meaning to him.

The angel statuette, tipped over from its

place on the coffee table, brought a lump
to Starsky’s throat, and his Adam’s apple bobbeavatsively, trying to swallow back
the flood that seemed to well up from the pit &f $iomach.

As he looked around the small house, he was stoyck forgotten memory. Hutch had
three places within his home where he would stdmhgs. Starsky crossed to the
overturned bookcase and sorted through the stiipdbaooks until he found the volume
he was looking for. He quickly thumbed through tiages of “All the President’'s Men,”
racking his brain to recall which page Hutch woblve scribbled on or tucked a note
into. Using the book as a place to leave infororahiad started as a joke between them,
and they had yet to actually use it. He hoped kbtd remembered it as well.

Turning the paperback over, Starsky gave it a ugishake and was rewarded by a scrap
of newspaper falling out, darkened by the watet tHal saturated it days before. He
quickly grabbed up the newsprint and scannedtitvas simply a corner piece out of the
LA Timesthe story on it was of no immediate importan&eait in the margin, two words
were hastily written, though they made no sense.

“Jaw June?” Starsky racked his brain, desperaitgiyg to place the words in any kind
of context, but came up empty. He stuffed the papme his pocket, planning to enlist
Minnie’s help by running it through the Departmentcords.

The other two likely hiding places for Hutch tostaclues—a loose ceiling tile and the

saucer of a planter—provided nothing further. ldetmued to prowl the cottage, fearing
that he’d miss some small bit of helpful informatio
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Moonlight gleamed off the golden face of Hutch’'stgu Starsky shook off the image of
his partner playing—the sure, strong hands configesringing the instrument to life,
Hutch’s clear tenor voice piercing him...

Starsky realized he had moved on into the bedroathowut consciously making the
decision to go there. In his exhaustion, he’d made and more episodes like this, where
he wouldn’t remember how he’d gotten to a particdkestination. Crossing to the closet,
he rifled through his partner’s wardrobe again,c&ieg the pockets of clothing in the
event that Hutch had left behind any informatioattbould support the Monte case, or
point him toward his killers.

At the back of the closet, he felt the familiar wob Hutch’s favorite casual coat—the
black and white jacket Starsky had always thougbkéd like it was missing a Pittsburgh
Steeler’s emblem. A shiver ran through him, andrieel to convince himself that he was
simply chilled. Starsky slipped on the jacket &incshed looking through the closet.

After not finding any further information, he movedtside. Hutch’s car had been towed
back to the cottage from where it had been fourmhdbned in the inner city and sat
silently in the driveway. Starsky gave a waveh® officers staked out in the house next
door before climbing into the passenger seat. theeofficers had been moved into the
nearby cottage, temporarily displacing the olderpte that lived there, in order to watch
Hutch’s place in the event the killers returnedhe scene for whatever reason. Starsky
began feeling around under the front seat, butdoomly trash ranging from styrofoam
coffee cups to a partially used can of shavingrarea

Opening the glove compartment only revealed tlogibbok and trip sheets. There were
no new entries since a stakeout several months @dter throwing the books on the

dashboard, he twisted and leaned back over theftdbe seat to check the back. It
wasn’t long before he slid back down, disgustedhgyassortment of debris littered there.
Starsky shook his head fondly, never having quigeiréd out this one facet of his

partner. His eyes fell upon the logbook and hevdtéback into his lap, unraveling the

memories of their last stakeout together. The iegehad been uneventful, and they
whiled away the hours with idle chatter betweertdres of sleep.

Before he realized it, Starsky’s body relaxed i@ tmiliar seat, and his natural defenses
took over. He slept, somehow comforted.

Rachel Starsky made her cautious way off the aigplato the concourse. Through the
terminal’s windows, the setting California sun aked her hair with red and gold and,
despite the lateness of the day, warmed her f& e was greeted by a throng of people
anxiously awaiting their first glimpse of those yhkad come to meet. She sighed
wearily, knowing the one face her heart ached ¢ovgauldn’t be there just yet.
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She looked around, hoping to see the one waitimgh&y. Finally, she spotted him,
standing at the edge of the crowd holding a lamyellwoard sign with the name “Mrs.
Starsky” hand painted in bright purple letters asrthe face. Smiling in spite of the
circumstances, she made her way over to the laegewho held the sign.

“Hello,” Rachel said, reaching out to shake handth WCaptain Dobey. “I'm Rachel,
David’'s mother.” Her voice evidenced having livadhe Jewish quarter of Brooklyn all
her life. She looked with amusement at the signdaptain held, thinking she would
have known him anyway by the way her son had dasdrim over the years.

“Mrs. Starsky,” Dobey acknowledged, returning tlentishake. He followed the petite
woman'’s gaze to the sign he still held. “My kidEhey were afraid we might miss each
other. It gave them something to do. Ever sintdappened, they've wanted to do
something to help out. They're very fond of yoans.and Hutch.”

Rachel smiled back at the captain and followed asrhe led the way to the baggage
claim area. She pointed out her suitcases and \Dmddgeved them. “It's so nice to
finally meet you, Captain. Please, call me Rachfgid | think it's very sweet that your
children would do something like that.”

The captain had taken the liberty of parking his icathe airport’s loading area, an
“Official Police Business” card hung from the rei@w mirror, keeping the tow trucks at
bay. He placed her bag in the sedan’s trunk, badwo settled in the front seat for the
ride to the station. There was an uncomfortalnee that lasted several minutes until
Rachel could stand it no longer. “How is he?”

Captain Dobey glanced her way briefly, then turhedattention back to the road ahead.
“About like you'd expect, | guess. Exhausted orieute, driven the next.”

“He never did call me, you know. After | talkedyou that night, | kept waiting for the
phone to ring, but it never did. Does he know here?”

He shook his head. “He knows I called to tell yhout Hutch. Said he tried to call a
few times, but kept missing you or something woedane up. | was going to tell him
you were coming this morning, but he was out therdmefore | could open my mouth.
He's with the Hutchinsons right now, finalizing thglans for the...uh...services
tomorrow.”

Rachel leaned back against the headrest and deseglyes, her heart breaking from the
thought of her son’s grief. She had been horrifidten Dobey had called her with the

news, and had immediately accepted his generoes afffplane fare when he suggested
it. She naturally responded that she would repay, but the captain didn’t seem too

concerned. His entire focus was on her son anavélisbeing, and for that, Rachel was

grateful.
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She opened her eyes once more and turned to Idbk atan seated beside her. “Thank
you, Captain...for taking care of him and me. Phad he has someone like you to be
there for him in times like this...” Her voice ited off as the tears she could no longer
contain spilled down her cheeks.

Dobey somehow managed to wrestle a clean handkérféioim his coat pocket and
offered it to her with a gentle smile. “Here. €athis. We have about thirty minutes
until we get to the station, so you go ahead agd ¥iou need to be strong for Dave, but
not for me.”

The rest of the ride into town was silent exceptRachel’'s tears as she prepared herself
to face her son.

The radio in the Torino crackled to life, and Madfs voice came over the speaker.
“Zebra Th—. Starsky. Come in, Starsky.”

Starsky glared at the radio and sighed heavily. hbié just left the Hutchinsons, after
choosing the casket and laying out the order ofstrgice, and he was numb. Hutch’s
parents had been understandably upset about nujy bbie to see their son’s body one
last time, but after the autopsy, the coroner addiynaiscouraged it. The Hutchinsons
reluctantly agreed to a closed casket, and Stamkyd that handing over his partner’s
favorite blue suit for burial had unnerved him iway he’'d never expected.

Now his goal was to put as much distance betweemsdlf and the polite, sterile
sympathy that had surrounded him at the funeraléhoWith that ordeal over, searching
out and dissecting information gave Starsky a nedasdkeep putting one foot in front of
the other. The sound of Mildred’s voice a secanttprompted Starsky to pick up the
handset.

“Yeah, this is Starsky. Go ahead.”

“I have a patch-through for you from Captain Dob&tand by...”

Starsky waited impatiently for his captain to coomethe air. “Starsky?”

“Go ahead, Cap’n.”

“I need you to stop by the station for a few mirsut& here’s someone here that needs to
see you.”

“About Hutch’s case?” The hope in Starsky’s vasteng the captain.

“No, but—"
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“Aw, c’'mon, Cap’n,” Starsky groused, cringing aetprospect of having to make nice
with the Feds or worse, the IA boys. “I'm in thadale of something here. Can't it
wait?”

“Not this time, Starsky. Now get yourself in heaad that's an order. What's your
ETA?”

“I'll be there in five, Cap’n. Starsky out.”

Starsky gritted his teeth and ran a hand througthick curls. He was already on edge,
his nerves strained to the breaking point. Hea@mgeary sigh, he violently jerked the
steering wheel to the left and headed resolutetihi¢cstation.

Within the promised five minutes, Starsky was pdrle front of the station. His
knuckles were white with tension as he pried higdrs from the steering wheel and,
taking a deep breath, climbed from his car. Degjdo get the inevitable over with as
soon as possible, he climbed the stairs to thedsqam with as much speed as his
exhausted body could muster.

Without preamble, Starsky knocked on the door ob&®ds office, and, hearing a

muffled “come in” from somewhere inside, threw ogle door and entered. He was
surprised to see that Captain Dobey wasn't in fiicey but instead, standing at the
windows in a floral print dress and sweater waswbenan he would have recognized no
matter where he saw her.

“Ma?” he whispered in disbelief.
Rachel smiled, her eyes glistening at the siglhmtenfson.

Without another word, Starsky and his mother walkesvard each other with
outstretched arms and fell into a deep embracetsidauthe office, Dobey smiled to
himself as he gently closed the door.

Starsky stood alone beside his small kitchen tagskgteful that his mother had given in to
his wishes to stay at a hotel rather than with hirke knew she had only wanted to
comfort him, but her kindness would be wasted. hRigpw, there was nothing that could
reach through his grief.

A match was struck and he held the tiny flame agdime wick of the candle. He didn’t
care that he wasn’t following tradition, in that dthsh was to be said the day after the
death of a loved one, but he believed God wouldnitd so much. Slowly, in broken
Aramaic, Starsky prayed.
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“Y’hay shlomo rabbo min sh’'mayéMay there be abundant peace from
Heaver#zv'chayim alaynu val kol Yisrogékand life upon us and wupon all
IsraelZzviimru Omeinfzand say AmefOseh sholom bimroméyHe who makes peace
in his high holy place% hu ya’aseh sholom olaydamay He bring peace upon ¥&/al
kol yisroeBzand upon all Israe¥svimru Omeirfzand say Amen.”

The prayer finished, Starsky sat down at his kitcteble. The blank sheet of paper lay
before him, and he stared at it, searching his ragtb how to begin the eulogyVhat
could I possibly say? How do | put down on a pieicpaper an entire lifetime?

Memories came unbidden, glimpses of thoughts aelkihfi;s. Moments of sheer joy and
exhilaration flooded him, as did the moments ofrtreading grief and loss.

Starsky didn’t realize how long he’d sat starindghegt paper, but the shadows around him
had grown long. Exhausted, he pushed himselfhaffdhair and tossed down the pen—
the eulogy would have to wait. Nothing was capune the page except a few drying
tears.

By 3:30, it was standing room only, even thoughftiveral home had allotted its largest
chapel for the service. Starsky sat rigid in leatsat the front of the room, eyes glued to
the richmahogany casket draped with an American flag. Nwesb detached him from
the proceedings, as if he’'d found himself in theldie of a nightmare with no way to
wake up. Although he knew it was morbid, Starskgdtto imagine what Hutch’s body
looked like within its woodertonfines. It didn't seem right that Hutch’'s famiynd
friends wouldn’t even get a final glimpse of thenrthey all knew and loved. He, at
least, had touched his partner one last time, @vtdre skin beneath his fingertips was
already cold with death.

The service began promptly at 4:00 with the BCRibiaplain saying a short prayer and a
few appropriate words. Mr. Hutchinson then gotamd spoke, but for all Starsky knew,

he could have been giving a weather report. Hadatimpossible to stay focused on
anything that was being said, his attention conepfedbsorbed by the coffin in front of

him and the finality of the closed lid.

Captain Dobey also stood to speak, hesitant irdélery, but proudly listing Hutch’s
accommodations and citations throughout his tentimeir outstanding arrest record,
Hutch being cited twice for bravery, his receivitigg mayor’'s award for outstanding
service in the line of duty... The captain’s words began to filter into Starsky’s
beleaguered mind, his heart rekindling with prideatvhis partner had been able to
accomplish in so short a lifetime.

Finally, it was Starsky’'s turn to deliver the ewogWith his head bowed and taking

careful, deliberate steps, he made his way torth@ bf the chapel. He retrieved several
sheets of paper from the inner pocket of his suit @moothed them on top of the podium
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with shaking hands. For the first time, he allowidhself to look around at the
assembled crowd, and he felt the band around hastdiessen a bit. It seemed that
everyone he and Hutch had ever known was preseatr{ine commissioner to several
ladies of the evening, including a tearful Sweatélnd a few homeless people who had
been on the receiving end of Hutch’s generosite tikbught, and not for the first time,
only his partner could bring together such a diegmoup of people.

Taking a deep breath, Starsky began to read hgaped speech. “We have come here
today to...to celebrate Hutch’s life...and...and.'to Starsky’s voice trailed off, and he
stared blankly at the pages in front of him. Aféemoment, he folded the shegtdalf
and stuffed them into his pocket.

Starsky gripped the sides of the podium as hedlifis head again to meet the eyes
looking back at him—some full of pity, others witbmpassion, and a few reflecting the
anger he knew was evident in his own. He clearedhnoat and started over. “l had a
speech prepared. | was up all night writing angriteng it to try and say just the right
thing.” His voice tightened as his throat workexheulsively. “But there is no ‘right
thing’ to say. | never...l...I never thought | iduhave to do this. We always thought
we’d go in the line of duty, we knew that could pap. We accepted it. But | never
thought I'd be the one to... | know we’ve comestebrate Hutch’s life, and that’s good.
That's..right. Hutch deserves that. Butigin't right that we have to come here to say
good-bye.”

Starsky’s eyes gleamed as he struggled to maihiaicomposure. Unable to meet the
pitying gazes before him, he looked at the tophaf podium for a moment, blinking
rapidly. “Hutch was the best damn cop | know. W& my partner; he was my best
friend. I...I don't have to tell any of you what ancredible person he was. That's why
you're here. Hutch would have given you the sbifthis back and the last buck in his
wallet. And sometimes he did. He put everythiedhad, everything hwasinto the job.
He’d work himself to death for a case. He—" Skgrstopped, realizing the gravity of
what he just said.

Mrs. Hutchinson and a few others were openly crymagv, giving in to their grief.
Everyone looked expectantly at Starsky as he tiwedontinue. “l...loved him like a
brother. But he was more than that. He stood bywhen nobody else would. He was
my friend when | didn’t deserve one. He showedwhat it meant to live your life for
what you believe in, and then...and then he shawedhow to die for it. Hutch was...the
best. My life changed when | met him, and it'livee be the same now that he’s gone.”
Starsky’s rage swelled again, and his eyes bursdusagaze raked the crowd And |
swear by everything | have and everything | am thatl find whoever is responsible for
taking him away from us.”

A heavy silence filled the room as Starsky stoat In his own fury. The stillness was

broken by a sob from Hutch’s mother, her griefisticthrough Starsky's tumultuous
thoughts. He continued with a tenuous control isnemotions, his voice barely above a

64



whisper. “I'm sorry. We wanted this to be a tilmeremember Hutch...to celebrate his
life. I...I don’t think I know how do that just e Not yet.”

Starsky left the podium and returned to his seist,bheath coming in one shuddering
draw. He sat down heavily, and Huggy draped anamoss his shoulders.

After an awkward moment of silence, two uniformdticers strode up the center aisle,
turning in unison to face the mourners. Starskygdy, Dobey, Hutch’s brother-in-law,
Ted, and two fellow detectives rose and made thay to the front of the room, lining
either side of the casket. Starsky felt his composrumble and wanted nothing more
than to run from the stifling room, but he knew lind to keep himself together a bit
longer. Grasping the brass handle, he would dasrpartner one last time.

On signal, the six men lifted the casket onto tkéimulders, Starsky standing in front at
Hutch’s shoulder, just as he had throughout thamnership. From the back of the
chapel, sounded the mournful wail of bagpipes, Iderg the strains of “Amazing
Grace.” Swallowing hard, Starsky steeled himsetf Began the trek down the chapel’s
aisle to lay his partner’s body to rest.

Inevitably, the time came for the procession to gh&vesite. Starsky climbed into the
limousine next to Hutch’s parents, grateful for tineitation to ride with them, yet
consumed with guilt and grief. The ride seemedrimtnable, and he heaved a sigh of
relief when they finally arrived at the cemetery.

Once everyone was in place, Dobey stood to facey#iieered assembly. Clearing his
throat and casting a glance at Starsky’s strickee,fhe began to speak. “I don’t know
what else | can say about Hutch that hasn’t alrda@n said. He was a fine police
officer, one of the best I've seen in all my yeansthe force. But more than that, he was
a friend. Mr. and Mrs. Hutchinson, | want you teokv Ken was like a son to me. He
was part of my family and...we all miss him.” Hisice breaking, he swiped a hand
across his eyes before continuing. “And, to hgroar son, his life, and his dedication to
the force, we will bury him today with full honots.

At a nod from Dobey, two officers in dress bluesost at rigid attention and approached
the casket, as a lone bugler began the exquisttesnaf “Taps.” With respect and
reverence, they removed the American flag drapest @vand folded it with precision.
When they had finished, they turned in unison amdsed to the Hutchinsons, offering
the folded banner to Hutch’s mother. Mrs. Hutchmshook her head decisively and
whispered something to the officers, a fresh tdrdntears cascading down her face.
With a nod, the officers executed a perfect myitarn and walked over to Starsky. The
stunned detective wordlessly accepted the flag.

He hadn’t thought it was possible to hurt more thandid, until he watched Hutch’s
casket begin its slow descent into the earth. Hdllow gaze was finally torn away from
the wounded ground as Edith led Cal and Rosiederdle slope just to the side of the
burial pavilion. No explanation was needed asr€athed into the cage his sister carried

65



and withdrew a single dove. The mourners watclsell gracefully rose to the freedom
of the sky.

One by one, family and friends walked past thehiresurned earth, each dropping a
single red rose onto the top of the coffin in dileibute. Starsky hung back, waiting

until everyone had filed past before he, too, apphed the grave. He allowed his rose to
join the others, but instead of stepping asidaeghehed into his pocket. Those who were
standing close by—Dobey, Huggy, the Hutchinsons, arfew others—could hear his

strangled whisper.

“Hutch...these were not only what we did, but whe were. | promise I'll keep going
and try to do you proud, but | can’t carry this ameile 1 do it. I'll get another one, but
this one belongs with yours. This was...this was.this wasme and the& Starsky
gently released into the grave what he had clutahéds hand.

Nestled among the flowers on top of the caskegriwined by their clasps, were two
shields—a silent testimony to the partnership, isigirgently as if by a power of their
own. “l don’t knowhow to tell you good-bye, Hutch, so | guess | won’tmiss you,
partner...l...” Starsky stood at the edge of the grave, at a twsathat he could possibly
say to express all that was within him. Hastilpwg his eyes, he found cold comfort in
the knowledgethat Hutch would know, as he always did, even ifcbeldn’t find the
words. Starsky turned and walked away from thevdrcas the report of a twenty-one-
gun salute reverberated through the air.

Starsky yanked at the knot in his tie for a thinde, knowing the choking pressure in his
throat had little to do with the offending materidte kept his sunglasses on in the hall
where the reception was held, and, while they whstinctly out of place, those in
attendance didn't give it a second thought. No loae to see Starsky’s eyes as evidence
of his pain and rage; the tense muscles of hisyave visible enough.

He had become adept at skirting most people, aptemped to hover close to Edith
Dobey’s side. The woman seemed to have a knacktercepting those offering their
condolences to the one left behind. Starsky’'s nstationed herself at the Hutchinsons’
side, gently stepping in when the grieving pareetmed to falter.

Starsky followed Edith into the small kitchen jast the banquet room. After retrieving
a tray of sandwiches to replace the diminishing, she paused and looked out the door
at the crowd. “David, have you seen Rosie?”

Starsky drew closer to her and scanned the rodwo, fiot in the last couple of minutes.”

Edith moved toward the buffet tables. “She’s ptipautside, and it's getting dark. I'd
better send Cal—"
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“No!” Starsky’s response was immediate. “I'll &ak look around.”

Before Edith had a chance to refute the offer,sRiamade a beeline out one of the side
doors and disappeared into the dimming light.

It hadn’t taken long to find her. The little gibd avoided the small rose garden lined
with benches where the occasional couple wandéredgh, and had made her way to a
gazebo nestled at the edge of the property. Tladl stnucture was constructed more for
its scenic value than function, so no path ledtt@amd anyone wanting to see it closer
would have to walk across the facility’s lawn tat ¢@ it. Even in the dimming light,
Starsky could easily spot the white lace yoke afiB's dress.

Hands tucked into the pockets of his slacks, Syasgdwvly made his way to where Rosie

sat on the plank floor, staring at her shoes. Omceeached his destination, he lowered
himself onto the single step and leaned heavilyragghe building, staring at the fading

colors of sunset. A few moments of silence lindaratil Rosie finally spoke.

“Uncle Dave?”
Starsky swung his attention to the little girl]ltaring at her shoes.
“Do you think he’s in Heaven?”

The opening of his arms was all the invitation Raseeded to crawl onto Starsky’s lap,
her face pressed against his chest. Starsky hubpegddtle girl to him, her head tucked
under his chin.

Rosie’s parents found them there a half-hour labewing comfort from one another and
discussing which star was now Hutch’s home.

Starsky had stayed at the reception as long as
he could, but after coming in from the
gazebo with the Dobeys, the feeling of being
smothered grew so strong he quickly said his
good-byes and fled under the pretense of
wanting to follow some leads.

Starsky returned to the cottage, a bottle of
scotch in one hand and a gallon of water in
the other. He couldn’t bring himself to draw
water out of the charred kitchen to care for
the plants, so he brought it with him. The
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burns on Hutch’s pale, cold face haunted him still.

When he finished the task of watering the plantars®y wandered aimlessly through the
rooms again, wondering what he was searching faiill nestled in one corner of the
living room was Hutch’'s Gibson, the guitar reflegtithe soft light of the lamp. He
smiled fondly at the instrument and gathered itrneperently touching the strings as he
perched on the wide lip of the window frame.

The strings rang out clean and pure, an echo ofatger’'s own voice. Starsky aimlessly
picked out a tune, a bittersweet smile on his lgisthe memory of his partner’s
unfathomable shyness when it came to singing intfod more than just his immediate
friends. Starsky’s fingerings soon fell into a fhan melody, and he stopped suddenly,
realizing it was a song Hutch himself had writtédne hand came up to cover his eyes,
and Starsky did everything he could to withhold tisers again.

Drawing a steadying breath, he set the guitar aaidelooked out at the multitude of
stars gracing the velvet blackness. “Hutch, | wish

Movement outside the window distracted Starsky, aedpeered through the glass.
Perched on a nearby branch sat a mourning dovarsk$tstared at the small bird; not
believing in anything as mystical as it being tlans dove released at Hutch’s funeral,
but intrigued all the same. The two eyed eachrdtirea moment before the bird pushed
itself off the branch and flew away.

He sat alone in the darkness, long after he’ddugtt of the dove.

When Starsky arrived at the hotel the next mornimgwas a little surprised to find his
mother and Hutch’s parents waiting together inHioéchinsons’ suite. Rachel rose from
her seat on the sofa and greeted her son withsaokishe cheek and a warm embrace.

“We're all packed and ready to go, honey,” Raclatlsnodding toward the pile of
suitcases at the door.

Starsky held his mother for an extra moment, ralgiher touch. “I see that,” he replied.
“But | sure wish you could stay a little longer.fekel like I've hardly seen you and you
came all this way—"

“Nonsense,” Rachel said, extracting herself fromdm’s arms and picking up her purse
and sweater from the sofa. “You've got a lot torght now, and you don’'t need me in
the way. Perhaps later, when it's over, you caneback to see me for a while, okay?”

“Yeah, that'd be great, Ma.” Starsky turned hiteation to the Hutchinsons who were

watching the interaction between mother and soim wittouch of sadness and envy.
“Well, as long as everyone’s ready, | guess we khbe going.”
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“Wait a minute,” Richard Hutchinson interruptedsimg from his chair. “Before we
leave, | think there’s something | need to saydo.Y

Starsky held up a placating hand. “Please, Mrckinson. | know what you're going to
say, and you're absolutely right. Believe me, ribpoould blame me more than | blame
myself for what happened, and if it's any consolatat all—"

“Hold on just a minute,” Mr. Hutchinson interruptadain. “Let me say my piece. | just
wanted you to know that waon’t blame you. My son died doing what he loved and
doing what he did best.” The older man’s voicekkrdout he continued on, determined
to finish his thought. “And | want you to know thBm grateful that my son had
someone like you for a friend. He tried to tell semany times how much you meant to
him and everything you did for him, but | wasn’tvalys willing to listen. But I've seen
enough and heard enough in these few short dagsaw he was right. | just wish I'd
had the chance to tell him...”

Starsky nodded and grasped Mr. Hutchinson’s harmbih of his, trying to console him.
A silent understanding passed between the two arfdrther words were necessary.

Finally, Starsky broke the silence. “Well, are neady?”

The three older adults made one last pass thrdugliodom to make sure nothing had
been left behind. Each one grabbed a suitcaseamand exited to the hallway toward
the elevators. Starsky picked up the remainingdgg and followed them out the door,
the click of the latch echoing after him.

Starsky had just stepped out of the shower, triongvive himself, when the phone rang.
A towel was hurriedly wrapped around his waist aabther thrown around his

shoulders. As he stumbled to the bedside phontidaktto capture some of the dripping
water from his hair.

“H’lo?” Starsky’s voice was muffled by the towelwhen no one responded, he felt a fist
of apprehension clench his gut. “Hello? Who'sé¢

The receiver clicked, and he was met with the famibuzzing of a disconnected line.
Starsky knew it was most likely a wrong number, tnat hairs on his arms still stood up,
a reaction of his self-preservation instincts. &l knew it could have been one of Vic
Monte’s goons checking to see if he were home,ngrraumber of the enemies he and
Hutch had made over the years, ready to strike ewthie remaining detective was
vulnerable.

Starsky reasoned that it was most likely a wronminer, but it didn’t stop him from
taking his Beretta into the bathroom while he t@d getting dressed.
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At five-hundred dollars a plate, the governor'sdtnaising dinner was everything one
could hope for. A string quartet played Mendelssam one candle-lit corner, and
tuxedoed waiters swept the room brandishing trdydebcacies. The governor's wife
stepped up to the microphone, announcing the dostse was to be served if everyone
would take their seats. The guests moved quicklytheir places, their chatter and
laughter punctuating the concerto.

Once the guests were in place, dozens of wait-ktaffthe first course before them and
the governor stood and elegantly raised his gl&saring his throat, he began his toast.
“Friends, we’ve come here on this glorious everoig”

A commotion at the back of the dining hall escalatautting off the speech and turning
the heads of the diners. Shouting and a loud thex followed by the double doors
bursting open and one of the doormen hurtling it® dining area. The governor’s
bodyguards immediately moved to his side. As tberchan rolled to his feet, an angry
Starsky swiftly followed, gracefully dodging thenlge of a second attendant.

Starsky paused briefly when he realized all eyeewon him. While he had manners
enough to be mildly embarrassed, his discomfon’tigtop him from continuing into the
room, his badge extended.

The governor’s face turned crimson, and a flickisf wrist set his bodyguards forward.
“What's the meaning of this?”

“I beg your pardon, sir, but it's important that speak with Agent McMillian
immediately Your doormen refused to let me in.” Starskyige® blazed when he
spotted his quarry.

McMillian stood angrily, slapping his napkin besidis plate. “Detective, | don’t know
what you think you’re doing here, but—"

Starsky was beside him in an instant, grabbingatient by the lapels. “Butothing
What do you think you're doing, arresting Vic Moatérou know we don’t have enough
evidence to convict him of Hutch’s murder yet! Tjnege’'ll dismiss the charges on a
technicality, and it won’'t matter when I'm finallgble to come up with a smoking gun
with Monte’s prints on it. It'll be thrown out afourt as double jeopardy, and you know
it!”

Gasps from around the table turned the agent’s tmaa@imson. The governor’'s voice
escalated. “Detective, you're out of line!”

“No, I'm out of patience!” Starsky bellowed withotatking his eyes off McMillian.
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The governor jabbed his finger toward Starsky. rfigee this man!”

The two bodyguards lunged at the detective, butbeédre McMillian was shoved onto
his salad plate. Starsky grabbed the agent's chadl used it to sweep the first
bodyguard’s legs out from under him. When the sddmodyguard swung a meaty fist at
his head, Starsky ducked, then landed a combinatigmunches into the man’s solar
plexus, crumpling him to the floor.

McMillian had gained his wits and scrambled off table, but was stopped by a solid
mass of fury. Starsky’s face was less than an frah his own, his midnight blue eyes
blazing. “Drop the charges.”

“You're crazy!”

Starsky’s hand lashed out beside him and came wdbla fistful of salad from a nearby
plate. His face softened marginally. “Hutch aleagid these grass clippings were good
for you. Yelled at me for never eating enoughham.” Starsky’s expression changed
subtly. “I wonder if it’s still good for you if is stuffed up your nose?”

A nervous laugh was emitted from a few gray-haingmmen seated by the unfortunate
agent. McMillian looked wildly about for any avalile help. “You’ve lost your mind,
Starsky!”

Starsky’s eyes narrowed. “Don’t charge Monte vidtiich’s murder. Not yet.”
“It's not up to me anymore. It's out of my hands.”

Starsky’s voice became a hiss. “Fine. But whelo put all the pieces together to nail
him, if he can’t pay for Hutch’s murdespmebody elsis going to.”

The fistful of Romaine was flung into McMillian'saée as Starsky turned on his heel,
blithely stepping over the prone and groaning bodyds. With natural grace and

dignity, Starsky straightened his jacket as he balmalked out of the hall, slamming the

doors behind him.

When Dobey returned to the squadroom after spendifigistrating morning with his
superiors, he wasn’t surprised to see Starsky ifigpghrough the forensics evidence
taken from Hutch’s cottage for a fourth time. Tdhetective’s gaunt features softened
Dobey’s fury marginally as he stomped into hisadfto hang up his overcoat.

“Starsky, in here, now,” Dobey hollered through tpen door as he returned to his desk.
He snatched up the reprimand issued from ChieePsmffice and read through it again.
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Starsky stuck his head in the door. “Cap’n, c@nitait? | was just heading down to the
jail to question Vic Monte before somée

“Do you know what this is?” Dobey waved the paipeBtarsky’s general direction.

When Starsky didn’t answer but stood looking at lexpectantly with barely concealed
impatience, he continued. “This is a butt-chewirldy butt-chewing. From the chief.
He got one, too—from the commissioner. And heaya, too—from the governor. The
governor Starsky! What in blazes were you thinking, goinig the governor’'s banquet
half-cocked like that? That was stupid, you hea?nStupid!”

“‘But, Cap’n—"

“Don’t you ‘but, Cap’n’ me, Starsky!
You harassed a federal agent a
assaulted the governor's staff.
Dobey’'s look was incredulous. *
know you’ve been under a lot of strait
| know what Hutch’s...what losinc
Hutch...” The larger man sighed, hi
expression softening at the flash
pain that flitted across the other
features. “Did you really threatel
McMillian?”

The slightest grin crept across Starsky's moutWith lettuce, Cap’n. | threatened him
with a salad.”

Starsky couldn’t read the changes crossing Dobegs. The superior officer lowered
himself onto his chair and picked up his pen, stirgpahis name along the bottom of the
departmental reprimand, indicating he’d delivertet ithe officer in question.

Starsky shifted impatiently from one leg to theesth“That it?”

Dobey scowled as he looked up. “No, that is notHRart of this reprimand requires you
to undergo departmental counseling.”

“Oh, come on!”

“You brought this on yourself, Starsky. And youlueky you don’t get worse than that.
Your behavior over the last couple of weeks hambereatic. You've been angry—
beyond angry. Things get broken. You won't eat) hardly sleep.” His tone softened.
“I knowwhat you're going through, son. | lost Elmo, nartper. My best friend. But,
Starsky...” Dobey shook his head. “If | hadn’tgblgour case to the commissioner, you'd
also be relieved of duty until you were evaluatgdtshrink!”
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Starsky began a biting response until he realihedwteight of what had just been said.
Dobey had gone to bat for him—again—and more tlieglyl had to do some major

kissing up to keep him on the streets. Playingdrames for a few hours with the
Department headhunter was a light sentence congidére mayhem he’d wreaked the
night before.

“Thanks, Cap’n,” Starsky murmured, backing outred tloorway.

Dobey peered after him, trying to again envisioa évents at the governor’'s banquet.
Wadding up the reprimand and throwing it in thebgae rather than inserting it into
Starsky’s permanent file, Dobey managed a chucldie threatened him with lettuce?”

Vic Monte was unnerved, but desperately trying ¢émaeal it with his typically aloof
exterior. As he huddled in one corner of his ¢aill, the noises and smells assailed him.
The angry shouts of prisoners, the sarcastic ralsubf the jailers, the smell of fear and
sweat, vomit, and disinfectant caused his gutdbtéin no matter how hard he tried to
push aside his fear. He sat alone in his dim balJawyer having pled that he would be
an easy target for a retaliatory strike since tluge had ordered him held without bond.
He’'d already been harassed and pushed around hytbhettransporting officers and
guards, but they did so without leaving any physssédence that could be used against
them. Sitill, at the moment, he was at least sai@ the other prisoners.

The police, on the other hand, were another mattéonte found himself again looking
into midnight blue eyes burning with hatred, andrh@luntarily shrank back farther on
his bunk.

“What's the matter, Vic?” Starsky’s voiced dripp&adth venom. “Don’t like your
accommodations? Maybe you'd like some companiealr the boys in cell block three
are always looking for new friends.”

“Very amusing, Detective.” Monte schooled his teas. “To what do | owe the honor?
It couldn’t possibly be that you're here to glosiice we both know the murder charges
will never stick.”

Starsky’s hands gripped the cell’s bars. “Not getyway.”

Monte stood smoothly and crossed to the barrievéat the two of them, staying just
out of Starsky’s reach, all signs of his fear cated. “And they never will, since |
didn’t do it. However, that doesn’t mean | didddnce at his funeral.”

As predicted, Starsky’s hand darted out, almogefathan Monte’s eyes could follow.

The detective’s fingers grasped the air less timameh from the felon’s prison uniform,
his face contorting in rage.
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“Easy, Mr. Starsky, you're going to hurt yourselou certainly aren’t going to hurt
me.” Monte clasped his hands in front of him amacgfully turned away, returning to
his bunk. “No, I don’t think so. Not today. Sehy are you here, Detective?”

Starsky reined in his anger and pulled down the loérhis jacket from where it had
ridden up during his failed attempt to throttle titber man. “Singapore.”

Monte arched one slender eyebrow. “Really? Whgsdbat not surprise me? You must
think me a fool, Starsky.”

“Look, you're already in here. You know the Fedsé enough on you to lock you away
for twenty lifetimes.”

“Perhaps, but my lawyer is something of a magiciadfou never know what he might
pull out of his hat. So, what do | possibly haveain by helping you?”

“You really think you’re going to buck these charges?”

“Without Hutchinson’s testimony? Who can say? g ask—what could | possibly
get out of helping you?”

Starsky looked around the cell. “How about diffaraccommodations?”

Monte’s interest was immediately piqued. “Assumihgt I'm convicted. What are you
suggesting?”

“Phoenix.”
“‘O’Sage?”

Starsky could tell by the look in the man’s eye ti@was on the right track. O’'Sage was
a federal prison in New Mexico known for its leregrand favorable climate. Among
hard-core inmates it was known as the “Hotel Rit#” penitentiaries. He nodded,
although he had not even discussed any possitdagements with the Feds. Right now,
though, he’d make a deal with the devil if it medrdcking down the Singapore
connection and Hutch’s murderer.

Monte began to quickly run through his options.e iottom line was he would do or say
just about anything to ensure he didn’t spend #émeainder of his days in San Quentin.
But he also knew that any direct connection betwaem and the arrest of his newest
dealers from Asia would mean a certain bloody agwh&ing death wherever he spent
his sentence.

“l want your word, Cop.”

“I'll give you the keys to the city and a Papalddeng, if that's what it takes.”
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Monte’s eyes bore into Starsky’s. “Your word, Star. You could have blown me away
any number of times before this and didn’t. | wgodr word.”

Starsky didn’t blink. “I can’t make any promises.”
“But you'll talk to the judge?”

“I'll talk to the judge. I'll do everything | canand then some, to get you transferred to
O’Sage.”

“All right, good. We have a deal then. But it vidhloe suicide for me to give you names
outright. Even going to O’Sage isn’t worth thekrisThe Feds couldn’t keep your partner
alive, and | know damned well they wouldn’t shetkar if | got iced.” Monte thought
for a minute as he stood and paced his cell, pietcigether a trail to lead the detective to
Singapore without it pointing back to him. Finalhe turned toward Starsky. “There’s a
fink who likes to call himself The Archer—big nanfar a little flake in a cheap suit.
He’s the one that blew your partner’s cover to me.”

When he saw Starsky’s clenched fists turn his klasckvhite, Monte raised his own
hands in a gesture of defense. “Look, we both khassued a hit, but Hutchinson
disappeared before my men could get to him. Thishér character found out your
partner was under and got word to me so I'd fogmut his former indiscretions. |
found the information useful, so I let him off theok. You find The Archer, and you'll
eventually find Singapore.”

“Where am | gonna find this Archer?”
“You're the detective. Figure it out.”

Starsky’s eyes bore into Monte for a moment mor®reehe turned on his heels and
charged down the corridor. Left alone with therstgiand smells of the prison, Monte
felt the now-familiar quake in his gut return.

“The Archer? What kind of jive handle is thatPuggy placed a burger-and-fry platter

in front of Starsky, hoping to entice him to edhe waitress, who had just gone up to the
counter to retrieve the meal huffed her annoyanderaboss for stealing her customer’s
food, then called back a duplicate order to frylgdelling him to rush it.

Starsky watched in mild amusement as his frienerditly doused the fries in ketchup for

him. When he didn’t make a move toward the mealgdy glared at him until Starsky
picked up the burger and took a bite.
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Starsky sat the sandwich down, speaking aroundnthehful. “I don’t know, but | got
the name from Vic Monte himself. Said if | findighArcher guy, I'll get what | need
about the new suppliers from Singapore.”

“And you think these are the cats that...that &illdutch?”

Starsky sighed and scrubbed his eyes with his hatiddon’t know anything for sure,
Hug. But Hutch was after these guys, and thatsugh for me to know that I've got to
finish it.”

Huggy’s hand rested for a moment on his friendsudther. Nodding toward the food, he
moved to the phone. “Eat before that becomes @emlad mass of cardiovascular
cloggage. I'm gonna make some calls.”

Starsky moved a few fries around on the plate legfiergave up. A large yawn took over
his face, and he blinked his burning eyes. Crgskia arms against the edge of the bar,
he leaned forward and rested his head on them.

Ten minutes later Huggy returned, saddened tolsee@dzing figure. Pulling a takeout
box from under the bar, he slid the meal in, hoghtgrsky might try to eat again later.
He was sure there was nothing edible in his frismdfrigerator.

His waitress paused beside him. “What's the nattde drunk?”

“No,” came Starsky’s muffled reply. “He’s not.” estraightened and looked at Huggy.
“What'd you get?”

Huggy gave the waitress a meaningful look, sentlgrgback to work. Once she was out
of earshot, he leaned in closer to Starsky andepiclp the takeout box, offering it to the
other. “Good help is so hard to find these dalygot a lead on this Archer dude. Ain’t
much to know about him, which is why | didn’t hezfrthe likes of him before. But
apparently he likes the ponies, and it's not uncamno find him hanging out at Cabrillo
Downs this time of day. He fancies himself to bgharp-dressed cat, though certainly
not in the same league as yours truly. Dude’s abwee-six or seven, thin, short gray
hair, and one of those moustache and goatee jheuldn’t be hard to miss him among
the other Cabrillo clientele.”

Starsky quickly stood up from his barstool and yeetedly staggered backwards. One
hand lashed out for the end of the bar to steaahgdlif until the dizziness cleared.

“Starsky, | don’t think you—"

“Thanks, Hug, you're the best.” Starsky spun aratlenhis way out of the bar, leaving
Huggy staring after him, the takeout forgotten is Hand.
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The blare of the loudspeaker announcing the neod veas deafening. Starsky stalked
through the crowded room, easily slipping betwemmtfic people trying to place their
bets before the post of the next heat. As Hugegdipted, The Archer was easy to track
down as he sat apart from the rest of the massalsng for all the world like an out-of-
place lawyer in the sweltering betting room.

Starsky slid onto the bench next to the smaller .mé&Rlaced your bet?” he asked
amiably.

“Oh, yes.” Pierce smiled politely, then returndd focus to the TV monitor above his
head displaying the odds on the next race. “You?”

“Not yet, but I've got a tip on a sure thing.” &tky smiled when the thin man glanced at
him with interest before returning his attentionthe screen. “I'llbetthat you're going

to spill your guts about everything you know ab¥it Monte and some new players in
town from Singapore.”

Pierce’s head whipped around in horror to faces®tarhis mouth opening and closing,
as if trying to find his voice to call for help.taésky already had his leather case out and
flipped it to display his badge in Pierce’s facPierce pushed himself off the bench,
foolishly intending to try and run away, but Starskiron grip latched onto his lapel and
dragged him back down onto the bench. “It'd behanse if you tried to run and fell
down and broke your leg. They shoot horses whey ltineak their legs, don’t they?”

Pierce stared at Starsky’s icy features and noddeahpling.

Starsky released his hold on the other man’s ¢bat) patted his face. “We wouldn’t
want that now, would we? Hmm?” At Pierce’s nod,dontinued. “Okay, then. What
do you say you and me take a drive, and we’ll rmwéce little talk? And, if you're real
good, maybe—just maybe—I won’t kill you outrightrfblowing my partner’'s cover.
And if you tell me everything | want to know, youight live long enough to find out
who won the race.”

“Your captain tells me you've been having somaulite sleeping, Detective Starsky.
Why do you think that is?”

“I'm not tired?”

Dr. O’'Shea glanced up from her ledger, studyingsktathrough her lowered lashes.
The detective was obviously beyond exhaustionshethad yet to get a straight answer
from him. He was also obviously humoring her angbgng the sport, since an almost
bemused smirk tugged at the corner of his mouthfag half his time was spent looking
about the room for something to pique his inter@sting what appeared to be a
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monumental inconvenience and waste of his time,thadther half was spent staring at
her legs. “Are you eating?”

“What?”

“| said, are you eating?”

“I heard you. | meant eatinghat?”

The psychologist took off her glasses and rubbedelies, the beginning of a migraine
starting. “Look, Detective, | know you only kepbwyr appointment because you were
ordered to. So let’s cut through the bull, okay?”

Starsky dropped his amiable facade, but remainentsi

The doctor’s tone softened. “I can appreciate wdghg your partnés”

“You canappreciat®”

“¥but I'm not going to pretend | know what that feklke.” Dr. O’Shea sighed and
looked into the haunted eyes across from her. ntivk you're in knots, Officer. You
need to get out whatever it is you're feeling, #mel best way to start is to identify those
emotions. So, whadre you feeling, Detective Starsky? Rage? Bitterdessorrow?
The need for vengeance? What would prompt youreaten an FBI agent with...” The
doctor quickly flipped through the case file. Aftgcanning the document, she looked
back up incredulously. “With salad?”

“Lack of vitamins?”

Dr. O'Shea sighed again and laid the file back endesk. I think we’re done for the
day, Detective. | won't restrict you from activeitg, but | will be seeing you again.
Soon. Meanwhile, | want you to really examine how yaufeeling, because frankly, |
think you're in denial, which is causing you toéogour grip on reality.”

Starsky had already stood and moved toward the, dmdr was stopped by her last
statement. “Denial? About what?”

The doctor's expression was kind. *“l don’t thinkuwe accepted the fact that your
partner is really gone.”

Starsky thought for a moment before answering, tbanhed his temple. “Here, | know
he’s gone, | saw...his body. buried him. But here...” His hand traveled to rest on his
stomach. “My gut doesn’t know it.”

Without another word, Starsky left, quietly clositig door behind him.
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After his persuasive conversation with Archibalderee, Starsky had amassed a
significant trail of names, dates, and places—farerthan he’d expected to get, or, he
was sure, Monte most likely anticipated the smak bf having. Still, all the snitch had
been able to provide of any real value regardirgahium smugglers was the location of
the warehouse to be used for an upcoming delivarg,the names of two of the hit men
from the Asian connection.

Starsky had more to go on then he’d had in dayshisuexhausted brain was spent and
he couldn’t quite put the pieces together. Hiefbappointment with the Department

psychologist was forgotten. He scrubbed his hamdsa his face for the third time in as

many minutes, trying to keep his eyes focused errdlad ahead of him. He was jolted
awake when he ran a red light and was nearly bidadi$y a delivery truck that had the

right of way.

He gave an apologetic wave to the angry truck dier righting the Torino. He knew
he needed sleep, but past attempts had been ha#dy He'd either be awakened by the
reoccurring vision of lifting the sheet at the meego reveal Hutch’s cold, still body on
the slab, or by a terrifying feeling of suffocation

He redirected the sedan toward Hutch’s cottagallfiracknowledging his body’s need
for rest and hoping to find some comfort there.

“Huggy, one of your whacked-out friends is askiiog you.” Huggy followed the
waitress’s pointing finger toward the back entrandetook him a minute to figure out
who she was referring to, as the slight dishevated stood in the shadows, almost as if
he were uncomfortable among the lights and noiswdr

Huggy sighed, in no mood to deal with the old migihtrthen. Still, he called into the
kitchen for the fry cook to throw something togetf@ him, then worked his way to the
back of the restaurant. “Hey, Eddie, what’s happeh

“Hiya, Huggy. How’s business?” Eddie Doyle gridnkelearily, trying to get his aging
eyes to focus in the darkened room.

“Doin’ good, Eddie. I've got them bringing out sething for ya, okay?” Huggy turned
back toward the bar, thinking a meal was all thesldet wanted.

“Oh, okay. That'd be swell, Huggy.” Eddie fiddledth his hat for a moment before he
remembered why he had come to the restaurant. ,‘Heggy?”

Huggy stopped just before reaching the bar aneddtiis eyes before turning around.
“Yeah, Eddie?”
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When Huggy didn’t walk back to him, Eddie cautiqusiade his way past the crowded
tables. He thrust a torn and dirty note into Hugdpand. “That’s for Hup.”

Huggy stared at the crumpled paper for a momenhemhe found his voice, it was
incredulous. “What?”

Eddie didn’'t understand Huggy’s reaction. “It'snate. A note for Hup. He said it's
important.”

“Eddie, you know that Hutch is...” Huggy tore opére note and scanned the contents.
The handwriting was an unfamiliar childish scrapdpbably Eddie’s. “Who gave you
this? Who said it was important? Eddie, who géneto you?”

Eddie smiled, knowing he held a secret. “He tokl mot to tell. He just said give it to
Huggy to give to Hup because it was important.”

The fry cook emerged from the side door of theHatt and wordlessly thrust a large
brown paper bag into Eddie’s arms.

“Thanks, thanks a lot, Huggy. Don'’t forget to giveat message to Hup.” Eddie tottered
out of the back of the restaurant, the bag clutdlggd against his chest.

When Huggy finally lifted his eyes up from the ndieldie was gone. The cook cocked
an eyebrow at his boss and took a long drag ooidpsette. “Whatcha got there, boss?”

“Trouble.”

Starsky had rolled off the bed and landed in awbridne sheet entangling his legs. He
had reached the cottage around 7:00, and had faflerep within minutes of stretching
out on Hutch’'s bed. He had slept soundly for thihears, until the ringing of the
telephone sent him scrambling. It had taken himacment to recognize where he was
and get his bearings before he could find the vecei“What?”

“Starsky?”

Starsky quickly focused, the tone of his friend@ice piercing his mind’s fuzziness.
“Yeah, Hug?”

“Listen, man, something weird just went down. Edgist came in hei”
“Eddie? Eddie Doyle?”

“Yeah, he just came trippin’ in here, gives me tide. Says...says it’s for Hutch, man.”
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“What?” A chill ran down Starsky’s spine.

“Yeah, that's what | thought, too. But | figured meant the note was for you, seeing as
how he was always getting your names versavica.ywags, | read the note, and
whoever wrote it said they've got some informationyour partner's murder and to meet
them at two a.m. at some place called The Covan't never heard of no place named
that. You know where they're talkin’ about?”

“Yeah, yeah, | do. Who'd Eddie say gave him thefid

“He wouldn’t say. Said it was a secret but it waportant.”

“Terrific.” Starsky’s mind raced. “Huggy, has duody handled the note besides you
and Eddie?”

“l don’t think so.”

“Look, do me a favor. Stick it in an envelope ditldswing by and pick it up. There
might be prints, 64"

“Starsky, it looks like Eddie wrote it, not whoegave it to him, so | don’t know3s”
Starsky cursed. “Yeah. Yeah, okay. It's wortthat. Did it say anything else?”
“Yeah. It also said to come alone—no other cops.”

Starsky snorted and pulled himself back onto thte be

Huggy fidgeted with the phone cord. “You don’t d€he Bear to tell you that it sounds
like a trap, right?”

“Yeah.”

“’Cause you been stirrin’ up an awful lot of horsietests. Could be almost anybody.”
“Yeah, but if somebody knows what happened to Hutahnot going to chancéé”

“Are you nuts? Tell me you're takin’ the cavalrythvya.”

“Look, Hug¥”

“At least let me ride shotgun.”

“No, listen. I'll show up there early and checloiit. If you don’t hear back from me by
three, then call Dobey at home and tell him evengthand to send a unit to the north end
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of Ventura Beach State Park, got it? Thanks, HU$tarsky finished the instructions in a
rush, not allowing his friend any time to try aridshim.

Starsky walked along the beach, just out of theesaypull. An hour before the
appointed time, he was cruising the north end wintodesperately trying to find Eddie
Doyle in all his usual haunts, including the missicand Salvation Army, but with no
success.

The temperature dipped significantly as the clad@isced in front of the moon, hiding its
brilliant reflection. He huddled within his jackeeeking whatever warmth it could offer
against the night’s chill. Occasionally, he stapped turned toward the water, watching
the brief stretches of moonlight try to burn thrbuge fog and dance across the waves.
As he continued down the beach, the mist causetebfalling temperatures thickened to
the point that it grew harder to see the grounéfont of him. Starsky rolled his head
back, trying to release some of the tension inngisk and shoulders. Looking at his
watch for what felt like the hundredth time, heided he’'d waited long enough for the
requested contact. It was nearing 3:00 a.m., akinew Huggy would be phoning the
captain as soon as the minute hand struck tweWgh a sigh, he turned and wearily
began his trek back to the parking lot and home.

Starsky had only taken a few steps when a voicenbdgtim breathed his name, stopping
him cold. He knew he was beyond exhaustion antttteeamind could do incredible
things under enormous stress and grief, but he umgsepared when the voice spoke
again, closer and clearer.

Starsky’s rage returned, his anger directed bo#faidly and toward anyone who would

dare play him this way. With his heart racing,dnew his Beretta and spun, crouching,
the weapon thrust forward. Before him was onlyiist and the silence broken by the
lapping waves. Starsky’s eyes darted into thekémog fog, his anger turning to nausea
with the realization that he truly was losing higpgon reality. He shook his head,

desperate to dispel his confusion.

And disappointment.

The second he began to relax his guard, the migtethed further, obscuring the beach.
Starsky’s eyes grew wide as a shadowed figure begérm out of the mist, hesitantly
making its way toward him. The form stumbled, fagricertain of the terrain. Starsky
shook his head, his pistol again thrust before ihim one-armed draw as he backed away
from the apparition.

The silhouette took on a more defined form as prapched him, a wavering arm

outstretched in supplication. The nightmare adedna disembodied voice speaking his
name out of the mist.
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Starsky continued to back away until he stumbleairesg a piece of driftwood, toppling
him to one knee, the Beretta still thrust befora.hiHe watched in disbelief as the figure
continued its hesitant advance. With only yardsvben Starsky and the shadow, the
moonlight broke free of the clouds, burning throutghhazy shroud. Starsky felt the
world tip as the figure took shape, the moon finadlvealing a shadowed face.

Starsky’s hoarse whisper was half denial, half prajHutch?”

Both of his partner’'s hands were held before himegponse to Starsky’s trembling gun
hand. “Easy, Starsk, easy. | know this is a shbck it's okay. I'm okay” Hutch’s
voice was raspy; his face was gaunt with pain atidide.

Starsky’s own face paled further, and he shook hHead vehemently. No, no!
You're¥s”

“Starsky, please. | know how this must seem, tsigoing to be okay.”

“NO!” Starsky surged to his feet; his extended gun si@ady, fueled by his ragél
buried you!”

The Hutch figure staggered. “Starsk, listen to mEhe night we faked my arrest we
went into the hall. No one could hear our convarsaright? We argued.”

Something in Starsky’s demeanor changed, hope mwgawith disbelief. Hutch pushed
on. “Do you remember what you asked me? Do yod®"waited for Starsky’s hesitant
nod. “You asked me who I could trust, and | ansair”

“Me and Thee,”Starsky finished, his throat working convulsivelyamst the flood that
swept over him. The Beretta dropped from numbeisg“Hutch?”

“Starsk...” Hutch reached out for his partner just as undonsoess claimed him, his
eyes rolling back as his legs collapsed. Starskyglt the limp body and eased it to the
sand where he knelt, cradling his partner’'s wdiving body against his chest, and wept.

Starsky had wavered between deadly cohesivenesseandusted ramblings since
Hutch’s funeral. Huggy wasn’t surprised in theske# get the call from his friend only
seconds before the 3:00 deadline, requesting todieat the back door of his restaurant
in half an hour. Starsky was cryptic and offerea farther explanation. Yawning,
Huggy unlocked the door to the alley and peeredidet the sight of the Torino instantly
greeting him. Starsky was early and leaning okierfolded down driver’s seat into the
back of the car, struggling to pull something otduggy’s jaw dropped when Starsky
straightened and turned with his burden to face him
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“That’'s not% ?” Huggy couldn’t finish the sentence, staringligbelief at what appeared
to be Hutch’s limp corpse. “Have you lost your oA

Starsky pushed past him. “I'll explain later.”

Shocked, but not without his wits, Huggy peerecach direction of the alley for any
uninvited guests, then secured the door behinddeifore racing up the steps in Starsky’s
wake.

The small room was silent except for the tickingtlé wall clock and the occasional
moan from the figure on the bed. Starsky sat enbédside, staring at his partner as he
slept fitfully. He and Huggy had relieved Hutchha$ damp clothes and dressed him in a
pair of pajama bottoms. When Starsky took the dppdy to check his partner for
injuries, an injection port imbedded behind Hutckree was discovered. The second-
degree burns on Hutch’s face were all but heatsakihg more like faded sunburns. The
bruises and scrapes Starsky had observed on hisdidthe morgue were now a faint
gray-yellow-green.

Starsky wearily looked over to Huggy. The senseéd&h vu was not lost on either of
them. Unshed tears burned in Starsky’s eyes. s‘ele/e, Hug.”

Huggy nodded grimly, his joy tainted by the heleyhhad all been through, and a
thousand unanswered questions.

Starsky’s gaze returned to his partner’s sleeporgnf and he rested his hand on the
blond’s wrist, relishing the warm pulse that dandezheath his fingertips. “I don’t
understand any of this. | don’t know where he’srber what he’s been through. But he
found his way back, somehow.”

Starsky’s face turned hard with a new thought, Hndgy pitied whoever would be on

the receiving end of the detective’s fury. “I dokhow who did this to us, or how they

pulled this off, but I'll find them. And | sweaHug—they're gonna regret that they ever
took us on.”

Huggy had finally convinced Starsky to lie down #rfew hours while Hutch slept.
Initially, the two had been torn whether or notrigh Hutch to a hospital, or at the very
least, call in a friend of Huggy3éa retired physician, who volunteered his time a oh
the city’s local clinics. Knowing Hutch had beeavherent earlier and moving of his own
volition, however unsteadily, Starsky decided toitwa out for a few more hours.
Whoever had snatched Hutch had gone to an enoramaant of effort to fake his death,
and Starsky didn’t want to give them the opportptotmake that illusion a reality.
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At first, Starsky refused to relinquish the task pwbtecting the sleeping blond, until
Huggy went to a small closet and drew out a bakdlaaland a twelve-gauge shotgun,
then positioned his chair to face the doorway. dwe attempting to enter the room
would pass without his permission.

Starsky climbed onto the bed bedside his pronengadnd lay facing Hutch. As much
as he wanted to keep his gun in hand, he knewrbatie, after engaging the safety,
tucked it back in his waistband. Starsky’'s hanached out almost reverently and he
gently rested it on Hutch’'s shoulder, causing auges smile to break across his face.
The breath Starsky felt he had been holding foretamnity was finally exhaled as he
closed his eyes, and within seconds, he was asleep.

When Hutch woke, he had an unnerving moment ofristation, until he remembered
the nightmare he’d been living, or rathatmostliving. The blond groaned with the
memory, which sent the sleeping figure next to hafling off the mattress and into the
small space between the bed and the wall. Hugapt lep from his sentry position near
the door, accidentally sending a round from histgho into the ceiling. Starsky’'s
disheveled head popped out from behind the bedgakath his drawn weapon, eyes
wildly searching for the threat.

“It's nice to know some things never change.” Higcgrin took the sting out of his
sarcastic words. Nothing could take away the jpfirally being home and safe. After
Starsky shook the cobwebs from his head, he crasledrom his cramped spot. Hutch
swung his legs over the side of the bed, while Kigygttention was divided between his
friends and the damage to his ceiling.

Hutch pushed himself up to stand, but misjudgedudeiakened state and began to topple.
Starsky was beside him in an instant, his handsilag on to Hutch’s forearms to steady
him. As Hutch gave him a grateful smile, the parsheyes locked for a moment before
the steadying grip gave way to a bone-crushing aogbr

When Starsky finally pulled away, he held Hutclaah’s length to study him critically,
not liking at all his partner’s condition.

Huggy finally broke in. “I don’t know which one gbu looks worse.”

Hutch nodded his agreement. “You don’t look sagrpal.”

“Me? You look likes” Starsky shook his head, gratefulness tinged waithanger he
didn’t know what to do with. “I don’t suppose yeowant to tell us what the hell’'s been

going on?”

Hutch nodded, but looked away to meet Huggy's prglstare. “Hey, Hug.”
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“I don’t mind tellin’ ya, your disappearing act seed like the real deal.” Huggy's face
tightened, guiltily wondering if Hutch had purposiéf executed the charade.

Hutch chuckled without humor. “Yeah, well, theyesknew what they were doing.”
“Yeah? So, who'shey?” Starsky growled.

Hutch’s eyes flickered back to Huggy. “I'll telby everything, but, Huggy—I'm sorry.
| think the less you know, the safer you'll be.”

“What? You think '/ ?”
“No, no. It's just that we’'ve never been up agaionshathing this big before.”
Starsky broke in. “He deserves to know who.”

Hutch nodded, staring at the floor as the wavesnefmory washed over him again,
sending a chill down his spine. When he lookedgain, his eyes were hard. “The FBI.
They did this.”

Starsky’s and Huggy’s reactions were swift andesdl Starsky tightened the grip on his
partner's arms. “You're telling me that the Fedkdd your death? Why?”

Hutch reached up to rest a hand on his partneosidar. “Apparently, they made the
decision for me that | should go into protectivaetoaly.”

Starsky’s hands dropped away. As he stared ditabefor a moment, the other two men
could feel the rage within him rise up like a ligithing. Finally, Starsky exploded,
spinning away from Hutch and snatching up the chhiggy had occupied moments
before. It was smashed violently against the fleptinters scattering across the carpet.
The backboard that Starsky salvaged was then thamwoss the room, shattering the
mirror into dozens of shards. Hutch sagged baeskndonto the bed, too weary to stop
his partner’s tirade, or join in.

A muffled call from the first floor of the restauntastopped Starsky cold. Huggy raised a
hand to reassure the others. “That’s the cook wondwhat kind of woman | got up
here. I'm gonna go down and feed him some sttr iget the kitchen prepped for the
lunch crowd like | always do. Soon as | can, fiish up here with some coffee and
something to eat.”

“Good, I'm starving.” When Starsky’s demeanor ofpadh at the mention of food Huggy
grinned, knowing that, with the return of his friém appetite, everything would
somehow be all right—at least, once the partneastex their revenge. Huggy extended
a hand toward Hutch, and the blond clasped tha’stimist. “I'm glad you didn’t...I'm
glad you're back, man.”
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Hutch squeezed the thin wrist and nodded
appreciation. His voice was low, his words me:
only for Huggy. “Thanks for watching out for him.”

Huggy nodded once and left the room, leaving
shotgun beside the door.

Hutch pulled himself up farther on the bed, resti
his back against the wall. Starsky finally satirig
his partner.

Hutch sighed. “Where do | start?”

Hutch was exhausted. Spending the night in thevaed holding cell afforded him no

sleep, between the typical prison barrage and tt&asional and often venomous visits
from his fellow officers. Many of the uniformedtrpmen who checked in on him,

mostly out of morbid curiosity, left without too chuof a confrontation. The plain-

clothes detectives, however, were scalding witlir theid remarks. There were few
things cops hated more than another going bad,thayg reminded Hutch of that fact.

Late in the morning, Hutch “made bail” and aftershrelease, touched base with Vic
Monte. Monte was enraged over the sting operati@t brought down many of his

“best” men and accused Hutch of slipping up—Ileavengail that led the Feds straight

to him, or worse, that Hutch had set him up. Hutahously reminded the hood that he,
too, had not only been arrested and charged, bdtdlao lost his career. The tenuous
relationship got a little dicey when Monte suggdstieat Hutch was no longer useful,
now that he was off the force. Hutch convinced that he still had connections, and
that his training and experience could still be l#nefit to the organization. Monte
finally and cautiously conceded.

Hutch returned home and immediately hit the showging to wash away the stench of
the holding cell from his skin and memory. Revivad still exhausted, he opted to
silence his growling stomach by warming up sonteolegr stew.

The talk radio station filling the small kitchen sv@&nough to drown out the federal
agents’ entrance. Hutch stirred the bubbling potdaturned away from the stove,
jumping a bit when he realized he wasn’t alone. Millan and Endicott stood by the
table, their expressions urgent.

“Didn’t your mothers ever teach you to knock?” Hatquipped, mild anger overriding
his embarrassment from the surprise they had gnen
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“We've got a problem. Your cover’'s been blown, avidnte’s got a price on your
head.” McMillian’s voice was hostile.

Endicott agreed. “We need to take you into pratectustody—now.”

Hutch held up his hands. “Wait. Wait a minuterehel just spoke to Monte a couple
hours ago. Everything’s fine. I'm still in and’&#”

McMillian shook his head. “No, it's blown. We gebrd twenty minutes ago; someone
snitched to Monte that you're a plant. We don’ownwhen or how they found out. It
could have even been last night when you were Itaung for all we know. Maybe the
only reason he agreed to keep you around was solld take you out without arousing
as much suspicion to himself—pin it on some vitgsthat don't like it when cops go
bad. It's hard to say. What we do know is tharéfs a quarter-million price tag on
your head.”

Hutch whistled as he turned back to the stove aneited the flame. Pulling a dishtowel
from where it had been tucked in his back pocletyiped his hands and laid it down on
the counter. “A quarter-of-a-million bucks, justrfme. Imagine that.”

Endicott shifted from one foot to the other, imgati “Look, Hutchinson, we need to get
you to a safe houseow.” The agent reached past Hutch, intending to twff the
burner. “So go pack a bag and wé#l ”

Hutch’s grip on the agent’s wrist stopped him. ddn’t think so. My partner and | can
take care of ourselves until the trial. We’'ll bena use to you tying up loose ends and
giving you the airtight case you need than beinglsin some hotel somewhere, sitting
on our butts.”

Endicott snatched his hand back. “Not Starsky—umt, Hutchinson. And don't be a
fool! You'll be wasted out on the streets for sanel screw up our case against Monte.
We need your testimony.”

Hutch cocked an eyebrow. “Well, I've got to sagttlgour concern for my safety is
comforting, Endicott, but I'm not going undergrouhd

“But Monte wants you dead!”

“l understand that, but listen—remember what | tgtsh about Dixon? He was the guy |
initially thought performed the hit on Theresa Dstals brother. Well, he wasn't, but
he’d done more than a few hits for the famiglia.or®importantly, he’s pretty fed up
with good old Mr. Monte, and I'm sure if | can jugt another minute alone with him, |
can get him to spill what he knows. That kind wtlence will make your case even
stronger. He’s skittish and | don't think it's ély he’d talk to anybody else but me.”
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McMillian mopped his upper lip with his sleeve. utdhinson, we don’t have that kind of
time. | don’t think you realize the urgency, heréou need to disappeanpw. Alone.
We've got an idea that will keep you alive untéd thal.”

Hutch grew more exasperated. “Look, I'm not goemgywhere without talking to my
partner and my captain first.”

Hutch turned away from the two agents toward thenghmounted on the kitchen wall.
Endicott grabbed the blond by the arm and jerked biack. The contact was all the
provocation Hutch needed to retaliate, and a soiight cross laid the agent flat. As he
was recovering his balance, a strong arm loopeduab Hutch’'s throat, and
McMillian’s handkerchief was clamped over his named mouth. Hutch’s hands
instinctively went up to the arm crushing his wiipgp clawing to pull it away, while
what oxygen he could get was tainted by a sickieswmell.

Hutch’s stomach lurched at the scent of the chtmmof and he desperately tried to shake
his head away from the grip that clamped the daudis face. Survival instincts kicked
in, and Hutch stomped his heel on McMillian’s imsteausing the larger man to stumble.
Hutch broke out of the agent’s stronghold, but ¢hioroform was already pushing him
to the brink of unconsciousness. Hutch staggeseddrd into the stove, colliding with
the saucepot, and bringing it down on top of hinmagell to the floor.

Hutch cried out as the stew scalded the side ofdus. McMillian was over him in an
instant, snatching up the discarded hand towel anping the mixture off his face.
Before Hutch was able to try to get away, thougle, handkerchief was again roughly
pressed over his nose and mouth.

The last thing Hutch thought before blacking ouswiaat he didn’t have to worry about
the bad guys killing him off. The good guys waxiagl a fine job on their own.

Hutch groaned as he began to wake, his head andagtie spinning from the effects of
the chloroform. Nausea rolled over him like a waaed he turned on his side to retch.
The instant his face came in contact with the sigrfeeneath him, pain lanced through
him and he racked his memory, trying to recall wihadl caused the injuryFire? Was
there a fire?

Unconsciousness tugged at him again and he foughtying to focus his eyes on the
unfamiliar surroundings. He lay on an examiningmotable, covered only by a hospital
gown. The room was white and chrome, devoid ofcafyr or warmth. Hutch pushed

himself up by one arm and twisted his legs up uiler. When he did, a new pain

ripped through his leg from behind his knee. Qugshands touched the back of his
knee and felt something hard under the skin. Hetéd to get a better view, but then had
to spend a moment blinking rapidly to clear hishsigWhen he could finally focus, he
was shocked to find a medical port imbedded irbdek of his leg. He had seen such an
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apparatus before, but only on patients needing taomnsnedications and fluids, allowing
easier access by needle.

A cold finger of fear raced down his spine, andsheddered. In an instant, he was
sliding off the table to escape, but his legs wamnable to hold him, and he fell to the
floor.

The unmistakable feel of latex-gloved hands rofied onto his back. He was again on
the examination table and a petite blonde nursd el empty hypodermic needle in one
hand as she disappeared from his view. The wadd glim.

“He should have listened to us to begin with!” eTtioice was heated and familiar. “If
he had cooperated, we wouldn’'t have had to taksetlextreme measures.”

It took Hutch a minute to recognize the voice adiéott’'s. He turned his head toward
the conversation, and while he tried to concent@tavhat was being said, it felt as if he
were swimming against a current. Endicott stoodvoesly next to McMillian, along
with a man Hutch hadn’t seen before. The third diaessed similarly to the agents and
held a metal briefcase. The new man spoke. “Awe sure you want to proceed with
this? Because once we start, we're committed, thede’s no turning back. When
Dennison gets wind of ti#”

“By the time Dennison hears about it, it'll be ttate.” McMillian was speaking now,
and fading in and out of Hutch’s focus. “Besideg then we’ll have put away Vic Monte
and handed Dennison the tightest conviction thet\WWeast Bureau’s ever had. How we
got there will be a minor consequence. You letwmiey about Dennison.”

The third man shrugged his shoulders and set tke ca the exam table next to Hutch’s
feet. Miraculously, the agents hadn’t noticed Huteas semi-alert and watching them
through hooded eyes.

Endicott nervously hugged his jacket tighter andssed his arms in the chilling room.
Hutch realized the temperature had dropped sigaifity and was getting colder by the
minute. “So what exactly is that stuff, anyway?”

The unnamed man opened the case and withdrew a-pl@ssure cuff. The briefcase
was made up of a single compartment surrounded rbyegtive foam. Within the
padding lay a series of pre-measured hypodermitee man moved up beside Hutch,
noticing the half-veiled eyes watching him. “Heisake.”
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The man expertly placed the cuff on Hutch’'s forearmd pumped it. He released the
ball and withdrew a stethoscope from his suit @&t placed the ends in his ears. Hutch
ineffectively tried to remove the cuff and push than’'s hands away as he slowly
released the cuff’'s air. Anger coursed throughdhudt his inability to protect himself.

It only took him a moment to check Hutch’s bloodsgure and heart rate. “Ninety over
sixty. Good.” A small penlight was flashed intateh’s eyes as the man peeled back
one eyelid then the other. Apparently, he wassBati with the results and returned the
light, cuff, and stethoscope to the case, thensiednis attention on Endicott who shifted
nervously, waiting for an answer to his question.

A single hypodermic was withdrawn from the case lagld to the light. The unfamiliar
man peered into the glass and tapped a finger agairto dispel any air. “What this is,
Endicott, is an opiate derivative.”

“Like horse?”

The man briefly looked at the other with somettaikip to disdain before stepping closer
to Hutch’s knee. “Something like that. Roll hion fe.”

Hutch’s heart began to race, and he put every owfcgillpower he had in trying to get
his limbs to cooperate. If his desperation and teed been able to overcome the effects
of the previous injections, he would have beenffam the cold, sterile room in an
instant. But all he was able to accomplish wasuanontrolled kick at McMillian that
had no effect, and a wild slap at Endicott thatdasily avoided. Hutch was roughly
rolled onto one side, his burned face buried agaihe side of Endicott’s coat. He didn’t
feel the hypodermic needle plunging into the pettibd his knee, but the warm rush that
immediately followed swallowed him whole.

Caught somewhere between euphoria and terror, Hurield to beg them to stop, but
what came out of his mouth were incoherent groavisMillian and Endicott let him fall
over onto his back. The suspended examinatiortsligibove him fragmented and
blurred, and he futilely tried to shield his eyddcMillian roughly grabbed either side of
Hutch’s face and drew himself close; his voice begdhe malicious hiss of a serpent.
“This is your doing, Hutchinson. If you had listened to us iearlwe wouldn’'t have to
do this. Just remember that later, Hutchinson—ihysur fault!”

Hutch could barely discern the three leaving asl deeper into a stupor, the dropping
temperature of the room chilling him to the bortéis thoughts began to muddle, but it
still couldn’t keep him from crying out, if only imis mind.

‘STARSKY!”
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Darkness and rough hands. Movement. Exhaustvelirey? To where? Deep voices,
but the words were jumbled. Cold, so cattklp me

Fresh air. Grass. Still so cold. Tossed. Tuntpli Rough hands checking his pressure
and pulse. Another injection behind the knee.dCBlIreathe..help me breathe.

Alone.

He was in a different room now, but still coldeamthhe could ever remember being. He
couldn’t have moved if he’d wanted to, and he $eispended somehow, frozen in a
moment of time. He couldn’t open his eyes farthen slits, but it was enough.

Hutch couldn’t turn his head to see his surroundinigut even with his hazy vision, the
room looked somehow familiar. Were those drawarthe wall above him?

Another unfamiliar face stood over him, and Hutelwgather than felt the man’s hand
come up to his face and lift each eyelid in tutmeaking the dilation of his pupils. The
man then moved to the edge of Hutch’s waveringwjsiown by his legs.

The warm rush from the injection began to courseugh him, but did nothing to dispel
the chill that permeated his body. He felt hislidgedrift shut against the tide of the
drug, but not before he saw a sheet pulled up bigehead.

If he had felt like he was trying desperately tanswo the surface of consciousness
before, now it was as if weights had been addedpged to each of his limbs, pulling
him farther into the black depths.

His eyes slit open, but refused to focus. All Hwould discern was that he was lying on
his back, unable to move. He felt restrained, dkeand was tightened across his chest
and thighs, tying him to the earth. The room wasgey like before, but a small barred
window sat high on the wall opposite him, lettingaimeager amount of sunlight.

His mouth was parched and his lips cracked to thietpf bleeding. The slightest sound
to his left broke through the buzzing in his eansd he turned toward it. A man he
hadn’t seen before sat reading a newspaper in atahair similar to those found in

waiting rooms. The stranger was dressed in a hakpitendant’s jacket, his tie pulled

away from his collar as if it had been stranglingnh

When the stranger noticed Hutch was awake—if ordygmally—he glanced at his
watch and mumbled, “Close enough.”
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The paper was folded and laid aside. A hypodemwas withdrawn from a stand and
injected into the port attached to a bottle of salihanging at Hutch’s bedside. Hutch
tried desperately to speak, but only succeeded argimally opening and closing his
mouth. The last thing he remembered was the neetalite of blood from his cracked
and bleeding lips.

When he woke again, he was
trembling violently and sweating, and
instantly recognized it as the onset of
withdrawal from the  heroin
injections. He dimly realized that, at
least, he was no longer quite as cold.
Although he felt as if at any moment
he would begin heaving, he tried to
sit up. The pressure across his chest,
thighs, ankles, and wrists prevented
him, and he forced his eyes open,
only to see the room spin. He took
several deep breaths to settle his
stomach before trying a second time.
Everything around him was still out of focus, bwadyally becoming clearer. The
unfamiliar man was still in the nearby chair, bt sn a sprawl, apparently drowsing.
Trying to focus, Hutch determined that the man Wwassieep, but rather in a stupor.
The attendant’s coat was hanging on the doorknal, tas left shirtsleeve was rolled up
above his elbow. Lying on the floor was a rubhdret which apparently had been used
as a tourniquet. Next to it was an empty hypodermi

Even in his haze, Hutch’s thoughts began racingreifinally, was perhaps hope, if he
could only get his thoughts straightened out.

Unconsciously, he cried out when his stomach crampethe pain of withdrawal.
Blinking back the tears forming in his eyes, hdemiin on himself as much as he could
and looked down. What frightened him more thanhbgpital gown were the leather
restraints strapped across his chest and thighsseairing his wrists and ankles.

Hutch threw his weight against the straps, grimgcfrom the pain it caused and the
hateful feel of anything touching him—a side effemin the heroin leaving his system.
Desperation ran through him, and he pulled at thatter restraints over and over, only
managing to rub his skin raw where they bit intmhi

His actions were enough to rouse the other man, blearily peered at him. The

stranger again checked his watch, and his facelaysgl a flash of concern that his
imbibing had apparently caused dereliction of higiels. Surging to his feet, the stranger
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unsteadily withdrew another hypodermic from thendtand staggered over to Hutch’s
bedside, injecting the drug into the saline solutio

“No, please! God...pleaseon’t!” Hutch begged, his voice little more than a didirs
whisper. “My...partner, please—get my partnerte repeated the plea like a litany,
falling back into unconsciousness well before theas a subtle change in the stranger’'s
expression.

He woke in a cold sweat, the hospital gown clingiochim like a second skin. The
nausea and dizziness immediately assailed him,edisaw the cramping of his stomach
muscles and an urgent need to retch.

Hutch’s eyes darted about the room fearfully, wdlihis muscles to stop trembling and
betray the fact that he was awake. The strangeydsteaning against the opposite wall,
staring out the small barred window level with bisn. He glanced at Hutch. “You're
awake.”

Hutch swallowed hard and tried to lick his lipsPlease...”

The stranger turned away from the window, placing lack against the wall as he
studied Hutch. “You want some water?”

Speaking was a supreme effort, so Hutch merelyethdd@he man crossed the room and
retrieved a cup, then placed its straw to Hutchsuth. Hutch drew what he could, but
then began coughing violently, sending waves of gaough his stomach and the rest of
his body. He swallowed convulsively, willing theager fluid to stay down.

The stranger set the cup aside and withdrew a hgppoit out of the drawer. Hutch
quickly drew a breath and tugged as best he cogdirst his restraints. “Please,
don’t...shoot me up...anymore. I’'m obviously...ngaing anywhere.”

Whether it was something in Hutch’s voice or somgtklse, the man paused, though he
didn’t set the syringe down. He glanced at hischatonsidering. “I guess a few more
minutes won't kill you, though I'll bet you're hurg about now.”

The face that met the stranger’s gaze containad thark circles accenting sunken eyes
and cheekbones. Hutch’s blond hair was plastecetis skull with sweat. A healing
second-degree burn marred one side of his face.

Hutch shook his head. “I don’t care...l...| can dl@gain.”

“Again?” The stranger’'s expression was quizzicalyt he was obviously interested.
When Hutch didn’t respond, he simply continueddoesat the detective.
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“Where...am I, anyway?” Hutch panted through cleediteeth as another wave of pain
tore through him.

The stranger chuckled without humor. “You'’re cunlg a guest at the Cabrillo State
Facility for the Terminally Insane. So, if you getn your head to start hollering for

help because you're being held against your waltgét it. The staff hears that several
times a day.”

Hutch nodded once, thinking furiously through tlaénp desperate for a plan of action.
The man stepping to his bedside and reaching fer galine bottle interrupted his
thoughts.

“God—no! Please, you don’t...you don'’t...have totdat!” The stranger’s hand didn’t
hesitate as he pressed the plunger, sending thgsdnto the tube leading to Hutch’s
arm. “Look, I...I don’t know...who you are, or whgou work for, but my name...” The
room began to spin in and out of focus. “My nam®etective...Ken Hutchinson. Call
Starsky at Metro... Oh, God...please. The numbe.number is... Starsky...I need...
Starsky...”

The stranger continued to stare at Hutch long afftepassed out.

The man was preparing to slide the syringe intodvi; arm when Hutch woke for the
fourth time. He didn’'t feel as horrible as he hddring the earlier moments of
consciousness, but the tremors and pain were mgf io coming. He watched through
half-closed eyes as the stranger injected him#edin released the rubber tubing from
around his own bicep.

The man looked at Hutch blandly as the rush oftilugs coursed through him. “Who’s
Starsky?”

Hutch looked at him blankly, struggling to moistes lips.

“You called out for him a few times. And earligou said to call him.”

Hutch’s voice was raspy. “My partner.”

The man nodded, as if understanding some gredt.trdtour partner.”

Hutch tried to focus past the pain raging througmbhand the desperate craving that
snaked up from deep inside, demanding the releffseed by the drugs. “Who...who are

you?”

The stranger’s eyes were glazing over. “Name’s igmélate Emery.”
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“You...work here?”

The other man snorted and shook his head. “Hall, Indon’t work here. | probably
belong here, but | don’t work here.”

“You're with...Endicott...and McMillian?”

Emery’s eyes narrowed with distaste. “Yeah, I'mayent. Your tax dollars at work,
Detective.”

Another lightning strike of pain ripped through ldhts guts, drawing him in on himself
as much as the leather bonds would allow. The wadgih him gasping and pale. Emery
staggered to his feet, inadvertently crushing thepty hypodermic’s glass tubing. He
continued to the bedside stand and clumsily jedqseh the drawer.

Hutch thought frantically. “Wait, Emery—Ilook. I'mot...I'm not...going to give you...

any trouble, okay? And...there’s no way I...cahas4...of this bed, right? So you don’t
need...to do that. All right? Please...don’t.”

The agent peered at Hutch’'s pale and shaking fatéou've got to be hurting, man.

Don’t worry about this crap—it’s not H, it's methawge. Bringing you down nice and
easy.”

Emery reached up to the saline drip, fumbling wilie hypodermic. Hutch struggled
against his bonds. “lI don'’t...care! Come on...ou¢ some slack! | don't...want it!”

The passion in Hutch’s voices stopped the ageiou“don’t know what you're talking
about, Hutchinson. In a few minutes, you're gdim@pe begging me for this.”

Hutch stared at the other defiantly. “No. Never.”

Emery looked at the detective for a moment, theaggfed his shoulders and put the
syringe aside. “Sure. Whatever.”

After the agent slumped down into his chair, Hutlstew his head back against the
pillow in relief and concentrated on breathing thgh the pain that continued to wrack
his body. He tried to imagine himself again in igug upper room, Starsky at his side
every second...

“You haven't asked why.”

Hutch cracked his eyes open for a moment. “WhwtWh

“Why you're being held here. Why the FBI did ttas/ou.”

“Oh, I've got...a pretty...a pretty good...idea.”
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“So, why don’t you share it with us, Hutchinson®Putch’s heart beat faster at the sound
of McMillian’s despised voice. Trailing behind Mih&an was Endicott as they entered
the room, their expressions smug.

McMillian was livid when he turned to Emery. “Wisyhe awake? He’s not supposed to
be brought out of it so soon!”

Emery’s dislike for the other agents was barely og@bed in his nonchalance. “It
happened.”

“That’s not your decision to make, Emery. What4® McMillian looked at Emery’s
rolled-up shirtsleeve and the broken hypodermiclanfloor. His expression changed
instantly from fury to a cool disdain. “Never mindJust load him up and keep him
quiet.”

Endicott’'s jaw dropped as his focus snapped from gartner to Emery’s rolled-up
shirtsleeve and the broken hypodermic on the floddon’t you see what’s going on
here? He took thes”

“Shut up, En.” McMillian shook his head.

“But, he?s”

“Leave it!” McMillian glared at his partner, shuttg him up. Hutch tried to follow the
sudden changes and why McMillian didn’t throw c third agent for shooting up. He
was pulled from his thoughts when McMillian turned attention toward him. “So,

Hutchinson, you were just about to share your tiiedrout how you got here and why.”

“Oh, there’s something...I'd...like to share witbwy McMillian, but I...don’t have...my
gun with me.”

“Cute.” McMillian picked up the full hypodermic dnreached for the saline bottle.
“Time for a nap. You look dead.”

McMilllian’s comment drew a hearty laugh from hiarmer. Endicott looked at Hutch
and shook his head. “Your partner looks almostvasted as you do.”

“What are you...talking about?” The waves of paind craving continued to roll over
Hutch. “When he...finds out what you've pulledhew he finds me...”

“Oh, he’s already found you.” McMillian’s voice e no small measure of malice.
“Identified your body at the morgue and buried you.

“What?!” Hutch strained to sit up. “What are yauvhat are you talking about?”
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“What's the matter? You don’t remember your trigpthe morgue? Or how about when
we rolled you down the embankment off Topanga Gam@ad?” McMillian leaned
over Hutch’s prone body. “No, you probably wouldremember any of that because
you were too busy being ‘dead’ at the time.”

Hutch’s glare was murderous. “You're crazy.”

“No, just smarter than you gave me credit for.oldt you before, Hutchinson, you don’t
mess with us. So, whdd you remember?”

McMillian stood with one hand on the saline dripdathhe other casually toying with the
syringe. Almost against his wishes, Hutch’s minckgd up a thread of memory.
“The...the two of you came to...my house. Said.my.cover was blown.”

Endicott crossed his arms in front of his chesThét’s right. And you refused to come
with us. Obviously, that was a big mistake.”

Hutch strained to remember more, the pain and dekir the release promised by the
methadone distracting him. “We fought. And Iwés burned somehow. And...a
fire...there was a fire.”

The agent nodded. “Your kitchen burned.”

A new memory struck Hutch. “Chloroform! Thatthat's how you...got me.”

A snicker from Emery turned the attention on hima&anoment. “What's the matter,
McMillian, you and Endicott can’'t take down one dayyyourselves, so you have to gas

him?”

Hutch’s limbs began to tremble violently againse trestraints as they cramped in
withdrawal, although his mind began to clear. “Ysaid I...was dead.”

McMillian’s smile was brittle. “Which is why yower shaking like a broke junkie.
There’s a special department in the Bureau thatcspees in drug research,
Hutchinson. They've come up with a combinatiostoff that can slow down a man’s
heart rate and respiration so low, it would takewtrasound to detect it.”

The memory of the first injection crept back intat¢h’s mind. “An opiate derivative.”

Endicott nodded, mildly surprised. “You rememberdd worked, and fooled a lot of
people, including Vic Monte, which saved your séfty

Hutch exploded, straining against the bonds hardugih to cause the raw spots on his
wrists and ankles to begin bleeding again.
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McMillian viciously pushed him down and pinned honthe bed. The weight of the
agent’s body crushing against his chest caused Htdgawnrithe in pain as he gasped for
breath. McMillian leaned in closer to the struggli detective. “Not just Vic Monte.
Your partner, your captain, and your family. Tha believe that you got wasted,
Hutchinson. But it’s for your own good. By makibhdook like you're dead, we're

keeping you alive. Don’t you forget that. And ‘ddorget that this never would have
happened if you'd just gone into protective custatign we told you to.”

McMillian slowly straightened, taking the pressw# Hutch, and plunged the needle
into the saline drip.

Hutch lay still on the bed, the mental anguish dBtvhad happened warring with the
physical pain. “Starsky...”

McMillian tossed aside the syringe. “Yeah, | woliet and say it wasn’t rough on him.
He and Dobey ID’d your corpse at the morgue aftertipped off a couple of patrolmen
where they could find you. Made this whole setlgi enore believable.”

Guiltily, Hutch was almost grateful as the methaglaoursed through him, relieving the
horrible yearning caused by the withdrawal and mting away his anguish. “So, the
coroner...was...in on this, too?”

Endicott nodded. “He had to be. Faked your auyopdie also dropped your body
temperature from ninety-eight to ninety-one degredsmay not sound like much, but
when you raise somebody’s temperature by severedegit would boil their brains.
Lowering your body temp that much made your respinaand heart rate drop even
lower than the drugs alone could. Hell, your pamttawled all over you and never once
guessed you were still in there. You were a caldl tiff ‘stiff,’ Hutchinson.” Endicott
chortled at his own joke.

McMillian grinned as well. “The cold stiffened yowmuscles, too, so Starsky really
believed you were dead. Autopsy stated the cdudeath was suffocation.”

Hutch swore again, his words beginning to slurhasealized Starsky would have had to
read the grim details of the coroner’s report.

“Don’t take it too hard, Hutchinson,” McMillian smked. *“You had a great funeral.
Very touching. Let me tell you about it...”

Hutch did everything he could to block out McMitlig recitation detailing his funeral.
The monologue took on a nightmarish quality adtered through Hutch’s drug-hazed
mind. He threw his head back into the pillow iroag, both physical and mental, trying
to shut out the agent’s voice. As he shook hisl leadenial, he caught a glimpse of
Emery seated nearby, his eyes smoldering withdariie looked at the spectacle before
him.
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When Hutch regained consciousness, the room wagpletaty dark except for the dim
light over his bed. He had long since lost tratkhow much time had lapsed since his
abduction. As he became more alert, he could mmak&mery’s still body lying on a cot
in front of the door.

Hutch coughed once and tried to clear his throat, caring if it woke the agent across
the room. Emery rolled over, facing Hutch’s difent “How are you feeling?”

When Hutch didn’t answer, the agent sat up and gwhis legs over the side of the bed.
“If you're in pain, | can give you something.”

“No.” Hutch’s answer was curt.

“Thirsty?”

“YeS.”

Emery got up and crossed the floor, then offerettHa sip of water. The agent stood
silently for a moment, then sat in the chair nexthe bed rather than returning to his
cot. Hutch noticed he didn’t get the next dosagfeetther.

“What...day is it?” Hutch asked.

“Does it matter?”

“| suppose not.”

“Don’t worry,” Emery sighed. “They’ll have you othis crap in time to testify at the
Monte trial. Probably in a week or so.”

“Emery, look. Let me...just kick it, okay? No ewofunk...no more methadone. Just...let
me sweat it out.” Even as he said it, a cramp citrtdutch’s stomach, and the now-
familiar ache began to run through his limbs.

“Why? Why would you put yourself through that kaidhell?”

“I...have my reasons.”

“You don’'t know what you’re asking, Hutchinson.”

Hutch’s vision was clear as he peered through tlaekmess and met the agent’s

guestioning eyes. “Yeah, | do. Not that long dgowvas kidnapped by a local
dealer...Ben Forest.”
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“Heard of him. You take him down?”
Hutch nodded. “Me and my partner.”
“Starsky.”

“Yeah. I'd been...protecting Forest’s girlfrienche wanted her back. They jumped me,
and...when | wouldn’t tell them where I...I wasihglher, they strung me out.”

Emery swore, and Hutch was surprised by the ageshitav of compassion. “That's a
helluva bad wrap. Did that go on your record?”

Hutch shook his head and felt his body tremble.o,”Nobody...in the Department knew
about it besides my captain...a uniformed officeowswore he’d...never mention it, and
my partner. Starsky...found me after | managegetoaway from them, and he...took me
somewhere safe and...and we got through it.”

“Must’ve been rough.”

Hutch clenched his teeth against another wave. atirel wouldn’t...have been able to
kick it without him. He’s the best...friend | gothe world.”

A stabbing pain caused Hutch to retch, but thers litHe in his stomach to get rid of.
He lay in the dark panting, trying to remember thst time he had fought the addiction,
what Starsky had done, what he had said to easpdine

Emery stood and crossed to the drawer.

“No!” Hutch shouted. “Please! | can do this.”

Emery stood with the hypodermic in his hand, urdktias he watched Hutch’s agony.
After a moment, a decision was made and the agénthen rolled up his own sleeve.

A few minutes passed while the drug took its effachim. Hutch rocked against the
mattress as much as he could within the restrainggg to dredge up what memories he
could, his partner's arms wrapped tightly aroundmhi the steady stream of
encouragement whispered from a tear-choked voice...

“This is what you’d call irony.” Emery’s voice cuhrough the increasing fuzziness of
Hutch’s thoughts.

“What?”
“Irony. I’'m supposed to be keeping you strung adl you want to kick it cold, and all |

want to be is...” Emery trailed off, not able tadia word that could possibly encompass
what he was feeling.
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Hutch focused on the older man slumped nearby. afjeat was most likely only in his
early fifties, but the lines and creases at hissegred along his forehead spoke of things
that aged a man. A few scars also marred the figaures, and the once brown hair was
more gray than brunet. Even in the dim light, Hutould see the haunted depths of the
agent’s eyes.

“So how’d you...get the babysitting assignment, e Hutch disciplined his voice to
remain as steady as he could.

The question garnered a barking laugh from the &agéBabysitting? Yeah, that's about
right. That's about all the Bureau thinks I'm gofmt. Yeah. See, they're just keeping
me busy until they can ease me into retirementepkre around until | can collect my
pension, then they’ll show me the door.”

Hutch shook his head, trying to follow the othdran of thought. He wasn'’t sure if it
was the agent’s drug-induced rambling, or the éffesf his own withdrawal that was
muddying the waters. “Why...why would they do2hat

“Guilt, maybe. Cover their proverbial backsideBrobably both.”

Hutch shook against the withdrawal, but pushed blfhtse focus. “You've...lost me.”

Emery seemed to sober for a moment. “You saidaywlyour partner—this Starsky—
you're close?”

Hutch nodded. “I can’t even imagine what...alltlbis has done to him.”

Emery’s eyes took on a light of their own. “l'8#lkya what it did to him. It ripped his
heart right out of his chest. It'll burn away ashguts until he’ll do anything to make the
pain go away...make the guilt go away.”

“Guilt?”

“For not being there to stop it. Not being therekeep you from getting shot. Knowing
he shoulda taken the bullet, not you.”

Hutch shook his head, confused. “l wagat
“And there won't be a day that he won’t remembesnitsee the blood on his hands.”
“Emery, who...who are you talking about?”
The agent jerked back to the present. “My partiizan. Dan Phillips. He wasy best

friend, Hutchinson. Closer to me than my familyofe. Ex-wife, now. Dan and me
worked covert ops. Do you know what that means?”
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Hutch shook his head, causing the sweat from luw/lio sting his eyes.

“That means you do whatever you're told, and youw'tdask questions. Dan was a
sharpshooter. He could pick the wing off a flynid-flight. The last assignment we got,
Dan and | were supposed to take out a military gaineOne ofours, Hutchinson. One
of our own. This general had some dirt he was gdinmake public, and the government
didn't want it out. Besides the embarrassmentmight have jeopardized national
security. Might have. So, the only way to shot bip was to shut him down.”

Emery looked over at Hutch’s stricken face. “Ddlest surprise you? It happens more
than you know. Well, it was all set up and evengillwas going just as planned, but at
the last minute, something went wrong. We hada& ia the Department, and the
general got tipped off. His people set up an arhbasus. Dan got caught in the middle
of it—trapped. When the shooting started, | gatedgiain the leg, shattered it in four

places. | couldn’t help him, though God knowsiédr including dragging myself as far
as | could. | knew he was gonna be dead unlesgotva miracle. | broke the cardinal

rule and called the Bureau to bail us out, get an. But they said—are you ready for
this? They couldn’t do it, because it would expibgeoperation and the Bureau. Make
them look bad. They told me we were on our owman ok two bullets, here and

here...” Emery laid a hand on his forehead and titleer over his heart. “And it was

covered up. The official report said Agent DanliRig never existed. The papers said
Dan was some anti-government whack-job named Fiealdiendoza, who freaked out
and tried to kill the general and was taken out whe wouldn’t give up his weapon.”

The agent ignored the tear that ran down the lergjthis face as the methadone took
over. “Dan had served the Bureau for almost twentg years, and instead of burying
him with honors in Arlington where he belonged—jeidpeart in Korea, three service
medals—he gets labeled as some nut and is buriethdyounty with all the other
unclaimed bodies.”

Hutch’s voice was soft. He now understood the ggereed for the escape the drugs
provided. “What about his family?”

“Dan didn’'t have any family.l was his family.”

“Why...why’d you stay with the Bureau? Why didmot speak up...tell the truth?”
Emery’s laugh was damp. *“l could’'ve spoken up, béhew what | was getting into
when | took the assignment. Right or wrong, | sai/the pleasure of the President of
the United States. But | hated them, HutchingGod, how | hate them. And what better
revenge for me than to stick around and remind tlesary chance | can of how they
screwed up?”

“Why didn’t they...get rid of you?”
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“Guilt, | suppose. My boss has a soft spot thatlhesn’t want anybody to know about.
Plus, they knew | could blow the lid off the bottlassassination attempt. Then again,
they could just kill me, too. Sometimes, | wigtytivould.”

The two men lapsed into silence, both strugglimgugh agony of their own.

The next morning, Hutch knew he was over the vajdrdie withdrawal. He had hardly
slept the night before, and the times he did doeeyoke up with his heart pounding in
fear. The old memories of his abduction by BeneBbrand his men were now
intermingled with the faces of McMillian and Endico

A groan from Emery brought his attention to theeottnan waking. The agent scrubbed
his face with his hands and stretched, obviouslyomfortable from the position he had
passed out in.

“Rough night?” Hutch quipped.
The agent rolled his eyes, then groaned again astdwd and stretched out his back.

“Look, Emery. | don’t suppose you'd consider lagtime get up for a minute. You've
had me strapped down in this bed for | don’t kn@awmany days now, and among other
things, I've got to use the john.”

The agent’s expression was somewhere between mildeanent and suspicion. Hutch
almost managed a smile. “l don’t even want to khabout how that was dealt with while
| was drugged out of my head.”

Emery’s expression told Hutch he’d rather not révisose memories either. The agent
reached for the restraint at Hutch’s right ankledgpaused, obviously torn.

“What do you think I'm going to do? Overpower yand make a run for it?” Hutch
quipped.

The agent rolled his eyes and released Hutch’'sraegs, then even offered a hand to
steady him when he stood for the first time. Hukanked Emery and took a tottering
step toward the small bathroom adjacent to the remimgle outgoing door.

When Hutch took a second step, he listed to hisaref grabbed the back of the room’s
sole chair to steady himself. As soon as Emeryethderward to help him, Hutch

suddenly gripped the chair with both hands and gyirup in a wide arc, striking the

unsuspecting agent across his back and head. Ewemny down in a pile and remained
motionless.
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Hutch put his arms out to balance himself whenrten began to spin. When he felt
stable enough, he tore off his hospital gown anididy stripped the agent of his pants,
shirt, attendant’s coat, and shoes. It took himger than he would have liked with his
hands trembling violently.

After he was dressed, Hutch made his way to the aood peered out. Deciding it was
clear, he paused only long enough to nod his thamkke unconscious agent before he
slipped out the door.

If Hutch had taken a moment to look closer, he ddwuve seen the slightest smile
gracing Emery’s mouth.

Hutch would never forget the look on Starsky’s fadeen he finished relaying the events
as best he could remember them.

“I'm sorry, Hutch,” Starsky whispered. “l am sorg0”

“For what, buddy?” Hutch shook his head. “Domli me... Starsk, you can’t possibly
blame yourself.”

“I should’ve been there for you. | should¥e

Hutch stopped his partner’s self-incrimination ajnely placing his hand on Starsky’s
arm. “Starsk, stop it. There’s no way you coudtvén prevented this, okay? And there’s
no way you could have known | wasn't dead. Thegvknvhat they were doing.”

“They could have killed you.”

“Yeah, well...” Hutch chuckled without humor “Thatas a risk they were willing to
take.”

“Damn them!” Starsky uncoiled from the spot where he had matjonless, during
Hutch’s explanation, and began pacing the room.héWlo they think they are, Hutch?
Huh? What right do they have to mess with ourdivéo...to shoot you &?”

Starsky stopped suddenly and brought his hand® wpver his eyes, as if to block his
sight from some horrific memory. “l hoped you'dvee have to face that kind of hell
again.”

Hutch swallowed hard, realizing this past week widuhunt him for some time to come.
“I know. Everything | went through with Forest camght back to me.”

“That wasn't your fault.”
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Hutch nodded, though Starsky knew he was neverigoed of the fact, thinking that
somehow he could have fought off the addiction.

“Hutch...” Starsky sighed and rubbed his eyes, then lookéd gartner sitting quietly
on the bed. There remained a frailness and vubiigyafrom the ordeal. He had lost a
considerable amount of weight and looked drawn hadgard, but Starsky's heart
kindled with pride. “You kicked it, HutchAgain And all on your own.”

Hutch’s voice was quiet. “Not alone, Starsk.” Thlend met his partner’'s eyes with a
smile, and Starsky understood what didn’t haveetedid.

Starsky returned to the bed, sitting on the edgefaning Hutch. “So how'd you get
away?”

“Just as | slipped out of the room, | realized abpem with my plan.”
“Guards?”

“Cameras. There'd been a camera on my room theednnhe. As soon as | bonked
Emery on the head, the big guns were on their way.”

“So how the heck did you get out of there?”

Hutch’s grin held some malice. “As soon as | miaaeit into the hall and saw attendants
coming for me, | pulled the fire alarm and all hetbke loose. No one else noticed me
during the commotion, and | made it down to thealing dock. | lucked out—there was

a laundry truck just pulling in, and | flashed Erisrbadge and commandeered it. A
guard and some agents were hot on my tail, bubwedl through the gates and made it
outto I-5.”

“You outran them in a laundry truck?”

“Not quite. There was an accident on the freevemgd traffic was jammed up. The
agents were only about ten cars behind me. Thepwgoand were running my way. |
don’t mind telling you, the crap was scared outnaf at that point. But there was a kid
on a motorcycle not too far ahead. | flashed Ersdrgdge again and persuaded him to
give me a lift. He drove on the shoulder and gobut of there. That's how | lost the
guard and the other agents. | had the kid dropffnen the north side of tov#”

“Where you found Eddie.”
Hutch gave his partner a gentle smile. *“I actuaiyled you, but then I realized it'd
either freak you out, or you wouldn't believe it svme. | also figured they might tap

your phone or tail you. Eddie was the only wayould think of connecting without
giving myself away.”
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“l thought you were a ghost. | thought Dobey wigdhtrand that I'd really flipped out,
after all.” Starsky almost grinned at Hutch’s iming look. “They sent me to the
Department shrink, Hutch. They thought | was Igstri

“Starsk...”

“You always said you thought | was a little nuspparently, so did the governor when |
crashed a state dinner and threatened to stuft sgldicMillian’s nose.”

“You did what?”

Starsky’s smile was genuine. “At least, | didnseuhe wrong fork for a change. Forgot
to wear a black tie, though.”

Starsky stood at the window, silently staring & streets below. Traffic came and went
as people hurried about their business, but henseg of it. He was still lost in his own

thoughts, seething with rage over what the FBI Hade to Hutch, supposedly in the
name of justice. He ran a hand through his ctuils,mind a maelstrom of plans and
possibilities as he tried to figure out what torsxt.

Dobey was first on the list. There was no doubh&eé to be notified as soon as possible
that Hutch was alive. Then, there were Hutch’ptsto consider. They, too, needed to
know as soon as possible that their only son hatled, but the question wasw would

he tell them? Could he risk making it public kneddge that Hutch wasn’t dead, after
all? By now, he was fairly certain that the Feds kliscovered Hutch was missing and
would no doubt be looking for him. Vic Monte wasogher factor. Once he found out
Hutch was still around, the price on his head wdwdreinstated, and every lowlife on
Monte’s payroll would be out for glory. One thimgs certain, Hutch wasn’t safe where
he was. Anyone who knew the two detectives woaitdk for them at Huggy’s place, and
Starsky’s car parked in the alley was like a bedeading the way.

Still unsure of what course to take, Starsky turteedsk Hutch his take on the situation,
grateful to have his friend’s input after so margumtless days without him. “So,

partner,” he began, relishing the sound of thatdaa@ming from his lips. “Where do we

go from here?”

“We do what we set out to do,” Hutch replied. “We’'got Monte, now we go for the
Singapore connection.”

“What about the Feds?” Starsky’'s lingering angasvevidenced by the tremor in his
voice.

“What about them? They'll still be around, andeafthis whole Monte thing is over for
good, we’ll have more time to decide exactly whatrev going to do to them.”
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“Okay. Singapore it is. So, how do we let Dobayw? I'm not real crazy about
putting you on the streets right now. You'll béaaget for sure. Not to mention the fact
that you look like somethin’ the catouldn’tdrag in. Maybe there’s a safe house we can
go to for a while, just until you're feeling bettend we can get some kind of game plan

going.”

“No safe house,” Hutch said emphatically. “Looknlow you're worried, so am I, but
the last safe house | was in nearly killed me. id=s I'm safer on the streets with you
than I'll ever be in some prison of the Feds.”

Starsky nearly smiled in spite of himself, knowinbat Hutch had said was true. “Okay.
We'll do it your way.” Picking his jacket off thikack of the chair, Starsky patted his
pockets, trying to determine where he’d left hislays. “You ready to go?”

“Sure thing.” Hutch swung his legs over the siflé¢he bed, preparing to stand up. “Just
let me brush my teeth and change into the clothaggki brought, and we’ll get started.

But maybe we should at least call Dobey firstl jifst walk into the squadroom, we may
give him a heart attack.”

Starsky chuckled at the mental image of Dobey hblatg his chest, his mouth working
convulsively while no words came out. “Yeah, | gsigou’re right. I'd hate to be the
cause of the captain’s untimely death. Besid&sp# a real shame to deprive him of the
stroke he’s gonna have when he sees what we the téeds.”

Starsky circled to the other side of the bed amttgqd up the telephone. Just as he was
about to dial, Hutch stood up precariously and mhdeway to the small bathroom,
steadying himself on the scattered furniture asvhet. Starsky watched him, a small
frown drawing his eyebrows together, and wondefeperhaps he should have taken
Huggy up on his offer of calling his cousin to gikeitch a thorough check-up before
they left. He stopped in mid-dial as he thoughs, fnrown becoming more and more
prominent.

He was just about to hang up and find Huggy wherdiécision was made for him. With

only two steps separating him and the bathroomwdaprHutch’s legs gave out and he
fell to the floor, his head striking the doorframehe went down. With a strangled cry of
“Hutch!” Starsky bounded across the top of the hed dropped to his knees beside his
partner.

“Hutch?” Starsky patted Hutch’s face gently, bugére was no response from the other.
Panic rising in his chest, Starsky crossed hutyiédick to the phone and called for an
ambulance.

He then returned to his partner and sat cross-teggethe floor. Very carefully, he
pulled Hutch into his arms as gently as he coutdtedul for the reassuring rise and fall
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of his partner’s chest and the steady beat of thisepin his throat. His arms locked
tightly around his partner, Starsky settled in itvior the paramedics.

Captain Dobey stormed down the hallway, mutterongimself. He’'d been in the middle
of another aggravating conference call with the missioner when Starsky had called
him and insisted he come to the hospital. To nm&#ers worse, Starsky had refused to
give him any more information over the phone, jading him it was life or death, and
he would understand when he got there.

He finally located Huggy in a small waiting roonmaking a vending machine as he tried
vainly to coax a stuck candy bar from inside iCaptain Dobey,” Huggy said, stopping
only long enough to greet the obviously unhappy .nfdio what do | owe this honor?”

“Cut the crap,” Dobey growled, giving the offendikgob on the machine a single,
vicious tug. An avalanche of candy bars came pgufiom the bottom slot, and the
captain grabbed up one, unwrapping it with a flslurio take a large bite. “Where’s
Starsky? And what's with all this nonsense abowtmaking sure | wasn'’t followed?”
he asked around a mouthful of candy.

“Um, he’s in Room 311,” Huggy replied, staring imazement at the pile of candy

around his feet. “But | wouldn’t go in there rigmbw if | was you. There’s something

you need to know first... Cap’n?” He’'d been sscfaated by the ease with which Dobey
had acquired the candy that he didn’t even notie¢ the captain was no longer beside
him. Dobey was already out the door and halfwayrdthe hall.

Dobey burst through the closed door of Room 311 siodped dead in his tracks at the
foot of the hospital bed, as a Beretta was draw laveled at his chest. Starsky had
literally thrown his upper body across the persgnd in the bed, effectively protecting
and shielding the identity of the patient from tagptain. An empty chair stood to the left
of the bed and, judging from the cushion that k$talf off of the seat, it was the same
chair Starsky had occupied only seconds earlier.

Dobey’s patience was at its limit and his eyebre¥wst to his forehead. “What in blazes
is going on here, Starsky? And stop waving thatopiin my face before | take it away
from you!” Dobey took another bite of his candy bad glared at his detective.

“Sorry, Cap’n.” Starsky grinned apologeticallywering his gun and clicking the safety
back into place. “I didn’t know it was you.”

“So, tell me what this is all about. Or are youngpto lie on top of that poor patient
forever? You have some serious explaining to'do...

His voice trailed off as, without preamble, Stars&ised up off the bed, allowing Dobey
to have full view of his partner lying battered ardised, but very much alive in the bed.
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Dobey stood in shocked disbelief and stared atnthe before him, as the rest of his
candy bar dropped from his suddenly nerveless fsgethe floor. For several seconds
no one moved, until very cautiously, Dobey crogsetthe bed and laid a hesitant hand on
Hutch’s chest as if to reassure himself of thedstdweartbeat beneath. Hutch covered the
rough, callused hand with one of his own and gaaeggentle squeeze.

Unable to stand any longer on his suddenly weak&us] Dobey collapsed onto the end
of the bed and dropped his head into his massineshas tears slid silently down his
cheeks.

Dr. Heflin was more than a little reluctant to ede Hutch the next morning. Hutch had
slept through the long night, knowing he was fipalhfe now that Starsky was within
arm’s reach and two police officers were stationatside his door. Dobey had called
the patrolmen in personally, without telling thenmawit was that they were guarding
inside the room. What they were told was thathia ¢vent of an emergency, such as a
fire or bomb threat, the only way they were totle occupant out of the room was if
Sergeant Starsky were upright and conscious, arsbpally escorting the patient.

Hutch had been admitted under a false name andieadrby Heflin, the ER physician
on duty. Starsky refused to give the doctor afgrination regarding what had happened
over the last several weeks, and fed him the stbay Hutch was a suspect in an
upcoming trial, and his prisoner. When blood testewed traces of the morphine
derivative in Hutch’s bloodstream, Starsky refusetet the doctor prescribe anything for
it, insisting he be treated for any other probldrasthat. The doctor told Starsky in no
uncertain terms what he thought of that decisian,douldn’t get the detective to back
down. Starsky was actually pleased at the prognasnd Hutch was treated for
dehydration and low hemoglobin, then left to slas@ remedy for exhaustion, the cause
of his fainting earlier in the day.

The partners left the hospital by 10:00 a.m., andcHl insisted they return to the cottage
so he could review the damage and get a few chamigelothes. Starsky knew their

appearance would tip off agents staking out theaget but with the decision to confront
McMillian and Endicott made, he almost welcomeddpeortunity.

There would be hell to pay when the time finallynea

Dobey was surprised when his secretary buzzed Imrthe intercom, telling him that
Agents McMillian and Endicott were there to see hiRubbing the grit out of his eyes,
Dobey fairly growled in anticipation of nailing thevo agents to the wall any way he
could. He knew there would be a battle before Winen they made charges against the
two agents, and possibly the entire local FBI agemt the days ahead, but neither
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Dobey, nor Starsky and Hutch, were going to letrfadter of the “protective custody”
drop.

Dobey stabbed the intercom button and barked fertwto agents to be admitted. He
slowly stood, shaking off the effects of a tense sleepless night.

McMillian and Endicott entered and shook Dobey’'adiaand he gestured for them to sit.
“What can | do for you?”

“Well, Captain,” McMillian began, uneasily shiftirig his seat. “This entire operation of
taking down Vic Monte has always been considerebsilied by the Bureau, and
basically, we've kept you involved and informed aneed-to-know basis. Well, there’s
been an unexpected turn of events¥afd

“And there’s something | need to know.”

Endicott cleared his throat. “Yes, sir. As I'nrawou can appreciate, there were events
that caused the agency to engage in a covert operat order to secure for the
prosecutio®”

Dobey had already had enough and cut off the agéhta vicious swipe of his hand.
“You can take your textbook explanation and styfEndicott! Covert operation, my...”
The captain reined in his anger, knowing there waeed for caution, though his rage
boiled just below the surface. “You're here becaymelost something.”

McMillian pushed himself to his feet. “What do ykoow, Captain?”
“Everything. And if you think for one second I'noigg to tell you whe@”

“Captain, let me remind you who you're dealing WithEndicott stood to join his
partner.

“Let me tell you whoyou're dealing with. You’'ve gommeto answer to, and if that's not
enough to make you shake in your overpriced shjasswait until my boys get hold of
you. That's right—myboys As in plural.” Dobey actually smiled, thoughwias far
from pleasant. “Besides | don’t know how many layes two have broken, you ripped
apart the cardinal rule, and there’s no way yogbing to get away witkthat”

McMillian drew himself up, refusing to show theckle of concern that ran to his gut.
“And what might that be?”

Dobey’s grin became feral. “You messed with a egartner.”
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Starsky and Hutch were only a few blocks away fthencottage when the radio crackled
to life, waking Hutch from his doze in the backtsafathe Torino.

“Control to Starsky; come in, Starsky.”

Hutch slid up farther in the seat, but not highwegiothat he’d be visible to any passers-
by. “What happened to Zebra Three?”

Starsky didn’t answer, but met his partner’'s eyethe rearview mirror. The realization
came quickly to Hutch, and he reached up to grgdther’'s shoulder. Starsky’'s hand
briefly squeezed Hutch’s before reaching for therophone.

“This is Starsky, Mildred. Whatcha got?”

“Switch to Tach Two for Captain Dobey.”

“Ten-four.” Starsky flipped the lever and glanaeghin in the rearview mirror.

“Aw, he misses me already,” Hutch quipped.

The radio crackled again. “Starsky? This is Dobey

“Go ahead, Cap’n.”

“l just had a visit from our favorite Feds. Turost they lost something and they know
we found...it.”

“It?” Hutch grunted indignantly.

“Shut up.” Starsky depressed the microphone witlirin and watched Hutch in the
mirror. “l suppose they want it back?”

“Exactly. They think you might know where it is.”

Hutch leaned forward. “Welit would like about five minutes alone with those OB
Starsky smiled broadly, agreeing with his partnéCapital idea, Ollie.” Again he
depressed the mic. “Cap’n, why don’t you give nmehaur, then call our dedicated
federal servants. Tell them to head over to Hugiggnd that for a quick twenty,
Huggy’d sell out his own mother.”

“Starsky, do you know what you’re doing here? Tikist a game.”

“No, Cap'n, it sure as hell isn't.”
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Starsky tossed aside the microphone and spun theol sending it back into the heart of
the city.

Dobey hung up his phone, a satisfied smile grahiegeatures. He put his arms behind
his head and leaned back in his chair, delightmghe thought of what the two were
going to do when they got their moment alone whih dgents.

McMillian and Endicott squinted, trying to adjustetr eyes to the sudden plunge into
darkness as they entered the crowded restaurdua.lufich crowd was in full swing, and
the two agents had to maneuver through patronsvarcesses. When they finally made
it to the bar, Huggy immediately set glasses dowifront of them and liberally poured
two fingers of whiskey in each.

“Hey, we didn’t order these.” Endicott moved hiand away from the bar, but not
quickly enough to keep the liquor from sloshingmhis coat sleeve.

“Gentlemen, Huggy has a discerning eye, and | ctelldfrom the minute you entered
my fine establishment that you were men of distpleaisures.”

McMillian’s expression changed from annoyance tenest. “You're Huggy Bear?”

A flash of distaste ran across Huggy's features,towas gone before the two picked up
on it. “You ought to be a detective.”

Endicott palmed his badge, showing his ID to Hugtictually, we're FBI.”

“Really?” Huggy's facetiousness was lost on therfAnd here | thought you was
Jehovah Witnesses.”

McMillian cleared his throat. “We understand yoight be able to tell us something we
need to know.”

Huggy nodded sagely. “Possibly possible. | haaenbknown to hear things of interest a
time or two. It...uh...helps pay the mortgage when other business endeavor is less
than, shall we sayrofitable”

Huggy stared purposefully at the two whiskey glassefore the agents. Both smiled
knowingly and downed the shots.

McMillian laid a ten-dollar bill on the counter.That should cover it. So, maybe you can
tell us where we can find a certain detective war lyeu’re friends with.”
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“Hmm...” Huggy poured two more doubles, shaking head sadly. “Now, who might
that be? I've got a lot of fuzzy friends.” He pesd the ten back toward McMillian.
“When the price is right.”

The agents took the hint and downed the glassesand time. Endicott wheezed a bit
as he laid a second ten on top of the first. ffiklyou know who we’re talking about.”

Huggy pushed the two tens back at the agents aisdenl his arms in front of him. “I'm
talkin’ about my friend Franklin.”

“Who? Don't jerk us around. You know exactly who we méan

“And | meanFranklin. As inBen”

“What?” Endicott gasped. “You want a hundved’

“Here.” McMillian jerked out his wallet and pulleout a handful of bills. “Will five
Jacksons do?”

Huggy smiled sweetly and reached to scoop up theesno“Indubitably.”

Endicott's hand lashed out before Huggy was abledibect. His grip numbed the
smaller man’s hand. “Where is he?”

“Easy, man, easy. He’s upstairs, sleeping it dfé need to bruise The Bear!”

Endicott released his grip and followed McMilliap the stairs. Huggy smiled as he
pocketed the money and placed the two glassesituthunder the bar. Forking over a
hundred dollars was the least of their worrieseyfth be paying a lot more in a matter of
minutes.

After clearing the landing, McMillian slowly pusheke apartment door open, the light
from the hallway casting into the dim room. Whemn thied the light switch, nothing
happened, so he left the door open as the twoeshtdn the darkness, they could make
out a still form lying huddled under the coverstlod bed that dominated the room. The
agents stepped forward, reaching to draw their.guns

The sound of another gun’s safety snicking off mddEm pause, and a deadly voice
froze them in their tracks. “l wouldn’t do thatlifvere you.”

The men slowly lifted their hands away from thenes. McMillian peered into the

darkness, his eyes adjusting enough to make oedited figure across the room. “We're
not looking for any trouble.”
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“That’s too bad.” Starsky switched on a tableda®p with his free hand. The light
revealed his Beretta aimed straight at McMilliackest. “Because you just found it.”

Endicott’s eyes darted between Starsky and the. ddéfe weren't tracking you down,
Starsky. We were looking fér”

“My dead partner?”
McMillian’s face grew hard. “Who told you Hutchimis was alive?”
“I did.”

The overhead light flicked on from the switch asréise room, revealing Hutch coming

from the darkened bathroom, his Python trained ondi¢ott. The blond quickly crossed

the room and shut the door, then relieved the tgents of their weapons. Starsky stood
and picked up a nearby Louisville Slugger. Twocluiaps against the radiator brought
Huggy up, and Hutch loaded him down with the adegiims as well as his own and

Starsky’s.

As Huggy left the room, he tipped his head to the agents. “I hope you have as nice a
funeral as Hutch had.”

Hutch threw the deadbolt, then slid the chain iacpl When Endicott moved toward
him, he was stopped by the business end of Stardkgt, poking him in the chest.
Stepping away from the menace, Endicott bumpedmaMillian. “Now, wait a minute.
You can't seriously be thinking that you'’re goirag/4”

“Oh, but we are.” Hutch turned toward them.

“And we will,” Starsky finished.

McMillian squared his shoulders, but inwardly ceagat the fire in the eyes that bore
into him. “I know the last month was no picnictlyou have to understand that we were
only doing our jobs. As a matter of fact...” Tégent drew his handcuffs out of his back
pocket. “We’re here to take you back into protezitustody, Hutchinson.”

“You're what? Starsky barked.

Hutch simply crossed his arms and leaned agaieswvdil. “Over my dead body. No,
wait!” He snapped his fingers. “That’s alreadgbelone.”

Endicott and McMillian simultaneously moved towatditch, but Starsky was faster.
Fueled by the rage that had sustained him for weekend, his attack was swift and
furious. A tap from the end of the baseball baigtd Endicott in the solar plexus,
doubling him over. Starsky used one hand agahlstagent’s forehead to thrust him

115



backward onto the mattress, where he landed with $orce that he bounced into the
space between the bed and the wall.

Starsky didn’t waste any time observing the agetdfsple. Hutch, on the other hand,
hadn’'t moved from his casual position leaning agfathe wall, watching the whirlwind
that was his partner.

Just as McMillian was within inches of Hutch, Skargrasped the agent by the arm and
spun him. McMillian swung wildly and Starsky duckand stepped away, ending up
behind him. The Louisville Slugger was woven batw&IcMillian’s arms and the back
of his neck, where he was then guided by the bahtbup facing Hutch.

Hutch casually reached out and patted the agernhercheek. “Now, what was that
about takingneinto custody?”

“I was only doing the work of the federal governmeHutchinson. You've got no
recourse but "

“Recourse?” Hutch hissed. “Let me tell you abm@mdourse”

A right cross threw McMillian’s head against thet balding him captive in Starsky’s
grip. “Thatis for making my partner, my family, and my frienithink | was dead!”

A left hook snapped the agent’s head in the otivection. ‘“Thatis for pumping me full
of garbage!”

Another punch drew blood from McMillian’s noseTHatis for trying to burn down my
house!”

The next blow drove McMillian’s head back to th&.leWhen his partner didn’t speak,
Starsky chimed in. “What was that one for?”

“Just because | felt like it.”

A noise from behind alerted Starsky. Slipping llaé¢ out from under McMillian’s arms,
Starsky tucked the wood in between the agent's Bg$ moved sideways, tripping
McMillian and sending him face down in front of ldht Starsky turned just in time to
see Endicott stepping up onto the bed to launchsélimn their direction. Starsky
grasped the bat from both ends and held it befone, knowing Endicott would
instinctively latch onto it. When he did, Starsiofled backwards with Endicott falling
after him. Bringing his feet up before the ageamded on him, Starsky made contact
with his midriff, then thrust his feet as hard asdould, sending the larger man flying
over his head and crashing into the chair and aipie t

Starsky popped up and stationed himself next tpaither. Tapping both feet in turn, he
assumed a batter’s stance and swung, eyeing annamggpponent and waiting for the
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next pitch. “Number three, Dave Starsky, stepsgaufhe plate at the top of the eighth.
The home team’s having a great game, with two Batteduring the seventh inning
alone.”

“And they said we’'d never make it to the playoffs.Hutch grinned, admiring his
partner’s handiwork.

“If we keep this up, maybe they’ll give us our owading cards.”
McMillian staggered to his feet, and when there wasimmediate threat from the
detectives, he pulled his partner up from the fla®mwell. “Very amusing. | don’t think

you two jokers realize what kind of trouble yourne’

“Really?” Hutch resumed his post, leaning agathst wall. “And just what kind of
trouble is that?”

Starsky looked at him quizzically. “You mean themmore than one kind?”
“Well, sure, Starsk. You see, therbig trouble, and then therelitle trouble.”
“What's the difference?”

“Well, big trouble’s the kind you get when you give CaptaiobBy a toilet for
Christmas.Little trouble is whe#i”

“You two won't be laughing quite so hard when weangryou up on charges for
impeding a federal investigation.” Endicott strdgned his suit coat and attempted to
smooth back his hair. “And assaulting federal &gén

Starsky’s and Hutch’s eyes blazed as they focusedhe two agents. Hutch's jaw
clenched. “When yowhat?”

“Look, you got your licks in.” McMillian pointed ik finger in Hutch’s face. “We did
what we did to protect you, Hutchinson. You shdudgrateful.”

“What?”

“And if anybody got their nose out of joint overraactions, well, that’'s unfortunate, but
it kept you alive.” McMillian mistook the deadlyakn of the room for acquiescence.
“All right. Now that you two have gotten that aaftyour systerd”

Huggy had been staring at the ceiling the lastgewonds, wondering what had happened
to cause the end of the clash above him. Jusé agbk about to go upstairs to check, a
series of loud impacts and shattering glass gremted With a smile, he went back to
busing the booths.
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After a few minutes and substantially more noibke, wpper room grew quiet again, and
Starsky and Hutch came triumphantly down the staifBhe only evidence of the
confrontation was their mussed up hair, dishevelethes, and Starsky’s fat lip.

Huggy scooped up his tray and returned to his bpbtnd the bar. “I take it the good
guys won?”

Starsky smiled around his bruised mouth and gawggkithe bat, accepting his gun back.
“I had two home runs in the seventh, and Hutch hacka grand slam in the eighth.”

Huggy examined the bat. “Really? But there anv'tblood on Louise here.”
Starsky’s lip curled. “I didn’t want to taint heith the likes of them.”

“Thanks, Hug.” Hutch holstered his own gun thermoged the ammo clips from the
agents’ weapons.

Starsky handed Huggy a handcuff key. “Give usaurhthen turn 'em loose.”

Huggy nodded, pleased with the turn of events,daoped Hutch on the arm. “Good to
see you back in action, Lazarus.”

“Him?” Starsky croaked indignantly.I'th the one who did all the damage up there!”
“Fine, then | know who to send the bill to.”

Before Starsky could retort, Hutch had him by tbac and was steering him out of the
restaurant.

Huggy allowed the hour to slip by and went upstaifidroughout the lunch rush, the
shouts and pounding from the upper room were bafislgernable from the chatter of
patrons and blaring jukebox. But now that theaesint was emptying, the occasional
muffled curse or thumping from above was more obsio

After crossing the room in the dark, Huggy flipptb@ switch to reveal the two agents
sitting on the floor, both hands cuffed to eacheothround the base of the radiator.
Huggy wasn’t the least disturbed by their curseshoeats as he casually strolled over
and released them. Pulling a bar towel out oblisk pocket, Huggy wiped both sets of
cuffs, then the key, effectively removing his fimgents, and offered them back to the
agents who snatched them out of the towel. Likewiuggy pulled the agents’ guns out
from under his apron with his towel.

“Where’'d they go?” McMillian growled, stuffing thgistol back into the holster attached
to his belt.
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“And who might that be?” Huggy asked, sounding ssgul.
“Don’t mess with us.” Endicott glowered. “Hutckion and Starsky.”
Huggy looked stricken. “Hutch? What are you tagkabout? Hutch is dead!”

Endicott’'s arm lashed out and caught a fistful oiggy’s shirt, jerking him closer. “We
don’t have time for games! Where’'d they go?”

“Hoo!” Huggy waved his hand in front of his nos&ou dudes musta really tied one on
up here, you smell like the bottom of a barreliof Beam!”

Endicott paused, realizing the whiskey that hadkesdanto his sleeve when they had first
arrived at the bar was still pungent.

“Come to think of it,” Huggy continued, “I seem tecall that you both tipped back a
couple of doubles before you started brawling ue fie

“You know damn well Starsky and Hutchinson werehgpe, waiting for us.Youset us
up!”

“Moi?” Huggy placed a hand on his chest and ptast®n his most innocent smile. “I
have no idea what you're talkin’ about.”

“Come on.” McMillian tore his partner’s grip awdsom the restaurateur, and the two
stormed out of the room.

Huggy stood smiling in their wake. “And the horearn takes the pennant.”

Starsky turned off the ignition, but remained mokgss.
Hutch paused with his hand on the door handle. &gtwrong?”

Starsky looked toward the seat next to him, no éorgmpty, and grinned. “Nothing.
Not a damn thing.”

Hutch returned the smile, instantly understandenry] clapped his partner on the arm.
“Well, let’s get this over with.”

“Wait a minute. Stay put.” Starsky hopped outte sedan and trotted to the house next
to Hutch’s cottage, vaulting up the steps to poondthe door. Within seconds, the
surveillance agent found himself staring into tlaerél of Starsky’s gun pressed tightly
against the glass of the storm door.
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“Hiya, Andy.” Starsky’s voice was amiable as he&kgl open the door and entered the
house steps behind the retreating agent. | jastted to let you know we—npartner
and l—are going in next door for a few minutes, drdsee so much as your nose come
out of this house, I'm going to blow it off, okay?Never taking his eyes or his gun off
Agent Miller, Starsky ripped the phone off the wall

At the agent’s startled nod, Starsky smiled andsed to him. Miller's walkie-talkie was
pulled off his belt clip, thrown to the floor, amgound under Starsky’s heel. The agent
was also relieved of his weapon, which Starsky edci his waistband. Starsky smiled
again and patted the bewildered Miller on the ché@lerrific. Nice talkin’ to ya.”

Starsky sheathed his gun and trotted back dowpdheh to the waiting Torino.

Hutch stood dumbfounded in the ruins of his kitch&lmook at this mess!”

“What?” Starsky hollered back from the bedroom wehlee was hastily stuffing some of
his partner’s clothes in a gym bag.

“My kitchen! They destroyed my kitchen!”

Starsky came striding back into the living rooml. didn’t notice. It looks pretty much
like it always did.”

“Cute.” Hutch wandered back into the living roamking in the overturned furniture and
what was left of his destroyed possessions. Atfemgs were grossly out of place in the
midst of the destruction. Hutch surveyed his @amealthy and thriving despite the
chaos. “You took care of them.”

Starsky looked away from his partner’s gratefulseyd couldn’t let them die, you know.
Come on, we'd better get going. There’s no tellwgat the Bobbsey Twins will try
next.”

“Just a second.” Hutch kicked around a few of tdamaged books, looking for a
particular title.

“What are you looking for?”

“I took notes of some names | heard that last dafpre | did the Rip Van Winkle
routine.”

“You mean this?”
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When Hutch looked toward his partner, Starsky waaetumbled note. Hutch took it
from him and unfolded it. “You remembered.”

“I know where all your hiding places are.”
“Oh, really?”

“If you stashed any information, it was going to dieher in that book, under that big,
hairy plant you're always talking "

“Sheila. She’s an asparagus fern.”
“Whatever. Or above the third ceiling tile froretteft in the kitchen.”

Hutch looked at him incredulously. “And yet yolillstan’t figure out where | hide your
birthday presents.”

“I'm working on it. Anyway, | found that not to@hg after you disappeared, but it didn’t
mean a whole heck of a lot to me. You want tonfié in?”

Hutch nodded. “Yeah, but we’d better get moving.”
The two left the cottage and got into the Torifi6o, where are you hiding me?”

Starsky smiled as he threw the car in gear. “Rigiaer their noses.”

Edith stood waiting at the window, the lace curtdmmwn back so her view wasn’t
obscured. Her husband had told her the night bdfor incredible news that Hutch was
alive, and had given a brief recitation of the pasnth’s events. That morning she told
the children, though didn’t go into great detather than to say it had all been a horrible
mistake, and that some criminals had made it sdeatiey had lost their friend. Later,
she had given Cal more information, since she kttevteenager had not accepted the
explanation at face value, but had wisely heldhigfquestions until he could speak with
his mother alone. Rosie, on the other hand, becpaneg, trying to process the change as
best she could.

“Harold! Cal, Rosie—they're here!” Edith’s callas met with the sound of rushing feet.
The family crowded out the front door to watch asummarked sedan pulled into the
driveway and its occupants climbed out.

While the captain stood by watching, Edith and @ahed to Hutch and embraced him.
Rosie hung back, taking it all in with wide eyeAfter releasing the two, Hutch focused
on the little girl and recognized her apprehensidéte dropped to one knee and smiled
gently. “Hi, Rosie. | sure missed you.”
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Rosie stared at Hutch, cocking her head a bit eoside. “Are you an angel?”
Hutch chuckled gently and shook his head. “No,ettveart. It's just me.”
Rosie nodded, her expression turning a bit anffiye you going away again?”

Starsky moved up behind him and laid a hand orpaitner's shoulder. “Not if | can
help it.”

Rosie looked at Starsky accusingly. “You said las w Heaven.”

Hutch glanced up at Starsky. He couldn’t imagif&aimhat discussion must have cost
his partner. There was a catch in his voice wreeartswered. “l was just visiting.”

Hutch’s gentle smile finally broke through Rosi@gprehension, and she threw herself
into his waiting arms. Hutch stood, Rosie cradtetis arm. Although Rosie whispered
in Hutch’s ear, it was still loud enough for Stargk catch. “Next time you go to visit,
leave us a note, okay?”

A battle of wills ensued over dinner. The inittatangement was for Starsky and Hutch
to stay in Cal's room, which hosted a set of buekld) but Rosie was insistent that her
Uncle Hutch sleep in her room that night, and #tegt would sleep with her parents. The
adults finally conceded, with Starsky volunteertngake the couch and not keep Cal up
with his snoring.

The plan had been for the detectives to hash alitambine what information they had
with Dobey, but after the large meal, neither corddist the pull of the quiet healing
offered by simply absorbing the family’s normalc$tarsky had suggested they wait to
talk at least until after the kids went to bed, byt8:00, Hutch was paling and having a
hard time staying awake. Starsky insisted hisngarget some sleep, and they would
regroup in the morning.

Rosie took charge of getting Hutch settled in, igkhim by the hand and leading him
upstairs. When Rosie hadn’t returned fifteen nesulater, the remaining adults also
went up to rescue Hutch from Rosie’s motheringjrigthim finally get some rest, and
getting the little girl ready for bed as well.

Edith quietly opened the door, then beckoned heband and Starsky inside. Nestled
atop the comforter sound asleep were Hutch andeRthe little girl curled up against his
chest. Edith gently moved Hutch’'s arm from acrbss daughter’s shoulder, then
scooped up Rosie and handed her to her father.eyDodrried her out of the room, her
tiny head cradled against his shoulder.
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Edith followed, but paused to whisper to Starsil make the couch up for you.”

Starsky smiled his gratitude, then kissed Edithtt@ncheek. She quietly left the room,
shutting the door behind her.

Starsky eased himself down onto the beanbag dittamgsunder the room’s sole window.
He wasn't prepared when the chair’s stuffing sdiftexder his weight, unbalancing him
into the nightstand.

Even though the sudden movement barely rattletathp, Hutch’s eyes cracked opened.
“About time.”

Starsky smiled at his partner’s sleepy complai@'night, Blintz.”
“You going anywhere?”

“Nope. Go back to sleep.”

Cal and Rosie had already left for school by theetiStarsky and Hutch made their way
downstairs. Hutch looked better than he had irsdagally having had two full nights’
rest. Starsky, on the other hand, walked stiffiyg the bags under his eyes showed no
sign of leaving.

Starsky groaned and stretched his back as he drterditchen.

“What's the matter, Starsk? Didn’t sleep so good?”

“You try sleeping on that beanbag thing. Probalhy they call it that; I'm twisted up
like a zucchini.”

“A zucchini isn’'t twisted. And it's not a bean, &8sk, it's a squash.”
“Yeah, well, | feel squashed.”
“Gripe, gripe, gripe.”

Dobey looked up from the papers strewn over thehkih table. “Well, it's about time
you two graced us with your presence.”

“Morning, Captain. 'Morning, Edith.” Hutch kissehis hostess on the cheek as she
handed him a cup of coffee.

“Now, you boys sit down while | whip you up somesakfast. You both look as though
you could stand some fattening up.”
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Starsky looked pointedly at his captain, but Dobeyised eyebrows stopped him from
making any smart remarks.

Without thought, Hutch handed Starsky his coffep. ctBe sure to tell Rosie how much
| appreciated her giving up her room last nightp'6a

Dobey nodded. “You know you two are welcome ty $tare as long as necessary.”

Starsky drained the cup and handed it back to Hut@ihanks, Cap’'n. It depends on
what we come up with today.”

“What's your plan?”

Hutch returned to the coffeepot. “Well, we're sotre. Starsky got the location of the
warehouse that’s supposed to be used for the hgxnent, but all we know is the drop
is set for sometime—what? This week?”

Starsky nodded. “This weekend, most likely.”

Dobey looked to the darker detective. “Who'’s ysaurce? Huggy?”

“Nope. Would you believe it's the slimy little @p who told Vic Monte that Hutch was
a mole?”

“And you trust him?”

Starsky grunted. “Like I'd trust a rabid pit bulBut I'm pretty sure the information’s
accurate.”

“How can you be so sure?” Hutch sat down, ands&yarook the coffee cup out of his
hands.

Starsky drained the cup before responding. “Ljess say lying wasn’t an option for him
at the time he was giving up the information.” hiended the cup back to Hutch. “I
thought you were getting more coffee.”

When Hutch gave his partner a dirty look, Edith giMgy, laying two heaping plates of
eggs, bacon, and toast in front of the housegueafith a pat on Hutch’s shoulder, she
took his cup and returned with two full mugs.

“Thanks, Edith.”

Starsky paused from shoveling the food into his timodEdith, if you weren't attached,
I'd marry ya.”

124



Edith smiled as she left the room. “David, you Haat every time | put food in front of
you.”

“Actually, he says it teverybodywho puts food in front of him,” Hutch quipped intcs
coffee cup.

“That’s not true!”
“Oh, really? Namene”
Starsky thought for a moment. “Hairy Eddie dowha&t Hot Dog Pound.”

“Only because Hairy Eddie’s girlfriend is the jeadotype. And bigger and hairier than
he is.”

Before Starsky could respond, Dobey cut in. “luytwvo would shut up long enough to
eat my wife’s cooking, we could figure this thingtd

Hutch smirked and peppered his eggs. “It's likeweaot every piece of the puzzle but
the last two or three, and we can’t figure out wthatpicture is until we do.”

“What have you got?”

Hutch chewed thoughtfully. “With my testimony, thepsecution’s got enough evidence
to put Vic Monte and the majority of his upper-leyeople away on a number of
felonies—drugs, racketeering, money launderingorgixin. If he’s found guilty on all
counts, he’ll never see the outside of a jail aghin. We know he’s connected to these
new players out of Singapore because he put Starskiyeir trail.”

Dobey looked at Starsky skeptically. “What'd yaavh to offer him, the moon?”

“I told him | could get him into O’Sage.”

Dobey groaned. “You can’t make those kinds of psas!”

Starsky smirked. “Yeah, but Monte doesn’t knowt.tha

Dobey scrubbed his face with his hands. “What ésgou have?”

“I'll tell you what we need.” Hutch set down hisrk, having only been able to eat half
of what Edith had given him. “What we need is tmW what the name of the ship is and
exactly when that next heroin shipment is comirdnd who heads up the Singapore

connection.”

Dobey’s voice was sarcastic. ‘tlsatall?”
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“I've got the names of two hit men that were ‘lodh& Monte as a sign of goodwill
from his new Asian partners. But so far, | gothmag to link them to,” Starsky added
around a mouthful of bacon. He swallowed and sbogh his partner's eyes. “And |
know who killed Tony DeFusto.”

Hutch met Starsky’s stare. Dobey spoke up. “WinE§usto?”

Starsky broke the connection. “Tony DeFusto wa®rééa’s brother. Remember
Theresa from the restaurant where Monte was sudposget hit? DeFusto was family,
and part of how the whole mess started. It wadinkyMickey'’s friend who killed him,
guy by the name of Rupert Jones. Rupert was adstiado take you out, too, Hutch,
before the Feds made you disappear. Rupert cuetd mk®nte’s accountant—he’s the
one who makes all the payoffs. We get to the aatzot, we've got Monte dead @md
probably the Singapore connection.”

Dobey nodded his agreement, but Hutch’s face fldishigh anger. “That’s terrific,”
Hutch spat. “And | suppose you offered him immuifidr this information?”

Starsky cocked his eyebrow at his friend’s resentmée‘l would’ve offered him my

kidneys if that's what it took to get the infornaiil needed to find out who killed you. |
know you wanted to bring down Tony DeFusto’s killelutch. | know you wanted to
thank Theresa that way. So, no, | didn't offer lmmunity, just protection from Monte.
And | never said | wouldn’t bust him when this vedlsover.”

Hutch released the breath he’d been tensely holagsqueezed Starsky’s shoulder as a
way of apologizing.

Dobey began gathering up the reports he’d laidaodtput them in his briefcase. “Is that
it for now?”

“No, wait.” Starsky dug a crumpled note out of pant’s pocket. “Here’s the note you
made in that book, Hutch.”

“I'm not even sure if it's anything.” Hutch tooke proffered paper. “After | got bailed
out of jail, | stopped by Monte’s. Things werean uproar at his office, so it was pretty
easy to simply hang around without too much suspicil overheard some of one of his
phone conversations and he kept saying this.”

Dobey took the note from Hutch and read ftlaw June? What the heck does that
mean?”

“I don’t know. It’s not Spanish, and it didn’t sod Italian, which Monte speaks fluently.
| was checking it out with a few people before ny tisappearing act.”

“And | already had Minnie run it through R&I. Notly. No names or businesses, no
plates, no ships.”
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“But, if Monte kept saying it, it must have meawirgething.” Dobey looked the two
men over. “What else?”

Starsky reached over and took Hutch’s plate, ptadiron top of his own, and began
eating what his partner couldn’t finish. “Do yoemrember anything about Vic Monte’s
accountant, Hutch? A name? If the accountants tabdole out all the facts and figures
about Monte, then he could be the last piece optlxle.”

Hutch thought for a minute and set down his empiffee cup before picking up

Starsky’s. “No. Nobody ever said his name, thieyags just referred to him as The
Accountant.”

“So, who would know who this person is? Do younkhMonte would talk?” Dobey
asked.

Starsky shook his head as he emptied Hutch’s platieied that. He’s not gonna budge;
he wouldn’t even tell me how to find...”

“Who, Starsk?”

“Pierce. Archibald Pierce. Calls himself The Aech He’s the one who ratted you out,
Hutch. He unloaded on me, but | never asked hioutthe accountant.”

“How'’s he fit in to all of this?”

“He scammed about a thousand bucks out of a dgnels that was actually a front for
one of Monte’s little side businesses. Monte hadunofficial hit out on this Archer

guy.”

“A thousand bucks is chump change to somebodyMkate. Why would it make him
mad enough to go after Pierce—officially or not?”

Dobey tapped a folder on the table as he thoutiake an example of him?”

Hutch shook his head. “Possible, but not likelonte’s already too big a fish to worry
about somebody taking him for a grand.”

Starsky took his empty coffee cup back from Huttiaybe it's not Pierce that’s the big
deal. Maybe it was the dry cleaners itself.”

“Right! Maybe it was even more than a numberspdr&o all we gotta do is talk to this
Pierce.”

“You think he’ll lay it out for you two?” Dobey &ned forward with interest.
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Starsky looked from his captain to his partner vagtitement. “Oh, | think he’ll wet
himself when he comes face to face with the copatted out to Vic Monte.”

“I'll tell you what, Starsk,” Hutch took the lastet plate out of the drainer and began
drying it. The quiet morning had been a balm tthiqmartners. “I'll be glad when this
whole thing is over. I've about had it with Montee Feds, the DA, and the rest of the
Z0Oo crew.”

Starsky finished wiping the countertop before foigithe wet dishcloth neatly and
hanging it over the kitchen faucet. “Yeah, | knofdut not until we get this wrapped up.
That'’s the only thing that’ll make this all wortty’i

“Yeah. That and another hour or so alone withRbeds,” Hutch replied bitterly. He sat
down heavily in one of the chairs at the now vadatthen table and ran a tired hand
down his face.

Starsky watched his partner with concern and syhypatHe took a seat opposite Hutch
and tried to meet his eyes. “Hey,” he said softly.

Hutch looked up expectantly and matched Starskgzseg

“You've been through the mill, buddy, but you'recka And you're safe. I...I won't
pretend to know what you've been through, but light here. If you need to talk or vent
or just need a cheering section, I'm here for yolnd if | can’t help you, I'll find
someone who can. Just hang in there with me, okay&t a little while longer and all
this’ll be behind us. Got it?”

“Yeah, | gotit.” Hutch smiled softly, but it vashed as he continued. “They took part of
my life away, Starsk. There’s nothing in the woithdit can ever bring that back. And
when | think of what it did to everyone | care abeyou and Dobey, and all our friends
and my family..my family! Dammit, Starsk, I've been so busy trying to figwut how
we’'re going to bust these clowns, my family stilinks I'm dead.” Hutch pushed his
chair away from the table in one fierce moveméhhave to call home.”

Starsky left his seat just as quickly and grabhedhrtner by the upper arms, effectively
stopping his progress toward the phone. He wéateathken aback by how thin Hutch’s
arms felt in his grasp and how easily he could maly restrain his partner. “Hold up a
minute, Hutch. Yeah, you need to call home andttalyour folks, but don’t you think it
would be better if someone else called them finst lbroke the news? They pick up the
phone and hear your voice on the other end, thégbde to think they've cracked up.”
A huge, knowing smile lit up his face. “Especiajlgur dad. | mean, from everything
you've told me, he’s halfway there already, and thight just put him over the edge.”
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Hutch chuckled softly, grateful for his partnemssight. “Do you have any suggestions
as to who should make this call?”

“Well,” Starsky said, cocking his head to the siddeigned modesty. “lo have a way
with people...”

The two men were so engrossed in their conversé#timinneither one noticed Dobey had
entered the room and picked up the extension pboriee wall. With a whispered, “Just
a moment, please,” he clamped his hand over theveacand noisily cleared his throat.
“Excuse me.”

“Captain,” Starsky started, releasing Hutch’s sbetd and turning to face his superior.
“Hutch and | were just cleanin’ up a little. Thdugve’'d surprise Edith.”

“And prove once and for all we're not total slobslitch added.

Dobey cast a critical eye at the now spotless kitcand grunted. “Well, I'll have to
admit the kitchen’s clean, but that doesn’t promwgthing to me. Besides, Hutchinson,
there’s someone on the phone here who wants tadai@u.”

Hutch cast a questioning glance at his partner simaugged his shoulders. No one
besides the Dobeys, Huggy, the FBI agents, anghdmiser knew he was alive at that
point. “Must be my fan club.” Trusting his captahe cautiously took the proffered
receiver. “Hutchinson.”

There was a long silence while Starsky watcheghaitner’s face soften and a suspicious
brightness touch his eyes. He took a step in tbedis direction, instinctively moving
toward him, but Dobey interceded and steered hwwvaitd the door to the living room
instead. Starsky looked at him quizzically as ldrger man placed one of the kitchen
chairs directly behind Hutch. As Dobey gently pagsthim out of the room, Starsky
understood when he heard Hutch’s response.

“Mom?” He slid down onto the chair, the phonetched like a lifeline in his hand.

“I demand that you release me immediately!” Abgid Pierce blustered pitifully, the
bravado in his tone completely overshadowed byéhein his eyes. He reached for the
car’'s door handle, but Starsky’s grip on his Igpgted him back into the seat.

“Oh, pipe down, will ya?” Starsky responded, pullingt @fi the parking lot to merge

smoothly with the traffic. “I thought you and meutd go for a little ride, maybe head
toward the beach. What do you say to that?”
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At Pierce’s silence, Starsky continued. “Besidbegre’s someone | want you to get to
know. | hope you don’t mind, but he’s been dym’nbeet you, and since it's such a nice
day, | thought it would be a perfect time for mentake the introductions. Hutch?”

On cue, Hutch threw aside the blanket he’d beemdpidnder in the back seat and leaned
casually over the front. “Yeah, like he said, Ilveendyingto meet you.”

Pierce leaned as far as he could toward the dasthb®@unching himself into a small a
bundle against the door. “Wh-who are you?”

“Oh, you know me,” Hutch replied, a broad, mirtldegrin spreading across his face.
“My name’s HutchinsonDetectiveHutchinson. You remember? The cop you squealed
on to Vic Monte? | have a few things I'd like tsduss with you.”

“N-now, wait just a minute.” Pierce held up hisda in what he hoped was a placating
gesture. “That was nothing personal. It was thyrec business move on my part.”

“Nothing personal?” Hutch’s voice had gone up salvdecibels, and Pierce winced at
the onslaught. “Wellit sure as hellelt personal. And now | have a fgversonalthings
I'd like to do to you. Are we there yet, Starsk?”

“At your request,” Starsky replied happily, stegrime car behind what appeared to be a
deserted warehouse. The vehicle pulled to a snsiofh) and Starsky cut the engine. He
reached under his seat and brought out a magaadha thermos, then opened the pages
to read. “I'll be here when you’re finished.”

“Good,” Hutch said, pulling his Magnum from its btdr and pressing it against Pierce’s
head. “Get out of the car, scum. We have somméss to discuss.”

Pierce swallowed noisily and cast pleading eyeStarsky’s direction. “You...you're not
gonna let him take me in there by himself, are yMg...you’re coming with us, right?”

Starsky set his magazine on the dashboard andewedrthe cap from the thermos, a
puzzled frown between his eyebrows. “Me? Nahm Kinda tired, so I'll just sit here
and read 'til you're done with your meeting. BesidHutch is quite capable of handling
things by himself. Right, Hutch?”

“Right. Now, get out of the car. We have an appuent with destiny.”

“Please,” Pierce begged. “Pleasiton’t make me go in there with him. Tl do
anything—anything you want. Hey, | cooperated tase, didn’t I? Didn’t I?”

Starsky sipped his coffee and turned his attenttooRlutch. “He did cooperate, Hutch.
He has a point.”
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“Well, so do I,” Hutch replied, pulling the hammiack on his gun with a resounding
click. “I just didn’t want to makeny point out here in your car. You'd probably make
me clean it up.”

“Okay.” Starsky sighed wearily, placing the caglh@n the thermos and stuffing his
magazine under the seat. “I'll go with you. Buiyoas long as you keep cooperating.

You start playing games with us, and I'm leavingiyo there. Alone. With him. Got
it?”

Pierce’s head bobbed up and down enthusiastically.

“Good.” Starsky climbed out of the car and walledund to the passenger side to open
the door. “Let’s go.”

Very hesitantly, Pierce climbed out of the vehiligh Hutch not far behind. The three
men made their way across the lot and entered #tehouse, closing the door securely
behind them.

Starsky watched silently as his still too-pale partplayed briefly with a french fry
before dropping it back onto his plate. Shakirgghiead, he picked up Hutch’s half-eaten
sandwich and began to munch on it thoughtfully.otiYheed to eat more, Hutch. You
look terrible.”

“And you need to get some rest before you fall gudutch answered back, draining the
last of his iced tea from the glass. “So what'arypoint?”

“Nothin’,” Starsky replied, wiping his mouth withreapkin. “What do we got?”

“Well, we have the name of the dry cleaners tha&rd® scammed, the name of the
manager—Pat Lee—and this ‘Jaw June’ thing, whatévat means. Too bad Pierce
didn’t know,” Hutch replied, scribbling the poind®wn on a napkin in front of him. He
stared at them for a few minutes before he stretcl in the booth. “How do you think
he’s making out?”

“I'm sure he’s quite comfortable,” Starsky repliedsmile on his face. “He’s so grateful
to be alive right now, | doubt he even realizeshendcuffed to a post in the middle of
an abandoned warehouse.”

Hutch smiled in return. “Think we should cut himnge slack and let the uniforms pick
him up now?”

“Sure, why not? We'll let them keep him in the dio tank for a while 'til we decide

how many charges we wanna file against him. Innieantime, he’ll be where we can
find him in case we need any more info.”
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Hutch turned around in his seat and caught Hugeyes signaling for him to come to the
table. Spotting Hutch's empty glass, he grabbpidcher of tea before crossing the room
to their table.

“Sorry, man,” Huggy apologized, moving Hutch’s stidied-on napkin out of the way
and filling his glass with a flourish. “Let it newbe said that The Bear let a customer run
dry.”

“Forget it, Hug. The reason | asked you over hegas to see if you'd do us a small
favor.”

“Well, | ain’t gonna do it,” Huggy replied, settintpe pitcher back on the table with a
loud thunk *“You two already eat me out of house and esthbiient, and | ain’t gonna
run and get you some Chinese food and pick up glopcleaning in the middle of this
crowd. If you want it, you can get it yourselves.”

Starsky looked at Hutch quizzically then switched baze back to Huggy. “Dry
cleaning?”

Hutch shook his head. “Chinese food?”
“Chinese food. Four blocks down.”
“Huggy.” Hutch ran a hand down his face. “Whathe world are you talking about?”

“l ain’t blind, my friend, and | can see you alrgdthve your order written down there on
that napkin. Only you forgot th®i.”

“The ‘G’?” Starsky asked, still in the dark.
“For chicken.”
“Chicken?” Hutch sighed. “Huggyhatchicken?”

“This napkin,” Huggy replied, reaching down to ftuibhe napkin off the table. “Here it
says ‘dry cleaners,” ‘Pat Lee.” So, I'm deductmi@g that it's aChineselaundry, and
then you got ‘Jaw June&General Tsao And | just naturally assumed that you meant
General Tsao chicken, knowing your partner’s preggrfor the spicier things in life.
Only | don’t serve General Tsao chicken, so | fegluiyou wanted me to procure you
some from some digs in Chinatown, then pick up yayrcleaning while | was out and
about. Only | ain’t gonna do it.” Seeing the twaggard detectives staring at him
speechlessly, Huggy continued. “Unless you realint me to, that is.”

When there was no response, Huggy finally sighed laegan taking off his apron.
“Fine. You want egg rolls with that?”
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“Huggy.” Starsky grabbed the napkin back. “Youameo tell us that this ‘Jaw June’ is
Chinese for General Tsao?”

“I thought you knew that.”

“We do now. Damn! Why didn’t | think to show this to you before?tassky replied as
he and Hutch stood up. “Thank$ug. You're beautiful.”

Hutch followed Starsky toward the exit when a néaught struck him and he placed a
hand on his partner's arm, stopping them both. déu we didn't know you spoke
Chinese.”

“How long have you two known me, and you still hateaealized that yours truly is a
treasure trove of titillating tidbits?” When higeinds simply stared at him, unimpressed,
Huggy shrugged. “Okay, so | only speak enough Mando order take out and get my
face slapped.”

Hutch shook his head. “Do us a favor—call Dobed ask him to send a black-and-
white unit to pick up a man in the warehouse onrtbgheast corner of Sycamore and
Hastings Streets. Tell him we’ll be in later tlefcharges. We’d call ourselves, but he’s
liable to start asking a few questions, and myrgarand | are rather busy right now.”
He started after Starsky again, but stopped sugdeard snapped his fingers. “Oh, and in
case somebody asks, tell them he got those brwises he tripped over something in the
warehouse. Somehow he landed on the floor andedally cuffed himself to the pole.
Strangest thing | ever saw...”

Huggy shook his head dramatically as he began salinow empty table. “The things
| do for those two.”

Hutch had forgotten that none of his colleagues baen him since his miraculous
“resurrection.” Captain Dobey had made the annemant earlier in the morning to a
resounding ovation and more than a few tears franmM. The other officers were full
of questions, but Dobey had sternly explained tleatwasn’t at liberty to discuss the
particulars at that point, and explanations wowdehto wait until after the Monte trial.

As the pair walked down the hallway toward R&l, yheere bombarded by coworkers
excited to see them, and by more than a few questwhich they politely skirted. When

they finally shook themselves free of the crowdiduglanced over at his partner with a
self-satisfied grin, overwhelmed by the respori&oy, I'll have to die more often!”

Starsky’s expression soured, and after a heartbeat ffed his partner on the back of his
head.
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Hutch merely continued grinning and rubbed therafél spot as they entered Minnie’s
office. The small woman’s squeals were heard tifinout the first floor of the station,

and enough to draw more than a few officers toléinge picture window to see what
crime was being committed within. What they foundtead was Minnie clinging so

tightly to Hutch that it would have taken a crowbaseparate them.

“Captain, we've gét.” Starsky’s buoyant entrance to his superior’'sceffwas stilled
when he realized they weren’t alone. Hutch cama ¢pinding halt after him, his smile
quickly erased.

McMillian glared at the two detectives through bisckened eye. Whatdo you two
have?”

Starsky’s flippant response held an overtone ofgeal“Rhythm.”

“Who could ask for anything more?” Hutch quippeahirking at the sight of tape holding
Endicott’s broken nose in place.

“What happened to you two, anyway?” Starsky askeddcently, one finger extended as
if to touch the bandages. “Lover’s spat? You neeld hold your liquor.”

“Maybe they were attacked by killer salads!” Hutpinned. “I hear a lot of that’s going
around.”

Endicott knocked Starsky’s unresisting hand awdfyyou two think you’re going to get
away with#4”

“With what, Endicott?” Hutch growled pointedly. “I think youmussed up faces the
least of your worries right now.”

“Enough, already!” Dobey looked pointedly at thveotFBI agents. “You were just
leaving.”

“Captain...” McMillian drew himself up. “The Bua@ is still of the mindset that
Sergeant Hutchinson is at risk and shoubduntarily place himself in federal custody
until he has testified before the grand jury.”

Starsky’s hands flashed, gathering up McMilliardpédls and drawing him close. “And
I’'m of the mindsetthat if you so much as get within a foot of mytpar again, I'l¥4”

“Starsky! Stand down!” Dobey roared. For a tesseond, Starsky’'s eyes burned into
McMillian before he pushed him stumbling away.

McMillian straightened his suit coat. “If they r@information about this ca®€’
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“Then I'll call you,” Dobey snapped. The two agegtared at the officers for a moment,
then snatched up their briefcases. After they ptahrout of the office, Dobey turned his
attention on the detectives. The reprimand creasiis face wasn't wasted on the
partners, but there was no missing the satisfigdtbat threatened to break free as well.
“What are you two up to besides harassing fedengl@yees?”

Starsky pulled the crumpled piece of paper outisfpocket. “Cap’n, we found another
piece of the puzzle. It turns out that ‘Jaw Jusé@/landarin, not Italian.”

“What Hutch overheard Monte saying?”
Hutch nodded. “It's a name—General Tsao.”
“Chicken?”

“Yeah, but it's also the name of a ship. Minnia rathrough R&I and didn’'t come up
with anything, so we checked back again with thet Pathority. It turns out the
freighter General Tsads scheduled to dock here tomorrow morning ouSigapore.

Shipping manifests say it's carrying mostly dry de@nd textiles.”

Starsky’s eyes narrowed. “And we’ll bet therefea more goodies along for the ride.”

Dobey nodded with anticipation. “I'll get a wartaissued for both the ship and the
warehouse.”

“Captain.” Hutch’s brow creased in thought. “Wiecaneed a warrant for a dry cleaners
over in Chinatown. We found Monte’s accountant; Bze. Minnie ran a check and
came up empty. No priors and nothing registere@ahfornia or the US, for that matter.
He’s probably an illegal alien. She’s been chegkiith immigration, but hasn’'t come
up with anything yet.”

Starsky shook his head. “And the Chinese autlesriiren’t going to waste their time
trying to help us track him down.”

“Wait a minute,” Dobey said, shuffling through thase files on his desk. “Lee...I just
saw...here! ADaniel Lee, seventeen. Will probably be tried as antadde was busted
right along side you, Hutch.”

Hutch cursed under his breath and took the prafféle. “I'd never seen him before that
night and didn’t even consider his name might be.Le

Starsky’s brows furrowed when he looked up from sehee’d been reading over Hutch’s
shoulder. “I went over those case files a dozeresi—why didn't | ever see it?”
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“Because when he got busted, his ID listed him asi€ Leeson, not Lee,” Dobey said.
“Apparently, he tried to Americanize his name.ustjgot this update a minute ago from
your buddies at the Bureau—awful nice of them #ststooperating with us now. Lee’s
here in the States illegally, which is why we cauldyet any information on him or out
of him—mno citizenship papers, green card, or kighificate. Nothing from the DMV or
the state. But, when we ran his prints, it turashe has a juvenile record.”

Hutch’s eyebrow hiked up. “So, if he’s not a @tz how come he wasn’t deported when
he got picked up as a juvenile? Didn’t immigratget involved?”

“They did, but claim that Lee ‘fell through the cks’.” Dobey looked from one
detective to the other, then punched a phone ligebegan dialing. “All right, you two
run upstairs to the DA'’s office. I'll have a wantdor the dry cleaners waiting for you.
The other two for the ship and the warehousehéid deliver myself. | want you to call
me before this goes down. In the meantime, youlte”

When Dobey glanced up to give his two detectivedean look, he was looking at an
empty office.

Chinatown lay tucked away in the city, between gnedominantly Caucasian lower
socio-economic group, and what was affectionateljed “Spanish Harlem,” home to
“Los Angelinos.” The appearance of Starsky’s vitrdorino earned more than a few
stares as he slid to a halt in front of the dryaokrs. Lining the streets on either side of
the small building were other Asian-owned-and-ofeeldusinesses, many retaining the
style and services of their heritage.

A bell rang as Starsky and Hutch entered the dearatrs. The store was small and
nondescript, the signs outlining their servicestten in an odd combination of English,

Spanish, and Chinese. They stepped aside as o MRiean woman turned away from

the counter, her dry cleaned items slung over heulder. Starsky’s hand snaked out
and relieved one of the garments of its red claig t

They approached the counter with a smile, and Staxsived his newly acquired ticket

at the young Chinese girl behind the counter. thigre. | was in earlier in the week to
get my dry cleaning, and it turns out that theres \@ascorch mark on one of my dress
shirts.”

“Oh, | am so sorry, sir!” The girl's voice heldfaint accent, though her English was
perfect.

“No problem. | was told to stop in and ask for Peg.”
“Of course. Just a moment.” The girl nodded a# Was a natural request, and left

through curtains hung over a doorway that led ® ¢lkeaning and press rooms. The
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partners could hear her calling out in Mandarin arfdint response coming from deeper
within the building.

They were taken off-guard when a tiny Chinese woataout sixty stepped back through
the curtains and spoke, her accent thick. “Yestlgmen, how can | help you?”

Starsky looked at her quizzically. “Pat Lee?”

“Yes, | am Pat Lee. Ho¥#?” The woman stopped speaking when her gaze sany
Starsky to Hutch. Her polite countenance quickivarged to fear, then disheartened
acceptance. “Yes. Please, follow me.”

The small office beyond the press room was bagglyel enough for a desk, file cabinet
and second chair. The desk was encompassed byge lbdger with several others
stacked neatly beside it, and an adding machiagaper tape flowing over the side to
the floor.

Pat Lee slowly made her way into the room, arthmtiaking her movements laborious,
then offered the detectives the two chairs. Huggestured for her to take her place at the
desk, then nodded for Starsky to take the othéarsiky looked pointedly at his partner,
then the chair. With a roll of his eyes, Hutch aatwell. Starsky crossed his arms and
leaned against the closed door, looking about thert&n room. The only decorations
were the paper lantern hung over the single-builingefixture, a calendar written in
Chinese, and faded portraits of JFK and Martin eutiing gracing one wall.

Mrs. Lee followed the their gazes. “Great menytivere. They spoke of freedom for all
people.”

Hutch leaned forward. “Mrs. Lee, you know who I.am

The dark eyes that turned back toward him wereosdul. “You are Detective
Hutchinson.”

“Yes,” Hutch’s response was gentle, even in thestnaf his urgency. “And this is my
partner, Detective Starsky. How do you know mes.Nlee?”

“You were arrested with my grandson, only you wasea criminal.”

Starsky’s voice was also low. “Your grandson is\ieaLee?”

“Yes.”

Hutch shifted in his chair. “Mrs. Lee, we haved®ance that says you're Vic Monte’s

accountant.”
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“That is true.”

Slightly perplexed at her immediate admission, Huglanced at Starsky before
continuing. “And this store is also a numbers’gfor his operations.”

“YeS_”

Hutch looked at his partner again, throwing him laél. The frail old woman didn’t fit
with their expectations of the accountant for ofi¢he biggest players in town. Still,
they had been surprised by people before.

Starsky thought for a moment before speaking. “Mee, why are you here?”

The older woman straightened slightly as she lo@testarsky, and opened her mouth to
respond. After a few seconds, she simply droppdchbad, staring at the ledger before
her.

Starsky’s voice remained soft. “Mrs. Leehy are you herg Why are you working for
Vic Monte?”

When the woman finally looked up, a single teaitlegpiover, following the crevices
around her eyes. “I love this country.”

Hutch wasn't sure he heard her correctly. “Hovn'at®”

“l love this country.” Mrs. Lee drew herself umashamed of her display of emotion.
“America. Sixteen years ago, we live in China. NMysband. Our son, his wife. Their
baby. Life is hard there, but | am happy. My sihiough, he is not happy. He wants to
make life better for China. Others, too. They mmeesecret places. Talk. But one day,
soldiers come to our house. There...there isifight My son won't tell them where the

others who meet in secret are. The soldiers...”

When her voice broke, Mrs. Lee wiped at her eyemposing herself. “My family is
gone. Only the baby and | escape. | take allneomey and find men who will bring me
here to America.”

Hutch broke in when she paused again. “That’s intigigration has no record of you.”

“If I went to Chinese government, | would have beerested or killed like my family, so

| have to find another way. | had Daniel to protedhere was fire in her eyes when she
looked from one detective to the other. “We goaoship with others. Many die. They
throw their bodies over the side of the boat. €hgas no one to miss them. But Daniel
and I, we make it. We come to America. When Ilygte, | sign papers to stay, to be
American. | tell them | don’t want handout. | wda work. Make a home for Daniel.
But is too much...too much...”
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“Red tape?” Starsky offered.

“Yes. They say no papers from China, they canna me American papers. They send
a man to ask me questions, maybe send me backs. IMe’s eyes softened, realizing
the very thing she feared the most was becomirephity. “I would not go back there.
The government would arrest me as a traitor. |ldvalie. They would kill Daniel or
make him a ‘state baby’ and go to People’s Armynvhe is a man. | could not let this
happen. So I hid.”

Hutch shook his head. “That must have been vegitining for you.”

“l could not get work and take care of Daniel.indf some work, but not enough to pay
for rent and food. Then | come here.”

“To this dry cleaners?” Starsky asked.
“Yes. | come here and beg for work. | tell themill do anything.”
“And that’'s when you met Vic Monte,” Hutch interjed.

“Yes. Mr. Monte, he ask me what | can do. | teéth | clean and cook. | can learn to
press clothes. And | am smart with numbers.”

Starsky nodded. “Which is how you got the job keggvonte’s books.”

Mrs. Lee’s eyes darted to the ledgers. “Yes. Whetart, | do not know what his
business means. The money. | think he is a weaitén. But later, | learn. | want to
leave.”

Hutch shook his head in anger. “But you couldn’t.”

“I tried. | quit and find job at restaurant. Bpoblice come in and arrest all with no
American papers. They take Daniel from me. | haane to help me.”

“But Vic Monte,” Starsky finished.

“Yes.” There was shame in the woman’s eyes axshenued. “He uses ‘favors’ to get
me released. Get Daniel back to me. Hides us. Ménte says | owe him and must
work for him to pay for his kindness. That was mgears ago. After a while, | give up
and stay for Mr. Monte.”

Hutch’s eyes looked past her for a moment. “Arehtbaniel got tied up with Monte’s
other business.”
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“Mr. Monte has papers made for Daniel so he catogaublic school. Daniel thinks Mr.
Monte is a big man. When he is old enough, he wdéok Mr. Monte. | did not want
this, but Daniel is...now do you say...thick head® does what he wants. When he is
still a boy, he helps Mr. Monte by speaking for hiith Chinese.”

“The drug shipments out of Singapore?” Starskytethifrom his spot against the wall
and moved behind Hutch’s chair.

Mrs. Lee looked mildly surprised that they were eavaf Monte’s latest supplier. “Yes.
| tell him this is no good. But Daniel will notsten. He is a man now. 1 could not
change him.”

Hutch looked pointedly at his partner. “So, Datiebws the Singapore dealers as well.”

A plan began to form in Starsky’s mind. “Mrs. Ledy you know the names of the
Singapore dealers?”

A fire kindled in the old woman’s eyes. “They a®gs. They poison our children.”

“Mrs. Lee,” Hutch’s voice was full of passion. “Weant to stop them before any more
of their poison hits the streets.”

Mrs. Lee’s anger outweighed her fear. “Chen, d&ddther is Wong. They are the men
who poison my grandson’s mind.” Her voice becametg “You will arrest me now.
You will send me back to China.”

The partners looked at each other knowingly. &tateoked away first, expectation
dancing in his eyes. “Mrs. Lee, is there a phoocan use?”

She nodded, expecting the worst. “There is ortka@mpress room, by dryers.”

After Starsky left the room, Hutch stood. “Mrs.d,ewill you show me Vic Monte’s
books?”

The woman’s eyes grew large, having lived undethheat of secrecy for so many years.
Knowing that it no longer mattered, she reachedfl@dger from the stack to her left and
thumbed through it. Hutch maneuvered around thek @ed leaned forward to get a
better look at the neatly drafted numbers. “What #hese columns? Here—
‘alterations’...fifteen-hundred dollars, twenty-tvrandred dollars...”

Mrs. Lee pointed to sporadic dates. *“Alteraticaghat is Mr. Monte’s word. Those
money are from gambling that the runners bring & rifthis ‘starch’—it is his word for
money from drug dealers.”

Hutch whistled. “Fifty, seventy-five grand. Whatthis big one for a hundred
thousand—'pressing’?”
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Mrs. Lee shook her head bitterly. “That means swreeas dead.”

By the time Starsky re-entered the room, Hutch patled his chair around to the

opposite side of the desk and was hunched overadeedgers. Starsky leaned one hip
on the edge of the desk and folded his arms. “Me®, have you ever heard of the
Witness Protection Program?”

The woman looked confused. “That is where the gowent hides people?”

Starsky nodded and threw a knowing and bitter glaaichis partner. “Somethin’ like
that.”

Hutch nodded slightly, then turned intently towdiné accountant. “You've helped us
make our case against Vic Monte even stronger.”

“And,” Starsky continued, “if you would be willingo testify in court what you've
documented here, and tell them everything you kabaut Vic Monte, the government
will relocate you—qgive you a whole new identity. n&w name, a new job, a néife.”

“A new life?”
Starsky’s smile was genuine. “As a United Staté&Zen.”

Mrs. Lee’s hand came up to cover her mouth, tergdiope filling her eyes. “They will
do this thing? They will do this to protect me®tBhave broken many laws.”

Hutch’s hand gently covered hers. “Yes, but themee certain circumstances that might
be overlooked.” He glanced at his partner. “Weldame it before for others with a lot
less good reason to.”

The partners watched as she thought rapidly, h@vemng with fear. A realization struck
her, and she looked to them with pleading eyesaniél...”

Hutch’s gaze swung to his partner. Starsky nodd®ude’ve got the district attorney to
agree to try him as a juvenile. If you can coneifianiel to testify against Vic Monte
and work with us to arrest the players out of Spuge, then he’ll receive a reduced
sentence—probably time served—and also be plac#kinwitness Protection Program
with you and relocated.”

Overwhelmed, Mrs. Lee shook her head. “I'm sorgo not know what this means...”
Hutch smiled and squeezed her hand. “It meansaifi& will also tell us what he knows

about Vic Monte, then he will go with you to staxter.”
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Tears brimmed in Mrs. Lee’s eyes. “We will be ffée

Starsky smiled as he nodded. “You will Americans’

Starsky and Hutch waited until the patrolmen adite gather up the evidence within the
dry cleaners. An undercover policewoman wouldiliad in for the young woman who
worked the counter, so additional arrests couldragle as runners dropped off their
marks.

The partners were glad to see Detective Linda lRasthow up with an interpreter from
the DA'’s office to take Mrs. Lee into protectivestody. The interpreter was a young
Chinese man who spoke fluent Mandarin and Cantoaesk quickly put the older
woman at ease. While Patrillo was a bit rough adothe edges, she surprised Starsky
and Hutch by taking an instant liking to the MreelLand stood by her protectively while
the interpreter explained the upcoming events to he

It was growing dark by the time they left the digamers, and Starsky and Hutch said
their good-byes with a promise to check in on Nlese before the trial. Starsky gunned
the Torino’s engine before pulling away from thelgueveling in the hunt, and knowing

their prey was in sight.

A quick call to the DA set in motion the plan toegtion Daniel Lee and extend the offer
made to his grandmother. Just as Hutch hung umtbphone, they were called again
with an urgent patch-through from Dobey.

The static that followed signaled Dobey wasn'’t is bffice. “This is Hutch, Cap’n,
where are you?”

“En route to the Port of Los Angeles. We just gotcall from Dickerson at Port

Authority. It turns out one of his clerks founddecrepancy in the shipping manifests
regarding th&seneral Tsad

“What'd they find?”

“Somebody changed the date on the ship’s arrivakeven was originally typed in, but
then somebody did a good job with a pen and chaitgeda nine. No one would have
noticed it except the clerk spilled coffee and, letiiying to blot it dry, the ink smeared.”

Starsky and Hutch looked at each other, the rdaizalawning. Hutch depressed the
mic. “So you're saying:?”
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“I'm saying that theGeneral Tsaalocked yesterday and is being unloaded as we Bpeak
Dobey barked. *“lI've got the Feds, the county, fert Authority, and half the
Department en route, and | thought you boys wowddtvio be in on it.”

“Yes!” Starsky slapped the dashboard with his opand, then tripped the siren. Hutch
shouted over the din as he gathered up the Mdrs digd placed it on the roof. “We're
on our way!”

The speaker crackled again with Dobey shouting théomicrophone. “I want you two
to report in to me when you get there, and wellhabve in together, understood? Don’t
do anything stupid, you hear me?”

“Who, us? Zebra Three, out.” Hutch’s grin turnpcedatory as he replaced the
microphone.

Starsky whipped the Torino onto a side street, ignihie vehicle through traffic. “Can’t
report in if we get there first!”

San Pedro’s Port of Los Angele
was a catacomb of channels ai
basins. With its twenty-sevel
cargo terminals, nailing all of the
remnants of Monte’s Singapor
connection would be next
impossible. Tonight, they werc
simply hoping to reel in the bic
fish and anyone else caught |
their nets.

Starsky and Hutch movel

through the warehouse liki

wraiths, their years as partnel

keeping them in tandem like on.

another’s shadow. The dimly lit building consist#drows of racks, each stacked four-
high of skids and crates in the process of beirigaded from theGeneral Tsao The
materials would soon be redistributed and shippedemis to their final destinations,
including several million dollars’ worth of uncugtoin.

As they neared the warehouse dock doors, wheréf-ddwen forklifts zipped in and out

with their burdens, Starsky scurried across an @p&e to his partner. “I don’t think any
of those guys in coveralls are Wong and Chen.”
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Hutch snorted. “Not according to the names oncthweralls. Probably local hired help,
or maybe some of Monte’s men. Wong and Chen mayewen still be here, since the
boat docked yesterday.”

“Yeah, but five will get you ten they're not going trust the locals with a couple mil of
heroin. I'll bet they're either outside, makingsunobody runs off with any souvenirs, or
else on the ship.”

“Speaking of which, did you get a load of the gwyjith hardware on either side of the
dock doors?”

Starsky snorted. “Must be some pretty fancy testilf it has to be guarded with
submachine guns.”

“No kidding. So how do we get onto the ship withbaing noticed?” Hutch did a quick
check of the rounds in his gun. “Wait for an imtibn for the dinner cruise?”

“Elementary, my dear Watson. We’'ll just drive rigih.”

“Hey, Bob! Can you give me a hand with this?”

Bob Ferguson grunted in response and threw thedbutis cigarette on the floor as he
started his forklift back up. When he turned toener toward where he had heard his
name being called, he came face to face with tlsnbas end of a Magnum and a very
angry pair of blue eyes.

David Ming yawned and scrubbed his face with heefhand, then adjusted his grip on
the M-16 lazily resting on his hip. He looked amdwat the flurry of activity surrounding
him, failing to notice that the men wearing the e@lls marked “Bob” and “Larry”
driving out of the warehouse were not the same wiemhad worn them driving in.

Several gangplanks ran from the edge of the piertime side of th€&eneral Tsapwith
fork trucks running back and forth to withdraw st@p’s cargo. Once inside the bowels
of the ship, Starsky and Hutch abandoned theirliftglkand slipped between the crates
until they were well hidden. Hutch produced thewdrar he had retrieved from the fork
truck and scanned the crates until he found onese/Btenciled identification was upside
down, next to the arrow indicating which end wadathe container.

144



“Good thing Bob was a talker,” Hutch remarked, jaimgrnthe crowbar between the crate
and its lid. “Otherwise, we would have been hdraight.”

“Good thing he had a roll of duct tape with himth€wise, we would’ve had to use our
cuffs on him and Larry.” Starsky grinned. “Andnl’saving mine for Weng and Chon.”

“Chen and Wong,” Hutch corrected with a grunt asphed open the crate. The two
quickly lifted the lid and began digging througbdibundles of fabric. “Good thing those
two didn’t mind being trussed up like chickens atuffed in a crate.”

“As if they had a choice. Uh...which bay did wave them in?”
“Y-37?"

“l thought it was X-73.” Starsky's voice was meaffl, his torso almost completely
disappearing into the piles of fabric deep in tree

“Bingo.” Hutch straightened himself, withdrawingsmaller bundle of silk. He tore off
the protective plastic wrap and unfolded the fabicone-pound sealed bag tumbled to
the floor.

Starsky whistled under his breath as he retrieliecheroin. “And to think that’s just the
tip of the iceberg.”

“Yeah, well, we’'d better get up to the cabin amdsih this before the Titanic here sinks.”

“Dobey here. Go ahead, Baker Twelve.” After mgging into the microphone, he spun
the wheel hard, sending his patrol car sliding t@she Consolidated Slip Marinas and
the awaitingGeneral Tsao

“Captain, we are approaching Warehouse Eighty-taa @aught a glimpse of Detective
Starsky’s car. No sign of him or Detective Hutaan, though.”

“What the hell kind of operation are you runningéieDobey?” McMillian barked into
his radio, his sedan right on Dobey’s heels. “Ehtv8o were supposed to wait for our
arrival and report to you! If anything happengHiatchinso¥”

“You just worry about your own hide, McMillian! &tsky’ll take care of his partner.”
“Well, don’t think that the governor won't hear altahis, Captain!” When McMillian
continued to rant, Dobey almost broke in to tethhwhat he could do with his threats.

Instead, he rolled his eyes toward Heaven, remgnthe Lord that he had never prayed
for patience, so couldn’t The Almighty quit sendimgn things to be patient about?
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Starsky and Hutch had made their way up a darksetaédvell to the ship’s deck. So far,
all of the information gleaned from Bob, the frighed but cooperative longshoreman,
had been accurate. Now, they only had to make ey across the massive deck to the
ship’s bridge, where the adjoining captain’s staden had housed the illusive drug lords
during the voyage from Singapore. The partnersgae®ut of the door from the
stairwell, now level with the deck.

“So how do you want to play this?” Starsky whisgkrtaking in the sparse deck and
calculating the risk of making their way unseemnoasrthe expanse. There were limited
pieces of equipment offering shelter, and evenhe dark they would be easy targets
from the higher elevation of the bridge. He lookexntedly at Hutch’s gray coveralls.

“The longshoremen go on strike, and the union séady and Bob to negotiate with the

bosses, or try and make a run for it and hope tlueyt splatter our brains all over the

boat?”

Hutch gave Starsky a sour look. “You have suchlartul way with words.”
“Thank you.”
“It wasn’t a compliment.” Hutch sighed. “Okay, athif% ?”

Hutch’s thought was cut off by the tinny blare oloadspeaker attached to the top of a
squad car. White spotlights cut through the nfghin around the warehouse and farther
out from the Coast Guard vessels approaching the giAhoy, General Tsab This is
the FBI. You are completely surrounded. Surremahel come out with your hands in the
air. | repeat, this is the FBI. You are undeestyyou must cooperate 36t

McMillian’s speech was cut off by gunfire from azdm weapons. What happened next
was chaos, as unsuspecting dock workers fled morteand the police officers and
government agents returned fire.

Starsky met his partner’s glance. “I guess they'diwant to cooperate.”

Movement across the deck caught Hutch’s eye. “Libeke!” Scurrying down from the
upper level of the bridge were four Asian men, twen with machine guns flanking the
others. The two older men in the middle wore stiiis first loaded down with a duffel
bag and pistol, and the second desperately clgchibriefcase to his chest as if his life
depended on it.

As the foursome trotted toward a hatch midpointl@deck, the detectives burst out of
the stairwell, running full tilt, their guns thruséfore them.

“Freeze, Police!” Starsky bellowed as they cama@lside one of the ship’s ventilation
pipes, his two-handed grip training the Berettalmnfirst bodyguard.
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The machine guns were turned on them as anticipatedhey each managed to get off a
shot before being forced behind the man-high atrestfor protection. The first guard
was struck in the shoulder, sending the machinesgiuming out of his hands as he fell
to the deck. Hutch’s shot struck Wong in the bjegmding the duffel bag to the ground.
Chen instantly dropped his briefcase and threwahiss in the air, surrendering. They
moved in unison, leaning out from the cover of direvent to take their next shots. Just
as the second bodyguard splayed the air around Whigmbullets, they could see the
injured Wong snatch up Chen’s dropped briefcasessudlit in the quaking man’s arms,
grab the fallen machine gun, then bodily drag laidner down the hatch after him. The
detectives continued to return fire as the her@alers scrambled down the stairs, the
bodyguard shooting off another round that chipgesi metal of the vent at their backs
before following them.

“Terrific,” Starsky bit off, slapping another clipto his gun. “Now what?”

The sound of gunfire from the pier below rang uphtem as they made their way to the
injured bodyguard struggling to his feet. Hutclagmed his handcuffs on the wrist of the
man’s uninjured arm, then attached it to the ba#t r

Hutch looked over the side of the ship. “Well,@8d you sprout wings, we’re going to
have to take the stairs.”

The descent after the felons was uneventful andegloby their need for caution. As
much as Starsky and Hutch wanted to be the oneske the final arrests that would end
the nightmare they’'d been living, rushing headldiogvn the unfamiliar stairs after two
men armed with M-16s would have been suicidal.

When they reached the bottom of the stairwell, tveye on the same level as they had
first entered the ship, but in a different storagenpartment toward the stern. When it
was determined they were alone in the cavernous rtleey trotted between crates and
skids to the gangplank. The pier was empty at ¢émat of the ship, except for a few

patrolmen standing ready, their squad cars blockieglocks from escape.

Hutch looked at his partner. “Well, Bob, | donhdw about you, but | don’t want to
have come this far to be blown away by mistakedsgesovereager rookie.”

Starsky looked at Hutch like he’d lost his mindBob?” When Hutch rolled his eyes and
unzipped his coveralls, Starsky made a face amgpstit out of his own. Hutch whistled
to get the patrolmen’s attention as he stepped th@aangplank, his badge held open
before him, Starsky a step behind.
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One of the uniformed officers raised a hand in agkedgement after shining his
spotlight on the two. “Some bust, huh? There s@®e commotion up there just a
minute ago. Busted up a squad car, but | guegésthgot it almost wrapped up now.”

The younger man looked at the two more closely.ouwo aren’t Hutchinson and
Starsky, by any chance?”

Starsky nodded as they continued down the rampat's us.”
The older officer spoke up. “Captain Dobey’s laukior you. Said it's important.”

When the partners turned and ran toward the ceftdre chaos, the officer called out,
“Be carefull They ain’t got everybody yet!”

Starsky glanced over at his partner as they rams guawn. “Ain’t got'? Even speak
more better than that!”

Hutch did a double take, unable to see in the dakrf his partner was kidding or not.
As they approached the next unloading bay dooy, sieeved as Dobey stepped out, the
warehouse light casting a silhouette behind hins. tihey approached, he turned toward
them with a scowl. “Where have you two been?”

Starsky nodded back toward teneral Tsao “We went to see if they have a dinner
cruise. What's going on here?”

The captain huffed. “We got Ferarro and VanMeleustody. But while you two were
playing hide and seek, your friends from Singapoes to make a break for it in a patrol
car just a minute ago. One of our guys took oatdhver. The two in suits made it into
the warehouse, but not before they shot three Ipsroand Lieutenant Dickerson from
the Port Authority. McMillian, Endicott, and anethagent wanted to make the big play
and took after them.”

Hutch and Starsky perked up, catching the scettieohunt. Dobey almost smiled as he
pointed toward the back of the warehouse. “Backubh those doors, there’s a stairwell
that leads to the roof. | was just about to assigme men to head up there from the
adjacent building and double back, but if you hurty

They weren’'t even within earshot by the time Dolimjled off, watching as they
pounded out the door toward Warehouse Eighty-three.

The climb up the four-story fire escape would hagen taxing under the best conditions.
Starsky occasionally glanced back at his partneshing he could get a better look at his
face as they raced through the darkness. Hutchkegging up with his partner’'s pace,
even though Starsky could hear his friend’s labdmesithing as they ascended the stairs.
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As much as he tried to hide it, Hutch still had®tovered from the ordeal. “We don'’t
have to do this, you know.”

Hutch looked up at the worried face before him. oM your butt before I run you over.”

When they finally reached the top of the stairar&ty cautiously peered over the
warehouse roof, trying to make out the shadowsur Bkylights lay near each corner of
the roof, as well as a small structure at the faf #hat housed the stairwell. Six large
ventilation shafts jutted five feet above the rgoBurface. Starsky could detect
movement by the farthest skylight, the vent sha&tno it, then, closer to him, by

another shaft in the middle of the building. Mdlihis head back down, he turned to
Hutch with a curse.

“What's wrong?”

“It's so dark, | can’t make out who's who. We’'rergha have to get closer, but we won't
know if they're the bad guys until we're right aptof them.”

Hutch snorted. “If it's McMillian and Endicott,f not so sure there aamy good guys
up there.”

“Good point,” Starsky agreed. “Look, there're vilatton shafts just a few yards on
either side of us. I'll pop up, holler, give yoanse cover. Get to the shaft, cover me.
Whoever shoots at us—they're the bad guys.”

“Brilliant deduction, Holmes. But how come | hateerun first?”
Starsky rolled his eyes. “Fine. I'll pop up, ayal run instead.”

Hutch nodded, satisfied. “That's
better.”

Starsky put his foot on the final rung,
ready to make himself a target. “Ready?
On three.”

Hutch pulled himself up to stand at his
partner's back, ready to propel himself
over the top of the roof. The
inconsistency of their conversation
finally struck him. “Wait a minu”

“Onetwothreego!” Starsky rushed and scrambled tdmaoof. As soon as he saw Hutch

clear the ladder and begin running for the safdtyhe shaft, he bellowed “Freeze!
Police!”
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The shadows at the nearest shaft turned, and gusifiept past Starsky as Wong and
Chen scrambled to the other side of the shaft.délee and rolled over and over until he
crashed into the ventilation unit. The familiartbaf Hutch’s gun answered, giving him
enough time to right himself.

As the partners returned fire, they could maketbatshapes of the three agents running
in crouches toward the shaft protecting Wong andrCh

“What are they doing?” Starsky hissed. “Don’t thaypw he’s got an M-16?"

McMillian led the pack, his service revolver thrustit in front of him. *“You're
surrounded! Throw dowia”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, thehmacgun was turned on them,
striking Endicott in the thigh and the third agenthe chest, knocking them off their feet.
In his effort to twist out of harm’s way, McMilliarstumbled and feel backwards,
crashing through the skylight. By reflex, he masthd¢o latch onto the framework and
dangle by one hand, fifty feet above the warehdlose.

Wong stepped out of the protection of the venblatshaft and opened fire on Starsky
and Hutch, keeping them crouched behind their covdre shooting continued as Chen
made a frantic dash for the fire escape the detscthad used only moments earlier.
Once he was cleared, Wong backed up to it as tetl tapidly descended.

As soon as the firing stopped, Starsky leaned ardbe shaft to cover his partner as
Hutch sprinted for the skylight. He then crossedhte roof's edge and determined that
the drug lords had disappeared into the darknbssfaint clattering of their retreating
steps echoing back up to him. Starsky returnddnidicott and the other agent to check
the severity of their wounds.

Hutch dropped to his knees at the side of the gkylnd peered through the broken glass
and framework. For a split second, his rage artdetiafor the man dangling below
washed over him, tempting him with the thought w$tjletting McMillian fend for
himself, or even assist him in plunging to certdeath. The fantasy only lasted for a
heartbeat before Hutch latched onto McMillian’s stri The agent looked up, the light
from the warehouse casting an eerie glow on theawsted detective above him.
McMillian tried to grab the skylight's frame withdhfree hand when the metal structure
he was clinging to gave way. The only thing kegpimm from certain death was his
former victim’s vice-like grip.

Hutch tried desperately to pull him up, but hiesgth was quickly failing him and he
began to shake'Starsky!”

The urgency in Hutch’s voice was enough to sendskyascrambling back to his partner.
He dropped to one knee and leaned over, extendsrigand to the agent. “Come on!”
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McMillian swung blindly, missing Starsky’s reachThe effort was enough to throw
Hutch off balance, and his grip slipped marginallyicMillian cried out in fear as he
swung then looked up at Hutch’s strained face. &¥#re you trying to do, kill me?”

The partners answered in unison. “Don’t tempt me!”

Starsky threw himself flat on the rooftop and lehmwer the edge as far as he could
without losing his balance.

“Hurry it up, Starsk!” Hutch ground out, sweat rimgndown his cheeks.

McMillian swung his arm up as high as he coulds time far enough that Starsky could
grasp his wrist.

Starsky managed to draw his knees
under him. “Okay, Hutch, just roll bacl
with him. Ready? Go!”

The partners pushed themselv
backwards, hauling McMillian througt
the wreckage of the skylight and on 1
the rooftop.  Although not without
banging his head against the structure
the process.

Starsky staggered to his feet, pantir

then offered his hand to Hutch. The

blond lay on his back for a moment, his sides hegafiiom the exertion. When he finally
took the proffered hand, Starsky pulled him intqueck embrace, thumping him on the
back.

McMillian finally managed to pull himself up into seated position. “Well, don’t just
stand there—go find them!”

Starsky shook his head, then scooped up his anchiBuguns from where they had been
dropped in order to rescue McMillian. Hutch todie tMagnum back and followed
Starsky over the edge of the roof. Just befor@ibappeared down the ladder, Hutch
paused and looked back at the agent. “You're we&bd

Starsky and Hutch pounded back into the warehaesseching for Dobey. When their
superior saw them, he rushed to them, anger anceoomon his face. “What happened
up there? We heard some shots and glass breakidgyhen | sent some uniforms to the
next warehouse to investigate, they said they sawvtwo pull McMillian up out of a
skylight.”
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Starsky nodded, giving Hutch a chance to catclbtgath. “They need an ambulance up
there; two of them got shot.”

Hutch looked around at the remaining patrolmen rimeving dock workers and
escorting the arrests made on tBeneral Tsado their squad cars. “What about Chen
and Wong? Did you get them?”

Dobey cursed. “No! We haven't seen them sincg thent up on the roof!”

The detectives scrambled outside, running away frleenactivity in a desperate search
for any signs of the two felons. They reached ¢nel of the pier where the Port
Authority boat had been moored earlier, nestlednaja wooden dock jutting out into
the channel. The only other signs that anyonel®ah there that day was a large crate
and two oil drums stacked at the end of the p#fter checking the containers to make
sure the felons weren’t hiding by or in them, tilséyod panting in the darkness, intently
listening and watching for any indication that tivegre on the right track.

Finally, Starsky swung his fist through the air awebre. “Where th# ?”

Just as the words were out of his mouth, the Pathéxity boat roared to life, its lights

illuminating the surrounding pier. The partnerseh down the dock, but the craft was
quickly backing away into open waters. Both meewrthey'd never reach the boat in
time, so they ground to a stop and began firingatoMthe cabin. They were met again
with machine gun fire and instinctively dropped fta the dock.

“Go!” Starsky hollered, lifting his head to retufine. Hutch scrambled to his feet and
fled. When he reached the relative safety of tla¢ec he turned and began shooting at
the retreating boat. When Starsky heard the famibar of Hutch’'s gun, he pushed
himself up and began sprinting back to his partner.

As the schooner was thrown forward full throttllee tmachine gun’s bullets kicked up
splinters at Starsky’'s feet. Hutch continued te fas he watched in horror while the
tracers ate up the distance to his partner. Arfewe inches and they would find their
mark.

“Starsky!” Hutch bellowed an instant before his partner tieehlfrom the dock and was
swallowed by the water’s inky blackness.

Hutch fired even as the schooner pulled out of ean@Qut the corner of his eye he could
see the Coast Guard vessel steaming ahead in passiie smaller boat turned northwest
out of the channel. Hutch quickly ran to the shethad last seen Starsky and, after
dropping his gun onto the pier, began tearing affdoots.
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“Starsky?” Hutch called out, preparing to dive in.
“What?” The voice was not a happy one, but mercifullyaghe Hutch wanted to hear.

Hutch exhaled heavily, then bent at the waist \wihhands on his thighs, exhausted. “I
thought you’d been hit!”

“Is that what you were hollering about?” the disexiled voice groused from below.
The sound of treading water reached Hutch’'s edrthought you were warning me that
| wasaboutto be hit.”

“Whatever. You were. It worked—you're safe.”

“Yeah, and I'm alsavet And freezing.”

Hutch leaned over the edge of the dock and peeavaadh ét his partner. “You pick the
most idiotic things to complain about. You're aldive.”

“Are you going to stand there philosophizing at meyou gonna get me out of here so
we can finish catching the bad guys?”

Hutch walked back to where the dock met the pielere—here’s a ladder.”

Splashing followed as Starsky swam to the spot teggan his ascent. “Yuck! What is
this crap?”

Hutch tried to see what his partner was talkingubb6What?”
“This green slimy crap on the ladder.”
“That’s algae. Hurry it up, Starsk.”

“You mean that crap you put in your glop?” Starskyoice sounded louder as he drew
closer.

“My what? Oh, for crying out loud! If you mean my breadtfahakes, then yes. It's
something like that. Come on!”

“Oh.” Starsky took his partner’'s extended handasame up over the top wrung. His
free hand deposited a large handful of drippingealop Hutch’s shirt pocket, then patted
it. “Justin case you get hungry later.”

Hutch radioed back to Dobey as the Torino sped dvaay the pier.
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“Captain, we are in pursuit of the Port Authoritgab heading north. They've left the
East Basin where it narrows into the Dominegueznébh Two Coast Guard units are
also in pursuit, but they’re too big. I'm not surew much farther they're going to be
able to follow.”

“Hutch, where are you?”

He looked over at his partner. “Northbound Chawviegl Drive and...”

“Thirty-eighth,” Starsky responded.

“Thirty-eighth, Cap’n. We still have a visual dmetboat.”

“And tell him that the Department's gonna pay tovdiany upholstery cleaned and
reconditioned,” Starsky grumped.

The radio crackled again. “What's the plan, Hutch?
Starsky was undaunted. “Asomebody’starting to smell like rotten algae.”

Hutch ignored the whining. “When the channel nasoand they lose the Coast
Guard/”

“This is gonna ruin the leather!” Starsky continued

Hutch took his finger off the mic. “Shut up, Staf's He then continued into the radio.
“They're going to be free and clear. They coul@ldat any of the marinas and bail out,
so we’d better get some units in place.”

“What are you and Starsky going to do?”

The partners looked at each other for a heartbefard Hutch finally answered. “Head
'em off at the pass.”

“You've gotto be kidding!” Starsky gripped the handrail la¢ en tighter, and adjusted
his weight so he wasn’t leaning so far forward abherwater below him.

“You got any better ideas?” Hutch stepped downtb# center rail so his feet were
planted on the edge of the bridge, his hands eutéied on either side to hold himself
firmly against the scaffolding.

“Plenty, and none of them include me jumping offralge onto a boat and getting shot
up into little pieces by a machine gun. Maybe Wweutd wait for the Coast Guard.”
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“Where’s your sense of adventure?”
“Two steps behind my sense of survival. Now, hk&h”
“Get ready, here they come!”

They watched in silence as the Port Authority tshgiped through the channel, its lights
off to mask its flight.

Hutch’s voice was hushed. “You ready?”

“What do you think?” Starsky hissed back througinched teeth.
“Good. On three...”

“What if I miss the boat?”

“You're already wet, what'’s the difference? Oirie...

“Yeah, but I'm wet analive.”

“If you miss, you won’t have to worry about beingtw Two...”

Starsky cursed under his breath and
scrambled down onto the lip of the
bridge. Both men drew their guns,
watching below their feet as the vessel’s
deck slid into view. Their eyes met
briefly.

“Three!” Hutch released his hold on the
rail and stepped away, Starsky a
heartbeat behind him. The two fell the
fifteen feet from the bridge to the deck
and rolled on impact.

They continued the rolling motion into a crouch andckly found their targets through
the window of the cabin. As soon as Hutch sawntlaehine gun raised in his direction,
he dove and rolled again, the bullets marking wineréad been a second before. At the
first sight of the gun’s tracers, Starsky sighted ahot, catching their assailant high in
the shoulder. Wong dropped the gun and fell awegsping his bleeding wound. Chen,
who’'d been piloting the boat, lifted his hands earf and began rapidly speaking in
Mandarin, surrendering.
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The detectives scrambled to their feet and chatigedabin. Hutch grabbed Chen by the
wrist and thrust him into a prone position agaitits# control panel, while Starsky
snatched up the machine gun and checked Wong ditiathl weapons.

Hutch retrieved a handgun from his captive, thek ta handful of shirt to lead Chen out
onto the deck where he handcuffed the two togethercuff's chain wrapped around the
boat rail.

Hutch looked at the two captives. “Well, | knowuy@ not going to understand a word
of this, but here goes. You have the right to ri@msdent. You have the right”

A flood of light accompanied the whirling of helfter blades overhead, drowning out
Hutch’s voice and blinding the group on the boBte forced wind tore at their clothes as
a booming voice resounded from a bullhorn. “ThEsthe police! Throw down your
weapons, you are under arrest!”

They shielded their eyes as they stared up intoligie. Starsky finally shouted in
disgust. “They couldn’t have shown bpforeyou made me jump off the bridge?”

Hutch sat in a chair in front of Dobey’s desk ahdught about his last statement. “Yeah,
Cap’n,” he said after a long silence. “I thinkttlaéout wraps it up.”

“Good.” Dobey looked at the court stenographetexb#o his right. “Did you get all
that?”

She nodded.

“Do you think you can keep going for a while?”

Another nod.

“What about you, Hutchinson? I'd like to start your statement about what McMillian
and Endicott did to you after the kidnapping. ihkhwe have everything we need on the
Monte case, so it's up to you whether you wantdahils today or wait until tomorrow.”
Hutch looked over at his partner. Starsky wasismdustomary place at Hutch's left,
silently supporting his partner. It was his opmithat Hutch wasn’t ready for any of this,
but since Monte’s trial was due to begin in a nratfgust a few weeks, there was really
no other choice. And, with Hutch’'s statement dtyged, signed, and notarized, he

hoped it would take some of the heat off the helhling detective.

Starsky shrugged his shoulders in answer to Hutahmépoken question. “It's your call.”
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“Let’s just do it then. The more we get done tqdae less we’ll have to do tomorrow.
Then, just maybe, | can get out of this crummyding and back on the streets.” Hutch
glanced at his partner again. “Where should t3tar

Dobey leaned back in his chair and steeled hinfeelfhe grim details of what the Feds
had done to Hutch. “Just start at the beginning, and try to remember as much as you
can.”

In a faltering voice, Hutch started talking. Heokp of how the agents had come to his
apartment, about the fight and being overpoweredhieytwo men who had come to
“protect” him. As he spoke, he became more andenagygravated—fidgeting in his
chair, fingers plucking at a loose thread on higt,sand even getting up from his seat to
pace the floor from time to time, only to throw Isetf back down into the chair.

Starsky watched his partner closely, a worried fragcentuating the exhaustion in his
face and the dark circles under his eyes. He khewvas hard on Hutch; after all, there
were large patches of time that Hutch couldn’t evemember. And, to Starsky's

growing consternation, the more Hutch talked, tloeenagitated he became.

“I really don’t remember anything more until McM@h and Endicott came to see me
one afternoon,” Hutch continued, his jaw musclesé¢eas he stared sightlessly ahead of
him. “They told me about the funeral. Guess ttheught I'd cooperate more if | knew
that everyone had already written me off as deézal. they sat there in their self-righteous
three-piece suits and told me in vivid detail etieinyg that happened on the day you
buried me.”

Starsky looked up in alarm as Hutch exploded outi®fseat and began pacing the room
like a caged tiger. Dobey was about to put a stape session for the day when Hutch
cut him off. “They told me everythingyverything From who said what, to the way my
mother broke dow#.” Hutch stopped speaking abruptly, rage boilinghtibelow his
carefully constructed veneer of calm. Before amyoauld stop him, he flung open the
door and charged out of the office.

Starsky was the first to react. With
hasty, “Stay put. I'll find him,” to Captain
Dobey, he followed his fleeing partne
down the crowded hallway.

The pursuit ended in a small rarely us:
interrogation room. Years ago, when tl
station was first built, that same room hi
boasted a very high success rate wher
came to questioning criminals. Its sme
size and single naked light bulb suspend
from the ceiling made most people want
spend as little time there as possible. E
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progress had demoted it to little more than a fiaticloset, although it was still used
from time to time to question material witnesses dabrief undercover officers. Its lack
of a two-way mirror made it the perfect place toda private conversation.

Starsky took a deep steadying breath and enteeeshtiall room, shutting the door firmly
behind him. He sat down in a nearby chair, woresges trained on Hutch who was
leaning against the far wall for support.

“Not now, Starsk,” Hutch said tightly, his voicetkaying his overwhelmed emotions. “I
want to be alone.”

“Good,” Starsky replied, making no move to leave tbom. “You be alone over there,
and I'll stay over here and stand guard. Make sorene interrupts you being alone.”

After a sour look from Hutch, a heavy silence tilllhe room as he attempted to rein in
his raging anger. He stood staring at the waftant of him, his hands balled into tight
fists and his eyes screwed shut. For an instantyds the perfect picture of self-control
until his body betrayed him, its need for an oudeeérriding his mind’s determination.
Without a word, he turned on his heel and, withagdetachment, picked up the nearest
chair and savagely broke it over the small tabténgi in the middle of the room.
Unsatisfied, he picked up another chair and thiteagainst the wall, only to pick it up
again and throw it when it didn’t splinter the fitsne.

Starsky sat quietly, watching his partner, yet ftdreot to interfere. After the second
chair broke, he stood and picked up the chair ltkbde®n occupying, silently offering it
to his partner as well. Hutch stopped and stateSitarsky, chest heaving and sweat
glistening on his brow. Finally, his energy spédmg,leaned against the far wall and slid
to the floor, hugging his knees tightly to his dhes

“You finished?” Starsky asked without incrimination

At Hutch’s slight nod, Starsky continued. “You vmantalk about it?”

Hutch shook his head furiously, burying his facéis crossed arms.

His own jaw muscles tight with tension and fatigBéarsky crossed over to his partner.
He slid to the floor beside Hutch, his arms restiagually on his bent knees as he rested
his head against the wall behind him.

“Talk to me, Hutch,” he began, turning his headlslly to look at him. *“I know this is
eating you up, and | know there’s a whole lottdfstau need to deal with right now, but
you don’t have to do it alone. I'm right here, dimd not going anywhere, so let me help,

huh? Maybe between the two of us we can work tirdghis.”

Hutch raised his head, careful not to look into pn@bing compassionate eyes. “l don'’t
know how | feel, Starsk. Sometimes I'm just plaiad. If McMillian were here right
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now, I'd wrap my hands around his scrawny littleckh@nd choke the life out of him.
The FBI is supposed to serve and protect, justugeStarsky.Protect. Not screw you
over and put your family and friends through héNhen | think about what they did and
what it did to yo&s” He stopped abruptly and jumped back to his fpating the small
room in an effort to burn off the anger that agaimeatened to overwhelm him.

Starsky rose as well, allowing his partner maximwom to pace, and continued to
watch him carefully.

“They took part of my life away. And...and thereie way | can get those days back.
They hurt me and everybody | care about, and Itaamdo that either.” Hutch faced the
opposite wall and braced himself against it with ansteady hand. “They're
untouchable, Starsk, and the more | think abotihé,madder | get.”

“It ain’t right, Hutch. What they did was criminahd we’ll file charges. We’re gonna
do whatever’s humanly possible to make them pawfaat they did.”

Hutch smiled briefly, although it had nothing to Wwgh amusement. “Yeah, you and me
against the world, huh, Starsk?”

“And Dobey, and the entire precinct, and anyone @le can recruit to help us out.”

“C’mon, Starsk. You and | both know that it's négtimpossible to pin anything on the
Feds. We’'re not that naive.” Hutch turned awaynfithe wall and finally looked at his
partner.

“Hey.” Starsky moved to stand in front of him. Kebbed Hutch by the arms and met
his stare, hoping he could somehow ease the pasaWwen the depths of his partner’s
eyes. “It may be tough, but we’ll give it our basiot. And if we can’t get satisfaction

from the Bureau, we’ll do something else.”

“That’s just it, Starsk. Thens nothing else. And, in the meantime, here we &ised,
then just cast aside and left to deal with whatekiey choose to throw at us.” Hutch
looked up at the ceiling and took a deep steadyregth before returning his attention to
Starsky. “I've never felt so helpless. And tire@od, I'm tired. And there’s not a damn
thing | can do about it.”

There was a long silence while Hutch searched aither’s face, shaking his head in
resignation. When he finally spoke again, his goiMas whisper soft. “So, how do we
fix that, partner?”

Starsky pulled Hutch in close, willing his voicetrto betray him. “lI don’t know that

right now, Hutch, but we’ll find a way.” It finallbroke as he hugged Hutch even more
tightly. “I promise you, though—we will find a way

159



By the time the partners left interrogation and e#tkeir way back up to the squadroom,
the day shift had left, leaving the hallways unnalty still. They stopped briefly in the
squadroom to retrieve their jackets. As Starskg slgpping his on, he looked out the
now-repaired plate glass window at the woman standliozen in the hallway, slack-
jawed.

As they left, Starsky paused long enough to whidpethe astonished departmental
psychologist, Dr. O’'Shea, who stood staring atvelyy much alive partner. “My gut was
right after all.”

The meeting had been called for 3:00 p.m. Cafabey had hand delivered Hutch’s
full statement and allegations at noon, giving i time to review the document prior
to their appointment.

At exactly 3:00, Starsky, Hutch, Dobey, and Polzmmmissioner Wilson were ushered
into a large dark conference room adjacent to thee®u Director’s private office. The

space was imposing, with a highly polished walrartference table that ran the length of
the room, easily seating thirty people. The Bur&aector, Frank Dennison, entered
immediately afterward, accompanied by a second m2ennison took his seat at the
head of the table, a six-foot diameter FBI icomharmg behind him.

Dennison took off his glasses and placed themsrbreast pocket, then folded his hands
in front of him. As he looked over the four merategl midway at the table, his no-
nonsense expression remained unreadable.

“Gentlemen, I'd like to thank you for coming.” H®dded to the man on his right. “This
is Captain Fitzwallace, head of the California Bureand, as you've surmised, | am
Lieutenant Dennison, Bureau Director from Washingtgsentlemen, I'll be direct and
brief. Captain Dobey, Commissioner Wilson, whas hanspired over the past months
regarding the investigation of Vic Monte has beafottunate. The Bureau ‘unofficially’
regrets the events described in your submitte@rstant, especially those involving you,
Detective Hutchinson.”

“Unofficially?” Hutch’s voice was tense.

Dennison nodded, but remained expressionless.ici@lff/, we'd like to commend you,
Detective Starsky and Captain Dobey, for your wamnkl the work of your department.
Because of your investigation, not only was Vic Morarrested and his multiple
operations effectively put out of commission, bbuthe process, you also cracked open a
major drug trafficking cartel out of Asia. The Bau and the people of California thank
you.”
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Dennison and Fitzwallace stood as the Bureau [recontinued. “In two weeks,
Detectives Hutchinson and Starsky will submit thestimonies in court to support the
prosecution in the trial of The People versus MfittoMonte, and those also so charged.
Any criminal indictments against Mr. Wong and Mhen will be handled by the home
office of the Bureau, as they are classified asrivdtional incidents. Again, gentlemen,
thank you for your work in these matters and fourytime.”

The two Bureau agents had almost made it to the bleimre Starsky broke the stunned
silence, surging out of his chair, toppling it owerto its back.

“What theés? Wait just one bleeding minute! Thait8 ‘Good job. Don't let the door
hit you in the can on your way out?’What is thisgarbag®” Dobey and the
commissioner were also on their feet in outrageh®ytime Starsky finished. Oddly,
Hutch remained seated, his hands gripping the afrhs chair as he stared at the agents
in cold fury.

Captain Dobey slammed his open hand on the talidd you even read Hutchinson’s
statement? What about what your men did to himffatebout McMillian, Endicott, and
Emery? Are you telling us that you're letting thgmscott-free in all of this?”

There was a subtle change in Dennison’s expresasoime glanced over at Captain
Fitzwallace. “Gentlemen, the statement by Detectiutchinson is now deemed
classified information and property of the Burealican assure you it has been duly
noted and reviewed by the necessary Bureau persbnne

Starsky thrust his finger at Dennison, his ragditgpiover. “That's a load of crap, and
you know it! What about the agents that did tliddutch? McMillian and Endicott—
what’s going to happen to them?”

Dennison’s face hardened almost imperceptibly. n{@men, the Bureau has no record
of any agents operating out of this or any FBI agenby the names of McMillian or
Endicott. Agent Emery, a one-time stellar fieleeafy has sought an early retirement and
has relocated out of the country.”

“Wait a minute,” the police commissioner interjette “You're saying that Agents
McMillian and Endicott don’t exist?”

“Or no longerexist,” Dobey added.
“I'm saying that the Bureau has no record of thetistence. Good day, gentlemen.”

Dennison’s face was stony as he and Fitzwallac@tik@m the room, leaving the others
behind in stunned silence.
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“I didn’t think this could get any weirder.” S&ly sighed, slouching farther in his chair
and propping his feet on Dobey’s desk. For ontestperior didn’'t reprimand him or
simply shove his detective’s feet off.

Hutch scrubbed his eyes with the heels of his hatday more twists and turns and you
can lock me up at Cabirillo. | already feel liked’lost my mind.”

Starsky instinctively flopped his right hand overt@ Hutch’s, which was resting on the
arm of his own chair. Dobey folded his hands aodkéd across the desk at the
exhausted men before him. He had never seen thddtectives look more world-weary
than they did at that moment. Both had lost weidgiir faces drawn and haggard.
Starsky had still been recovering from being shbemvthe whole episode started, then
suffered the apparent loss of his partner and #xeng investigation that followed.
Hutch’s undercover work and eventual abduction dndyging had taken a significant
toll on him as well, coupled with the pair's detémation to finish what they had started.
Underneath his own sorrow and rage over the chastmnts, Dobey felt the familiar
stirring of pride for his boys.

He pushed himself back in his chair, then withdtew sets of papers out of his center
desk drawer.

“Here.” He extended one of the sheaves to eacictiet.
“What's this?” Starsky sat up in his chair.

“Vouchers. | want you two out of here until the Me trial. Take some time off, rest
up.”

Hutch withdrew his hand as if he'd been offerechake. “Oh, come on! Is that some
sort of payoff from the Feds?”

“No!” Dobey growled. “As if | would have acceptédat for you! No, | requisitioned
these and the commissioner agreed.” His voickénied. “Look, Hutch. | thought I'd
lost you once. | wasn't so sure that your partmasn’t too far behind.”

Hutch looked over at his partner, even though 8yansouldn't lift his eyes from staring
at his hands.

Dobey continued, his voice deepening further. utjwant you two to go away for a
while—relax, get some sleep. The Department Habealinformation it needs from the
two of you until you testify at the trial.” He @eed his throat. “Starsky’s always
grousing about wanting to go to Mexico.”

The detective in question brightened. “Baja? dma? We can go anywhere we want?”
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Hutch’'s face relaxed marginally, warming up to tdea. “How about the mountains?
Spend a few days camping?”

“Actually, you two might think about going to Mingeta,” Dobey interjected as he stood
and crossed to the front of his desk. “And talesltimg way back through New York.”

Hutch smiled as he stood. “Captain, that's a gicked.”

“Yeah,” Starsky added. “Even if the temperatureDmluth’s thirty below this time of
year.”

“Forty,” Hutch corrected. He met his captain’s gygain, his respect and affection for
the man closing off his throat as he extended &mlh “Thank you, Captain.”

Dobey took the offered hand, but then pulled theectere into a hug, thumping him on
the back. When Dobey released him, Starsky, takeim the moment, opened his arms,
expecting an embrace.

Dobey scowled severely as he waved him away. “Wbatou think you’re doing? You
didn't die. Go on, get moving. Go make your rgadons, then get home and pack.
Edith’s expecting you two for dinner at seven, sba@move on.”

Starsky looked indignant as he straightened hiseja¢hen turned on his heel. “Fine, we
will.”

Hutch merely rolled his eyes as he exited throlghdoor Starsky held open for him. As
Starsky followed his partner out into the squadrobmpaused and leaned back into the
office. “Thanks, Cap’n.”

Dobey managed a smile, his voice low. “You takesad him, son, and yourself.”

“Yes, sir.” Starsky smiled as he saluted with tbecher, then shut the door. Hutch was
already seated at his desk, the phone book opent travel agents’ listings. Starsky
poured a cup of coffee, grinning slightly at thevrgdass pot.

“Hey, Starsk?”

Starsky raised his eyebrows as he took a sip,ghesed Hutch the mug. “Yeah?”

Hutch set the mug down and ran his finger downtéhephone listings. “If you really
want to go to Mexico, you can, you know. Thereisraason | can’t go to Minnesota on

my own.”

Starsky sat down on the edge of his partner's dask took back the mug. “After
everything we’ve been through? I'm not letting yaut of my sight.”
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Hutch looked up, his eyes locking with his parteer*That’'s what I'm counting on.”
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